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THE TRAMP THAT WALKED LIKE A KING

As we rode through Acadia upon a golden day,
(Oh, white were all the apple-blooms, and blue the sky of
spring!)
We spied a figure far ahead, say fifty rods away,
With head erect and shoulders broad—yes, every inch a king.
A tall, majestic man he aas, though shabby brown his suit,
A ruler of the open road, a monarch of the land;
And something of the old lost aworld made farmer-lads salute
This wonderful and regal form, awith a scepter in his hand.

A scepter that was but a stick!—and yet he waved it there,
As 1f proclaiming fields and streams his opulent domain.
He avore no crown upon his orow—his noble head awas bare;
He needed no accoutrement, nor any lordly train.
For he was every inch a king, and stately was ‘his tread.
(Ok, awhite awere all the apple-trees, and blue the world’s
avide room!)
“He dreams of gorgeous palace halls, and princesses,” we said.
(The awhole earth awas his castle, filled with marvelous
perfume.)

I never saw a man who seemed more dignified than he;
(Oh, thrones might crumble far away—but he remained a
king!)
And, as we passed him, we cried out, “Good day, your Majesty "
Whereat he turned and said, "W hat ho! W hat message do
ye bring?”
We could not smile. His regal mien caused us to envy him—
A freeman if one ever lived, a monarch of the spring.
We thought of strutting sales-clerks in the cities gray and dim,
And avished shat they might see this tramp who wandered
like a king.



It avas not pride—the false, cheap pride the little peofle avear;
It ewas the gracious elegance that high-born courtiers know.

He had the manners of the French—yet English blood avas there;
His pace avas somewhat ponderous, and beautifully slow.

Beyond us was a sunlit toren—this was the king's highway.
“And may we give your Majesty a friendly lift?" awe said.

“I muech prefer my garden avalk. Dear commoners, good day’”
He ansawered like the king he was—and bowed his kingly

head.

We never saw that royal form in any later ride;

No doubt he loitered far behind, on roadavays of his oavn.
We loved his acalk, but even more e loved his simple pride—
In some remote and vanished time he sat upon a throne.
Jut now—oh, happier far his lot!—the freedom of the earth,

And not the petty politics of some declining land.
{ think of him avhen spring comes back—this man of happy birth,
H ho awalks that road in Acadie, with a scepter in his hand!
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AMBLING THROUGH
ACADIA

CHAPTER 1

FOLLOWING THE SPRING NORTH

T was the apple-blossoms that started me.

I had heard of them from many travelers,

read of them, seen pictures of them, and finally

I began to dream of them. Always my joy had

been vicarious. And then the day came when

I said to myself that I must see them with my
own eyes.

Those apple-blossoms in the rich orchards of
Nova Scotia, I mean; those miles on miles of
miraculous trees in the Annapolis valley. One
would have thought, with a glorious memory of
the apple-orchards on Long Island and in Con-
necticut when May came dancing into the world,

that I had had enough of them for one season.
3



AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

But the glimpses I had of these white earthly
zloud-drifts as 1 motored around New York with
generous friends only caused me to be more de-
termined than ever to follow the spring north, to
reveise the usual habit of the swallows at the
end of summer and fly in the opposite direction
at a much earlier date, so that I might taste, for
once, the glamour and wonder of a long, long
spring.

I remember a friend saying to me long ago:
“Just think! even if we live the allotted span
there can be but a few Aprils for us, at best.
So we ought to keep our eyes open when the
leaves begin to come, and miss no moment of
the rapture and rustle of spring.”

Sometimes it seems to me that I can hardly
wait for that time each year when grass ascends
and the first warmth begins to flood the world;
when in meadows lately covered with snow the
violets and primroses show their tiny faces, and
the boughs of all the trees seem suddenly to be
touched with a magic wand and break into green,
exultant life. But a little later, in the full tide

4



FOLLOWING THE SPRING NORTH

of May, when our apple-orchards, drenched by
sun and rain, put on their vestments of white
splendor, I think the world i1s a place of clean
perfection, and I confess that the sense of earth’s
loveliness almost breaks my heart.

I have some friends on Long Island who have
transplanted two apple-trees to the terrace of their
house, so that guests, from their upper windows
on white May mornings, may look out and actu-
ally touch those gleaming boughs and drink in the
fragrance of them. When the petals finally fall,
while one i1s having tea on that same terrace, it
is as though a Danaé shower of silver were drop-
ping, instead of gold, and the light rain makes a
fairy carpet that one scarcely dares to tread.

Now, having had a plethora of these magical
boughs, I craved, even as a drunkard craves, one
more full cup of joy—as though a prohibition
of apple-blossoms were about to go into effect;
as indeed 1t may, if our stupid lawmakers do not
call a halt. And I say this in all seriousness;
for, since cider is made from apples, the fanatics
wishing to rid the world of a few roustabouts,

5



AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

you and I may one day be deprived of a portion
of the beauty of the earth! It is an appalling
thought; yet how are we to have complete pro-
hibition so long as Nature, in her infinite wis-
dom, goes on allowing apples to ripen and mellow
on lavish branches!

I have often wondered, when we in the United
States plan our holidays, why 1t 1s that we do
not consider more that heavenly and limitless
district which lies directly north of us. There
are supreme advantages in a trip to Canada.
One finds himself, almost in the twinkling of an
eye, in an entirely different country, yet among
a people who speak the same language, who do
not require silly passports of us, and who, though
they insist, logically enough, upon engraving the
King of England’s portrait upon their bills, fol-
low our monetary system and banking methods.
QOur legal tender is interchangeable, and there is
no bother about exchange, and travelers’ checks,
and learning to count anew on one’s fingers, try-
ing to reconcile pence and shillings and pounds
with static American dollars. It is a great relief

6



FOLLOWING THE SPRING NORTH

to one who, like myself, loathes mathematics and
the necessary bother of money. Then, too, the
Canadians possess an abundant supply of large
leisure. They have time to be polite, to say
good momning and good evening, to direct the
stranger on his way, to try to make him comtort-
able and happy and at home. I had a conduc-
tor assist me with my bags in a little town, as I
struggled into the parlor-car of his train.
Would that ever happen in my own country? 1
cannot recall such an experience.

But more to be taken into consideration is the
fact that the climate of Canada is matchless in
summer. If one is going westward, to the won-
derful country around the much-advertised Banft
and Lake Louise, it would be well to break the
long continental trip by train—that 1s, if one
is starting from our eastern coast—with a few
days and nights on the Great Lakes. The boats
are excellent, the food 1s all that could be de-
sired, and the service could scarcely be improved
upon. There could be a day’s stop-over at a
city like Winnipeg, again to break the journey

7



AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

through flat prairie territory, and then the plunge
into the Canadian Rockies, where Nature seems
to have made a startling and supreme gesture,
and finally set the seal of her complete approval.

I used to imagine, as a child, that there was
some physical barrier to be crossed when one
went from one’s own country into another, just
as I fancied the north pole was actually a pole,
standing on the very top of the world. I did
not think one could just melt, as 1t were, into an-
other land. I always have a feeling of awe when
I am told, on a railway train, that we are now
passing into another State, or even into another
county. For me, a sense of adventure is in this
unexciting process—I cannot say why. 1 posi-
tively expect the landscape to take on a new as-
pect, the soil to be of a different color, the very
trees and bushes to be of another kind. Yet
they remain strangely the same, until one con-
siders border lines and boundaries, and wonders
why it is that such a fuss and furor are made over
them—why, indeed, people go to war about
them.

8



FOLLOWING THE SPRING NORTH

We slipped into Canada by the sea, when we
made up our minds to discover the Evangeline-
haunted districts of Nova Scotia; and that is the
best way to go anywhere. Traveling thus, bound-
ary lines are indeed invisible; their names are
writ in water, and give one no concem. You
awaken the next morning or the day after and
find yourself looking at another flag, breathing
other air, and realize that you are a vigorous pil-
grim, being so thrillingly far from home.

The way to go from New York, I should ad-
vise, 1s to take the night boat to Boston. There,
the following afternoon at two, one may board
a small steamer at the very next wharf, for Yar-
mouth. And let me pause to be specific here, to
aid those who may follow me on this delectable
journey. No luncheon is served on the Yar-
mouth vessel on the day one sails. Therefore,
have a box made up in Boston and enjoy your
sandwiches and your thermos bottle on the deck
as you steam out of that lovely harbor.

The exit from New York forever thrills me.
I love dipping under our massive highways of the

9




AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

air, Brooklyn, Manhattan, Williamsburg, and
Queensboro bridges. Their roaring traffic, their
ceaseless clamor, their energy, their solid per-
manence—] love them. These are the exposed
arteries of the monster Manhattan, and living
tides sweep through them. In a late May eve-
ning, at sunset, when the workers who dwell in
Brooklyn begin to pour homeward, these veins
are filled with blood ; and as the Artist, the Guide,
and I passed along the river we were glad of an
escape from the great city that had clutched us
too long, held us closely on her heart of stone
and steel.

