
THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

He is on all her sides, lapping her grassy shores,
breaking against her frowning cliffs, and running

away up into the land, wide, blue tongtfes of water,
where foreign ships can ride at anchor and give to

lovely Nova Scotia their fairest merchandise.
Among all the harborsî among all the bays-and'

th ' are long and numerous-can no -ne be found
to eclipse the chief and pýînce of thern all, glorious
old Chebucto., which hundreds of years ago Indians
paddlëd over and called the greatest of watersî It
lies almost midway between. the two ends of the pe-
ninsula and sends up between smiling shores a long,
wide, crystal expanse of water, that is curved like
a slightly bent arm, and' is six - whole miles - in

length. Clear and shining it 'comes in from, the
sêa, washing'around its guardian forts, and with a

strong, full tide floating the most ponderous levia-
thans of the deep right up to the wharves 'of the
capital town of the province, built along its shores.

At all times white-winged ships sail over its
waters. Farther north the bays skim. over and har-

bors freeze. Here the waters are always blue and
open, and tired ships, bruised and buffeted by the

arigry winter winds'of the Northern Atlantic, can
always steal in and find a safe and plêasant anchor-

age. The shores are gently sloping, the hills are
wooded, only the, softest breezes blo' here. Boreas

and all- his gang must lurk o-utside the harbor
m o u th.


