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NOVA SCOTIA HERE WF COME

DAY I. MONDAY 16&. SEFrlEMBER
SSW F7 HFAVY RAIN.

There can be no pleasure like the
satisfacttioni of workinig as onoe of a grouip
of people who really know that they are
doing. Teamwork. The cream of the
Wayf arer community.

Jim had unshipped the boat from the van,
raised the mast and launched it. Ralph had
paddled it out to the pontoon, taken the
hatches off and was loading sleeping
bags. tents and all the gear needed for ten
days of cruising. Alan, standing on the
harbour wall, noticed the little red rag.
still on the end of the mast, now fifteen feet in the air. "Never mind", said I "We'll careen
it, just a little bit. Then we can reach it from the height of the harbour wall,"

Alan grasped the main halyard, pulled the boat over and passed the rope to me. Very
sensibly, i tied it ofl' to a ladder to prevent it bouncing back. Alan pulled some more on
the halyard whilst 1, being taller, started to undo the kiotted rag. Good knot this one: it
was never going to come undone of its own accord.

"I think she's shipping water a bit. " says Alan. "Never mind" says Jim. 'She'll be fine.
Just get the knot undone."

Excellent knot, this one. Several layers of it. "Hang on a sec." says I on tiptoe. "Doing my
best".

Alan pulls the top of the mast down a bit closer to my outstretched hand. That made it
easier. 'Thanks". I said. Water poured over the gunwhale of the boat below. The knot
was coming loose nicely.

There was a shiout f'rom Ralph: "Help. she's sinking+. I look down to see the decks awash
and my sleeping bag floating off into Shelbirne Harbour. Ralph is sitting in a hundred
gallons of cold water. He is staring forlornly at the open hatches.

'Bale: " shouts Alan. 'quick."

"I'll paddle ashore' calls back Ralph.



I'il push yotu off.' says 1, leaping down and shovinig the boat back toward the shore. It
travels three feet precisely and comes to a sudden halt. Ralph is paddling like fury and the
boat is going nowhere, only leaning over a bit.

"I think you must be aground` I tell him helpfuilly.

"The halyard is still tied to the ladder" observes Jim looking at the bar-taut rope, now
coming horizontally out of the top of the mast.

"Wankers" says Ralph under his breath. "All of you". A box of breakfast cereal floats up
from under his legs.

"You guys goin' to sea in that thing?" drawls an incredulous voice f rom the harbour wall
above. Harry O'Connor, with a sea-kindly face, late of the Canadian Coastguard and now
harbourmaster of this, one of the world's finest natiural harbours is watching from above
with interest.

We grin sheepishly and decide it is time for a beer.
After all, it is blowing force seven and the rain is
horizontal.

DAY 2. TUESDAY 17"'. SEFI'EMBER
WIND O-Fl. FINE

Tropical Stomi Gustav has finally moved away _
east northeastwards to blow itself out over Sable
Island. It has died a natural death in that romantic
graveyard of hundreds of ships and thousands of
good men; the most feared of sandbanks, which
lies on the very edge of the Grand cod Banks, and |
is now populated only by wild horses and hardy
grasses.

The wind this morning was zero. Shelburne
Harbour is clock calm. We bend our backs to
rowing the six miles towards the sea.

Shelburne is enormous. Unitil f ive years ago. it
could be relied on to freeze over every winter. but
global warming has changed all that. During World War 2. it was a frenetic hive of
chaotic activity, the winter ice broken only by continually moving ships. It was here that
the North Atlantic convoys assembled before steaming the seventy miles north to load
their supplies and troops at the Nova Scotian capital of Halifax. Today. it was serene.
peaceful and warm. Not even the ghosts of the merchantmen and their escorting corvettes
could be felt.
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We ghosted and rowed away from the town, with its enormous shiplap houses and its
wide, empty streets. 'Tlhis was a place that made a fortune out of wooden boathuilding and
another out of fishing. Now the economy relies almost entirely on tourists, many of
whom come up fronm The States. These are people hungry for history. They visit the
museumii to see videos of the last of the Shelburne dorymakers who died three years ago,
aged ninety-three. He was white- bearded like a prophet and still building the famous
flatbottorried boats from which they caught the cod on long lines baited with squid,

We pulled away from the miniature National Park, set neatly in the forest, but which was
now firmnly shut. We had hoped to camp there, but despite the warm days and the
stunning landscape. the Canadians seem to pull the shutters down on It September and
declare the onset of winter.

