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Cobequid mountains, was entrancing. The foreground was §
bathed in golden sunshine, the background secemed pale
purple, as of a mist, while overhead mighty picturesque
masses of creamy cumulus cloud rolled like a full sail
of some divine argosy. A great dismantled wooden
mansion, built in pretentious Georgian style, caught my |
eye a stone-throw from the fort, dating probably from the f
Fort Cumberland period, and I bent my steps towards it.

I have never before viewed such complete desolation \
and decay, the result merely of age and neglect, and not
of fire or earthquake. One step within the portals con-
vinced me that to venture further would be to endanger !
life and to invite the instant collapse of the whole edifice,
whose every beam and rafter trembled on the brink of utter
destruction. And yet because the house, though expen-
sively built, was built of wood, there was nothing venerable
about it or dignified—it rather inspired contempt, as of a
_ dissipated old rogue, whose vices had wrecked his constitu-
| tion, and was ready to tumble into the gutter. Eager as I

am for the preservation of ancient monuments, it was with
something like relief that I reflected that this rollicking old
ruin was on the other side of the New Scotland frontier.
Twenty miles from Ambherst is Joggins, the centre of
the Cumberland county coal-fields, which begin at Maccan,
I have not the slightest idea who Joggins was, but I feel
certain that were he alive to-day he would have every
reason to feel proud of the growth and prosperity of his
name-place. The output of coal here is very large. The
Joggins shore extends along Chignecto Bay, with imposing
cliffs, occasionally three or four hundred feet high, Here