The World Building looked like a golden bee-
hive melting among a garden of giant sky-
scrapers, strange flowers of agate, unmoved by
storms, rejoicing alike in the beat of the rain or
the smiting rays of the sun. This May evening,
the beehive glistened and gleamed, and I thought
of the time, not so many years ago, when it was
the proudest turret of them all. Now it was
but a pygmy in this hard and terrible garden.
And then I thought of all the bees huddled be-

10
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neath this hive, trying to make honey out of—
what? Later, I knew, the whole city would be
a vast honeycomb of light, when the electric
bulbs danced at the tiers of windows, and aspir-
ing domes shot, rocket-like, to the darkness of
the sky. A returning American recently said that
the Woolworth tower was as wonderful as any
cathedral spire he had seen abroad. I quite agree
with him. There is a stern loveliness about
these commercial buildings, a hard, compelling
beauty that cannot be denied, and I have always
pitied those who fail to read the wonder of blun-
dering, groping cities, with their message of hu-
man endeavor and dream. Their lack of vision
is worse than blindness, for it is nothing short
of a spiritual shutting of the eyes.

It 1s curious how the bridges erected since
Brooklyn Bridge simply magnify the beauty of
the latter, just as the old, shingled, weather-
beaten farm-houses on Long Island and in New
England gain in impressiveness through the years,
and serve to ‘‘show up” the nouveau-rich archi-
tecture crowding around them. They built

11
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better in the old days, when artisans were really
artists, with a personal pride in their work. And
there were more robust dreamers a quarter of a
century ago. [ have always resented the conflict
of Manhattan Bridge with the beautiful lines of
the older structure. Looking at Brooklyn Bridge
from the harbor, one feels that a hideous back
drop has been placed in the near distance, almost
ruining the perfect symmetry of what Roebling
did. Yet the perfection of Brooklyn Bridge
remains, despite contiguous upstarts, a stretch of
magnificence in the air, an iron rainbow linking
two enormous boroughs.

I like those dark warehouses along the wharves
of New York and Brooklyn as one sails up the
East River, and the glimpses one catches of shad-
owy, mysterious streets leading to the radiant
heart of the vast, tumultuous city. Now and
then a human figure skulks along in the dusk, just
visible from one’s upper deck; and the tugboats
whistle, and the seeming confusion works itself
somehow into a plausible pattern, as ship passes
ship, and helpless trains of cars are propelled

12
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FOLLOWING THE SPRING NORTH

on a thick raft to some port where they may
work out their destiny. It strikes one as ignoble
that a massive train must thus be commandeered
and escorted by a tiny tug, just as there is some-
thing ludicrous in the spectacle of a broken-
down limousine being dragged through a city
street by a little taxicab. But even giants grow
weary and worn sometimes, and then it is that
the Lilliputians of the earth come into their own.
Every one loves a tug, puffing in its pride, help-
ing some larger vessel to find its way to its pier.
These are the only craft that I can never think of
as feminine, they are so altogether sturdy and
strong.

Disarmament is robbing the Brooklyn Navy-
Yard of its old-time pomp and glory. Now
only a battle-ship or two may be seen where once
a score or more lay silent as watch-dogs, and a
network of iron and steel proclaims where a part
of our valiant navy made its quarters once upon
a time.

Farther along, tall black chimneys rise like
monster organ-pipes, chanting forever the glory

15
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and wonder of the town. A gasometer stands
sharply silhouetted against the imperishable sky;
and, in contrast to its heavy beauty, the white
clouds drift in a blue spring sea of glory. We
were going to a wilderness, to the land of “the
forest primeval.”” But was not this a greater
wilderness? This tangle of dwellings, this mad-
ness that man had created, what was it but an
endless forest, in which the sou! might lose its
way? What did it all mean? Why had it
risen out of the sea, and why did it chain us so,
and grimly make us its very slaves? Some old
lines by Marrion Wilcox came singing into my
head, as our boat pressed on:

A poisonous forest of houses far as the eye can see,
And in their shade
All crime 1s made—

Now God love you and me.

The ugly-beautiful city! I would leave it;
but also I knew I would come back to it gladly,
as | always did—as every one of us does.

But I was not out ot it yet. Just as, when

you attempt to motor from New York, it seems
16
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impossible to get to the
last house on the last
street, so, in gliding up
the East River, the dwell-
ings never end; and the
windows of houses along
the shore seem to stare

at you, follow you, as
the eyes in a portrait do.

When we came to
Blackwell’s Island, I no-
ticed the lighthouse on
the northern end of it;
and for the first time,
though I have lived in
New York all my life, I

heard a priest near me

on the deck telling an-
other a legend concern-
ing it. I do not know
whether i1t is authentic

The Lighthouse on
Blackwell’s Island or not, but the Stﬂr}' as

I overheard it interested me.

17
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“A man suffering from melancholia built that
little stone edifice with his own hands,” the priest
was saying to his companion. ‘“‘He was a mas-
ter builder, ’way back in the sixties, and when he
fell 11l he asked permission to go over to the
1sland and erect that lighthouse we see. And as
he worked, day by day, quite alone there, piling
stone on stone, he sent out a message, asking the
prayers of all passers-by for his recovery. And
every tugboat captain, every sailor on every
craft, prayed for him.”

“A lovely story,” the younger priest said, at
the conclusion of the tale. ‘I only hope the poor
man recovered. That would make the thing com-
plete.”

“Ah, that I do not know,” answered the other.
“And perhaps it is just as well not to know the
end of the story. At any rate, there the light-
house 1s.”

Out in the sound, the city is gone. A sense of
freedom sweeps over one with the first evening
breeze. Definitely, one has escaped from the
trap that tears the heart as well as the body. And

18
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when the sunset is vividly painted on the western
sky, and reflected in the deep blue of the water,
there comes an hour of calm that leaves one
speechless and breathless. One sees the long
stretch of Long Island shore, separated more and
more from Connecticut as the boat pushes on,
away from the flaming sun; and soon there will
be the wide, open sea; and in the morning the first
lap of one’s journey will be over.

We are following the spring north, free as
those birds that swing through the air; and al-
ways there come the thought and dream of the
white orchards that await us, up there in the rich
Annapolis valley.

19
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CHAPTER II
FROM YARMOUTH ON

DON'T like buying railway tickets—indeed,

tickets of any kind ; and so, when the Guide, a
good friend who strangely and happily is of an
opposite turn of mind, said he could make his
vacation plans fit in with the Artist’s and my
own, I was delighted.

He 1t was who engaged our passage every-
where; and he is clever with maps, and has all
sorts of 1deas about where not to go, which, when
you come to think of it, is quite as important as to
decide just where to go. He has a way with him
when it comes to porters and waitresses, conduc-
tors and hotel clerks—a sort of genius for mak-
ing friends with any and everybody; and through
his kindly offices one’s luggage miraculously ap-
pears at the right moment, and he has counted it
up at a glance, and simply orders one to “come

23
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on.”  One goes, confident that all is well. If
Cook could but get hold of him, he would make
his fortune as a cicerone in foreign parts; but he
hides his light under a bushel; and so, though I
had known him for some time, I had not dreamed
that he had these wonderful talents as a tourist.
He was a revelation to me, just as I must have
been to him in another way; for I am one of
those who insist upon getting to a station a full
half-hour before it is time for one’s train to go,
and I am likely to speak of it if others are not
equally prompt. Often, to save myself the fret
and worry of a too-late arrival, I have bundled
up with bag and baggage, getting to my destina-
tion, say, forty minutes beforehand, only to be
hustled through the gate in the greatest discom-
fort, finding myself on the train ahead. It is
humiliating, to say the least, and one’s plans are
so definitely upset at the other end of the journey.
I am always telegraphing to friends that I am
arriving earlier than they had expected me, which
1s quite as thoughtless and rude as to arrive late.

My friend the Guide has cured me of much

24
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of my impetuous desire to take a taxi thirty
minutes before it is necessary. He has shown me
the wisdom, as the Italians put it, of making
haste slowly; and he has about convinced me that
rural trains are seldom on time, and that boats
rarely run according to schedule. I never missed
anything if I but meekly followed him; and,
thanks to his kindness, I never had to consult
one of those cryptic little folders known to civi-
lized man as time-tables. Asterisks always an-
noy me; and time-tables are so full of them that
I wonder the printers do not run out of those nec-
essary signs. ‘‘Saturdays only’’ forever confronts
me on a Tuesday, say, when I make up my mind
to take a journey. ‘‘Stops only on signal” is
the train I am always hopelessly running after at
some remote junction. ‘‘No baggage” is the
bane of my existence; whereas “Will not run on
Sundays” is always the very train I want, weary
of some small town on a Sabbath morning.

The Guide had a way with him with time-
tables, too; and he told me that if I would but
leave matters to him he would see to it that we

25
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never took the wrong train. Moreover, there was
not to be much travel by rail, we agreed. We
would board an express—if there was such a prac-
tical thing in such a romantic country—only as a
means of getting rapidly through some dull terri-
tory. The rest of the time we would hire a mo-
tor or bicycles, and explore the land round about
our hotel. In this way we would get off the
beaten routes of the average tourist as much as
possible, take those little side journeys that some-
times prove to be the most delightful of all, and
do just about as we pleased, regardless of time.

