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THE DUKE or KENT’S LODGE.

whom are but too apt to have their first pleasurable 
impressionsytffaced by a sense of exile, which a long 
unvarifed round of garrison duty in a distant land so 
naturally itfdnces; and the latter to regard good shelter 
and safe anchorage as the greatest natural beauties of a 
harbor.

After leaving Halifax, the road to Windsor winds for 
ten miles round the margin of Bedford Basin, which is 
connected with the harbor by a narrow passage at the 
dockyard. It is an extensive and magnificent sheet of 
water, the shores of which are deeply indented with, 
numerous coves, and well-sheltered inlets of great 
beauty.

At a distance of seven miles from the town is a mined 
lodge, built by his Royal Highness the late Duke of Kent, 
when commander-in-chief of the forces in this colony, 
once his favorite summer residence, and the scene of his 
munificent hospitalities. It is impossible to visit this 
spot without the most melancholy feelings. The totter
ing fences, the prostrate gates, the ruined grottps, the 
long and winding avenues, cut out of the forest, over- 
growq by rank grass and occasional shrubs, and the 
silence and desolation that pervade every thing around, 
all bespeak a rapid and premature decay, rec$ to mind 
the untimely fate of its noble and lamented oAvner, and 
tell of fleeting pleasures, and the transitory nature of all 
earthly things. I stopped at a small inn in the neigh
borhood, for the purpose of strolling over it for the last 
time ere I left the country, and for the indulgence of 
those moralising musings which at times harmonize 
with our nerves, and awaken what ma,y be called the 
pleasurable sensations of melancholy.

A modern wooden ruin is of itself the least interesting, 
and at the same time the most depressing,object imagina
ble. The massive structures of antiquity that are every
where to be met with in Europe,exhibit the remaitfsof 
great strength, and, though injured and defaced by the 
slow and almost imperceptible agency of time, promise 
to continue thus mutilated for ages to come. They 
awaken the images of departed generations, and are