We rowed past a small but flourishing commercial harbour, dealing mainly in the
softwood timber from the larch and other pine trees which covers the eastern seaboard of
C(anada like a carpet stretching to the horizon and beyond.

Our destination was McNutts Island, which sits strategically at the entrance to the bay. in
a perfect position to monitor any shipping on this part of the Canadian coastline. It is
uninhabited now. but still has seven kilometres of track. which runs the length of the
island and which is dotted with rusting vehicles. There are a couple of summer camps and
an abandoned community of houses around the now automatic lighthouse at the seaward
side. The track which links these is perfectly walkable and has been furnished, by some
wag of bygone days, with notices, many of which appear to have been stolen from the
streets of New York. They tell you when it is safe to cross, to beware of oncoming traffic
and how to find Macdonald's burger bar. One sign, however, is more interesting, for it
directs you off the road and into the swamp where you will find what is generally
accepted as Nova Scotia's oldest tree. It is a grizzly old silver birch. which is certainly
past its prime. But in a province of uncountable millions of trees, its fame is certainly
based on an extravagant claim.

The landing on McNutts is by a
large shingle beach called The
Horseshoe on, the niorthwestern
corner of the island. We sailed in
sedately and found ourselves ti a
dry, mosquito free zonte supplied
with enough driftwood to keep a
bonfire going for weeks., if
necessary. It was on this beach!
that Alan established his
supremacy at building fires and at
constricted a fine barbecue out_
of discarded lobster pots. We ate handsonmely that night, having rowed most of the way
here and walked the length of the island and back again.
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The walk took us to Cape Roseway, overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. The shore is steep
and rocky here and is dominated by the lighthouse and the abandoned houses, which
surround it. Nearby is a world war 2 gun emplacement, with a 15 inch monster of a gun
which, no doubt, protected the embryonic Atlantic convoys in the bay. In the sea which
beats against the cliffs, I found a truly enormous raft of Eider duck. These duck breed in
grassy spots along the shore, lining the nest with downy feathers from their own breast,
for which we would pay a fortune in the smart shops. The young are brought out, in large
family parties, to the wilder and outer bits of coast as soon as they are ready to learn to
dive for their marine diet. I counted well over a thousand duck.

DAY 3 WEDNESDAY 18TH. SEPTEMBER
NW2 FINE

It dawned cold, with heavy dew. This was a pattern which was to establish itself.
Creeping out of the tent at 7.00 am., one was quite likely to have to put on soggy clothes
and be confronted with a touch of frost. (We got cunning: our clothes came into the
sleeping bag with us). But by 9.00 o'clock, one could feel the temperature climbing
toward its daytime norm of the mid seventies.

The early wind was a northwesterly force 2. We set off at 10.00 a.m. and it immediately
fell to nothing. Ralph and Allan got the oars out and rowed away from us. Jim and I
preferred to sit on the floor of the boat and wait for something to happen. We were
rewarded by a school of Harbour Porpoises who lazed their way toward us and played
around the boat for half an hour. These, smallest of whales, are known locally as
"puffers" because of the noise they make when they vent air as they break the surface.

The sea on this coast is rich in natural life. The shallow water which extends off the
Canadian coast is the meeting place of the cold Labrador Current and the Gulf Stream,
which comes up the American Coast from nearer the Equator. One flows down from the
Arctic and is loaded with plankton and nutrients, while the other brings the fish and the
life which loves the warmth. It was in this rich environment that the codfish found its
perfect habitat and it was said, in the nineteenth century, that you could walk from one
ship to another on the backs of the fish which swarmed in the ocean.

