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A FIGHT WITH THE SEA 

No boat could come out from the shore 
through the sort of sea that was now running. 
The great pans of ice, rising and falling on the 
waves, were crashing and charging into the cliffs 
alongshore " like medieval battering-rams," and 
the white spray dashed high against the rocks 
with a sullen roar as of artillery. It would be 
necessary to skin some of the dogs and use their 
pelts for blankets, in order to escape freezing in 
the terrible cold of the oncoming night. 
Imagine how hard it was for their master to 
choose which should be slain! 

He had the sealskin traces wound about his 
waist, to keep the hungry animals from devour
ing them. He now undid them, and made a 
hangman's noose. This he slipped over the 
head of one of the dogs. Then he threw the 
animal on his back, put his foot on his neck, and 
stabbed him to the heart. The struggling 
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creature bit his master—a deep gash—in the leg, 
but Grenfell kept the knife in the dog till the 
poor beast lay still, that the blood might not 
spurt out and freeze on the skin. Two more 
animals were put to death in the same fashion, 
and one of them bit him again in the death 
throes. So violent was the battle that the 
Doctor fully expected the pan to break up as 
they fought, and let them all into the sea. 

With the strange indifference that " huskies " 
generally show to the fate of their fellows, the 
other dogs were licking their coats and trying to 
dry themselves. The Doctor had done his best 
to stifle the cries of the slain animals, for these 
would have roused them to a frenzy and led 
them to fall upon the under dog, and upon one 
another as well, and a general fight at such close 
quarters would have been disastrous. 

He found himself envying the dead dogs, and 
wondering whether, when they came to the open 
sea, it would not be better to use his knife on 
himself than to die, inch by agonizing inch, in 
the freezing water. 

When the dogs were skinned, and the harness 
had been used to lash the skins together, it was 
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nearly dark, and they were fully ten miles out at 
sea. 

To the north he spied a solitary light, twin
kling from the village he had left in the morn
ing. He thought of the fishermen sitting down to 
their tea: and he knew they would not think of 
him as in danger, for he had told them he would 
not be back for three days. And all the 
" liveyeres" think of Grenfell as a man who 
knows the coast so well, and the ways of getting 
about, that he is far more likely to give help 
than to ask it of them. 

He had unraveled a small piece of rope, and 
soaked this in fat from the entrails of a dog, 
thinking he might make a torch of it. But his 
match-box, which he wore on a chain, had 
leaked. Fishermen will tell you how hard it is 
to find a match-box that will not let in water: I 
prize one I have carried a great many years, 
which seems to be waterproof. I wish Gren
fell had had it then. The matches were a pulp. 
Nevertheless Grenfell kept them, thinking that 
they might be dried and usable by morning. 
Every now and then, by a sort of mechanical 
instinct, the Doctor would rise to his full height 
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and wave his hands toward the land, in the for
lorn hope of being seen through a powerful 
glass. 

There was nothing but his hands to wave. 
He dared not let his shirt fly as a flag: it would 
not do to take it off too long at any time, because 
of the piercing cold. 

Nor would it be safe to pile up snow from the 
pan to break the force of the wind, for the pan 
might give way if it were thinned out anywhere. 
So he placed the dog-skins in a pile, sat on them, 
and changed his clothes, wringing them out, and 
flapping them in the wind, then putting them by 
turns against his body. - The exercise at least 
postponed the coming of the last hour of all. 

The moccasins let the water through so easily 
that it was impossible for him to dry his feet. 
Then he remembered a trick of the Lapps, who 
had been brought over to care for the reindeer 
which Grenfell was striving to introduce at St. 
Anthony in place of the dogs. The Lapps have 
a way of tying grass in pads about their feet. 
On the harness of the dogs there was flannel, to 
make it soft where it rubbed against the flanks. 
The Doctor cut off the flannel, raveled out the 
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rest of the rope, stuffed his shoes with the frag
ments of rope, and wound the flannel about his 
legs like puttees. If the situation were not so 
serious, he might have laughed at the outfit in 
which he faced the night wind, for the Oxford 
University running trunks and the Richmond 
Football Club red, yellow and black stockings 
were garments he had worn twenty years before 
and had recently found in a box of old clothes. 

What was left over of the rope was stuffed 
inside the flannel shirt and the trunks, which 
with the stockings and sweater vest made up the 
Doctor's complete costume. Then he made 
" Doc," his biggest dog, lie down, so that he 
might curl up beside him and use him as a kind 
of fireless stove. He wrapped the three skins 
round his body, and—strange to say—fell asleep. 
One hand kept warm against " Doc's " hide, but 
the other froze,—since the Doctor had lost his 
gloves. Even so, Edward Whymper camping 
out on the volcano Cotopaxi in Ecuador found 
his tent too hot on the side next the volcano and 
too cold on the other side. 

Grenfell awoke, his teeth chattering and his 
body shivering. He thought for an instant he 
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was looking at the sunrise, but it was the moon, 
and he guessed it must be about half an hour 
after midnight. " D o c " didn't at all relish 
having his slumber disturbed. He was warm 
and comfortable, and he growled his remon
strance, deep down in his throat, till he dis
covered that it was his master and not another 
dog against his cushioned ribs. 

For a great mercy, the wind died down, and 
stopped pushing the ice-pan out into the dreaded 
North Atlantic. Just out yonder, not sixty feet 
away, was a cake of ice much bigger than his 
own. It would have made a fine raft for them 
all: and if only they could have reached it, 
Grenfell was sure he could have held out for two 
or three days. He could have killed off the dogs 
one by one, eaten the flesh, and drunk the warm 
blood. The Eskimo would think such a meal 
luxury. On his little pan, the effort to kill each 
dog would mean the risk of drowning every 
time. 

At daybreak, Grenfell remembered, men 
would be starting from Goose Cove with their 
sleds to go twenty miles to a parade of Orange
men. With this thought in his mind he fell 
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asleep again. Then he woke with a sharp 
realization of the fact that he must have some 
kind of flag with which to signal them. He 
made up his mind that as soon as it was daylight 
he would use his shirt for a flag—but the pole 
was lacking. So in the dark he wrenched the 
bodies of the dead dogs apart—an extremely 
difficult task with the tough, frozen muscles and 
fibres. But he made what he says was " the 
heaviest and crookedest flagpole it has ever been 
my lot to see," lashing the bones together with 
his bits of rope and the remains of the seal traces. 

By this time he was almost starving, s.ince he 
had not yet been able to bring himself to the 
point of devouring his comrades. His last meal 
had been porridge and bread and butter, nearly 
twenty-four hours before. Round one leg was a 
rubber band which had replaced a broken 
garter. He chewed on this constantly, and 
somehow it seemed to help him from being over
come with hunger and thirst. 

No more welcome sight—except that of men 
to the rescue—could there have been than the 
face of the rising sun. When he took off his 
shirt to run it up as a flag, he found that it was 
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not so cold as it had been. His skeleton flag
pole as he tried to wave it bent and buckled— 
but he found that by means of it he could raise 
his shirt-flag three or four feet over his head, and 
the least additional height meant much to his 
slim chance of being spied from the shore. 

The wind, too, had been carrying him back 
toward the shore, at a rugged point called Ire
land Head. Unhappily for the man at sea, the 
little fishing-village there was deserted in 
winter: the people had shifted, bag and baggage, 
to another settlement where they could get teach
ing for their children and see more of other 
people. 

