
1952 J .a&# 

Buried In The Back Shore 

Like a book for which we have no code, like a strong box for 
which we have no key, the sands along the Great Back Shore 

I of the Cape End hold securely more stories of grief and di- 
aster than have yet been told and clutch in unrelenting grasp 
ast stores of wealth in minted gold and precious goods than 

are old-timers in Prov- 

block tin and somewhere, 
Portland with the money, 

assengers. A Danish ship 
, only eighty tons of which 

cry of “Wreck along the Back Side” is seldom 


