
ANNALS OF A LABRADOR HARBOUR

Well-filled time, so the psychologists tell us, is 
short in passing, and “down North,” before 
you are half into the day’s tasks, you look up to 
find that “the embers of the day are red.” You 
must have guessed, too, that I should not have 
evinced such contentment during these months 
if my fellow workers had not been congenial. I 
shall always remember their devotion, and readi­
ness to serve both one another and the people; 
and I know that the years to come will only 
deepen my appreciation of what their friendship 
has meant to me.

How glad I was when the winter came, and I 
was no longer classed as a newcomer! I had 
heard so much about dog driving that I remem­
ber thinking the resultant sensations must be 
akin to those Elijah experienced in his chariot. 
But now I have driven with dogs in summer, 
and that is more than most of the older stagers 
can boast. In a prosperous little village in the 
Straits lives the rural dean. He is a devoted and 
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