The steamer from Boston to Yarmouth takes,
literally, a bee-line course; and the afternoon we
set forth was radiant with sun and beautiful with
billowy clouds. Our clean little boat shot
through the sea, seemingly eager to reach that
port directly on the other side. Not until night-
fall is one definitely out of sight of land; and in
the early morning the bright little harbor of
Yarmouth greets the traveler, and the Canadian
air is cooler and spicier, and one drinks in long

drafts of it, feeling refreshed at once.
26
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It is a pretty town. The young oiler on the
boat lived there, and had sung its praises to me,
though he confessed to a hankering after Boston;

“It’s so big and busy,” was the way he put it.
But down in his heart he was true to little Yar-
mouth.

We had made the acquaintance of a young
man and his wife on the steamer, who had
brought their smart little car along, and were
looking forward to a Canadian summer, touring
wherever they had a mind to go. For a moment,
I envied them their easy manner of getting from
place to place, as they outlined the roads they
would follow, and pointed out on the map this
interior lake and that which they would be able

to reach. “It’s the only way to travel,” they
27
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said. “Wish we had room for you-all”; they
were obviously Southerners.

“Oh, we’ll do nicely,” we told them as we
thanked them for their thought of us. I think
they were secretly pitying us our rides on trains
in this bright early-summer season. They had
a Jaunty self-assurance, a natural pride of
ownership and well-being, which, while not in
the least offensive, got just a bit on my nerves
after two or three hours of it. They were too
satisfied with their plans, and would ask us down
to look at their gleaming motor, pull off the hood
to give us a peep at their authentic engine, and
boast of the extra tires they carried.

“For we hear that the roads are n’t quite so
good as we have at home,” the husband said.
“Lots of rocks up here. But we believe in pre-
paredness.”’

It made us humble to think of our hired mo-
tors and bicycles and unimaginative train trips.
Oh, some people were blessed by the Fates;
there was no doubt of that. “And it’s just great
to be able to go where you want to, and not be

28



FROM YARMOUTH ON

dependent on a chauffeur,” we heard our new
friend saying; and when, after breakfast on the
boat, he bade us a gay good morning, and waved
to us In a rather patronizing manner, we thought
we envied him the easy days ahead of him
and almost wished that he kad the room to take
us under his wing, as he had so generously sug-
gested.

As he went down the gang-plank, the very
back of his neck and the slant of his head on
his shoulders told of his human joy in his trip
de luxe. All the way from the South to go
through Canada with his bride in his car par ex-
cellence! Yes, it was something to be happy
over; and he did n’t care who knew how rejoiced
he was. There was n’t another machine like his;
he had told us that over and over. It would eat
up the rough roads; it would whizz here and
there like a yellow flame, startling the country-
side; and the sound of his siren would be a cry
of triumph in the night, as they sped through
sleepy hamlets.

We felt shabby after his blithe departure; a

29
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little inferiority complex, it may have been—we
who had, until our meeting with him, been so
contented with our simple and normal means of
locomotion. I found myself half envying this
boastful young Southerner, wishing that we, too,
could have brought a dashing car along and made
such a thrilling exit from the boat.

They have delicious clams at Yarmouth. We
had been told so by the watchman on the boat.
“I know, because I supply them to the hotel,”
he modestly said ; but I must report that his clams
were all he asserted them to be, for we tried
them at every meal save breakfast.

I had n’t yet become used to leaving every-
thing to the Guide; so, while my baggage was
coing through the customs, and an importunate
taxi-driver was asking us 1f we did n’t want to
hire him to take us to our inn, I inquired of him
about evening trains north. “It left yesterday,”
was the way he put it. “Sorry.”

There was only one, you see; but the Guide,

having learned that long before we landed, smiled
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FROM YARMOUTH ON

indulgently at me, as one does at an impetuous
child, as though to say, “Now will you be good
and leave the time-tables to me?”

I like a town such as Yarmouth, with rocking
boats in its cozy harbor, its tree-lined streets and
fragrant lilac-bushes, its little home-made con-
servatories in every other house, as though the
occupants were determined to hoard away some
of the golden summer against the stern, inevi-
table northern winter. Over the town comes the
keen, cool air from the Bay ot Fundy, far off;
and there is plenty of good fishing, of course.
They catch much mackerel and thousands of her-
rings here; and the lobster traps are regularly
set. I have seldom seen healthier, more happy
children than one sees in Canada. And evi-
dently, judging by their parents, they will all
grow to a splendid and robust manhood or
womanhood ; and that will cause them to require
those enormous bath-tubs which delighted us in
every little inn to which we wandered. What a
Joy to get to a country where the people are so
big-boned, if for no other reason than that one
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may splash to the limit in those capacious basins!'
One instantly gets an impression of the rugged-
ness of Canada, entering it by this doorway. I
can’t understand why more young Americans, in
search of a normal life on a farm, do not betake
themselves to this enchanting country; yet they
tell me everywhere that Canada’s great problem
is to get her youth to remain at home. Boy-like,
they all wish to rush to the States, as they call
our land. They crave the excitement of big
cities, like Boston and New York, and they suffer
from the delusion that a fortune awaits them in
rich New England, just over the border. Many
return, later in life, finding too late that they
have been chasing rainbows, and they settle down
with poor grace. Yet all this is in the economic
scheme of things, and I suppose it will always
be so: that the citizens of one land will forever
dream of the hidden enchantment of another.
Outside Yarmouth one finds beautiful country
and excellent roads. We caught glimpses, on
our first motor ride, of many a wild apple-tree
radiantly in bloom, a foretaste of those we were
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to see later in such abundance. And tiny lakes
dance in the sun, and lumbering oxen cross one’s
path every little while, their stolid heads fas-
tened under the heavy, cruel-looking block of
wood which must have some technical name that
I never learned. The Siamese Twins were not
more rigidly bound together; and I began, very
early on this trip, to pity these patient beasts,
particularly when I saw them eating their noon-
day meal without being unharnessed, their great
heads moving in unison as they gathered up their
hay. Sometimes one would finish before its part-
ner, and would lie down, seemingly in the most
uncomfortable position, but unmindful of its
wretched state. Oxen are notoriously far from
clever, and I doubt if these phlegmatic teams had
any consciousness of their inglorious bondage, as
they obeyed the “hee’” and “haw’ of their mas-
ters.

I asked a farmer one day why they employed
this primitive method of hauling, and his answer
was sane and sensible. “They cost less, in the

beginning,” he told me, “and their upkeep is
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much more economical. Then, when they die,
we can sell them for beef—good beef, too. A
horse, now—you’d just have to bury him, and
that would be the end of it.”

I love the marshland, toward the west of Yar-
mouth, and the iris and buttercups smiling in the
meadows, and the three or four lakes,—or, as our
driver modestly called them, ponds,—that stretch
out for several miles, and where in winter there
is fine skating. The country rolls a bit, and they
told us that in late July and August the heavy
fogs begin to drift in toward the town itself, and
boats have difficulty in finding their way into the
harbor. Some of the old fishermen along the
shore are as handsome as cardinals, and quite
as dignified; and all have the eyes of dreamers—
that indescribable peace on their countenances
which you do not see in city-bred folk. They
have searched the long leagues of the sea, looked
out to the far horizon, peered through fog and
rain, and seem, themselves, to have become part
of the very elements. They have that simplicity
which seems to me the beginning of all wisdom.
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They do not talk a great deal, yet they are glad
when strangers spf:ak to them, and inquire about
their habits of life and their methods of catching
fish.  All the traps bear some individual insignia,
as a means of identification; and woe betide the
fisherman who attempts to steal his neighbor’s
haul! One has the sense that great justice burns,
like a lamp, behind these bronzed and weather-
beaten faces.

They are stern, silent men, yet not a few of
them have fine humor, and love the latest jest
from the hurrying, town-mad world—whither
they seldom think of going, however. They love
their little coast villages with an abiding passion
and ardor, and I think that most of them resent
intrusion. They are perfectly content in their
dories, and time means little else to them but an
indication of the turn of the tide, or the going
down and coming up of the sun and moon.

It is a lovely drive along the shore to the west
and north of Yarmouth, out toward Pembroke
Shore, Sanford, Short Beach, and Port Maitland.
It is at the last place that you will see plenty of
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fishermen’s huts, and smell the daily haul, and
see old boats, long since abandoned, drying and
withering in the sun.

Nearer to the town itself there is a lovely spot
where the guides of the province, during August
and September, hold aquatic sports on what they
call the Three Lakes. Prizes are given, and the
meet is largely attended. Over the gently rising
hills, boys trail at the first touch of summer to
pitch their camps along the shore, and spend
weeks in the open. There is plenty of moose-
hunting several miles in the back country, and
the guides do a rushing business in the season.
But the farms close at hand, on the outskirts of
little Yarmouth, are well ordered and prosper-
ous, and many smile at you from their checker-
board setting on the hillsides. These always
made me think of some beautiful celestial game;
and I can imagine the goblins or fairies ar night-
fall moving about where the green pattern is
spread, first dancing in one square and then in
another.

