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DARK HARBOUR.
A Tale of Grand Manan,

Bur few, even of the inhabitants of
New-Brunswick, are acquainted with
the wild and picturesque beauties of the
island of Girand Manan ; for the dread
with which it is regarded by “tempest
tossed” mariners, has tended to render
it shunned, rather than visited. Yetno
island on this coast of British North
America, can boast of more bold and
striking scenery than is presented by
its northern shore; whose stupendous
cliffs oppose their rugged breast to the
wild howlings of the winter's blast,
while the angry and icy waves of the
Bay of Fundy, rush upon them for
months together with angry and unceas-
ing war. The southern shore slopes
gradually to the Atlantic Ocean, and is
provided with a number of good har-
bours, which, in the summer season,
are resorted to by great numbers of fish-
ing vessels, and are surrounded by neat
and well cultivated farms. But of all
the singular places, in this singular is-
land, none is more curious than Dark
Harbour; now completely closed against
the entrance of vessels, by a sea-wall of
stones and gravel, thrown up by the
constant working of the waves, until a
dry beach has been formed, over which
the sea does not pass even at high wa-
ter; and the inner harbour is therefore
cut off from the sea by this dyke of na.
ture’s own formation.

Not feeling competent to describe the
many beauties of Grand Manan, from
having but a slight acquaintance with
them, yet let me recommend a summer
visit to its wild and rocky shores, as a
pleasant excursion: one which will am-
ply repay the visitant, particularly if he
be an admirer of nature in some of her
most fantastic freaks. My own visit to
this secluded portion of our colony, was
not a summer one, but occurred in No-
vember, 1824, when business called me
to visit its surf-beaten shores, at an un-
usually boisterous period. Tempestu-
ous weather detained me long after m
business was finished ; and for lack of

other occupation I employed myself i
shooting sea-fowl, and collecting somé
of the wild legends current in the jsland-
In the latter occupation, T was much the
most successful, and this success render
ed me more ardent in pursuit of infor”
mation.

I had taken up my quarters at the
house of a fisherman named Johnston®
a rough, but kind-hearted old felloW:
and a sort of “ Dandie Dinmont” in the
island; clear headed and shrewd
all matters within the scope of his 1
ited information, but ignorant of all bei
yond its sphere; of tall and powerft
frame, with a strong and manly cast
features, bronzed by an exposure of ha
a century to the war of elements, bo g
onseaand land. His family consis
ed of one son and three daughters;
son, an athletic, well built young m*
of two-and-twenty, mate of a West I“’
diaman, who had acquired some infof
mation from having seen a little of th‘f
world, and who laughed at the marvé
lous stories told by the islanders. !
two eldest daughters were good ]ookmgf
cheerful lasses ; but the third and youn8
est deserves a more particular descrif’
tion. She was rather below than abo"
the middle height, with a figure %
slight, that the idea of weakness in"o:
luntarily rose in the mind, until ch”sl
ed away by a second look at the we
rounded symmetry of that little pel's"n
—then would be admired the cles?
healthy glow of her cheek—the ligb‘;
springing step, and the merry glan®
of a pair of sparkling good-naturef”
wicked black cyes, with the pretti®’
dimple on each side of the prettiest
tle mouth in the world. Her featur®’
could not be called strictly, ‘or classic
ly, beautiful, yet have T never s
among the high and titled dames, W
imagine beauty to be their peculiar p
rogative, any whose features were
fascinating or whose smile was so 0’?;
tivating, as those of the fisherma® "
daughter. Of a lively and happy tel!:l
perament, her very laugh still rings !
my ears, and in fancy, I yet hear Y o
wild but sweet notes, as she carrol

away, in the innocent gaiety of bé*