We sailed past Western Point and into Lockeport Bay, where we made an unsuccessful
attempt at landing on the beach by the town. The surf, rolling into the bay from the
Atlantic, looked much less inviting when seen from close to. So, round to the harbour,
well protected and facing into the bay where we landed on a small beach close to the fish
packing plant.

I was deputed to find water. I climbed the harbour wall and walked toward the place
where the fishing boats unload their catch. It was deserted except for an old man eating
his lunch in the sunshine out of a paper bag.

"Can I find water round here?' I asked him, expecting there to be a standpipe nearby.
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"Nope" he said, "but Dave'll surely take you into the town, where there'll be some"

Dave was driving a forklift truck in the warehouse. He seemed quite content to have his
working day interrupted by an English dinghy sailor and an old man who ate lunch out of
a paper bag. He descended from his forklift and guided me toward an enormous pickup
truck. Being English, I headed for the left hand side. "You wanna drive?" he said, tossing
me the keys. Who were these people, who trusted total strangers so absolutely? Dave, it
transpired, had little idea where England was, no ambition to travel outside Nova Scotia
and had only twice been to Halifax. He was a genuine nice guy and the water came from
his brother-in-law, who made a living smoking salmon in the town centre.

We continued our gentle journey after lunch, working our way eastwards past the tip of
Gooseberry Island and Black Point, into Little Harbour Lake, arriving at 5.30 This just
gave us time to pitch camp, secure the boats, build a fire and prepare supper before the
dusk took over.

DAY 4. THURSDAY I9T' SEPTEMBER
SW2, RISING. FINE.

The entrance to Little Harbour (or Matthews) Lake is barely ten yards wide. But the lake
itself stretches inland for over two miles and is a mile wide for most of its length. It is
lined with coniferous trees and much of it drains at low water. There is no access by road,
which makes it a peaceful and significant saltmarsh, used by the thousands of migrating
waders and waterbirds every fall and spring.

These birds were just beginning to move during this third week of September, making
their way from their Arctic nesting grounds, following the coastline down to the warmer
climate of the United States and Central America.

I crept out of my tent at dawn to find a frosty ground and a dramatic sunrise. I decided on
a walk to get the circulation going and was rewarded by seeing a pair of osprey, some
godwits feeding in the exposed mud and snipe on the grassy shore. (These godwits, I later
learnt, were probably the Hudosnian Godwit which rarely comes ashore on migration.
Apparently it flies from its Arctic nest to South America in one, tranoceanic, hop).

The outgoing tide plucked us from the beach as soon as we launched at 11.00 a.m. and
shot us out of the narrow entrance like a champagne cork from its bottle. This is a coast
where the tide is not normally noticeable and this morning was the only occasion on
which we had to time our sailing accordingly. The wind was blowing gently from the
southwest, which took us on a dead run up the coast. The chart - and my log for the day -
makes interesting, if pessimistic, reading:

"Seals wailing on Black Rock"

'Gannets by The Bastard"
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`Watch Little Hope Shoal"

`No landing on Massacre Island".

We lunched. briefly. in Sandy bay. where the beach wvas beautiful, but the landing was
difficult because of the surf. There were rocks in awkward places and so we had to take it
in turns to stand up to our thighs in water and hold the two boats so that they could swing
safely. Meanwhile the others carried the supplies tip the beach and provided a shuttle
service of sandwiches and drinks for the human anchor. We did not stay long. Just as we
left the bay we passed two women arriving in sea kayaks. Tlhere was no opportunity to
talk to them, but we admired their fortitude because they must have come a long way,

During the aftemoon. a sea Ralph, navigating.
breeze reinforced the wind and
gave us an exhilarating hour and
a half in a force 4-5 on a broad
reach as we turned northwards
toward Port Mouton Island and
our overnight stop

Port Mouton is a rather beautiful
island, about three miles from_
the town of Port Mouton. It is
much favoured by local artists.
who seem to like painting it from
the mainland shore. It is not inhabited, maybe for the very reason that we discovered - it
is infested with rnosquitos which, Allan insisted, were the size of a saucer and had the
teeth of a vampire. That night we employed our full armoury of anti mosquito tactics; a
blazing fire. gin, revolting insect repellant and many layers of loose clothing.