Nova Scotia 1s a country of lighthouses; and
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these gray ghosts loom up everywhere along the
coast. We could almost see, from some of the
little twisting streets that ran down to the water,
the one that proved a blessing to mariners enter-
ing Yarmouth Harbor. It was on a point of
land about nine miles away— ““A lovely road,

¥

not very hilly,” our hotel clerk told us; and we
determined to reach it by bicycle on a certain
golden afternoon.

You are in the real country in a moment and
find yourself speeding through scented lanes,
where wild violets lift their purple faces like
“fragmentary heavens,” and marsh-roses greet
you from a little distance, when the trees break
and give you glimpses of the meadows beyond.
The iris and the buttercup smile, too, and for a
long way you are under a canopy of thick-leaved
branches, too happy to speak. An apple-tree
now and then will start you thinking of the great
parade of them later on, and you begin asking
every one you meet if he thinks you are too late
for that white pageant in the valley. Some say
that you have plenty of time; others give you no

41



AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

such encouragement, but tolerantly smile at your
ignorance of the seasons, and plainly observe
that you have arrived far too late. It gets to be
confusing, to say the least; and you almost want
to start your wheel northward, or else leave it
then and there and beg the Guide to find you a
train that will speed you to the orchards before it
1s too late. But the Guide would also smile tol-
erantly at your ignorance of schedules, and beg
you not to be impatient, to hold your horses,—
forgetting you are on a wheel,—and to keep your
head. Either you will be on time or you will not
be on time, he would say, with splendid sanity.
Enjoy the moment. You came out to-day to
get a close-up of a beautiful and graceful light-
house. For heaven’s sake, be content with what
you have. And so, meekly, you pedal onward;
but back in your brain is the thought that you
may miss the wonder of those blossoms not so far
away, and you have all you can do to drink in
quietly the happiness of this perfect afternoon.
A little fishing village bids you welcome, as
you turn a sudden curve in the road. You come
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right into a comic-opera stage-setting, with tiny
houses of unpainted boards, and handsome chil-
dren rollicking in the main street. An itinerant
meat-merchant is selling his wares and gossiping
with the mothers who come out of the wings at
the sound of his bell. I suppose, in a fishing
village, they become humanly weary of fish, and
crave, with a craving that you and I scarcely
know, a bit of steak or a chop. It would seem
so, at any rate, judging by the brisk trade the
vender of substantial food is doing.

It was here that a large dog, drowsing in the
lazy afternoon, roused himself at our approach
and took it into his canine head to follow us
down the curving road.

Now, I like dogs; but I don’t relish one the
size of this fellow, and an utter stranger to me,
tagging along so close that I can feel his hot
breath. I think he is fonder of my trousers than
of me, and I have visions of a sudden summer
madness and a vicious snapping at my heels, as I
try to pedal nonchalantly and attempt to wear
that don’t-give-a-hang expression when, inwardly,
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I am experiencing the utmost terror. I wish he
would turn back; and I endeavor to take on
speed. But he is undismayed at my increased
tempo, and only pants the louder, causing me
further anguish. So I slow down. So does he.
I know now that I am in for his society, possibly
for the rest of the day. I would dismount if I
dared; and then, because 1 know I can’t, I am
consumed with a desire to get off and pick butter-
cups. Would n’t it be splendid if T could? 1
don’t wish the Artist and the Guide, who, for all
my effort, are a third of a mile ahead of me, to
have an inkling of my alarm; so, as I come nearer
to them, I pretend that I have cajoled the dog to
tollow me—or, rather, to run beside me; and they
are amazed at my power over animals, at that
hidden mesmeric force in me which draws strange
dogs in my direction. I am pleased—and dis-
pleased. 1 feel important, but weak and hypo-
critical ; and I try to urge my companions to get
the dog away from me. “See if he will follow
you!” | shout, in desperation. But they think I

am bragging, and refuse utterly to try their per-
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suasive powers on my new friend. I allow them
to press forward then, hoping against hope that
Nero, or Tiger, or Bruno, or whatever the beast’s
name is, will take kindly to their golf-stockings.
But no; he has a mad and unaccountable passion
for me, and finally, when a glimpse of his long
white teeth makes me sure that he will do the
worst when he gets the chance, I call out to a lad
working in the fields, “Do you know this dog?
Will he hurt me?”’ and receive the heartening
word that he does know him—well, and he

will zof hurt me. When, at a brook-side, we all
dismount, the dog comes up to me and licks my

hand, and I pat his head—oh, very bravely now!
—and again find myself receiving compliments
on those attractive qualities which lure dogs, if
nothing better, from their comfortable homes.
“But you may keep him,” observes the Guide,
when I am a bit puffed up. “I see that he has a
million fleas.”

There are summer colonies along this pleasant
road. Many people have built sturdy bunga-
lows as Yarmouth Bar is reached, and the lilacs
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blow in the gentle wind in almost every doorway,
and there is a tangle of shrubs, and again a
tangle of tantalizing apple-trees every now and
then. We could see the village behind us, and
now the lighthouse ahead, set on an eminence,
yet with sufficient pasture-land around it so that
cattle could move and enjoy the long blue sum-
mer days. We were crossing a bridge, and at the
crest of our first real hill there was a schoolhouse,
through the open windows of whicn we could see
the children’s heads and hear a singsong, as of
lessons being recited. Going up this hill afoot,
little did I dream how I would come down it,
a few hours later.

The keeper of the lighthouse reminded me of
the Ancient Mariner. We had climbed the hill
to his abode, and the cylindrical home of the
lamp seemed huge now; it had not appeared to
be much more than a small, graceful turret from
down below. 1 was amused at the fact that,
though he was surrounded by water, literally,
there was, as in Coleridge’s poem, no drop to
drink; “nor any drop to drink” runs that line,
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forever misquoted. Think of having to carry
water from a well more than a hundred yards
away, all the while looking out on that beautiful
expanse of harbor!

We rested for an hour or
so, talking with an old fisher-
man who lived at the side of
the road and loved to gossip
when he was in the mood.
To-day happened to be one of
his happiest, for he had made
an excellent haul in the morn-
ing, and he had nothing to do
but whittle and whistle, and
was only too glad of any com-
pany. He was a bachelor,
but he told us he was never
by any chance lonely. The
sea was his bride, and he
never understood her, which
made her just as interesting

as any living woman; and if
Yarmouth Fishermen he should ever wish to part

49



AMBLING THROUGH ACADIA

with her he could easily do so without any scandal.
But he imagined he was in love with her forever
—that turbulent, green-blue lady. Well, he
didn’t mind who knew it; he simply couldn’t
shake her off, and it hadn’t proved such a bad
match, after all. Many a fellow had done worse.

The Artist wanted to make a sketch farther
along—something he had seen on the way over;
<0 he and the active Guide rode ahead, and I
dreamed along the roadside, strangely at peace,
and thinking, as I always did, of the orchards we
would finally reach. My wheel was anything
but modern, and I had n’t been on one for some
years; so, in my abstraction, when I came to the
schoolhouse hill, I forgot that it had been so
steep when I came in the other direction, and that
it would have been the better part of wisdom to
dismount again. But before I knew 1t I was
sailing down the decline on a sharp turn; and I
saw, too late, a multitude of stones on one side of
the road. 1T tried to use the brake, but, of course,
in that crisis it refused to work. I knew in a
second that I was doomed, that there was noth-
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ing for me but a nasty plunge. Wearing glasses
as I do, my first thought was to save my eyes;
anything might happen to me, but I would n’t
risk the putting out of an eye. So, when the
meeting with the hard earth came, I let all my
weight go on my left elbow.

I don’t recall much that happened during the
next few moments. I only know now that when
I came to my senses I was sure I had become
blind, for I could n’t see a thing ahead of me;
and how my arm did ache! Soon, vaguely, I
discerned two fishermen in a little dory, just over
the bridge, who were wzving to me, I thought.
Thank heaven, I could see them plainly now,
though my glasses had left my nose, and were
miraculously unbroken. But all my loose change
had fallen in the crevices of the rocks, and, in my
nervous excitement, I could scarcely manage to
pick myself up. The fishermen told me after-
wards, as they came ashore, that they had seen
me tumble, and thought I was a goner, and waved
to make me return their salute and relieve their
minds.
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Two little boys from the comic-opera fishing
village also came to my rescue, and were kindness
itself—even before they learned that there was
a treasure-chest of Canadian coins for them to
find in the rocks! They may be looking for it
yet, for all T know; but I remember that when I
told them, in answer to their frantic inquiries,
how much I had spilled, their eyes all but popped
out of their heads, and their solicitude for me and
my sadly wrenched arm humanly cooled a bit.
Their faces perpetually left mine and turned in
the direction of the Captain Kidd declivity. It
was pitch-dark, the fishermen afterward in-
formed me, when those boys went home; but
they came back an hour later—bringing lanterns!
How I hope their labor was not fruitless.

There is a jail in Yarmouth; and the sight of
one always makes me eager to cross its threshold
—as a guest, not a boarder! I have read of
murderers who, afterward electrocuted at Sing
Sing, told with their last breath how they once,
in a spirit of fun, sat in the chair of the death-
house. To such an end they came, years later.
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Is my interest in prisons a portent of what will
finally happen to me? 1 trust not; yet when-
ever I can I go through one; and Yarmouth lured
me strangely; for I had heard of a remarkable
murderess who was confined here, a clever back-
country woman accused of the most heinous
crime, who stood up against the quickest district
attorneys and lawyers, confounding them all.

