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" Aiul forever and forever,

As lon;^' iis tlio river Hows,
As loui,' ius ilie lieai't lias piisbions,

As lonj? ii.s life has woes
;

" Tlic moon and its broken reflection

And its shadows ohall ajipear.

As the symbol of love in heaven.
And its waverinij: imago here."

We soon passed Ihroti^li IMjiboii, ix neat villairo, not far from the

.sea-board, and exliibiting .some of the cliaractcristics of New England
thrift and cleanline.ss, and, an lionr later, came within sight of the

blue waters of the Gidf. To the northward extended the cliffs, in-

dented with many a picturesque cove wher; the fishermen dwell.

—

Landward.s stretched a widt; expanse of green fields. To the lelt, the

waters of the Gulf, whitened by many a sail, sparkled in the siuishine,

and i'ar away at the verge of the horizon, what seemed a bank of fog

indicated some headland of Nova Scotia.

Port Hood is a very insigniticant plaee, .nnd even its harbour is being

rapidly destroyed by the shifting sands. Some days, at the approach

and close of tlie mackerel reason, the waters of the (Julf, as far as the

eyes can rcucli, are alive with Anicrlcau scliooners—low-lying, clipper-

like cral't—on their way to iMuilour, Gaspc, and other parts, where the

iish are generaily lound in large quantities. Those vessels come up the

Strait ot Canso, which they perfectly ]iaek at times—perhaps as many as

seven or eight hundred vessels pass this way in the course of a week.

—

The mackerel appear to have deserted the shores of New England, and to

have found more congenial resorts on the southern coast of Nova Scotia,

and especially in the (julf. Probably 70,0 )0 tons of American shipping

are annually engaged in the tishery of this beautiful deni/.en of the

waters, with its back of cerulean hue, and belly of pearly whiteness.

When I left Port Hood, I followed the coast line as far as the settle-

ment of Margarie,* situated at tlie mouth of the river of that name. The
whole coast as fur as Cape North—the extrcne northern point of the

island—is exceedingly bold and precipitous—a coast to be avoided in

stormy .weather, as the ribs of many a wrecked vessel on the shore pain-

fully attest. Some years ago, when there were no settlers wliatcver on

the coast, the crews of vessels wrecked in the fall would often perLsh

miserably in the thick and sombre forests that cover that rugged part of

the island ; but the probability of such occurrences is now diminished by
the erection of buildings and the settlement of fishermen at different

points. The scene in winter must be grand in the extreme, for vast

lields of ice come down the Gulf and choke up the Strait, so that it is some-

times impassable for days at a time. The ferrymen at Plaister Cove

—

where the headquarters of the American Telegraph Company on the island

is now situated— have many a perilous escape; but so great is their skill

and knowledge of the currents, that accidents have not occurred for many
years. The ice will be forced down by the northerly winds and block up
the passage, but by watching the currents the ferryman will seize a favour-

A corruption of Marguerite.