Now it settled down to a severe endurance test. 
If Grenfell had been fresh with comfortable 
sleep, and well-fed, it might not have been so 
serious a business to keep that gruesome " flag " 
of his waving aloft to attract the keen eye of 
someone ashore. But as it was, he must keep 
the terribly heavy banner of dog-pelts swinging 
to and fro with his strength at a low ebb, and 
hope barely alive in his heart. Again, his 
imagination began to play cruel tricks with him. 
He thought he saw men moving: but they were 
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trees blown by the wind. Then to his joy it 
seemed that a boat was approaching: he thought 
he saw it rising and falling on the waves, as the 
oars drove it onward. He wanted the boat to 
come so much that the wish was father to the 
thought. Instead—it was only the glitter of the 
sun on a block of ice bobbing up and down. 

Whenever the Doctor sat down to rest, faith
ful old " Doc " would lick his face, and then 
roam about the ice-pan, coming back again and 
again to where the Doctor sat, his eyes and his 
ears asking: "Well, why aren't we starting? 
What is the matter? Isn't it time to be under 
way? " On a sunny day on the trail amid ice 
and snow the " husky " seeks some good reason 
for not being in the traces, tugging and hauling 
with his mates. The other dogs, following his 
example, were roaming about, and sometimes 
they would bite at the bodies of the slain dogs, 
wondering, no doubt, how soon their master 
would hand out to them the square meal of fish 
or seal-meat to which they were accustomed. 

For his own midday meal, Grenfell had be
gun to plan another killing—that of one of the 
bigger dogs, whose blood he would drink. 
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Nansen had to do the same thing, according to 
the story told in his book " Farthest North," 
which Grenfell had been reading only a few 
days before. It might be a hard battle to con
quer one of the big dogs, as he himself grew 
weaker. But fear had not once entered the 
Doctor's mind. His uppermost sensation now 
was a desire to sleep—and if death came after 
that, it would only be the answer to a question 
he had many times asked himself. 

He looked at the precious matches, to see if 
they were dry. The heads were a paste, except 
the blue tips of three or four wax matches. If 
the latter could be dried, they might be used. 
Once I gave Dr. Grenfell a bottle of the same 
kind of matches, and he said: " I'd rather have 
those than a five-dollar bill." If no air is stir
ring they will burn with a tall, strong flame 
for a minute or more, clean down to the bot
tom. 

He laid the matches out to dry, and looked 
about for a piece of transparent ice which would 
do for a burning glass. With the tow he had 
stuffed into his leggings, and the fat from the 
slain dogs, he thought he could produce a plume 
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of smoke to be seen from the land, if he could 
get a light. He found a piece of ice which he 
thought would serve his purpose, and was just 
about to wave his " flag " again when he saw 
something that made his heart stand still for an 
instant. 

Was it—could it be—the glitter of an oar-
blade rising and falling? 

But no—it could not be. It was not clear 
water, but the " slob ice," probably too heavy 
for a rowboat to pierce, which lay between the 
pan and the beach. There had been no smoke-
signal from the land, no gun discharged, no fire 
kindled: one of these things would be sure to 
happen, had anybody caught sight of him or of 
the unwieldy banner that he had raised aloft so 
many times. 

By this time Grenfell was partly snow-blind, 
for he had lost his dark glasses. As he raised 
his " flag " again, however, it seemed to him that 
the glitter was more distinct. It seemed to be 
coming nearer. With his hopes now mounting, 
he lifted the skins as high as he could, and waved 
with all his might. Now he could see not only a 
white oar-blade, but a black hull. If the pan 



194 KNIGHT-ERRANT OF THE NORTH 

would hold together an hour more, his rescue 
was assured. 

Queer tricks the mind of a man will play at 
such a time. Our boys in the war thought so 
much of saving helmets, pistols and belt-buckles 
from the battlefields that it has been said the war 
was fought for souvenirs. Even in the hospital 
where they lay suffering with the most dreadful 
wounds, they were more anxious for those pre
cious relics than they were for their own re
covery. 

And so, coming back out of the jaws of icy 
death, Grenfell was thinking: " I wonder what 
trophies I can save, to take home and put up in 
my study." He had a picture in his mind's eye 
of the dog-bone flagstaff, hanging over the big 
fireplace in the living-room at St. Anthony. 
(Later, the dogs " beat him to it," and devoured 
the bones with relish, as a child would eat 
candy.) Then he thought how picturesque 
those queer puttees would look, hanging on the 
wall with snowshoes and lynx-skins. The 
"burning-glass" was forgotten where it lay. 
As a reception-committee of one, rehearsing the 
speech of welcome, Grenfell roamed to and fro, 
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with the restlessness of a caged leopard in the 
Zoo at feeding-time. They couldn't very well 
miss him now—but he could remember harrow
ing tales he had read when he was a boy, of a man 
on a desert island who scanned the horizon many 
days for a sail. Then a ship came along, missed 
the frantic watcher, and sailed away, leaving 
him to utter despair. He did not intend that 
this should happen to him now. To his delight, 
he could see that the rescuers by this time were 
waving back, in answer to his signals. Presently 
he could hear them shouting: "Don't get ex
cited! Keep on the pan where you are! " 

They were far more excited than he was: for 
it now seemed as natural to Grenfell to be saved 
as, a little while before, it had seemed to perish 
where so many good men had been swallowed 
up before him as they went to their business in 
great waters. Nearer and nearer they came, 
plying the oars valiantly, till the snub nose of the 
boat was thrust into the soft edge of the pan, as 
a dog's muzzle is thrust into a man's hand. 

The man in the bow jumped from the boat and 
took both of the Doctor's hands. Neither said 
a word. At such moments men do not care 
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much to speak. You remember how Stanley 
hunted Africa for Livingstone, and in the thrill
ing moment when at last the two men came 
together Stanley simply walked up to the mis
sionary, put out his hand, and said: "Dr. 
Livingstone, I presume? " 

But the tears rolled down the cheeks of the 
honest fisherman, despite his silence. 

The boatmen had brought a bottle of warm 
tea, and one can imagine how much good it did 
Grenfell after going without food and drink so 
long a time. The dogs were put in the boat, 
and strong arms drove the vessel shoreward. 
Five big, stalwart Newfoundlanders were at the 
oars,—all of them devoted to the Doctor, and 
rejoicing that they had come in time to save 
him. How often, in a dark hour, he had proved 
himself their friend! He had turned out in the 
dead of night to help them and their families: 
they knew he was on his way to aid one of their 
number now. There was nothing they would 
not do for him: it would be a small return for 
all he had done to earn their gratitude already. 

It wasn't all plain rowing, by any means. 
Now and then the boat would get jammed in the 
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ice-pack so that they all must clamber out and 
lift the stout vessel over the pans. Sometimes 
men had to stand in the bows and force the pans 
apart, using their oars after the fashion of crow
bars. For a long time as they fought onward 
very little was said. They were saving their 
breath for their work. But as they rested on 
their oars and mopped their brows with their 
tattered sleeves, Grenfell asked: " H o w under 
the sun did you happen to be out in the ice in 
this boat? " 

They said that on the night before four men 
had gone out on a headland to get some harp 
seals which they had left to freeze there during 
the winter. As they were starting home, one of 
them thought he saw an ice-pan with something 
on it, drifting out to sea. When they got back 
to the village, and told their neighbors, the latter 
said it must be just the top of a tree. There was 
one man in the village who had a good spy-glass. 

