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valley glen a land without forestsforest3 split
and serrated by the ceaseless gnawings
of the sea tremendous precipices riserise
everywhere lochs and tarns show
without copse or verdure shadowy

hellmershell cut the sea walls where the
tide is even at ebb or flow here a
fishing station there a dreary hamlet
yonder a gravelly beach with fish
and their sodden toil beyond a weird
gio with a herd of seals turning their
chininshininshining sidesides to the low red sun over
alliall a imyfilmy dreamy tender presence
for in the abne ays before the darklingdar klong
winter sets inn it is the fis hermans
64 summer in the shetland isles

stranstrangee qquietuiet god fearing souls are
the fifishermenhe rmen of the solway shores
whether they live on the scottish side
where every stream and brae and vale
has a reminder of the immortal poet
of the lowly who rests within the sound
of Solways tide rings or on the
enenglishI1 iilsh side in rock girt cumberland
iinn ttthee brave old house built from roman
walls giant frames have these folk
and wondrous height wide fair brows
greatreat blue or hazel eyes and and leonine
beadsbeads of flaxen hair I1 always remem-
ber them with their apparentap alertness
of attention an unconscious habit and
attitude of listening for it is said
these folk can hear the oncoming sweepsps
of ohpthe great tide born from the irishish sseaea

which brings the harvest of fish and
often terror and death for twenty miles
away

long before this if you are standing
on the cliff edge above ancient bowness
you will see the fishers waist deep inin
water hurrying on the tightening of
their upright nets which for ten miles
below seem like tiny fences of rush
and away seaward with your glass you
can see them scurrying up from the ebb
slime and sand towards safety and the
shore then to your unpracticed ears
come the faint reverberations otof a hoarse
roar and soon like a pillar of flame in
the play of the sunlight the great mist

r banner of the advancing waters is flung
from scotland to england almost from
briffel to sillothwillothSilloth and moves toward you
like a lurid cloud above a running battle
in a few moments more the brilliancy of
the phenomenon is greatest

preceding the advancingadvancing cloud along
the seething front of a wawall of water five
miles wide glitter foams and hisses a
bank of spume and spray zoned
rimmed and interlaced with tiny rain-
bows therhe roaring of the bellowing
water hosts becomes deafening for an
instant you are enveloped by the cloud
that passed while you thrill with the
mystery and awful grandeur of the
spectacle the great tibetideheadtide head is abreast
of you a true tide bore such as breaks
majestically into minas and other estua-
riesnes of the bay of fundy cylindrical
and straight as an arrow across the
firth and from six to eight feet in
heavheightht which sweeps past with a bellow
and shriek like that of a hundred thou-
sand coast fog horns howling inin unisonunison
while close in its wake is a hillock
tempestuous mass of waves brilliantly
gorgeous in fitfully swept prismatic
colors and the solway tide is in

this is the picture that comes to me
from Irelands cragcraggyy north the
eastern shore of wild foughlough is a
succession of ruins dainty villages like
Bun crama and fahan and of pilgrim
haunted shrines over to the west are
wilder shores huts round towers
fishers cabins and here and there the

patched sails of the berriniherring fishers
smacks lie white against the bacbackgroundground
of the headlands and hills here the
sweetest herring known to man are
taken the brawny herring fishers of
the north are here in greatest numbers
they are sodden hopeless hard but
they are brave and strong as iron they
have tremendous frames are brown as
bronze andind form groupings of startling
impressiveness they are simple and
peaceable I1 am told but were pirates
wanted were fleets to be fitted out with
men for work giving one a shudder to
contemplate these sea giants would
furnish incomparable human heartless
flint but if they are flint their wives
are stesteelel

about six feet in height broad and
ststrongrong as their burly mates with legs
corded like a mans and bare to the
knees with arms long crooked and
fleshless as wood with flat hairy breasts
often bared from neck to waist and
tanned by salt sun and wind to the
colorcolor of the mottled alder bark with
wide jaws half toothless mouths sunken
cheeks eyes blue black and flashing
from deep yellow sockets and brows
bushy and ragged with bristling hairshairs
with narrow creased foreheads and
great wide saffron colored ears set
straight out from behind like dirty
itwing and wing sails and their square
heads crowned by one black hair faded
into snuff brown like an animals
which is matted and knotted upon the
shoulders and frequently to the waist
and youou have but the faintest picture of
this halfalf animal who subsists upon kelp
dulse black oatcakeoat cake and half raw fish
that the buyers who come to the
beaches in their carts from londonderry
refuse as even unworthy of salt to men-
dicant and crouching man beast of the
town