S..
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DAY 5 FRIDAY 20f" SEPTEMBER.
SE2, THEN 5-6. FINE

Today was a windy day, but we were well prepared for it. TIhe marinie weather
forecasting information) in Canada is superb. The coast of Nov.a Scotia and Prince Fdward
Island is broken up into areas, like the sea areas of Great Britain. but much smaller. Using
these areas, there is a continuous weather service which can be found on an FM
frequency on some domestic radios and on one dedicated VHF frequkency. This is
repeated every hour and half houir in English and on the quarters in French.

The weather systerns coming up this coast seem to be miore straightforward than those
which swirl around the European North Atlantic. The daily menu is controlled not so
mtich by moving depressions and occluded fronts as the meeting of warm air with cold
currents and the photosynthesis of millions of acres of trees. This is why the Grand Banks
are legendary for their fog, as we were to discover in the next few days.

Today, though, the wind was to gust at 30 knots from the southeast. A perfect wind to
give us a beam reach to a town which Allan was determined to visit. He was born a
member of the invigorating, energetic and
amazing generation of the sons of
Liverpool, England, who dragged that city An Inting mn into Liv
to the forefront in the 1960s - and so it
seemed right that we should pay a visit to
both the Liverpool and its River Mersea on
this coastline.

Leaving Port Mouton, we had a benign
force 2, rising to 3. Railph and 1, in a surge
of confidence shook out the reef. The wind
kept climbing through force 4 and into a
steady 5. 1 watched the sea, considered the
wave heights, and remembered that the
fetch. to the southeast, ended tip somewhere
near Senegal. The boat was making good
speed.

Before one can enter Liverpool Bay fromii
the south, one mnust pass Western Head.
This is a rocky peninsular against which the
building waves were breaking and which
was causinig a confused and diff-icult sea f'or
nearly a rmile offshore. At this point. I was
very content to be on a reach and not a beat.



It did, however meani that we had to gybe to get into the bay. Allan anid Jim, just ahead of
us in the other boat, elected to wear round and tack, which looked wet and
tincomfortable.

Ralph was at the helm of our boat. "Are you happy to gybe?' said he.

'Of course." i checked that we had nio more than three inches of centreboard and we
positioned ourselves properly to balance the boat (cruising sailors are not famous for
doing this). I held the kicking strap so that I cotild guide the boom at the critical momenit.
He chose his wave and waited until the boat was travelling at its maximum speed - this
ensured that the wind pressure on the sails was next to nothing. Then he flicked the stem
of the boat through the wind. The boom came over, hesitating fractionally over my head.
and I moved my weight to the new windward side so that the end of the boom would not
dip into a passing wave. We were on course for Liverpool and I was reassured in my
belief that a gybe, properly executed, is not only more comfortable, but probably safer
thana a tack in difficult conditions.

Liverpool, when we got there, proved to be a most elegant town. Near the harbour
entrance are streets of beautiful eighteenth and nineteenth century houses, built on the
wealth generated by a history of
privateering. Privateering was a
lucrative activity, made legal by The curious architecture of Coffin Island
an Act of Parliament in London
during 1777. This entitled certain
shipowners to attack vessels
belonging to those with whom we
were at war (Americans and
Spaniards. mainly). The captured
ships and cargoes were taken to
Halifax, Nova Scotia. and
auictioned for prof-it.

So successful were the Nova
Scotian schooners at this that the
Americans. in desperation.
constructed the Intercoastal-
Waterway, where they could more easily protect their domestic shipping. It was this route
which. 200 years later, became a vital part of Frank Dye's famous Wayfarer journey up
the eastern seaboard of Atnerica and Canada.