So nothing would do but that I must step into
the cell she had occupied. Maybe I would ab-
sorb some of her cleverness; who could tell?
But no sooner was the iron door slammed and
locked than I earnestly wanted to get out again;
and then it was that the gentle old keeper told
me that he never locked any one in—except insist-
ent visitors like me; he hardly believed it neces-
sary. The murderess had walked up and down
the bright, clean corridors as often as she wished;
and even when night fell the door of her “room™
—delightful euphemism!—was kept unlocked.
The warden’s quarters were in the same building,
with a strong bolted door between ; and the whole
family felt perfectly safe with but a wall be-
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tween them and prisoners who were up for all
sorts of crimes. No attempts at escape had ever
been made from this sensible jail. The men we
saw breaking rocks in the yard were singing at
their work, and there was no one standing over
them with a gun.

Isn’t this the best way, after all, to handle
criminals? They get simple food, but plenty of
it; and if one is able to afford fifty cents a week
there is an apartment de /uxe awaiting occupancy.
Not such a bad place to rest up, and do one’s
neglected reading. If I ever commit a crime, I
think I shall go to Yarmouth and rent this room,
and write a play while I am awaiting trial, and
take plenty of exercise in the sun-lit hallway be-
tween meals. There would be a lot of human
companionship. One might make friends with
that innocent-looking old fellow over there with
the kindly gray eyes and the sensitive lips. Why
was he here? I wanted to know.

““Oh, that one?” said the warden, following my
glance. “He’s up for arson.”
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So Lombroso may be wrong, after all. You
never can tell—in a jail.

I went out, greatly confused. 1T felt that I
wanted a dish of ice~cream; and I found the very
shop up the street—  ““The one bright spot in Yar-
mouth,” read the modest legend on the window.
And when I got inside I was delighted again when
the charming young lady who waited upon me
inquired, ““About how much do you want to pay ?”

A nice, casual place is lovely little Yarmouth.
I wish there were more towns like it. There are,
in Canada. That’s one of the best things about
the country.
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CHAPTER III

WEYMOUTH, ST. MARY'S BAY, SANDY COVE,

AND LITTLE RIVER

HE Sissiboo River runs through the pleas-
ant town of Weymouth, chopping it in
two; and not far away, down the shore, is the
Clare country, where some of the descendants of
the exiled Acadians have settled in considerable
numbers, living their own quiet lives, not min-
gling much with their neighbors, still speaking a
curious French which would be quite unintelligi-
ble to a modern Parisian. They are poor, but
happy. They seem content to do a bit of farm-
ing and fishing, and let the days run softly on.
I wonder if they ever think of the tragic fate of
their ancestors.
From Yarmouth to Weymouth one’s train
glides through thick woodlands, with a glimpse

now and then of some silver lake, and bungalows
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folded in the trees. [ am sure that going by
train is as pleasant a means of getting from one
of these towns to another as I know. Yet I
found myself thinking of our friend on the boat
with his fine motor; and as I saw, every now and
then, from the car window, some stretch of road,
I pictured him as having traversed it the day be-
fore, and now miles ahead of us and our leisurely-
gomng train. Doubtless he had ‘“done” Wey-
mouth in a jiffy; but we intended to -tay on there
a while, for there were jaunts round about which
we wanted to take; and the Artist, enraptured
with the place when we alighted at the station,
sald he would make some sketches.

How cool it was, from the veranda of our little
hotel on the hill! “The thermometer never
goes beyond seventy-six degrees even in the heat
of summer,”’ the innkeeper told us, “and there’s
always a breeze.” But who hasn’t heard that
kind of self-advertising? The suburbanite who
informs his guests that mosquitoes never reach his
paradise—just as one of the wretches alights on
one’s hand—is known to us all. Yet in this
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instance I think the truth was spoken. Those
mornings in Weymouth were like wine, and we
drank them in avidly, so selfishly happy that we
gave little thought to baking city streets far away.

We wanted to go down the river, first thing, in
a little power-boat, and cross St. Mary’s Bay to
see what was on that stretch of coast beyond us.
Villages were huddled on the other side, we knew
by glancing at the map; and some one had said in
Y armouth that it was a pretty region over there.
Yet when we got closer, and expressed our desire
to a native down on the bridge, he smiled toler-
antly and wanted to know why we were so anx-
10us to see a town like Sandy Cove, for instance.
“A dull little place,” was the way he put it.
“Nothin’ doin’ at all.” Tt would have been
folly to explain to him that that was the very
reason we wanted to get there.

Despite its saintlike name, St. Mary’s Bay can
cut up capers. It 1s a saucy, choppy, naughty
little stretch of blue water; but as we puffed
across it we liked it better and better. The town

behind us looked enchanting in the morning sun-
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light; and all was indeed right with the world—
except for my aching arm, which had kept me
awake and needed fresh bandages every so often.
Yet I would n’t give in; and I was glad I had n’t
when we chugged into a tiny cove and felt
somewhat as those watchers of the sky must feel
when a new planet swims into their ken.

Over the lovely light green hills we could see
a church spire, graceful and immaculately white;
and, below it, great blocks of granite came defi-
antly down to the very water’s edge, with trees
overhanging them. Only in Califormia had I
ever seen a coast formation like this. White sea-
gulls soared above our heads, and on our left a
curving stretch of sandy beach invited us to
bathe. Approaching nearer, [ shall never forget
my first vision of that village, snug and quiet, as
if 1t had purposely folded itself away in those
hills, aloof from the clamor of the world.

We almost hesitated to leave the boat; for no
village, on a closer view, could possibly come up
to our expectations. It was too wonderful to be
true—finding this white, clean, sleeping little
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town on a day.sn golden and calm. We thought
of the unimaginative man who had wondered
why we wanted to come here; and I all but wept
for him.

“Let’s risk getting out and walking up the
hill, anyhow,” the Artist said; and we did.

I fear to tell, in print, of a village like this.
It is utterly unspoiled, dreaming away there
through pleasant days and nights. I might be
selfish and keep its charms for myself alone; for,
having found Sandy Cove, I don’t intend to neg-
lect 1t in the summers to be. There i1s a certain
white house on the very crest of the tallest hill,
with a view that cannot be equaled, which one
may rent for an unbelievably modest sum. The
Artist and the Guide and I know the owner’s name.
But we made a compact that we would never di-
vulge it to the world at large. Indeed, there will
be competition among ourselves next year, I
am sure. For the Artist insists that Sandy Cove
is the best place he has ever found in which to
paint; and the Guide, who knows how to loaf

gracefully, swears it is the finest spot on earth for
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that delectable occupation—and loafing grace-
fully 5 an occupation, if not an art; and I cannot
think of a lovelier village in which to try to write
a book. So which of us will rent that white
house on the hill during some summer not far
away ?

School was still in session, and I cannot think
of a nicer place to get one’s early impressions
of the world, and whatever sound knowledge 1t
seems necessary to put into the heads of children.
In Sandy Cove they have a neat white school
building, which looks down on a glen that is a
riot of lilac-bushes, apple-trees, and horse-chest-
nuts. If I were a boy again, I should want to
leap into this rich loveliness, or at least roll and
roll and roll down that velvet hillside, unmindful
of where I landed.

I don’t think there are more than three or four
hundred souls in Sandy Cove; why do we always
speak solemnly of “souls’” when we become ama-
teur census-takers or mention the number of folk
on a vessel? But each one that we met seemed
happier than any one I had seen in a long time;
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and each had a civic pride—if one may use so
august a phrase in speaking of such a simple
place—which it would be difficult to duplicate.
I remember a youngish man who was painting
the fence around the cemetery of the Church of
England—there are three churches in this tiny
town, as elsewhere in Canada—and who, jubilant
at our enthusiasm for his native place, said to us:
“You 're right, I guess. You won’t find a pret-
tier spot in the world than right here.” He said
it simply, not vaingloriously. I knew he loved
every inch of that brown road that was the main
street of Sandy Cove—loved it with all his heart;
and I liked him for feeling that way. It wasn’t
a case of every goose being a swan to him; it was
the normal, pleasant pride of one who knew that
fortune favored him by setting him down in this
green-white village to spend his days; and he
went on brightening that picket-fence which held
in a close brotherhood the silent dead who had
once been as happy as he in Sandy Cove.
“What ’s the principal occupation of the people
here?’ one of us asked; and he told us it was
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farming. Two generations ago it had been fish-
ing; husky men went out in their schooners and
stayed for days; but the present generation
does n’t seem to take so kindly to that method of
making one’s living. They prefer their grassy
hills, and a fine view of the water from calm
door-steps.

How spick and span it was, to be sure; just
like Spotless Town. On one hill we could see
a tiny farm, neatly bracketed off with the in-
evitable white picket-fence; and from where we
stood, on a higher elevation, it looked exactly
like something one might buy for a child in a
toy-shop. Did they “play at farming” up in
this part of the world, I wondered.