He left his supper instantly, and ran out to the 
edge of the cliffs. Yes, he said, there was a man 
out yonder on the ice. He could see him wave 
his arms—and he declared it must be the Doctor, 
who had started out that morning. 
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Even though night was falling, and the wind 
was coming on, they wanted to launch a boat, 
but it would have been no use: and they decided 
to wait until morning. The sea was taking up 
the blocks of ice and hurling them on the beach, 
just as it used to throw the little fishing-smacks 
over the sea-wall at Grenfell's boyhood home. 

Messengers went up and down the coast: look
outs were stationed: many were watching, and 
some were weeping, all the while that Grenfell 
thought nobody saw him and that he was waving 
in vain. 

Before daybreak, these five volunteers had 
manned the boat. They took an awful risk in 
such seething waters. Just a little while before, 
a fisherman's wife said good-by to her husband 
and three sons when they started to row out 
toward a ship that was signaling with flags for a 
pilot. All four were drowned in spite of their 
cool and skilful seamanship. 

The people had come from far and near to 
see the landing. They rushed into the surf to be 
the first to shake the Doctor's hands. They 
seized them and shook them so heartily that he 
did not find out till later that they had been 
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badly frost-bitten. It was not a pretty object the 
villagers greeted. Says the Doctor: " I must 
have been a weird sight as I stepped ashore, tied 
up in rags, stuffed out with oakum, wrapped in 
the bloody skins of dogs, with no hat, coat, or 
gloves besides, and only a pair of short knickers. 
It must have seemed to some as if it were the old 
man of the sea coming ashore." 

Copious draughts of hot tea, and almost 
equally liquid Irish stew went to the right spot. 
Grenfell as a veteran was wise enough not to eat 
too much all at once. That is the danger, after 
one has been without food so long. 

They dressed Grenfell in the warm clothes 
fishermen wear, and hauled him back to the St. 
Anthony hospital. That ride was no fun at alf 
The jolting racked his weary bones and his feet 
were so frozen that he could not walk. There, 
two days later, they brought to him the boy on 
whom he was to have operated at his own home. 
The operation was a complete success. 

The other dogs lived long and pulled the 
Doctor many leagues on errands of mercy: but 
he mourned the loss of the three who perished 
that he might survive. I have seen on the glass-
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enclosed veranda of the Doctor's home at St. 
Anthony the brass tablet with its inscription: 

TQ THE MEMORY OF 
Three Noble Dogs 

MOODY 
WATCH 

SPY, 
Whose Lives Were Giveii, 

For Mine on the Ice 
April 21st, 1908 
Wilfred Grenfell 

St. Anthony 

The men who came to the rescue wanted no 
reward. To have the Doctor back in their midst 
again was all they desired. But the Doctor in
sisted on giving them tokens of his gratitude. 
As George Andrews said: 

" 'E sent us watches, an' spy-glasses, an' pic
tures o' himself made large an' in a frame. 
George Read an' me 'ad th' watches an' th' 
others 'ad th' spy-glasses. 'Eere's th' watch. 
It 'as ' In memory o' April 2ist ' on it, but us 
don't need th' things to make we remember it, 
though we're wonderful glad t' 'ave 'em from th' 
Doctor." 



XI 

T H E KIDNAPPERS 

ONE day, as Grenfell was about to leave 
northern Labrador in his little steamer the 
Strathcona, a. man came aboard with trouble in 
his eyes. It was the good-hearted Hudson's 
Bay agent. 

" Doctor," he pleaded, " old Tommy Mitch
ell's been comin' in every Saturday for two 
months, tryin' to get somethin' for his family. 
I've been givin' him twenty pounds of flour a 
week for himself and wife and six children. 
That's every shred they've got to live on. He 
hasn't a salmon or a codfish to give me, and he 
was in debt when I came here. What'll we 
do?" 

The Strathcona had steam up and was whis
tling to the Doctor to come aboard. On the 
Labrador coast you must leave promptly or the 
sea may punish you for the delay. 

" See if you can't stop at the island off Na-
paktok Point, Doctor. They're livin' out there 
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with nothin' but their own hats to cover 'em—if 
they've got any." 

" I will," the Doctor promised, and was off. 
When they came near the island, the dory was 

lowered, and Grenfell and his mate rowed 
toward the rocks. 

" Can you see anything that looks like a house, 
Bill? You have better eyes than mine." 

" No, Doctor. I been a-lookin'. I sees— 
nothing." 

" I didn't expect you to do as well as that," 
said the Doctor. " But keep on looking. And 
call out when you see anything." 

They rowed almost round the island, against 
a stiff head wind. 

Each time they passed cove or headland they 
thought, "Well now, surely it must be just 
around the next point." 

" There's a smoke, sir! " cried the sharp-eyed 
Bill. 

Sure enough—^there was a tiny wisp of smoke, 
trickling up the face of the rocks. 

But no hut was to be seen. 
They landed, and pulled the boat out on the 

beach. 
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Then they went toward the smoke. The fire 
was built among flat stones out in the open. 

A hollow-cheeked woman sat with a poor, 
scrawny scrap of a baby on her arm. In her 
other hand she held what looked like an old 
paint can, and she was stirring some thin sort 
of gruel in it, in spite of the weight of the baby 
on her arm. It was not heavy, poor little crea
ture! 

" Good-morning. Where's your tent? " Gren
fell asked, cheerily. 

" There she is." 
The woman pointed with the gruel stick to a 

mass of canvas and matting, plastered in patches 
with mud against the face of the cliff. 

" Why do you cook in the open? " 
" 'Cos us hasn't got no stove." 
"Where's Tom?" 
" He's away. He's gone off wid Johnnie, 

tryin' to shoot a gull. Here, Bill, run an' 
fetch yer dad, an' tell him Dr. Grenfell wants 
'un." 

A half-naked little boy about nine years old 
darted off into the scrub bushes. 

"What's the matter with baby?" Dr. Gren-
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fell inquired kindly, as the infant clasped his 
finger and looked up into his mild face. 

" Hungry," was the mother's sufficient answer. 
" I ain't got nothin' to give him." Her lip 
trembled, and she turned her head away. 

The baby kept up a constant whimpering, like 
a lamb very badly scared. 

" It's half-starved," said the Doctor. " What 
do you give it? " 

" Flour, and berries," was the response. " I 
chews the loaf first—or else it ain't no good for 
him." 

Then a little girl, of perhaps five, and a boy 
of—maybe—seven, shyly came from behind the 
tent, where they had fled wild-eyed and hid 
when the strangers came. They had nothing 
on: but they were brown as chestnuts and fat as 
butter. 

It was snowing, and the snow had driven them 
toward the poor, mean fire where mother sat 
with the baby. 

" Glad to see the other children are fat," said 
the Doctor. 

" They bees eatin' berries all the time," was 
the mother's answer. Then suddenly the full 
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force of their plight swept all other thoughts 
out of her mind. 