It was on that journey that Frank. on the 6 th. September 1990, took a great liking to the
anchorage at Coffin Island, where we spent our next night. Twelve years later, almost to
the day, his description was precicely what we saw:

"A ftne sheltered harbour at the north end of the island* where a storm beach ot' big
pebbles almost completely encloses a lagoon, except for a narrow gap over an tinderwater
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reef. It's a lobster fishing community, occupied in winter only. Half a dozen wood shacks,
each with four bunks and a big wood burning stove. All are now deserted, but it feel like
a nice, quiet, friendly spot..."

Nothing had changed except for the development of a large fish farm about a mile to the
south.

DAY 6. SATURDAY 215`. SEPTEMBER.
A.M. SW4 THEN 5-6. FINE
P.M. WIND BACKING AND DROPPING. FALL OF TEMPER.ATURE AND
VISIBILITY.

That night the wind blew briskly and the rising of the sun gave us a bright, clear day, with
beautiful early autumn light. We did not hurry this morning and I was able to take some
time to photograph the curious architecture of the crude, but rather pleasing fishermens'
huts.

We left Coffin Island at 10.30 and this time I joined Jim in his boat. We were operating a
system in which we took turns to sail with each other and this worked very well. It is no
mean undertaking for four men who barely know each other to go together for two
weeks in a limited space and dependant on each other's skills and good humour. Unlike
some television shows, there was no opportunity to vote anybody off - and, happily, I
think there was no inclination to do so.

It is essential, under these conditions, to have an accepted leader. These are not
circumstances under which democracy works well. When everybody has had their say,
somebody has to make the final decision and hold the group together. It was quickly
apparent that each of us had skills to offer the expedition and that, in the event, any one
of us could have led the trip to a successful conclusion. Perhaps we were successful
because all of us would have been content not to lead and those who didn't respected he
who did.

The journey to Port Medway took three hours. For much of this, we could hear the deep
thrumming of powerful diesels working out to sea and over the horizon. They were
trawlers. We also saw two leisure boats making their way southwards, probably back to
the United States after a season's summer sailing. We felt quite affronted at the crowd.

"Trouble with sailing round here" said Jim "is that your collision regulations get a litde
out of practice." He was right. I realised that these were the first boats we had seen in five
days.

In order to get to Port Medway, we had to round five headlands, each of which produced
its own confusion in the sea. The wind was blowing force 5-6, but it was not a
comfortable ride. The waves were coming at us from every which way and it was often a
matter of luck how they hit the boat. Once we were knocked around like a plank of wood
and I thought we might broach, but the Wayfarer is a sturdy boat.
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Once in the bay, Jim & I hove to, thus allowing Ralph to choose a beach and exercise his
usual charm on the local residents. Fifteen minutes after disappearing, he came back with
fresh water and an armful of homegrown cucumbers. They added a civilised touch to the
salami and peanut butter sandwiches, which we dug out of the back tanks.

Coming out of Port Medway we faced a decision. Between Great Island and Middle
Island is a channel, barely twenty yards wide. It cuts through a long chain of islands and
drying rocks that would otherwise give us about an extra four miles of sailing to make the
few hundred yards of distance to the other side. There was a difference of approach
amongst us too. Ralph liked to sail close inshore and rely on his experience and his wit to
keep out of trouble, while Jim was so cautious that he would even give a safe water mark
a wide berth. Somewhere between these two extremes lay Allan and me.

Ralph, in the lead boat, went straight for the channel on a broad reach and was through it
in no time. Jim, crewing his own boat with me at the helm, went strangely quiet. The tide
was not at its highest by any means. "Tell you what we'll do" I said, "We'll work upwind
a bit. Then we'll follow their track on a dead run with the sail pulled in. That'll slow the
boat down quite a bit". In theory we only needed twelve inches with the centreboard right
up, but there were seals all around us, leaping with excitement and I could see that they
were in less than three feet of water. We came through with only a minor bump, and I felt
a sense of exhilaration. It's fun, taking risks.