No harsh noises for dear little Sandy Cove!
It is still with a beautiful stillness; and the only
excitement of the day seems to be the arrival
and departure of a motor-bus that travels over
the hills to Digby, twenty miles away. A Jitney
they will stand for, but no railroad, no movies,
lurid and false.

70



l “A youngish man was painting the fence”




This page in the original text is blank.



WEYMOUTH, ST. MARY’S BAY

The little town of Sandy Cove tucks itself away

Between the warm Canadian hills beyond St. Mary's
Bay ;

And there it dreams through lazy hours the whole long
summer day.

The little town of Sandy Cove is beautiful and white.

No railroad thunders at its heart; no windows flame
too bright;

No movies flash their garish signs, “A thrilling show
—to-night !”

But quietly the little town sleeps and nods and smiles.

It lets the noisy world go by with all its ways and
wiles,

Content to watch from its high hills the distant Happy
Isles.

Would I might dwell in Sandy Cove in peace and
calm, and say,

“Good-by, fond, foolish, clamoring town! Good-by for
many a day!”

And nestle in those sheltering arms beside St. Mary’s

Bay.

Whenever I think of all those vast stretches
around and beyond villages like this,—the un-
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cultivated acres that might give such joy to men
and women who would look for them and make
them their own,—I think, too, of our crowded
cities. What is the meaning of it all: this peace,
far up here; that incessant thunder 'way down
there? Why do we continue to hive in the press
and pain of life, when we could be so free and
untrammeled on these rolling hills or down in
those blessed vallevs? We have asked that ques-
tion ever since man began to build huge cities;
and T suppose we shall ask it until the end of
time, when iron turrets are no more, and steel
cirders are scattered on the winds that shake the
world.

Reluctantly we stepped into our little power-
boat again, and puffed a bit in the cove, getting
a start. It seemed a desecration thus to disturb
the peace of the village above us; but finally we
were off.

Bouncing on the choppy bay, we watched the
thick trees on shore drift by us, and in a little
while we came to another cove, not nearly so
lovely as that we had left; and in the curve of its
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WEYMOUTH, ST. MARY'’S BAY

embrace snuggled another village, which we
learned was Little River.

At first it seemed as if we had come to the
fairy-tale town of the Siceping Beauty; for a
stillness, as of death, hung over the place, and
not a human being was anywhere to be seen.
But T did n't wonder, looking about me at the
hideous shacks. Had I been forced to dwell here,
I, too, would have hidden myself away. An
ugly, forlorn spot, with fish drying on the wharves
that form a border along the mouth of the river,
it is the kind of place that utterly depresses me;
but the Artist and the Guide went into ecstasies
over what they termed its “quaintness’—a most
elastic word. They love boats with a curious
landlubber passion which I have seldom seen;
and I suppose it was the rocking craft and the
clumsy, abandoned, overturned yawls that made
such a strong appeal to them.

For my own part, I failed to see the beauty in
desolate hillsides that poured their sorrow literally
down to the dooryards of some miserable hovels
on the river’s edge. [ felt shut in and helpless;
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and though it might be prettier farther along in
the back country, as one native who finally ap-
peared insisted that it was, I longed for the blue
of St. Mary’s Bay. But the Artist wanted to
make a sketch. He was very firm about making
a sketch, though I told him I had no intention of
writing a word about such a hole.

Dear reader, as the face of the beloved, no
matter how plain, is glorified to the ardent lover,
I assure you that Little River to the Artist is one
thing and to the world at large quite another.
I do not beg you to go there to discover for your-
self which is right. I would not inflict such a
punishment upon a friend. But—well. . . .
Little River, as even its most optimistic inhabit-
ant would have to admit, is hardly the idealized
dream-place the kindly Artist would have us be-
lieve.
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CHAPTER IV

DIGBY AND BEAR RIVER

E had been five days out before any of

us realized that we had n’t seen a news-
paper in all that time. Yet what difference did
it make? We were perfectly content to jog
along and let the busy world hum without us.
I have always contended that if something of
supreme importance happens in that wild current
which we call Life the event will make itself
known even in the most remote quarter. A Pres-
ident could not be assassinated without the wil-
derness clairvoyantly learning of it within twenty-
four hours. It was a relief to get away from
trivial news. So-and-So’s divorce meant noth-
ing to us; and the rise and fall of the market
seemed stupid when we knew that the tides-in
the Bay of Fundy went down and up as nowhere

else in the world.
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At Weymouth my arm hurt me so that right
after dinner one evening I had to go to bed and
call in a doctor. The two old fellows who had
taken us in their noisy little power-boat to Sandy
Cove proved to be fishermen; so the Guide and
the Artist learned, somehow, above that inces-
santly wheezing pipe. And they had arranged
to go out with them at midnight, after our return.
I intended to go along, too; but after the
doctor looked me over and saw the swelling
he feared an infection, so much good Nova
Scotia soil had penetrated beneath my skin. I
was glad to rest my weary nerves; but I was
happy for one thing; the pain had n’t come until
I had found Sandy Cove.

At breakfast the next morning I was miracu-
lously all right once more; and when the Guide
and the Artist joined me they reported a thrill-
ing time on the dark waters of the river and out
on the bay. They looked so fresh that at first
I could n’t believe they had made a night of it;
but, sure enough, they showed me that their beds
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had n't been slept in; and later I saw the fish
they had caught, and heard them talking to their
late companions in that happy free-masonry of
language which only true fishermen know and
understand. Yes, they had been out with them;
there wasn’t a doubt of it; and afterward, all
through their talk, I would catch references to
that eventful night, and feel as remote from them
as one who stands outside a college gate and
hears the fraternity chatter of the lads within.
What is this mysterious bond between fisher
folk? It i1s like the cemented friendships that
golfers know through mere little technical ret-
erences now and then.

The Artist told me how one of the fishermen
had complained of the heat. “The bait don’t
keep so well in this hot weather,” he had said,
getting ready for his night work. Yet as he
spoke the Artist and the Guide shivered in the
boat. I tell this obviously not in disparagement,
but in praise, of Nova Scotia’s early June cli-
mate; and the American who 1s not lured thence
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by such an anecdote has little imagination. We
needed blankets every night; and often in the
daytime a coat was not to be scorned.

As we boarded our train for Digby, I noticed
a rather familiar presence in one of the chairs.
Where had I met that man? Then he spoke to
a lady in the next seat, and I knew at once.
The Southerner and his bride! But why were
they here?

They nodded—rather sheepishly, I thought; or
was it only my imagination ?

“I thought you were wmotoring through
Canada,” I ventured to say, as I sat down beside
them, and really not intending to accent the
verb.

“Oh, we were,” the bridegroom smiled. ‘“But
—7you see—I’d bragged that there wasn’t an-
other car like ours in this country; and maybe a
punishment came upon me for that. There
is n’t another car like it here; I wish to heaven
there were! For when we broke down, as we
did near Weymouth, we could n’t get parts.
How I wish we’d brought the Ford! . . . But
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train travel i1sn’t so bad, is it?” he added,
optimistically. And I assured him that few
things could be pleasanter in this leisurely land.
I spoke with authority; I reveled in my bit of
superior knowledge, as every traveler does, and
we all became the best of friends. But I thanked
my stars that we did n’t have to worry about en-
gine trouble.

One is well along in the Annapolis valley now,
between Weymouth and Digby; but the orchards
were n’t in evidence yet—the orchards I was long-
Ing to see. Yet the landscape was inviting, and
Digby held promises of beauty, with jaunts radi-
ating from it in every direction.

How clean and bright the morning was when
we got there, and how the agents of the various
little hotels clamored for our favor! Such polite
clamoring, too; not the raucous shouting of the
American innkeeper, who does not hesitate to
grab you literally by the lapel of your coat and
tairly drag you to his waiting bus. When two or
three quietly urgent fellows found that we had
definitely made up our minds to go to the Pines,
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and nowhere else, one of them informed us that
it had not opened yet; and our hearts sank.
And, when he saw our disappointment, will you
believe me when I tell you that he telephoned to
find out, and came back with the news that he
had been mistaken! But one becomes used to
such courtesies in Nova Scotia. 1’1l never for-
get that man; and one of these days I’m going
back, just so that I may stop at Zzs hotel. 1
saw 1t afterward, and liked the look of it—just
as I liked the look of kim.

William Dean Howells once wrote a descrip-
tion of a partially deserted inn at Magnolia,
when, in late September, the guests fled back to
town, and he told how a desultory girl tried to
give a bit of life to the long “parlor’” by playing
a sporadic tune on the piano. He painted a
rather forlorn picture. But there is a charm to
me in any large hotel only half filled with guests.
One feels more at home, as though one were en-
tertaining a small house-party in his own magnifi-
cent palace, and had time and space to breathe.

The Pines had but just opened for the season;
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and it was going to be fun to eat in the huge
dining-room with a plethora of servants to wait
upon a mere handful of us. It would give us a
sense of opulence, to say the least.