" What's t' good of t' government? " she cried. 
" Here is we all starvin'. And it's ne'er a crust 
they gives yer. There bees a sight o' pork an' 
butter in t' company's store. But it's ne'er a 
sight of 'im us ever gets. What are them doin'? 
T' agent he says he can't give Tom no more'n 
dry flour, an' us can't live on dat." 

Then a bent and weary figure shuffled on the 
scene. It was Tom, the poor husband and 
father. He had an old and rusty, single-
barreled muzzle-loading gun, and he was carry
ing a dead sea-gull by the tip of one of its wings. 
Two small boys trudged along after him, their 
faces old before their time. They stood looking 
at the Doctor in wonderment. 

"Well, Tom, you've had luck!" was Gren
fell's greeting. He explains that he meant Tom 
was very lucky not to have the gun open at the 
wrong end and discharge its contents into his 
face! 

" It's only a kitty," the hunter answered, 
sadly. "An' I been sittin' out yonder on the 
p'int all day." A kitty is a little gull. 
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" Your gun isn't heavy enough to kill the big 
gulls, I suppose." 

" No, Doctor. I hain't much powder—and 
ne'er a bit o' shot. I has to load her up most 
times with a handful o' they round stones. T' 
hammer don't always set her off, neither. Her 
springs bees too old, I reckon." He fumbled 
with the trigger in a way that led Grenfell to ask 
him to let him hold the gun instead. Tom 
passed it over, and Grenfell held it till their talk 
was over. 

Tom, who was part Eskimo, was a very poor 
business man. He had been a "slave of the 
" truck system " by which a man brings his furs 
or his fish to a trader, exchanges them for sup
plies, and is always in debt to the storekeeper 
who takes pains to see that it shall be so. 

" Tom," the Doctor told him, " I want to help 
you. Winter is coming on, and here you are 
with a handful of flour and a sea-gull, and no 
proper shelter from the cold. You have too 
many children to keep. I think you'd better 
pass over to me for a while your two little boys, 
' Billy' and * Jimmy,' and the little girl. I'll 
feed them and clothe them and have them taught 
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till they are big enough to come back and help 
you. All the time they are with me I'll do all 
I can to help you along. If you have them here 
—they'll certainly starve. The snow is begin
ning to cover up the berries already. And that's 
about all you've got to feed them." 

Poor Tom couldn't think. 
He merely stood there, looking first at the sea, 

then at the sky, then at the Doctor, his mouth 
wide open. 

His wife broke the silence. " D'ye hear, 
man? T' Doctor wants to take t' children. I 
says 'tis the gover'ment should feed 'em here. 
I wouldn't let no children o' mine go, I 
wouldn't." Saying which, she held her sickly 
infant tighter. 

The talk to and fro went on for a long time. 
It didn't get much of anywhere. On the part 
of the fond parents it consisted largely of what 
the government ought to do. Grenfell patiently 
explained that the government was a long way 
off, and couldn't answer before Christmas if it 
answered at all. 

All this time Father Tom stood there, dumb 
as a stalled ox, trying to see daylight by which to 
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make up his mind. Evidently his wife was the 
real man of the family. 

" Why doesn't youse say something?" she 
broke out at last. " Bees you a-goin' to let t' 
Doctor have youse childer? " 

Tom looked more distracted than ever, and it 
didn't help much when he took off his hat and let 
cold air blow on his heated brain as he rum
maged with his finger in the dense thatch on his 
head. 

Then Tom said: " I suppose he knows." 
" Yes," Dr. Grenfell said. " I think you'd 

better let me have Billy and Jimmy for a while." 
There was more talk, and finally the wife gave 

way. "Well, youse can take Billy, I suppose, 
if you wants un." 

All this time the mate had said nothing. Big 
and burly as he was, there were tears in his eyes: 
he had a kind heart, for there were many little 
ones to feed and clothe in his own household. 
He thought it was time to settle the dispute. 

For he heard the Strathcona's whistle blowing 
impatiently, warning the men ashore that the 
sea was rising and the rocks in the uncertain 
weather meant danger. The little steamer, 
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while the palaver went on, had been following 
alongshore as they went round the island. The 
snow was getting thicker, and the wind was 
tipping the waves with whitecaps. They must 
be off without further parley. 

So the mate, not wasting words, suddenly 
grabbed Billy under one long, strong arm. 

Billy kicked and howled and struggled. Billy 
had no idea of that delightful home for the 
children at St. Anthony. He would have cried 
to go there, if he had known what playmates he 
would have, what diverting games to play. 

Billy was captured " for good and all." But 
Dr. Grenfell knew that it wouldn't do for Billy 
to be toted off alone. 

He was bound he'd get another child,—for 
he knew he was right, not merely because of the 
good he could do the children, but because of 
the hopeless situation of the whole family if they 
all remained on this miserable shelf of rock in 
the open Atlantic. 

"Now, Mrs. Mitchell," he coaxed, "you're 
going to let Jimmy come too, to keep Billy 
company." 

She shook her head in defiance. Her mind 
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was made up. Billy could go—but he was the 
only one. That was flat and final. 

Then Tom broke his silence once more: " I 
says he knows what's for t' best." 

The Strathcona's whistle was petulantly cry
ing: " Come on! We really must be starting! 
If you don't come aboard right away, we may 
be wrecked. Really, you must think of your 
crew. It isn't fair to let us run this risk, with 
the barometer falling, and the wind like this." 

Dr. Grenfell made every tempting promise he 
could think of. 

" If you'll let me have Jimmy, I'll give your 
husband a fine gun." 

" No," said Mrs. Mitchell. " Ye can't have 
un." 

" I'll send him plenty of powder and shot." 
She shook her head. 
" I'll give him a letter to the agent so he can 

get work." 
She made an impatient gesture of rejection 

with her free hand. 
The Doctor played a trump card. "You 

shall have nice dresses for yourself and clothes 
for all the children." 
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Mrs. Mitchell yielded. " Well then, ye can 
have Jimmy. But that's all. That's the very 
last one." 

" Now, Mrs. Mitchell, be reasonable. Let 
me have the baby girl, too." 

" No." 
" Look at your tent. We'll put the little girl 

in a fine house with a roof on it, and a door that 
opens and shuts." 

" No." 
" We'll give her pretty clothes, and teach her 

from the picture books. She'll come back so 
you won't know her." 

" But I want to know her." 
" We'll feed her well, and fill her up till she's 

as fat as a seal." 
" No. That's all. Jimmy and Billy can go. 

She shall stay here with me." 
This time the father kept his face tight closed. 

There was no help at all from him. He looked 
the other way, stiff as a seal-gaff. 

The mate was already on his way to the beach, 
with the two naked little boys wriggling under 
his arms. They were red and blue all over with 
the stains of the berries—a beautiful sight. 
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"All right, Mrs. Mitchell. We must go on 
board now. Come with us, and we'll give you 
the things." 

Then there was joy for that poor, hungry 
family. 

They were all clad in stout clothing that would 
keep out the wind. A gun was lent to the 
father, and his shattered fowling-piece was 
fixed up by the clever engineer, till it was " most 
as good as new." The eldest boy, John, would 
be big enough to use it. 

