
dunes, nothing could be done to 
save the old station, although 
members of the department went 
out in the department jeep. Coast 
Guardsmen from the Race Point 
Station also went to the station, 
but by the time they arrived, the)  
building was completely in flames. 
The fire could be seen from Ply-; 
mouth and from miles up the 
Cape, Sparks were blown toward 
the ocean by southerly winds. 

The station was built about 1915 
to replace an older one which was 
being gradually destroyed by the 
sea. This was the station which 
Eugene O’Neill had bought some 
years before, and in which he liv- 

ning playwright Eugene O’Neill 
Captain Sam Fisher, daisy the 
white, life-saving horse and the 

dunes where the Station once  

This picture was taken around 1920, ing to Harry Kemp, Provincetown’s Poet of 
the Dunes, who has lived for many ye ‘‘girl of the fog*, still roam the 

stood. In her wonderful b o o k  
“Time and the Town,” Mary Hea- 
ton vorse tells of listening to 
Captain Cook’s stories of ship-I 

plays and which is so touchingly described by Agnes Boulton in her book just published, 
“Part of a Long Story.’’ 

vice, as it ‘was called then was 
established. It included Peaked 
Hill Bars, Race‘ Point, Highhead 
and Wood End. Off Peaked Hill 
there is a treacherous sand bat; 
and inner bar, which are con- 
stantly shifting and changing their 
positions. The space between the 
two bars has been a death trap 
for hundreds of vessels, and thou- 
sands have been lost along this 

Costa of Art’s Beach Taxi service 
said when he was driving a group 

top  lookout tower and the other 
sitting in a second-floor window 

who manned it. sill. Many people who are in the 
dunes for the Summer said the 
smell from the fire, which for a 
time seemed to threaten nearby 
cottages, seemed to indicate that 

“‘the place had been soaked with 
gasoline or kerosene.‘.’ 

Since the fire department equip- ing near the station in a Pro 


