
Our Premier Colony. 17

we have 'not yet had a real Newfoundland
fog.

We are in great difficulty as to how to leave
the island, and find ourselves steamer-bound.
That tardy line, the Allan, has a fortnightly
service via Halifax to St. John's, but we shall be
obliged to take a cargo boat.

Monday, August ioth.-A midnight embarkation
on the Black Diamond Line s.s. Coban, from the
deserted wharves of St. John's. The donkey
engine is at work all night, and in the cold grey
of early dawn we slipped out of the harbour.
There ensued two days and nights of abject
misery, only relieved by the sight of land at seven
o'clock on Wednesday evening. We enter Glace
Bay on the peninsula of Cape Breton. The
channel entrance is so narrow that we executed
some wonderful nautical manouvres before
anchoring at the wharf. We are landing on a
barren shore, the chief object of interest being a
coal shoot with some trucks of coal on it. We
are near the great Sydney coal mines, and the
country is as bleak and desolate as our Black
Country. .The sun is sinking, but the air is warm
and moist. 1

We land at this uninviting place, and after
some searchings amongst a half-dazed popula-
tion> who seem to show surprise, mingled with
resentment. at our intrusion, we find a ramshackle
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