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after their rough night's work, for, this is the

inhospitable coast of Newfoundland, the Premier
Colony of England.

As the morning wears on and the sun rises, it is

a pretty scene. The great blue restless ocean,
with its mighty Atlantic swell, lashing itself in
spray and foam, with a long white line breaking
and disappearing, re-appearing and dying against
the bleak rock-bound coast. Sometimes the cliffs
are formed of strata of grey lava or limestone, at
others they are of rich red sandstone, colours that
are intensified with the peculiar clearness of the
atmosphere. Above all, there is a pure blue sky,
with white clouds chasing each other and casting
shadows along the coast. Now and again we
pass large fishing luggers sailing swiftly by in the
brisk breeze. Some have tawny orange or deep
brown sails, others pure white ones, looking like
wings spread in the sunlight, gliding swiftly and
silently past. It is a rich bit of colouring to eyes
tired and sad with the monotony of an impene-
trable, all-surrounding line of sky and ocean.

The approach to St. John's is romantic. The
barrier of cliffs still rises to larboard, without an
apparent break or indentation, whilst they say
that we shall be anchored at the harf in ten
minutes. Another scanning of the coast reveals
at length two rocks rising higher than the others,
with a slight fall between them. The ship ploughs


