








On the Cape-end dunes—-

The fishing fleet today is only a fraction of what it once
was and the boats are smaller, but with their high prows and
sturdy motors they bring in a profitable catch from -the
treacherous Georges Banks, a shoal eighty miles off shore. The
editor of the Provincetown journal, looking out over the harbor
a century ago, could write: “The harbor looked splendid
Sunday night, so thickly studded with vessels’ lights. No city
is as brilliant at night as this display.” And today the harbor
in its sandy crescent is still the beauty spot whether at dawn
when the fishermen go out to the weirs or at sunset with the
gulls screaming and dipping in the wake of the homecoming
ships.

You come to Provincetown for the seafood; for the lobster
at Pablo’s, for the scallops and bluefish at Wong’s, and for a
great and noble clam chowder at the Provincetown Inn. You
come, too, for the local arts which have a distinctive quality
quite their own. And you come to Provincetown as you come
to any headland with the wish to explore the great beaches in
privacy. Itis only a short drive to the Highland Light in Truro
whose height and vast sweep are breathtaking: these are un-
tamed seas in which more than twelve hundred ships have
foundered in the past century. Or a beach buggy will drive you
from Provincetown out to Race Point or to the Coast Guard
Station at Wood End setting you down for a good walk through
the great dunes, in and out of the hidden forests of pine and
beech, or along the shell-strewn flats at low tide.

These are some of the finest jumping-off places on the Atlan-
tic Coast. I say this not with suicidal intent but remembering
rather the story of the little old lady who was aboard the first
train which ever chugged into Provincetown the afternoon of
July 22, 1871. Again and again she requested the conductor to
be sure to tell her when the train reached Provincetown.
Finally, as they neared the station, she asked for the last time:
“Are you sure that the train will stop at Provincetown?”’

“Lady,” he answered with dry exasperation, “if it doesn’t
there will be a dem big splash!” ®

Winter along the shore—-
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