The powder and shot were dug out of the 
lockers: tins of condensed milk were found for 
the poor little shrimp of a baby. The second 
axe—a gorgeous prize—^went into the growing 
pile of gifts: soap, needles and thread, shoes and 
stockings, potatoes, some flour, a package of tea, 
sugar, and other precious things went into two 
oilskin bags, and then over the rail into the 
Mitchells' leaky, tossing boat. 

Meanwhile an astonishing change was taking 
place in the two boys. They were getting a bath 
on the deck, in the wind and snow, with a bucket 
and a scrubbing-brush, and after they were 
dressed they had their hair cut. Their mother 
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Stared and stared as the boat rowed away. She 
could hardly believe they were hers. 

" Good-by, Doctor. Thank you." 
" Good-by, Mrs. Mitchell. We'll take good, 

care of them." 
Father said nothing. He was rowing the 

boat. But no doubt he was thinking very grate
ful thoughts. 

The boys wept a little, silently as they looked 
their last on their patched and tattered home. 
The family they left behind them would make a 
journey of a hundred miles in that rotten boat 
to a winter hut on the mainland. 

But they looked at each other, washed and 
dressed, with all that wild hair pruned away— 
and then they began to laugh at each other as 
the biggest joke in their short lives. 

After they reached St. Anthony and were in
stalled in the Orphanage, they were two of the 
happiest and most popular lads in the place. 

They purred like pleased kittens and lost no 
chance to show how much they liked the people 
who were doing so much for them. They 
studied hard, and put the same driving spirit 
into play. It could be seen that the little 
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" heathen " of the island were in a fair way to 
become in time the leaders of men who are 
needed in all walks of life. Dr. Grenfell 
felt well rewarded for all the trouble he had 
taken for Jimmy and Billy and all their fam
ily. 

The " liveyeres," as those who " live here " 
are called, may lead rough, hard lives. But for 
that very reason they welcome books, and music, 
and all such things. 

One day as the Strathcona was scudding south
ward, her sails swelling with a stiff breeze, and 
the Doctor in a great hurry to reach a distant 
coast-line and get to work on some patients who 
had been waiting a long time for him, a little 
boat came and planted herself directly in the 
Strathcona's path. 

The Strathcona was a small craft herself, but 
she seemed a monster compared with this im
pudent sailboat. The smaller boat had a funny-
looking flag, hoisted as a signal to stop. I t was 
almost as if a harbor tug should attempt to hold 
up the Leviathan. 

Dr. Grenfell thought it must be some very 
serious surgical case. 
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He gave the order at once: " Down sail and 
heave her to." 

Then an old, white-haired man, the only 
passenger in the small boat, climbed stiffly over 
the rail, fairly creaking in his joints. 

" Good-day," said Grenfell. " What can we 
do for you? We're in a hurry." 

The old man took off his cap, and held it in 
his hand as he looked down at the deck. Then 
he mustered up courage to make his request. 

" Please, Doctor," he said slowly, " I wanted 
to ask you if you had any books you could lend 
me. We haven't anything to read here." 

Dr. Grenfell confesses with shame that his 
first impulse was to return a sharp, vexed answer, 
and to ask, " What do you mean by holding up 
my mission boat for such a reason? " But then 
he realized his mistake. In a way, it would be 
as good a deed to put a prop under the old man's 
spirit with a good book as to take off his leg with 
a knife. 

" Haven't you got any books? " 
" Yes, Doctor. I've got two, but I've read 

'em through, over and over again, long ago." 
" What were they? " 
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" One is the Works of Josephus, sir, and the 
other is Plutarch's Lives." 

The old fellow was overjoyed when the 
Doctor put aboard his bobbing skiff a box of 
fifty books—a mixture of everything from 
Henty's stories to sermons. 

Dr. Grenfell never could tell what a day—or 
a night—^would bring forth. If variety is the 
spice of life, his life in the north has been one 
long diet of paprika. 

Once late in the fall he was creeping along 
the Straits of Belle Isle in a motor-boat—the 
only one in those waters at that time. 

It broke down, as the best of motor-boats 
sometimes will, and the tidal current, with that 
brutal habit which tidal currents have, began to 
pull the boat on the rocks as with an unseen 
hand. 

They tied all the lines they had together, at
tached the anchor, and put it overboard. 

The water was so deep they could not reach 
the bottom. 

Darkness was shutting down—and it was an 
awful place to pass the night. 

Then a schooner's lights flashed out. " Hur-
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r ah ! " cried Grenfell's men. "We ' re all right 
now!" 

They lashed the hurricane light on their boat-
hook and waved it to and fro like mad. They 
MUST make those fellows on the schooner take 
notice and stop for them. The sea would prob
ably get them if they failed. 

The water was so rough, the night so dark, 
that even their precious motor-boat was nothing, 
if only they could clamber aboard that schooner. 
At almost any time, those Straits offer stretches 
of the most perilous sailing-water in the world. 
Sailors who have rounded Cape Horn would say 
yes to that. 

But just then—to their horror, the schooner 
which had been close to them put about and 
hurried off like a startled caribou. Soon the 
powerless motor-boat was left far, far behind, 
wallowing in the trough of waves much too big 
for her size. 

They shouted with all their might, but the 
whistling wind threw away their outcry in
stead of carrying it across the tossing waves, 
which threatened to swamp the boat at any in
stant. 
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They shot off their guns. 
They yelled again. 
They lit flares such as are used in the navy for 

signal lights. 
But it was all in vain. 
They almost began to believe they had 

dreamed of rescue—that a phantom ship had 
come to them in a nightmare. 

They waved their hurricane light again and 
again, as high as they could hold it. 

The engineer, a willing amateur, all this while 
had been toiling away till his hands bled, at his 
motor, drenched with the spray. He had torn 
the machinery limb from limb, and patiently 
refitted the parts. Suddenly one cylinder gave 
a weak kick, and then came a spasmodic succes
sion of sputters, with long waits between. But 
with the aid of the oars the boat was now able 
to make slow and tedious progress in the 
schooner's wake. 

At last—at last—along toward midnight they 
crept into the harbor where the schooner had 
also taken refuge. 

Tired as they were, they wouldn't turn in at a 
fisherman's cottage without boarding the ship to 
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rebuke the sailors for their unhandsome be
havior. 

How could they leave men in a tiny boat in 
distress, perhaps to be swamped and to drown 
in those cruel waters out yonder in the blind 
dark? 

The skipper made solemn reply. "Them 
cliffs is haunted," he announced. " More'n one 
light's been seen there than ever any man lit. 
When us saw youse light flashing round right 
in on the cliffs, us knowed it was no place for 
Christian men that time o' night. Us guessed it 
was just fairies or devils tryin' to toll us in." 

Many of the little boats on the Labrador are 
not fit to spend a night at sea, and often it is an 
anxious business to get into a safe harbor before 
sundown. Dr. Grenfell has a reputation as a 
daredevil skipper, because so often, on an errand 
of mercy, he has steamed right out in the teeth 
of the storm when hardened, ancient mariners 
shook their heads and hugged the land. But the 
Doctor does not take chances for the sake of the 
risk itself—his daring always has behind it the 
good reason that he wants to go somewhere in a 
great hurry in time of need. 



220 KNIGHT-ERRANT OF THE NORTH 

A hundred miles north of Indian Tickle, 
where there was no light, Grenfell was caught 
one night when he was coming south with the 
fishing fleet. 

