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A STORY OF LABRADOR.
By Wilfred T, Grenfell,

Communications may be addressed to
Dr. Grentell at Labrador, via St. John's,
Newfoundland,

The wission steamer had  just arrived
off the post of the Honorable the Hud-
son's Bay Company, half-way down the
coast of Labrador,

According to custom, the broad blue
flag of the wission was floating aloft and
the shrill steam whistle bhad just sounded
Dier arvival. ‘

e order to “let go” had been given
to the men at the anchor, and 1 was
preparing to go below atter the excite
went of bringimg the ship to her moor-
ings.  Ahe cham indeed  was still run
wing out through the hawse pipes, when
a man, cevidently in groat anxiety and
haste, pulled  alongside aud Jumped i
over our rail,

“Oh, Doctor! Tauk God you're ltere
at last. Poor Alice has passed away yes-
terday, and John is lying terrible il
and there's the tive little ones—and may-
be, please God, you're just in time.”

“Come, come, Harry, what's the mat
ter? s it a cough?”

“1t mever stops, Doctor, night nor day,
and hie spits terrible with "

Now, we had seen some cases of pneu
monia coming up the bay, so “Ill be with
vou in two munutes, Harry,” was all 1
;*.-,,‘p.vd to say as 1 hurried below to get
wy cmergeney  case of drugs. \\.(huui\
further conversation we pulled  swiftly
to a hittle wooded cove, and drew up the
boat.  Following Harry by a long, wind
g path through the stunted trees, I
catie soun to a little house where only
a mouth betore 1 had seen one of the
Lappiest hittle fawilies iu the world.

My good guide’s watehtul young wile,
a baby in her arms, opened the door as

we reached it

s sleeping, Doctor, tank God. May-
be be'll take a turn now,”  she said.
“P've put the children to bed dest their
noise should waken him.”

1 kunelt down an the darkened _Inllc
rouin by the sick man, and put my. finger
on lus pulse, The almost paintul sull
ness wits broken at length by the young
wother, who was evidently watching my
face.

Don't say it's too late, Doctor! Please
God, he'll get well now, won't he?” and
then a stitled sob as she read wo hope
in my fa

“All things ave possible with Him, An
nie,” 1 answered, “but surely e kuows
what will be best for us all”

For even as the moments ticked by on
my watch, the forefinger on the telltale
puse kept time, sayimg  plainly, “Too
Jute, too late, too late.”

There are times when the call for im
wediate action leaves no opportunity tor
even one spoken word of prayer.  DBut
i owas prayer alone that could sive this
man now.  So we three tried that rem
wdy, first together, not unmindtul thai
where two or three are, there e is.
Well we knew it then, even as we could
pear in that deathlike silence the breath-
myg of the unconscious children in  the
next room.  Well bas it been said that
“Christian Scienee’ is the reaction against
our torgetting that Christ  comes into
the room with the physician as well as
with the priest,

But the issue was not long in the bal-
ance, Our effort to aid nature in her
last strggle awakened no vesponse in the
wearied body, and slowly the life we
wanted 0 much e¢bbed away before our
eyes,

When T returned in the morning the
door was open, and the house was silent
and deserted.

Nusband and wife in their roush sproce

coffins were lying side by side in the lit-

tle outer room. The childien aad gone
with the humwble but Kindiy neighbiors 9
their little home across the cove,  Sil-
ence regned  supreme, except for two
Jays tluttering about the vhopping Loush,
1t seemed as if death’s vicoory was com
viete,

1 was engaged with other patients dur-
ing the day. But at sundown 1 heard
Harry's vowee again on deck.

“Doctor,” he said hesitatingly, *“would
you bury the dead. Tis ten miles to
where we—our graves is—but we thought
perhaps—" .

“ludeed T owill, and you may tell the
people 1 shall be starting in the mission
steamer at ten an the morning

“Us'll mever forget your kindness, Doe-
tor,” he said.  But just as he was leav-
ing the ship he came back onee more,
the painter i s hana,

“Doctor,” he said, “there isn't a bit

of black for the children in the whole
cove. Poor Johin has tallen behind a bit
ol date at the post, aud anyliow us never
sed for this,"”
Tiey shail bhave all there is aboard,
Harry.,  Lut it will take the women all
night to make anything out of it."” With
that we dived below, and soon found
coats and bluck stuft enough for the emer-
geney.

It was a sad cortege that next morn
ing stewmed witn flags halt-mast up the
pord. 1t was a poor, illclad crowd that
gatheied on deck.  The very care that
had been so evidently bestowed upon gar-
ments that had seen better days, and
yus, other gencrations, spoke most elo-
quently ot the continual struggle with a
bard  environment, Ihe bald, unorna-
mented cofting, sawed from our gnarled
and Knotted trees, and blackened over
with the meanest coat of paint, were
evidences ot the little that stood to help
humanity in its fight for existence here,
beyond their own stout hearts and good
right hands,

Lhe real pathos, however, lay in the
overwhelming sense of vanquished aspir-
ations.  The whole entourage seemed o
whisper uncann to our poor friends
stauding round:

“IU's only a matter of time, You
st succwmb soon.  You can't keep the
fight up loug.”