and the children of these
they drag out the same horrible lives

help make the british navy or turn
traitor to the brood of half pirates be-
hind becoming the most remorseless of
coastguardcoast guard or mountain hunt
ing officers and yet how the old blood
occasionally blossoms through this limit-
less de gration A daughter of just such
an one as I1 have pictured was the most
perfect type of wild and simple human
beauty I1 ever beheld bareleggedbare legged and
bare breasted as her mother brown as a
hazel nut ignorantly innocent of fear
for four copper coins she rowed me
across lough to where her
fathers work lay mending the seines
like an amazonian man of wars man
while I1 sat speechless contemplatingcontemplate
her marvelous beauty and majestic pro-
portions hating myself because I1 was
not altogether an artist and wonderlinwonwonderingderin F
in all reverence why god or godsgod s
nineteenth century civilization could
not wait upon the african missions for a
little and reach to and succor such as
these

standing upon the huge headland
above ancient st ives another remark-
able picture is yours it is one of the
most interesting fishing ports in europe
the bay itself faces the north at your
feet are purple heather and waving ternsferns
parted from the water by
glistening sands to the right and east
the green hillocks of the eastern shore
then the broad yellow beach of porth
cocking or the forehandFore sand dominating
this is the great headland of Pednolva
beyond gleaming like a field of gold
are the magnificent sands of

ter and further still the headland androcky islet of Godrevy with the latlatterbatters
white lighthouse setting cameo like be
tween the purple of the sea walls andthe tremulous blue of the ocean

before you the silent shimmering baywith a few white winged fishing craftscarcelycaacely moving it seems the distance
isis so great from the height where youkokxstand the ocean beyond chininshininshining19 andblue and still rhythmic reaches of inconing tide waves miles in length advant
ing and retreating and breaking softly

Vupon the shelving sands in tiny ridges
otof sparkling spume and here tuto 9

thewest a great jumbled mass off grav-
old st ives crouching in a little popocketlirC etof the rocks like a mass of mossy rtoneansomein some shadowy glen alesleeping awabw

ne
the centuries unconscious of thtthunderous sea

aside from these and half a hundred
more picturesque spots that cannot eveltievs
be named there are the sleepy harrileisand sand shores of orangeorange ironfrom
pool to whitehavenWhitehaven alalongon the irish seasthe mites of villages specking the sidof the winsome sea combs 0of somerset
and devon the quaint scenes amone thethai
fleets and homes of the fisherrfishermennen cpenzancePenzance falmouth plymouth andtorquayTor quay the countless fisher haunts faSL
the seething chines of the winwinsome I1tos
of wight the drearier of the engli
east shore where the battles with
storms and tides are ever fierce ass
strong the wild wailing woeful Ccoas
from dermouthYermouth to whitby which
seemed fated to be the scene of thoceans saddest tragedies the red ro
the breezy shores the glgleamingearning sasands
and the tossing spray of boldinghCoIdinColdi ehaS
and north berwick around to the trason
of the mouth of the forth the snanus
town and harharborharbora the quaint oldbori streetsethe lucious fish ddinnersanners and the acre
ing fishwivesfish wives of newhaven the almalmol
somber silence ever brooding above thpiers of buck haven the rocky wawallathe steely blue of the german acocean
the awful storms and the great
cheerless fishing towns of the enfil
coast from aberdeen to thurso cheh
brown crags the emerald pings aaalthe shadowy fissures of ESS
shetland and orkney shores with ttheall
dutch and norse color in faces a
wwaysa and the drear gray rocks a
pupuffinen haunted crags of the misty hiridrides where the brave half stastancrofter fisher battles all his life for m
existence

the customs folklorefolk lore and s
stationsions which have been the rcatl
outgrowth of their vocation have bbeen
practically changeless torfor half a ththou
sand years and their portents and omena
are countless

in skye if a woman crosses the
where fishing is in progress and amanao
the newhaven men if the name
braungerBro unger that of an old

reprobate who was the impersonation
bad luck and once lived among thethem
mentioned fishing will be at once d
continued skye and harris bishirfishertnhave been known to beat their
dreadfully not from any ill feeling
to propitiate and attract the fish

all british fishermen note cacan
the first person upon whomm their
alight in the morning their ludluck
the day will depend on whether
person is well or ill favored A adercl
man a pig or a cat are the most
of allagg

0objectsejects as fleets are sailing out
the harbor the sight of either or


