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STOREHOUSE AND FISH FLAKE AT QUIDI VIDL.

irnnarls, it is," and lie took a sirnall
ladie fuit as if lie liked it.

" Corne into the cabin. It's fain and
proud us be to wveIconie yez. If yez
don-'t like thie liver ile, it's sonie of our
spruce beer ye mnust be tryin'. 0 divil
a liaporthi it wud hurt a child wvid his
rnilk teeth. Y'd have to drink enough
to float a boat to make yez 'toxicated,
an' then it wouldn't liarni yez. Take
a cookie wvid it. Mi\,ollie liere bakes
'eni foine. Slitire the chilcier just
thrive on Iashin's o' beer and biscuit.
T.he hard tack's good to cut their teeth
on. TIhey can gnawv 'emi like a dog, a
bonie."

The iitile cain wvas cleanl and coin-
fortable, wvith dainty white curtains

and geranluis flowvering in the wvin-
dowvs, everything tidy, slîip-shape, like
a " banker's " cabin, the brass kcttlcs
slîining like gold.

"No, yer hionner," saii ïMollie, witlî
a curtsey, " us doesn't offens go to St.
J ohn's "-only two miles distant-

except to do0 a Iittle fairing. Shiure,
wvhat's the necd? The church and
sehool are at oor door, ail' the good
fishi and praties conic ont uv the sea
and the site. No, us beant plantin' fish,
it's plantin' praties we be, an' tlîe cap-
lini or twvo ils puits iii ecdill fecds
Sern foine. Nar a bit o; taste or srnell
it gives thcmi, cytlier.

.But wvhen the capl.n coiles in
shoals and lies like gcreat windrovs

Britai'n's 01de-mt Coloily.


