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a wooden ruin shows rank and rapid decay, concentrates
its interest on one family, or one man, and resembles a
mangled corpse rather than the monument that covers it.
It has no historical importance, no ancestral record. It
awakens not the imagination. The poet finds no inspira-
tion in it, and the a1 iquary no interest. It speaks only of
death and decay, and recent calamity and vegetable decom-
position. 'The very air about it is close, dank, and unwhole-
some. It has no grace, no strength, no beauty, but looks
deformed, gross, and repulsive. Even the faded colour of
a painted wooden house, the tarnished gilding of its decora-
tions, the corroded iron of its fastenings and its crumbling
materials, all indicate recent use and temporary habitation.
It is but a short time since this mansion was tenanted by its
royal master, and in that brief space how great has been the
devastation of the elements! A few years more and all
trace of it will have disappeared for ever. Its very site will
soon become a matter of doubt. The forest is fast reclaim-
ing its own, and the lawns and ornamented gardens annually
sown with seeds scattered by the winds from the surround-
ing woods, are relapsing into a state of nature, and exhibiting
in detached patches a young growth of such trees as are
common to the country.”

“The capital of Nova Scotia,” wrote a traveller in 1856,
“looks like a town of cards, nearly all the buildings being of
wood. There are wooden houses, wooden churches, wooden
wharves, wooden slates, and if there are sidewalks these are
of wood also. I was pleased at a distance with the appear-
ance of two churches, one of them a Gothic edifice, but on
nearer inspection found them to be of wood, and took refuge