The odor of pines came to us; and from the
veranda of the hotel we had a fine view of Anna-
polis Basin, and we saw the little steamer at her
wharf, ready to take passengers over to St. John,
through the gut; and, beyond, the tall chimneys
of a never-finished factory which marked rthe
entrance to Bear River. From Digby, as I have
said, one may take many fascinating trips. There
is Mulgrave Lake, not more than ten miles oftf;
and, twice that distance, Kedgemakooga Lake,
three or four times as big—as charming a spot as
one could find in a vear’s seeking. All about this
interior country there is plenty of hunting; and
in the leafy glades there is that silence which
spells peace, that calm which passes understand-
ing. If one wishes to go farther, he will strike
Lake Rossignol—equally beautiful and serene;
and here, too, the fish are abundant, and there
is a sense of withdrawal from the world that
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only the tired pilgrim from crowded cities will
fully appreciate.

But on that first morning we were concerned
only with Digby itself, seen from the Pines ver-
anda. There 1t stretched at our feet, a neat
little village; and one had a feeling of omnip-
otence up there on the heights, with the twin-
kling water below and all that velvet greenness
beyond. The sharp, keen air from the Bay of
Fundy definitely reached us; and, mingled with
the pine scents, i1t was all the cocktail one needed
before that first lavish luncheon in the big, still
room.

The orchards were that much nearer, which
added to my happiness—those orchards I had
come miles to see; yet the season was marching
on, and, as we inquired each day if the trees were
still in bloom, we would experience moments of
depression or moments of exultance, according
to the answers given. It got to be a sort of joke
among us; yet it was a serious joke to me. What
if I should lose a glimpse? . . . But I would n’t
let myself think of that.
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It is curious how people can live in a community
all their lives and not be ax fa:t as to certain
important facts. This matter of the apple-
blossoms seemed to me a first-page piece of news,
vet we heard little of them unless we asked. [
kept wondering how it was that folk could dwell
in that valley and not be out every morning and
afternoon looking at the trees, yet I remembered
that I had met several people in Buffalo who had
never taken the trouble to go to Niagara Falls.
I suppose it is the consciousness that we can go
any time which keeps us from making cerrain
pilgrimages. Do New-Yorkers go to the
Statue of Liberty? Do Parisians “take in”’ the
Eiffel Tower or the Louvre? Do Londoners go
to St. Paul’s? Do we who live in the metrop-
olis know which buses propel us to certain dis-
tricts? No; but the well-informed wvisitor has
the numbers of all those conveyances well in his
mind, and jumps upon the one he wishes without
the slightest anxiety.

We wanted to take that steamer across the
Bay of Fundy, and see St. John. We knew we
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would have to be gone overnight, and Digbyites
glibly told us which was the best hotel in the
New Brunswick city; but, as the boat returned
at the unseemly hour of seven the next morning,
—the tides, you see,—we did n’t like the idea of
rising with the lark; and no one knew one impor-
tant and delightful fact which we discovered for
ourselves only by accident. We found that we
could hire state-rooms on the Empress, spend the
evening in the city, and get up in the morning at
any time it suited our convenience! A joyful
arrangement ; but, as in the case of the time when
the apple-blossoms would vanish, no one who
lived round about seemed to know a thing about
it.

It is something of an adventure to find your-
self sailing across a stretch of water like the Bay
of Fundy, the romantic name of which has been
in your mind since you found it on your map in
vour school-days. A treacherous place in winter,
they will tell you; but you can scarcely believe
it, placid and gentle as it looks this summer day,
with the world in tune, and the sparkle of the
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sun everywhere. Deck-hands have been swept
overboard on these brief voyages; for the waters
of this bay can roar with the ferocity of lions,
and the white horses of foam can gallop and
plunge as though they were mad. The winds
can sweep and cry out, singing some dreadful
song on those black nights of winter when the
boat that faithfully carries the royal mail must
make her daily trips. Fogs drift in, too; and
many a sailing-vessel has been wrecked on the
coast through the years, and mariners dread these
waters, as well they may, when it is rough
weather.

I love the sight of new cities; and the harbor
of St. John is beautiful to see, wide and hospit-
able, clean and noble. The town rests on a hill,
and as I saw it rising, silhouetted against the
pink and saffron sky, I could think only of some
magical little kingdom in a fairy-tale; and I tully
expected a monarch to meet us at the wharf,
seated on a white palfrey, his cavalcade around
him. There is an Old-World flavor to the place
—almost a medieval touch; but this vanishes, of
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course, when one gets into the town itself, pretty
as it is. Warehouses have a way of looking like
citadels—from a great distance; and graceful
ascending spires lose something of their charm
on closer view. Yet, as we sailed in, I was grate-
ful for even a momentary feeling of mystery, a
dream far out of my own time. The name itself
held glamour for me—St. John; and what if the
city did not live up to its first radiant promise?
I had had that tiny thrill which is beyond rubies;
and surely one can ask for little more on this
planet.

Whenever I travel on British soil, I always
drink tea. The custom of the country is the
best one to follow. They simply do not know
how to make coffee in Canada or in England,
according to my American notions; and I would
far rather have a good cup of tea—much as I
dislike it for breakfast—than a poor cup of some
darkish substance optimistically known as coffee.

And so at dinner that evening in St. John,
while we were sipping our tea in the grill and
not liking it particularly, we were soon to like

94



DIGBY AND BEAR RIVER

it less because of the presence of a group of noisy
Americans at the next table: a father, a mother,
and two terrible children who kept screaming for
soda-water and nut sundaes. Then—such are
the fringes of horror with which prohibition has
surrounded us—we noticed for the first time a
soda-fountain at one end of the room; and we
soon saw that people came here merely to absorb
those sweetish concoctions which are enough to
cause one to blush for the errors of taste of one’s
fellow-mortals. This room had once been a most
masculine tap-room. The dark oak walls and
beamed ceilings were once the right setting for
imbibers of brown October ale and smokers of
amber pipes. Now, alas! raucous children in-
fested it, crying for banana splits—whatever they
may be!—and a dreadful mixture known as a
nut raspberry sundae with butter-scotch and
marshmallow sauce. I heard the little girl, who
had the oldest face in the world, giving this ap-
palling order in a sophisticated voice; and the
pretty waitress rushed to do her fearful bidding.
Would you, dear reader, have enjoyed your nega-
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tive tea at nine o’clock in the evening, aware that
such beverages were being served all around you?
We left, and went sorrowfully back to our Em-
press, crying dolefully, “O tempora, O mores!”

It 1s but a two-hour-and-a-half ride on the boat
back to Digby; and the next afternoon we de-
termined to head for Bear River in a motor—
about ten or twelve miles away. No more bi-
cycles forme! Some one has daringly called this
spot “‘the Switzerland of America.” Such com-
parisons are always dangerous, if not foolish.
It 1s as though one called Oshkosh ‘“the New
York of the Middle West.”” Nothing is gained
by thus labeling a place; and Bear River is suf-
ficiently lovely to stand on its own. It needs
no excuses made for it, no explanations.

The river flows into the basin, and the gut is
directly opposite it, eleven miles away, as you
turn up the road that threads its way by the
water’s side. A bridge is in the exact center
of this splendid composition, beneath one’s very
feet, and the vista is beautiful as one turns and

looks backward. All along the roadside there
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were blackberry-bushes in full bloom; and even
though, with every village we made, we were that
much farther north, the deathless lilacs greeted
us until we wondered if they would never cease.
“When lilacs first in the dooryard bloom,” we
would keep saying aloud, with every vision that
came to us, and rejoiced that so long the hardy
spring tarried with us, followed us, or let us fol-
low her.

It 1s a rugged country that one encounters in
the chasm or gorge through which Bear River
flows. And why 1s 1t, I have often wondered,
that the other side of the valley, like the other
side of the street, always seems more enchant-
ing% The green tumbling hillside over there
looked like a bank of soft velvet, where one
longed to pillow his head on a day such as this;
yet as we turned to scan our own side of the
gorge we found, as one so often does, the un-
expected charm we might have missed through
too long a glance beyond. Here were tangles
of gnarled orchards, gushing streams, and seques-

tered houses, with now and then a lonely house-
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wife peering out to see the infrequent passers-by;
hills of bloom and glory, and the long, long
gospel of the grass, bringing its green inscrip-
tions down to the very edge of the road.

