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country buggy, in which to drive fourteen miles
to Sydney. We are told the rack is rough.
The light is. fast failing. Ther is only one
narrow seat for the somewhat bulky driver and
ourselves. For a moment I cannot see where I
am to sit. But every second it is growing darker,
and with no alternative. I scrambled up, and
fortunately being small, 1 was'wedged in securely,
and during the very rough drive was perhaps
the less shaken. The four-year-old pony sorely
tried my nerves at starting by shying, and
turning sharp round - a fatal thing in Ahese
lockless buggies. Our good driver--the local
constable-negotiated the worst places, the holes
and rocks and frail wooden bridges, with great
care, and saved us all he could. Still, we suffered
severely.

We passed the two great coal mines of Sydney
which supply all the coal to Newfoundland, t
and much to Canada. It is soft and dirty fuel. f
We saw the lights of the miners' cottages, and
passed some of them returning with an electric t
lamp in their caps. On and on we drove. The -I
twilight failed, and a pale crescent moon iose, but
its dim light only added half-seen terrors to the sc
road, as we drove through dusky pine forests and a.
heard the rush of unseen waters, whilst the lamp eC
of the luggage cart in advance looked like a wiIl- ir
o'-the-wisp dancing up and down. On and on la