All of a sudden the fog fell on the whole 
group of ships like a thick wet blanket, before 
they could make the harbor. There were many 
reefs between their position and the open sea: 
the only thing to do was to anchor then and 
there. When a rift came in the fog. Dr. Gren
fell saw the riding-lights of eleven vessels round 
about him. A northeaster grew in violence as 
night came swiftly on, and a heavy sea arose. 
The ships tugged at their anchors. The great 
waves swept the decks from end to end. 

In the hold of the Strathcona were patients, 
lying in the cots, on their way to Battle Harbor 
Hospital. As the Doctor would say, there was 
less than an inch of iron between them and 
eternity. 

They were dressed, and the boats were pre
pared to take them ashore. 

One after another in the mad waters the 
neighbor lights went out. All night the Strath
cona fought the sea. When day came, only one 
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of the other boats was left—a ship much bigger 
than the Strathcona, named the Yosemite. 

The Yosemite was drifting down upon the 
smaller vessel, and it seemed as if in a moment 
more there must be a collision. 

But just then the Yosemite struck a reef. She 
turned over on her side. In that position the sea 
drove the vessel ashore, through the breakers, 
with the crew clinging to the bridge. 

The fact that the Strathcona kept steam up 
and was " steaming to her anchors" all night 
long had saved her, the only survivor of the 
entire fleet. Every vessel that went ashore was 
smashed to kindling. 

As they were about to weigh anchor, the main 
steam pipe began to leak. It was necessary to 
" blow down " the boilers. 

For the whole of that short day the engineers 
tinkered at the damage, knowing that the lives 
of all on board might depend on their success 
ere nightfall. 

Suddenly, to the inexpressible relief of every
one, the engineer shouted: 

"Right for'ard!" 
Then came the sweet music of the engine-
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room bell, and presently they were under way 
again, so nightfall found them safe at last in the 
harbor, with those eleven wrecks pounding on 
the rocks outside. 

Sometimes the fishermen expected miracles of 
healing. One day a big " husk " of a fisherman 
clambered aboard, saying that his teeth hurt 
him. 

" Sit down on that wood-pile," said the 
Doctor. 

The man obeyed. The Doctor pried his 
mouth open, and saw the tooth that was making 
the trouble. Then he fetched the forceps. 

Up started the patient in wide-eyed alarm. 
" Bees you a-goin' to haul it. Doctor? " 
" Of course I'm going to pull it out. What 

did you want me to do? " 
" I wouldn't have you touch it! Not for all 

the fish in the sea! " 
"Well then, why did you come to me? 

You're just wasting my time." 
" I wanted you to charm her. Doctor." 
" But my dear fellow, I'm not an Eskimo 

medicine-man. I don't know how, and I don't 
believe in it anyway." 
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Mr. Fisherman looked very much put out. 
" I knows why youse won't charm un. It's be
cause I'm a Roman Catholic." 

" Nonsense. That wouldn't make the slight
est difference. But if you really think it would 
do any good,—come on, I'll try. Only—you'll 
have to pay twenty-five cents, just as though I 
had ' hauled ' it." 

" That I will. Doctor, and glad to do it. Go 
ahead!" 

He perched on the rail like a great sea-bird. 
The Doctor to carry out the farce put his finger 
in the gaping mouth and touched the tooth. 
While he kept his finger in place he uttered the 
solemn words: 

" Abracadabra Tiddlywinkum Umslopoga." 
That last word must have come from a hazy 

memory of the name of the wonderful big black 
man in H. Rider Haggard's " Alan Quater-
main," who after a long, hard run beside a 
horse that carries his master, defends a stair
way against their enemies and splits a magic 
stone with an axe and so brings the foe to 
grief. 

At any rate, the combination worked. Gren-
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fell pulled out his finger quickly so that his 
patient wouldn't bite him. 

The fisherman got up in silence. Then he 
slowly made the circuit of the deck. In the 
course of the brief journey, he thrust his hand 
deep into his jeans and pulled out a quarter. 

" Thank you. Doctor. Many thanks." He 
solemnly handed the coin to his benefactor. 
" All the pain has gone." 

Dr. Grenfell stood holding the coin in his 
hand, wondering how he came to make such a 
fool of himself, while the fisherman's broad back 
bent to the oars of the little boat that took him 
ashore. 

A month later, in the same harbor, the same 
man swung his leg over the rail with a hearty 
greeting. 

" Had any more trouble? " asked the Doctor. 
"No—sir! Not an ache out of her since!" 

came the jovial answer. 
The Doctor had much trouble with patients 

who wanted to,drink at one draught all the 
medicine he gave them. They thought that if 
a teaspoonful of the remedy was good for you, 
the whole bottle must be ever so much better. 



T H E KIDNAPPERS 225 

A haddock's fin-bone was a " liveyere's" 
charm against rheumatism—but you must get 
hold of the haddock and cut off the fin before he 
touches the boat. So you don't often get a fin 
that is good for anything. 

If you want to avoid a hemorrhage, the best 
plan is to tie a bit of green worsted round your 
wrist. 

Both Protestants and Catholics write prayers 
on pieces of paper and wear them in little bags 
about their necks to drive off evil things. 

The constant battle against wind and wave 
develops heroes and heroines, and the tales told 
of golden deeds such as might earn a Carnegie 
medal or pension are beyond number. 

One man started south for the winter in his 
fishing-boat, with his fishing partner, his wife, 
four children and a servant girl. A gale of 
wind came up. On the Labrador a gale is a 
gale: they do not use the word lightly. Gren
fell tells of a new church that was blown into the 
sea with its pulpit, pews and communion-table. 
In a storm like that, the mainsail, jib and mast 
of this luckless smack went over the side. The 
boat was driven helplessly before the wind, for 
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three days and nights. Then the wind changed, 
and they could put up a small foresail, which in 
two more awful days brought them to the land. 
But they were running ashore with such violence 
that they would have been lost beyond a doubt, if 
six brave " liveyeres " had not put out to rescue 
them. Their boat was smashed to flinders. 

Then they found that all this time they had 
been going due north, for a hundred and fifty 
miles. They had to stay till the next summer. 
Their friends, when they got back to New
foundland, had given them up for dead. 

A fisherman said to Grenfell, in explaining 
why he couldn't swim: " You see, we has enough 
o' the water without goin' to bother wi' it when 
we are ashore." This man had barely escaped 
drowning on no less than four occasions. Once 
he saved himself by clinging to a rope with his 
teeth, after his hands were too numb to serve 
him, till they hauled him aboard. 

The shore of one of the Labrador bays had a 
total adult population of just one man. As the 
ice was breaking up in the spring, he had sent 
his two young sons out on the ice-pans in pursuit 
of seals. 



THE KIDNAPPERS 227 

But the treacherous flooring gave way, and 
the father from the shore saw his boys struggling 
in the water. 

He tied a long fishing-line round his body, 
and gave the other end to his daughter. While 
she held it he crawled out over the pans. Then 
he jumped into the bitter water, like a deep-sea 
diver going down to examine a wreck, and 
stayed between and below the pans till he had 
recovered both bodies—but the last spark of life 
was extinct. 

