
ANNALS OF A LABRADOR HARBOUR

tine” to send (or “Aunt” ’Mira. She has more 
sense and unselfishness and native wit than you 
would meet in ten products of civilization. For a 
year she acted as nurse to the little boy of one of 
the staff, and never was child better cared for. 
They once told 'Mira she really must make baby 
take his bottle. (He had the habit of profound 
slumber at that time.) “Oh! I does, ma’m,” 
’Mira replied. “ If he dwalls off, I gives him a 
scattered jolt.” The family took her to England 
with them, and her remarks on the trains showed 
where her ancestry lay. When they backed 
she exclaimed, “My happy day! We’re goin* 
astern!” She requested to be allowed to “open 
the port”; and at a certain junction where there 
was a long delay she asked to go “ashore for a 
spell.”

That “hell is paved with good intentions” 
is no longer a glib phrase to me; it is a convic
tion born of seeing some of the suffering of this 
country. The doctor has just been ashore to see 
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