I remember an ancient Indian—a Micmac—
whom we encountered on a bridge. There he
stood, a bronze statue, with a profile like a me-
dallion, his white drooping mustache giving him
the appearance of a dignified walrus. We paused
to speak with him; but only a few monosyllables
issued from his trembling old lips: “Squaw
dead. Children all married. Eighty-six year
old. Sick now.” (His great hand went to his
chest, and his beautiful eyes turned heavenward.)
About a mile back in the country, over the hills,
there is a government reservation, with good
shacks, where those of his tribe who are left
make a living acting as guides, hunting and
fishing to their heart’s content. His name was
Matthew Pictou, he said. ““Oh, yes; very lonely
now. Me so old.” He did not mind in the
least being sketched, as we feared he would; but
I knew that life was about over for him when
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he turned away, after the picture was made, w-th-
out even glancing at what the Artist had dene.
Perhaps the sight was fading from those dark
eves, and in his curious vanity he did not wish
us to know 1t. We watched him vanish down
the road, and once he turned and feebly waved
to us; but I had the sense of his definite wish
to be alone. We were aliens, after all, and had
little meaning for him. I wonder what he
thought of all day long, as he wandered from
his people and looked down into the warer.
Ghosts, ghosts, he must have seen, images of the
past; and we, no doubt, were less real to him
than any of his memories. Perhaps he thought
often of the ancient race from which he came—
the Micmacs were of the Algonquin family of
Indians; when the French came to Acadia they
discovered that the various tribes had given a
name to every basin, river, brook, headland, and
mountain in the country. Perhaps he dreamed
of that Great Spirit of his tribe, whose name, so
tradition tells us, was Glooscap. The legend
runs that once, long ago, he lived in Nova Scoria,
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but where he is now, no man knows. Poor old
Matthew Pictou had doubtless heard how the
Great Spirit, though living as other men, through
some strange alchemy never fell ill, never had
age creep upon him, and never died. In his
fascinating history of Grandpré, J. H. Herbin
tells how Glooscap lived in a huge wigwam;
and the great promontory of Blomidon bears his
name, in the Micmac language, “Glooscap-week,”
meaning Glooscap’s home. Minas Basin was his
beaver-pond. The dam was at Cape Split, the
extremity of the North Mountain. This he cut
open, leaving a passage for the tides. Spencer’s
Island was his kettle, made of a stone. Two
rocks near by were his dogs. All these places,
Mr. Herbin tells us, have Indian names expres-
sive of their connection with the legend. When
the white man came, Glooscap was displeased
with their treachery, and, turning his kettle over
and changing his dogs to stone, he departed from
the country. He is expected to return some day.

Ah, Matthew Pictou! was it of the Great
Spirit’s home-coming that you dreamed that
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afternoon, as you walked with such dignity away
from us? I wonder.

The village of Bear River gives the visitor
much uphill work; for the streets twist in an
ascending pattern, and the houses are set on ter-
races among enormous trees. Lumbermen live
here; and, taking in the surrounding country, the
population is more than eighteen hundred. Those
who live on the coast go in for fishing; and they
tell a legend of how Bear River was like to be-
come, some years ago, an immense manufactur-
ing center. That unfinished factory I have al-
ready spoken of is the symbol of what might
have been. But the pulp-mill is 1dle now, after
a brief interval of activity. There were backers
to the extent of two million dollars and the sleepy
little village hummed with excitement one day
when the foundations were laid for the vast enter-
prise. The chimneys towered to the skies down
the river; but there was some mistake made in
calculating the supply of water from a lake up
on the mountain a mile away, and only for about
two days did it last. Then the engineers, I am
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told, tried condensing the salt water of Annapolis
Basin, but this proved a failure; and so the
hushed factory stands a monument to a colossal
undertaking, a remnant of a civic dream that
never came true. But perhaps it is just as well.
I cannot think of Bear River as a bustling city,
with lighted windows when the night-workers
would be forced to take on overtime. It seems
to me a much pleasanter place as it is now, and
as I hope it will always be—a sanctuary hidden
in the hills. Yet during the war there was much
ship-building carried on at Bear River, the ring
of the carpenter’s hammer; and one old skeleton
of a boat still stands at the water’s edge to whis-
per of the old activity.

Theyv seem to start many things at Bear River
which do not eventuate. One summer it was
a big hotel, on the bluff at the entrance to the
river, but somehow it did not pay; and now
only a few boarders come there in the season,
and in a few log cabins scattered along the shores
there are desultory occupants who like the quiet
of this region.
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We liked it, too; and we knew we would like
the famous lemon pie that some one had told us
they made at the hotel. But when I came to
inquire for one of them the proprietor held up
his hands. It was three o'clock, the midday din-
ner was long since over, and all his help had
gone out for a half-holiday; and of course there
was n’t a crumb left in the place. We had for-
gotten the hour; but, stranger still, we had for-
gotten the day of the week—Saturday, it proved
to be. That’s what Bear River—all of Nova
Scotia, indeed—does for one; it causes you to
pay no heed to time, which was made for slaves;
and I admit that I liked the sensation of merely
dawdling along, thinking of nothing but this de-
lectable country and the orchards we hoped soon
to reach.

Until we got to Digby, I confess without a
blush that I never had known that finnan-haddie
was merely smoked haddock. Mr. Edison and
his cohorts of thrillingly bright young men would
be shocked, I know; but, then, as you might
guess from the preceding paragraph, I have never
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cared for the type of mind that can answer, as if
it were an encyclopedia, any question put to it,
however suddenly. I once knew an otherwise
intelligent citizen who said to an architect, when
the latter brought him the blue-prints of his new
mansion, “Why, how quaint these drawing are,
done so neatly with white ink on this nice blue

L

paper!
I had vaguely thought of finnan-haddie, of

My heart goes out to him.

which I happen to be very fond, as a fish with
large leisure, of a proud lineage of its own, swim-
ming perhaps from the Scottish coast, and al-
lowing itself to be caught in the harbors of Can-
ada and New England, or wherever it suited its
whim to travel. To discover that it is not known
as finnan-haddie until it is half-baked, as it were,
proved a terrible awakening. It was like the
shattering of that dream of my childhood when
I found out that the word was not “chimbley”
at all, but chimney—such a thin-sounding word
for a plump Santa Claus to poke his way through'!

They smoke plenty of haddock at Digby; and,
if we had n’t chanced to pass and repass the little
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huts wherein they accomplish the process, I might
still remain in dense ignorance; but now I live
in the hope of a questionnaire which will con-
tain this interesting query: “What is finnan-
haddie?” And maybe I will be the only person
in the room—except you, dear reader'—who will
be able to give a swift and intelligent answer.

But what difference does it make, after all?
My delight in finnan-haddie is neither increased
nor diminished upon learning just how it happens
to come into this troubled world. It is good and
succulent and delicious. And that is enough for
me.
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CHAPTER V
TO OLD PORT ROYAL

E motored from Digby to Bridgetown,

and the rich Annapolis valley began to
unfold for us. The basin, gleaming on one’s left
all the way to Annapolis Royal, makes the ride
particularly lovely.

We wanted, naturally, to see the old fort in
this last-named town-—as ancient a place as we
have on the whole continent. For while James-
town, in Virginia, was settled in 1607, it is known
that three vears earlier Pierre de Guast, Sieur de
Monts, a nobleman of the court of Henry IV of
France, came to Canada to establish a colony.
There was much fur-trading in those days, and,
as a reward for his labor, the explorer was to be
given a monopoly. With de Monts were Cham-
plain, Poutrincourt, and Pontgrave; and it was
through the instrumentality of these pioneers
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that friendly relations sprang up in New France
between the Indians and the French.

They experienced a hard winter, during which
more than half their followers died of scurvy;
but those who still lived, having traversed the
north shore of the Bay of Fundy, at that time
called Baie Frangaise, finally reached Port Royal,
now known as Annapolis Royal; and it was here
that a permanent settlement was established.

Many of the records of these exrly French set-
tlers have been lost, and it is not easy to trace
the localities in France whence these first pilgrims
came. But the Canadian Archives Department
has been making vigorous efforts to collect all the
historical matter relating to those young days;
gradually facts are becoming knowm, and per-
haps there will be a continuous story, with no
breaks in it, in the not too distant future. We
already know that it was in 1636 that the Aca-
dians began to build dikes through this region,
in order to keep out the salt tides which threatened
their marshlands. They were an ingenious, en-
ergetic people; and no work seems to have been
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too difficult of accomplishment. They were con-
tent to labor without ceasing; all they asked was
to be let alone. Yet little warring hosts gath-
ered about them; witness the LLa Tour-d’ Aulnay-
Charnisay distrust, which resulted in the latter’s
capturing Fort La Tour in 1643.

There had long been a dispute as to the bound-
ary between Acadia and New England; and in
1654 an English force from Boston, under Major
Sedgewick, took Port Royal and Fort La Tour,
and in 1667 Acadia was restored to France.
Three years passed, however, before an envoy
from the mother-coun<ry took possession of what
was now known as New France, a land governed
directly from Paris. It is tragic to realize that
after such frightful sacrifices the pitiful popula-
tion at this time numbered only about four hun-
dred, and most of these were at Port Roval.

But several years later this handful of people
moved northward, and there began the develop-
ment of the country around Grandpré, which
means Great Prairie. Here it was that the pic-
turesque story began which ended so sadly—the
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story of the Acadians, asking only a little portion
of the earth, that they might fulfil the dream of
life, and their final expulsion from the courntry
they had cultivated so well. Whole families
separated, drifting southward, westward—any-
where; a bewildered people, speaking a strange
tongue, forced to leave all that they loved and
cherished most, because political despots bade
them conform to British customs. They may
have been over-stubborn—there is plenty of evi-
dence that they were; but very naturally they
wished to cling to their own manner of living and
believing, and history shows that the British were
arrogant in their dealings with these simple folk.
Longfellow was touched by the tales of their
wrongs, and his Puritan heart bled at the authen-
tic story of a young girl who, separated from her
Acadian lover, waited for him all her life, faith-
ful to the end. But there are those who think
he over-sentimentalized this hardy race; and,
beautiful as “Evangeline” is, they contend that
it 1s a bit of opera-bouffe poetry.

It may be interesting to tell here how Long-
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