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DR. GRENFELL'S LOG

June 22, 1015.
Fg~HE longest day of the year has come
r and gone and yet we have no mail-
boat from the south—not even a
schooner has “reached down” through the ice.
We hear by wire, which happens to work to-
day, that the mail-boat is sixty miles away,
stopped in ice. It has aboard nurses, doctors,
students, and the engineer for the STRATHCONA,
Thrice she has essayed to come, thrice she has
gone back, unable to penctrate the heavy arctic
flow.

The people are having hard times; many
families having been without butter or sugar
for weeks. There is not a pound to be pur-
chased or borrowed. Our own stock, like that
of all the butter supplied, is on the last tub,
owing to our having let so much go out; but
still not nearly enough was procurable, It is
twelve wecks since we received letters, and the
heavy sackfuls we expect almost frighten us
to think of. We only get driblets of the news
of the war and the world’s doings. But in
spite of everything we have every reason to be
grateful and praise God for peace, safety and
enough. When we think of Belgium, of
Northern France, of Russian Poland and Ga-
licia, we realize how small even a resentful
moment would be.

The poor schooner men waiting to get down
North for their summer's “fare of fish,” the
bread and butter of their families, how anxious
they too must be. We know the ice must be
literally impassable or they would be down
here. Meanwhile, the fish (that is, the cod,
the herring, the salmon, the capelin and the
flat-fish) have all returned, almost on the
exact day. The salmon arrived June the 18th
last year and June the 17th this year.

As we crossed the half arm of the sea with
dogs month after month from December to
May, it was almost impossible to believe any
live creature would ever come again to feed
and live in the frigid waters beneath; and yet
under the ice, through the seas, careless of

fog and rocks and the unkind reception that
wear after year they receive at our hands,
back they come and set all hearts aglow and
all homes rejoicing.  Without them we must
starve.

This spring also beriberi and scurvy were
getting plentiful, but the abundance of fresh
meat shot, is, with apologies to our vegetarian
friends, just exactly what we need. Heroic
efforts have been made this year with our
agriculture, but, except in our hot frames, noth-
ing has started. Lettuces planted out on June
15t are still no larger than walnuts. Eleven hun-
dred young cabbages came to a sudden death at
the end of the second week of June in our gar-
den. The frost was so severe that the end of our
harbor “caught over” again, and two mornings
running, while answering sick calls to patients
about daybreak, we were chip, chip, chipping
through young slob ice in our motor boat till
well outside the harbor mouth.

Life is a mixture of joys and sorrows, and
any one who expects no trouble must be dis-
appointed. The narration here of adverse

only our i ing de-
termination mot again to be caught nappmeg.
The reindeer has been our one great anxiety
of late. Two years ago, by wandering through
the heavier woods in the summer, a number
of our deer strayed away into the mainland
and we were never able to recover them, Then
we found that they were being poached on in
quite a large number, both by passing schoon-
ers in summer, and by bad-minded, illiterate
men, who seemed to consider that they were
justified in killing what they regarded as
“Government” property.

A gang of five men was cleverly caught this
winter and all were sent to jail and fined. One
herder, cating a piece of a murdered deer
which he had found, discovered a bullet in his
mouth. The coast was searched for just such
a rifle. We found only three such. These were
fired with bullets into sacking, beef, sand and
snow. Independent trappers were called to
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select the bullets for cach rifle, we keeping
samples and knowing by previous marks each
bullet. In every case the peculiar grooves on
the bullet caused by each rifle enabled us
to separate them correctly. On that evidence
the owner was condemned, professing his in-
nocence, After awhile to enable his sentence
to be lessened, he not only confessed, but gave
the names of four accomplices.

This, alas, was not the only gang. The
herders, who are a splendid lot of men, guard-
ing the deer day and night, have through the
cleverness of their Lapp dogs, discovered in two
other districts freshly shot reindeer hidden deep
under snow—in each case the dogs smelling
the carcass through the snow and calling their
master’s attention, Beside these losses several
deer have been attacked and killed by dogs, and
now a sudden epidemic, lasting nearly two
weeks, smote the herd and carried off 154
does and fawns. The Lapps expect this dis-
case once in seven years, and it so happens
that it is just seven years since ours suffered
in the same way. The chief herder has just
left me. He has been several days blocked in
ice, and as he came for supplies for the camp,
he has a double anxiety and discouragement
to bear. The only consolation I could give
him was to remind him of what would have
happened had our experiment been in civilized
Europe instead of this far-off land.

Since writing the last line a wire has arrived
that the mail-steamer has successfully navi-
gated through the ice belt and may be expected
any time.

Four sacks full of correspondence lie upon
our floor. The long-looked-for letters have
arrived, and alas, among them are many bear-
ers of sorrowful tidings. One, appreciating the
personal losses, feels so stunned that even the
sacrifice on the LusitaNta seems unreal and
prosaic. Yet each black-edged letter shows the
same realization for individual losses and each
item that touches our own life looms off just
as large as ever.