DAY 7. SUNDAY 22ND. SEPTEMBER.
A.M. WIND ZERO. FOG.
P.M. SE4. CLOUDY

Cape La Have Island was probably the most beautiful place we stayed. On the northem
side of the island we found two silvery beaches, each set into small bays so that the
landing is sheltered from every wind except the one that comes off the mainland, which is
not far away.

There were mooring ropes already set into the rocks and a ready-made campsite,
complete with empty beer bottles and Tonka Toys for the children. (It was evidently a
weekend retreat for a family of Canadians few of whom, sadly, are good at clearing up
behind them.) Behind the camp clearing was the usual forest and a deep freshwater pond
which looked very much as if it were fed from a spring.

During Saturday afternoon there had been a wind shift. The temperature had dropped
noticeably and the visibility had closed right in. By Sunday morning we could not see the
other side of the bay, less than a hundred yards away.

None of us were happy about attempting to navigate to Lunenburg in such low visibility.
First there would be some intricate passage finding to get through the La Have group of
islands and rocks, and then about five miles of open sea before we could expect to find
the mainland again - and even that was a headland which we must pass well to port.

Page 11



So we spent the morning programming our GPS systems. For myself, i have a hearty
admiration for what electronic technology can do but, confronted with anything new. my
mind turns to intellectual treacle. I was the only person on the trip who did not own one
ol' these natty devices and this gave the others an opportunity to lecture me
enthusiastically on the subtleties of waypoints, tracking errors and multifunctional screen
displays.

At 12.30, anned with a complete set of waypoints and all sorts of falibacks, we set off
into the fog to grope our way to Lunenburg. Hardly had we gone arounid the corner
before it lifted and we had all the visibility we needed. Magic. It was one of the finest
sails of the week. I knew the old system was best,

Lunenburg is Entenng Lunenburg
beautiful. Nobody can
walk the streets of
Lunenburg and not be
deeply taken by the
architecture and
intricate construction
of the old wooden
houses of the towin. It
is a World Heritage
Centre and is therefore
pickled in aspic. Most
of the inhabitants
seem to be transient
septuagenarians who
totter from antique
shop to cafe complaining about the distance between tourist honeypots.

We spent the night in the campsite, where we learnt something about the American way
of camping. What one needs is a vehicle about three titnes the size of a London bus,
which is equipped with everything from central heating to satellite television. The car is
towed behind, rather as cruising sailors in 'proper boats' tow a dinghy for getting ashore.
When we erected our little one-man tents, a police patrol drove slowly by and eyed Us
carefuilly. We wondered it we were about to he sent back to our Ethnic Reservation.

DAY 8 MONDAY 23RD SEPI'EMBER
W. Fl FOG, CLEARING

That night was disturbed. 'The only spot oni our piece of the campsite that was both flat
and grassy was directl) under a streetlamp. which meant that being in the tent was like
being inside an orange Iliuinescent balloon. Add to that the regular blasts fronm the
foghorn in the harbour and you will understand why dawn made a welcome break.
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The morning showed us the justification for the foghorn. The town was enfolded in a
warm, steamy blanket of fog and the forecast was not good. So we programmed the GPS
machines again. It worked wonders. Just as the last waypoints went in, the fog lifted
once more. Twice could not be a coincidence and I was converted. They do have their
uses after all. I went straight up to the chandlery and asked to buy one, but, sadly, they
had run out.

As we left the harbour, we were followed by Bluenose 11. Bluenose must be one of the
most beautiful ships in the world. The original was a fishing schooner, built right here in
Lunenburg and intended to bring the fish back to market with the maximum possible
speed. In the annual and regular races, particularly against the American schooners from
further south, she never lost a race. She became a legend in Canadian history and is now
the icon of the Province of Nova Scotia. The original came to a tragic end and was
wrecked in the 1950s off Haiwai. The ship that followed us out is an exact replica of the
original. Built in the same Lunenburg shipyard and to the original plans, she now came
out with her decks awash with tourists and their flashing cameras.