Almost under the windows of Dr. Grenfell's 
hospital at Battle Harbor two men started with 
sled and dogs to get fire-wood. They were 
rounding a headland, when the sled went into 
the water, taking not merely the dogs but the 
drivers with it. One man got under the ice, and 
was seen no more. The other clung to the edge 
of the ice, too weak to crawl out. 

His sister saw what happened, and came 
running over the ice. Men further away who 
were bringing a boat shouted to her: " For 
God's sake, don't go near the hole." She did not 
heed their warning. Instead, she threw herself 
flat, so as to distribute her weight, and dragged 
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herself along till she was close enough to reach 

her brother's hand. 
She could not quite pull him out. He was 

so benumbed that he could not help in the 
rescue. She lifted his body part way over the 
edge of the ice-sheet and held on. 

Nearer and nearer the boat came with the 
rescuers shouting encouragement. " We're 
a-comin', girl! Don't let go!" Her strength 
was almost gone. But she was bound to be 
faithful unto death—if the sea claimed her 
brother it must take her too. 

She did not cry out. She wasted no energy in 
words upon the frosty air. The boat seemed 
ages in coming, though the rowers plied the oars 
with might and main. 

One of her legs had broken through the ice. 
At any instant she might find herself struggling 
in the sea, and her agony of effort would have 
been in vain. 

At what seemed the last second of the last 
moment for the pair, the brawny arms of the 
fishermen hauled them over the gunwale. 

She told the story simply, and as though it 
were all in the day's work. 
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" What made you go on? " Grenfell asked her. 
" I couldn't see him drown, could I? " was all 

her reply. 



XII 

WHEN THE BIG FISH " STRIKE IN " 

" DOCTOR, how do you catch the codfish? 
Do you use a hook and line, the same as father 
and I do when we go fishing in Long Island 
Sound? " 

The speaker was a New York boy who hadn't 
been north of Boston, until one summer his 
father let him go to St. John's for the sea-trip. 
There by great good luck he ran into the Doctor, 
who had come from St. Anthony in his little 
steamer the Strathcona. 

" You can catch codfish with a hook and 
line," explained the Doctor, " but it would take 
too long for the fishermen who have to get their 
living from the sea. 

" Most of the time they use a great big net, 
called a ' cod-trap.' 

" It's like a room of network without a roof. 
It has a door, and the cod are steered in at the 
door by another net which reaches from the cod-
trap to the rocks." 
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" I should think the whole business would 
float away out to sea the minute it got the least 
bit rough," said Harry. 

" It might," the Doctor admitted. " But you 
see they have heavy anchors, or they tie big 
stones to the net at the bottom to hold it 
down." 

" I 'd love to see those cod coming in!" ex
claimed Harry. " They must push and shove 
like anything. But what do they want to go in 
for? I s'pose o' course they must use some kind 
of bait." 

" They use the squid, or octopus," said the 
Doctor. 

" Are those the funny things that wave their 
arms around and throw out ink when they get 
mad?" asked Harry. 

" Yes." 
" Are they very big? " 
" They come in all sizes. There's even such 

a thing as a giant squid. For a long time people 
laughed at the idea that there was any such 
monster. They thought he was a myth, like the 
sea-serpent. 

" But one day two fishermen were plying their 
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trade when two great arms rose out of the sea 
and clasped their boat and tried to drag it 
under. 

" Luckily, they had a big knife, and they 
hacked away at the arms till they cut them off. 

" The cuttlefish—that's another name for it— 
made the sea about them as black as tar. But it 
did not try again. 

" They took the arms ashore, and sold them to 
a man named Dr. Harvey. Everybody had been 
making fun of Dr. Harvey because he said there 
was such a thing as the giant squid. 

" The Doctor hated strong drink, and so the 
clerks at the store of Job Brothers here in St. 
John's were very much surprised when Dr. 
Harvey rushed in and shouted: ' I want a barrel 
of rum!' 

" Then he told them what he wanted it for— 
he wanted to send the giant squid to the Royal 
Society in London. The parts of the arms cut 
off were nineteen feet long. 

" Later on, somebody who heard about it 
brought him an octopus that was lying dead on 
the water, whose reach was forty feet from tip 
to tip." 
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" How do they catch the octopus for bait? " 
asked Harry. 

" It's exciting work. You see, besides having 
arms like a windmill, with curious sucking 
saucers on them, the octopus has a beak like a 
parrot, with awful teeth, and it can bite like any
thing. 

" You'll see a cluster of rowboats anchored 
close together, and the fishermen are jigging up 
and down a little bright red leaden weight, 
bristling with spikes. 

" Suddenly there's a stir. The squids have 
come rushing in, and they bite at those jiggers 
like a terrier after a rat. 

" When the squids get those spiked weights 
in their mouths and are being hauled aboard— 
look out! 

" All of a sudden—just the way people squirt 
things in the movies—they shoot out jets of ink 
at the fishermen. 

" It stings like anything if it gets into your 
eyes and it ruins your clothes." 

" How much do the squid cost when you buy 
them for bait? " asked Harry, who had a prac
tical mind. 
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" Fifteen or twenty cents a hundred for the 
little ones." 

"That isn't much for all that work," said 
Harry. 

Dr. Grenfell smiled. " You'll find that the 
fishermen do lots of hard work for very little 
pay, Harry," he answered. 

" What other kind of bait do they use for the 
cod? " 

" Caplin—a small fish like a sardine—and 
herring. Sand eels and white-fish sometimes. 
Bits of sea-gulls, and even rubber fish with 
hooks. Mussels don't hold well on the hooks. '̂ 

Harry looked thoughtful. " I suppose it 
makes a lot o' difference, having just the right 
kind o' bait." 

" All the difference in the world," the Doctor 
agreed. " If a man can't please the fish, he 
might as well burn his nets and boats and leave 
the sea.—But I was telling you about the cod-
traps. 

" While the fish are following their leader, 
like so many sheep, in at the door of the trap, 
along comes the man they call the trap-master. 
He has a tube with plain glass in the bottom. 
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and he puts it down over the side of the boat and 
looks through it to see if the trap is full. 

" When he thinks it's full enough, the door is 
pulled up so the fish can't get out, and the floor 
of the trap is hauled to the surface. 

" As it is lifted, a big dipper is put in, and 
the fish are ladled into the boat. 

" When the boat is full, the rest of the fish are 
put into big net bags. These are tied to buoys, 
so the fishermen may come back later and get 
them." 

" I suppose the fishermen like to pick out the 
best places," said Harry. 

" Yes—there's a mad race on the day the 
season opens. You've got to get your cod-trap 
anchored in four days, with the net that leads 
from the shore put in place: and it's a big job 
to do it in that time. 

" Then there's what they call the cod-seine. 
That's worked by seven men. The seine-master, 
fish-glass in hand, stands in the bow: and the 
minute he sights the school of fish he gives orders 
for the next to be dropped. 

" T h e men row in a circle and return to a 
buoy, paying out the net as they go. 
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" The bottom rope is weighted, and they 
gather it round a central anchor into a bag as 
they row. It's not so easy as it sounds, but 
' practice makes perfect.' When they've got the 
fish bagged in this way they may scoop them up 
whenever they like. 

" Other kinds of nets, as well as lines, are 
used. 

" While those who use the lines generally take 
great pains to put on them the bait they think 
Mr. and Mrs. Cod will like, some fishermen 
make the others very angry by * jigging' with 
unbaited hooks. 