DR. HARE

T shall only touch on one here as affecting
directly this work. Our beloved friend and
colleague, Dr. Hare, has had to leave us. Left
quite alone on the rocky, isolated coast of
Labrador, his good wife, the light of the work
on the Canadian Labrador, has all winter long
been hovering between life and death, and he
feels he cannot face again what must be a
repetition of such an experience. The loyalty
and love for the work expressed in the letter

bringing this untoward news, makes it even
harder to realize that there is no way out.
Six months had elapsed since the letter was
written and a successor has already had to
be appointed and is even now on his way
North. Dr. Hare is too well known to the
majority of the readers of this magazine to
need any commendation from me. Physically
a splendid specimen of Canadian manhood, by
disposition a keen sportsman, from a wide
world experience a man of exceeding tact, he
combined with the spiritual and physical pluck
of a lion the gentleness and patience of a
woman., The only way to describe the one at-
titude and thought of the coast toward him is
to say that we loved him and we mourn his
loss.

This loss has a certain advantage over the
sorrowful letters from Europe, for we feel
that God has use for him clsewhere and his
life is still potent with blessing for some other
field, perhaps as needful as our own. Nor do
we feel that he is entirely lost to us, for wher-
ever he goes the need of his large Labrador
parish will ever have a friend and advocate.
The bonds of spiritual communion have been
for months and even years our only actual
points of contact, even while we have been in
the same work, so wide are our areas and so
poor our communications. But these are ever
the only durable bonds and these at least will
not be broken. For the Master's field is not
limited to organizations or artificial geograph-
ical boundaries, and in reality we know we are
colleagues still, even if the accident of physical
contacts are no longer possible. Still we mourn
—for the self of the Christian and the philoso-
pher alike dwell here in human temples,

The holocaust of first-class lives in Europe
has set us pondering whether the sorrows of
individuals of a poor toiling class are worth
while giving one’s life to. Here is a man
whom at best you can fit for mantal work for
only a few more years—here a mother, still
helpless, whose family seems to need her, but
who possibly would “scrabble” along somehow
if unaided. Here a child, who need not be a
life cripple, but, except to itself, it apparently
matters little whether or not it is a bit of
wrecked flotsam on the sea of life.

The war news so horrifles us that it seems
to swamp with its awful thunder all the tender
feelings of the trivial tasks and round of life
at peace. Yet here are men, bound to remain
here, if the world's needs for the harvest of
the sea are to be satisfied. Our bays are now
swarming with herring. “The herring be solid



“FLEETS OF WHITE-WINGED VE:

in the Bay today, Doctor,” said an old fisher-
man yesterday. We have caught all the caplin
for days that our ship needs, with our hands,
as in countless millions they wash in on our
beach. “Luke had three hundred quintal o
fish ashore Saturday night,” said a friend con-
cerning the president of my Bible class of yes-
terday—a bulk that means 13,000 fish. “One
cove was so thick with herring all June” a
man told me yesterday, “that I never put my
nets out at all, but just filled the barrels with
my hands?” Famine in Europe calls for more
wealth producers even if they do reap so small
a reward as the poor catcher of fish “down
north” Fleets of these white-winged vessels
are flitting north as I write.

LABRADOR AND THE WAR
September 15.
OT since the coast of Labrador was
N pillaged by American privateers in
1796 have the strain and stress of war
affected materially the lives of its people. And
now only a few persons, suspected of possibly
being German spies, have been deported, in-
cluding some of the Moravian missionarie:
who are Germans; and a few of our best men
have volunteered and gone to the front. There
was good reason to believe all plans had been
made for securing a submarine base amidst
our endless fjords, whence the passenger trade
traffic of the St. Lawrence could be safely

attacked.

But though no submarine has arrived and no
unfriendly shot been fired, a much more seri-
ous calamity than the loss of a man or two has

LS FLITTING NORTH

overtaken us. The demand for and the price
of salmon has fallen so low that it scarcely
pays to salt and pack it for market, while even
our beautiful foxes are scarcely worth the
catching. Silver foxes that fetched $500 for a
pelt have fallen in some cases to $50, and
scarcely a buyer at that; patch foxes from $35
to $5; red foxes from $12 to as low as $1.
inks have fallen from $8 to 75 cents; martins
or sables from $30 to $3; lynx from $35 to $5.
These prices have been approximately all the
poor trappers received for their catches this
winter. The huge supplies of fur held by the
large companies lie unsold, and even in the
United Sates the Hudson Bay Company found
no satisfactory market. The result has been that
that great company has imported no supplies
this year at all. Its ship is “somewhere in the
war,” and her captain in charge of a mine
sweeper,

Two nights ago we steamed into one of the
Company’s stations and discussed with the
factor the problem of next winter. Meanwhile,
so that we might leave when the moon rose
and pursue our long journey North, a number
of men, in the dark, were carrying off to the
StrateoNA firewood which they had cut in
return for clothing.

“I wish with all my heart T was going to be
out of the country next winter,” the factor
said; “it will be terrible unless some paying
industry is found.”

“Did the people not get a chance to earn
money cutting pit props last winter for Eng-
land ?*
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