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firm soil, from headland to headland ; quaint and quiet 
fishing villages and hamlets underlie the rocks, sentinelled 
by countless islands along the coast. At every point, too, 
history and legend are here to throw a mantle over the 
scene—to mingle its rays with those of the sun and moon. 
Here are tales of French and English adventure, of Indian 
raid, storm, wreck, of buccaneers and buried treasure, all 
the way from Cape North to Cape Sable. But if the 
Atlantic shore is seemingly sterile and iron-bound, bearing 
in this respect a striking resemblance to the east coast of 
Old Scotland, it is far otherwise with the interior. The 
peach and the grape ripen in the open air, and the growth 
of maize and root crops might well excite the envy of a 
farmer in Perthshire or Elgin. Even in those districts 
where the scorched and leafless stems of giant pines rear 
their arms upward as if in appeal to Heaven, if the traveller 
will leave the railway and penetrate to the land beneath, 
he will see a vegetation almost rank, of raspberry, wild 
rhododendron, alder and crimson sumach, telling of the 
fertility of the soil. Where the surface is not fertile, the 
riches are beneath, in the form of coal, iron, gypsum, and 
other minerals : but there are few parts of the Province 
where grass suitable for sheep and cattle raising does not 
abound.

Then when we get on the North, or “ Fundy Side,” 
of the peninsula, we meet the broad alluvial plains, inter­
sected by tortuous rivers or indented by wide and crooked 
basins, floored with red mud which the ebb-tide reveals, 
as though each were a ruddy gash in the bosom of Mother 
Earth. This is the land of the monstrous Fundy tides,