Lhe very weather added (o the harmony
ot desolation, A cold, bleak wind was
chasing, actoss a cheerless  Jeaden sky,
clouds burdened with snow from the un-
kuown morth.  The first frost of winter
had hardenced the little soil there was
on those relentless rocks, as if anxious
to prociaim that it had no share in lend-
g wid or oficring welcome, 1 when
death bad done its work.  Even two
ducks, sole occupants ot the tiny bay,
tled shrieking as, bearing  our toilsome
burden, we Janded on the sandy beach.

At length the grave was dug, the last
look taken, the saud filled in, and around
were Jeft only the few pitiful, half-clad
mourners, shivering in the bitter blasts
of wind that swept the point, and weep:
img for what  never could be undone,

ut in my mind were still ringing the
words of triumph: “Thanks be unto God,
which giveth us—us—the victory,” while
beiore my eyes were five little childien
in black, standing haud in hand by a
lonely heap of sand, marking the place
where lay all that had been their pro-
tection from the cruel world outside.

How would our “reasonable” Master,
who at the cost of his own life had pur-
chased our victory for us, have us trans-
late the message of that love of these
his children?  How should we best serve
Lim both now and always?

Dy orthodoxy or by action? By theory
or by practice? By faith or love?

“May here his servants serve him,

May the cost not come between

Loy

The serviee that they render
And the service that they mean.”

1 fancied 1 could hear him whispering
now, as he did of old: “luasmuch as ye
did it unto the least of these my breth-
ren, ye did it unto me.’

“Wlly take the ehildren aboard and let
them go down into the cabin, and see
Lhat Veter gets them some tea. God
biess them, tuey shan't want the things
that perisn, anyhow, tll they can fend
for themselves,”

Aud so we took cur lirst orphans, A
lung ietter to triends at home asking thei
Lo beip me with my elldren, brougnt me
VILY a Iew answers. Une was poorly
whitten, and uot altogecher well spell
ed, but it bore a better recommendation.
AU was evidently the loving letter o1 a
goud, motherly woman, and came lrom
@ beart ino wineh dweit the mind of the
Master, Sue suds:

“Dear pociosi—Me and my  husband
Wowid Lhe woneep @ boy and a g tor
tue deat Loid - sake)”

She gave we ceterences to men 1 knew.
SO when we it the coast at the approacn
UL WIBer aed, aad went south to put the
mission ship anto winter quarters, trfie
ld Lessic went witd us Lo 4 new howe
moaew kngland,

Awelve months dater I was ubie to take
4P by ral and pay @ dong-promised
Vil o lie ciiaten, dhe bai dropped
e where the platiorm ought o nave
been, dn the wark aboul tour o'clock un
4 Willer s morning. kaciywhere  tue
BUOW was decp ou tne groand. Luere wue
UU houses o be seen, and the prospect
Was ot cncouraging.  But soon 1 heard
ocheery voice caling:  “Doctor, 1s it
Jou and a wmowent ater o owas climo-
g o an old larm sieigh, diawn by
4 paticut o ogarm norse, AU owas Lo
Hew other of the chlidien, wiose chiat-
acteristic energy had brought her all these
Wiies anthe might to meee me,

A dong and weansome drivé it would
have peen, tor tue roads were ouly  call
U a0 Lo couttesy, and were uol ma
teriaily  Jmproved by the  stupendous
suowaridts, Nor were the—well, springs
UL our carriage as resilient as—but tuere,
Hever unud, the company ol oso sluple,
S0 caluest a toend ot the Master's would
ake any journey short,

Ahe wud reception that the happy
chidren gave me set my mind at rest
aloonce as Lowoeluer orf nol taey were
i bhe ngne place.,

BSoon, nowever, 1 was o be puzzled
dgdin. - ror when motning cawme and A
louked round the house 1 tound only a
Sl group of new buildings.  Lhey were
Fougiuy put together, and by the hands
Ol Uis young couple thewmselves,  The
feclaimed Jand was only small, and was
beag newn vut ot the backwoods by
tucir own indomitable pluck.  But be-
Youd that, at breaktast 1 thought 1
beard a stranger’s voice, and sure cuough
1 was soun introduced to “our own baby.”

As 1 drove back to the station, my
cheertul companion chatting away as be-
fore, my thoughts would materialize into
words, and when 1 asked her: “What
made you take two great, growing child-
ten from farofl Labrador? Surely your
struggie is hard enough without adding
to ity

“Well, Doctor, you see, Fred and me
bas been two years way out here, and
besides what  everyone  else  does we
couldu’t do anything for the Lord. There
15 no Subbath school to teach, and the
chweh s so far away we seldom can
B0 Soowe thought the farm would feed
two more for His sake. No, mno. 1
wouldn't like you to take them back.”

Suiely they were eutering into the "oy
of their Lord.”




