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We had a heavenly afternoon for a tea picnic
to Logy’s Bay. Indeed the beautiful drives and
expeditions seem endless, and Logy’s Bay is only
one of the many lovely coves and bays that indent
the coast. We dip over the hill and look down
on an exquisite little picture, with a blue bay
surrounded by headlands of red and green cliffs,
and the sea shimmering beyond. Far away on
the horizon there is a gleaming white pillar. It
is a floating iceberg. We wish, oh! so much, as
we eat strawberries under the cliffs, that it was
nearer to us. ) ;

Before we descended into Logy’s Bay, we knew
that it contained a fishing settlement, by ‘the
pungent odours of highly flavoured fish that
ascended to us, and over the bay there are many
extended flakes. . These flakes are formd by rough
supports made of fir poles covered with branches
of fir-trees. Each codfish is split, salted and laid
open on these flakes. It takes six weeks of ex-
posure to cure the fish, and there is a good deal of
labour involved. Each morning the cod must be
laid out on the flake. Each evening it must be
gathered in, stacked and covered with bark, to
which stones are attached to keep it down. This
fish is then exported to Roman Catholic countries
like Spain, Brazil, Portugal, Austria and Italy,
where it forms the staple of food for the poorer
population on fast days. It is worth about 24.