The wind was a reluctant force 1. Bluenose came out into the bay and raised some sail.
When she bore away to head for the sea, she was exactly level with Alan and me, in Jim's
boat. Inevitably, a race was on Tense, stuff, this. The reputation of a great ship was at
stake. Inexorably, we drew just very slightly ahead and we managed to keep it that way
until one of us had to alter course toward our chosen destination. In the nicest possible
way, the greatest racing schooner of all time had been outsailed by Jim Fraser's Wayfarer.

The coast to the north of Lunenburg is riven by a curious geological fault. The rock
formation is split and, apparently, folded so that there are fingers of the sea, which run
deep inland in channels which are often barely twenty yards wide.

It was through one of these channels that we worked our way out of Lunenburg bay and
back to the sea. We ghosted through a little settlement of houses by the creekside, one of
the most peaceful and well founded places I have ever seen. Some deep urge made me
want to land the boat and settle here forever, but we sailed on and I did not share my
unfathomable feelings with the others.

The geological oddity continues out to sea, sinking gradually below the surface and
forming an area called The Rackets. This consists mainly of shallow water and evil rocks
which are much beloved of seals and seabirds, who are the sole inhabitants of these
islands. I'm not sure if the decision to sail between the islands and the mainland, rather
than round the outside, was courageous, foolhardy or bone idle, but that was the one we
took. Once again, embracing an element of danger brought us into contact with things we
would never otherwise have seen, for it is in the shallow water that the interest of the sea
is so often to be found.

That night we camped on Sacrifice Island, a fine spot with, thankfully, plenty of
firewood.
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DAY 9. TUESDAY 24THti. SEPTEMBER.
WIND ZERO. FOG Al 1. DAY. PROLONGED SHHOWERS.

Today the fog was
determined. No amourit Fog and mist. Sacnfice Island
of fiddling with our
electronic fog-dispersers
wouild make it go away.

We did not dare leave the ,

island.

Spent the day eating
through our stores and
explodring the spectacular
array of coloured funghi,
mosses and lichelis
which the island has to
offer and which grow
only in a very damp environment.

DAY 10. WEDNESDAY 25TH, SEPrEMBER.
SL3 FINE.

We woke to a crystal clear day and the knowledge that tomorrow we must fly home. We
sailed along the inlet, which took us to the back of Lunenburg town. whose streets we
were now able to explore in the full glory of a warm and sunny autumni day.

Mahone Bay. to the north of Lunenburg is the largest of the spectacular series of bays,
river estuaries and natural harbours which we had been exploring since we set out.
Mahone is dotted with tens, probably hundreds of small islands which rest within its
sheltering arms. It is about seven miles wide and probably fifteen deep and must offer
some of the best sheltered sea sailing in the world. It was to a spot just opposite the town
itself that we had to retuirn the boats.

This was a day for easy sailing. Bottom on the floorboards, feet on the thwart. If we had
been pipesmokers, they would surely have been lit as Jim & I discussed the implications
of what we had seen these last ten days.
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This coast is the wild. beautiftil. Jim andAllar fahone Bay
maritime front for a massive and
thinly populated country, The
nearest major centre of population
is'l'oronto. three hours away by
aeroplane, two days by road or
rail. It is a dangerous coast, which
has yielded fortunies to privateers.
shipbuilders and fishemien - and
this in turn has produced a proud r _ - .
people and a fine literature.

But those industries have gone.
They are the past on which thrives
a new industry: tourism.
Americans come for the history,
we Brits come to sail Wayfarers
and everybody is beginning to
conic for the low property pnces.
Look up into the sky at any
moment and you will see the
vapour trails of up to twenty jets
at a time. all rushing around the
great circle of the North Atlantic.
look along the shoreline and you
will see lines of' chi-chi white
houses with lawns and fencing
posts replacing the occasional
discreet log cabin. There is a 
connection aid Jiim agreed that it is time for someone to get political before the beauty Is
lost in the stampede to posses it.
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Books are to be returned on or before
the last date below

K