" This means that two hooks, joined back to 
back with a bit of lead that sinks them, are 
dropped where the fish are most thickly 
crowded. 

" Then the line is jerked up and down. Half 
a dozen fish may be hurt for one that is hooked." 

" What becomes of the one that gets hurt? " 
asked Harry. 

" Oh, the rest of the cod rush at the poor 
fellow and eat him up! " 

"They're not good sports!" was the boy's 
comment. " Neither are the fishermen that hurt 
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the fish without catching them. That's like 
hunters that shoot more animals than they can 
use for food. But I suppose fishing just for fun 
is a very different thing from fishing to make a 
living." 

Dr. Grenfell's blue eyes were very serious. 
" It is," he said. " You have to go out with the 
fishermen to understand the difference." 



XIII 

BIRDS OF MANY A FEATHER 

HARRY had seen and heard many kinds of 
birds alongshore, of all sizes and colors, some 
flying in curious ways and some making very 
queer sounds, so he asked the Doctor to tell him 
about them. 

" The Labrador coast is one of the finest bird-
nurseries anywhere," said the Doctor. " You 
can find about two hundred different kinds—if 
your eyes are sharp enough and your patience— 
and your shoes—hold out! 

" Of course they don't all live there the year 
round. Some of them are just summer board
ers. 

" Maybe in a very lonely spot you'll hear a 
bird all by himself, with a very sweet song—the 
hermit thrush. 

" Perhaps there will be a chorus of pipits, fox 
and white-throated sparrows, robins, warblers 
and buntings. 
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" You might even come upon a Nashville 
warbler or a Maryland yellow-throat! 

" If eggs are collected in Labrador, the con
tents aren't wasted. 

" You bore a hole in the side of the egg, put in 
a blowpipe with a rubber bulb, and force the 
contents into a frying-pan. You can make fine 
omelet from the eggs of eiders, gulls, puffins and 
cormorants. Or you can mix flour with the 
eggs, add salt and butter, and make a nice pan
cake browned on both sides. 

" It tastes rather fishy, of course, but it's very 
filling, and when you come in after a long, hard 
run behind the dogs, or soaked to the skin from 
a boat-ride, it certainly is fine to fill up on cor
morant omelet while you pleasantly roast your
self before the leaping flames of a driftwood 
bonfire. 

" A Labrador baby thinks that a gull's egg is 
as good as a stick of candy. 

" Puffins are lots of fun. You've read about 
the penguins in the Antarctic, where they have 
almost no other animals—how the penguins dive 
and swim and carry stones about, looking like 
solemn old gentlemen at a club in their dress 
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suits. Well, the puffins are to Labrador what 
penguins are to the South Pole country. 

" Their burrows are two or three feet long, 
and the mother sits on a single dirty white egg 
in a straw nest. The birds have red, parrot-like 
bills, and they have pale grey faces with mark
ings that make them look as if they were wearing 
spectacles. 

" Their bodies are chunky, and they shuffle 
about very clumsily. They don't like it a bit 
when people come where they have their 
nests. 

" But the razor-billed auk doesn't make any 
nest—it just lays its egg on the bare rock in the 
biting cold. There are very few auks left to
day, but there were lots of them when Audubon 
the naturalist visited Labrador ninety years ago. 
Audubon tells how a band of * eggers' started 
out just like pirates. 

" All they cared about was to plunder every 
nest. 

" They went sneaking along from cove to 
cove, turning in sometimes at the little caves or 
finding shelter in an angle of the rocks when the 
sea ran too high. 
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" While they were waiting they would fight 
and swear and drink. It's a wonder that the 
eggers didn't get drowned oftener, for their 
boats would be mended with strips of sealskin 
and the sails were patched like an old suit, and 
it looked as if a puff of wind would blow them 
over. 

" These eggers got out of their sailing ship 
into a rowboat they towed, so as to go to an 
island of sea-pigeons, or guillemots—because 
they couldn't get near enough in the larger 
vessel. 

" As they came to the rocks, the birds rose up 
in a screaming white cloud. The air was full of 
them, just as you've seen the gulls creaking and 
crying about the hull of an ocean steamer, hop
ing to pick up food thrown overboard. 

" But the mother birds stuck faithfully to the 
nests. It was the fathers and brothers that rose 
up in the air and made the noisy fuss. 

" A l l of a sudden—bang! the eggers dis
charged their guns in a volley right into the 
middle of the wheeling, screaming cloud of 
feathers overhead. 

" Some fell into the water, and the rest in 
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terror flew about not knowing where to go or 
what to do. 

" The eggers picked up the birds that lay 
in rumpled, bloody heaps on the water. They 
made toothsome pies, and what they couldn't eat 
they left behind. They didn't care how many 
birds they killed, because there were plenty left. 

" They weren't shooting just for food—they 
were shooting mostly for fun. As they 
trampled about the island they crushed with 
their heavy boots more eggs than they picked 
up. 

" No one would have blamed hungry men for 
killing enough birds and taking enough eggs to 
supply their families. But the eggers saw red, 
and just went on shooting and trampling with
out excuse. 

" Years of that kind of thing turned many an 
island into a graveyard. 

"Well, when they had gathered some eggs 
and smashed the rest, they picked up the dead 
birds they wanted and carried them back to the 
boat. 

" They jerked off the feathers and broiled the 
sea-pigeons. Then they brought out big, black 
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bottles of rum to take away the oily, fishy flavor, 
and filled themselves with strong drink and bird-
flesh. 

" They fell asleep, snoring drunk, and dawn 
found them piled about the deck helplessly. 

" But when they got back to the island from 
which they started on their journey, they found 
that rivals had landed there, and were killing 
birds which they looked on as their own. 

" There was a fight at once. 
" The men who were coming back home fired 

a voLjy and then took their guns as if they were 
clubs and rushed toward their enemies. 

" Then, man to man, they fought like wild 
beasts. One man was carried to the boat with 
his skull fractured: another limped off with a 
bullet in his leg: a third was feeling his jaw to 
learn how many of his teeth had been driven 
through a hole in his cheek. 

" So they fought till they tired of it, and then 
they pulled out the rum-bottles, and drank them
selves into forgetfulness of their fierce battle. 

" With the next morning came a hundred 
honest fishermen who wanted nothing more from 
the islands than the birds and the eggs they 
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actually needed for their hungry wives and little 
ones at home. 

" They had been eating salt meat for months: 
scurvy had broken out, and they wanted a change 
of diet. 

" But the pirate eggers were bound they 
shouldn't have it. The fishermen brought no 
guns: they weren't looking for trouble: they 
were taken by surprise when the eggers rushed 
down on them like tigers roused from their lairs. 

" One of the eggers, who had not slept off the 
effects of the carousal of the night before, shot 
one of the fishermen. Then the fishermen, who 
outnumbered the eggers about ten to one, gave 
the latter the beating of their lives. Fortu
nately, the fisherman who had been shot was not 
killed. 

" That was the sort of thing that happened 
again and again in the bad old days. 

" No wonder Audubon, as a great lover of 
birds, was very angry at these men who were 
making it impossible for birds to make their 
homes and lay their eggs and raise their families 
on the Labrador. They could have had all they 
wanted to eat without exterminating the birds. 
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and never giving a thought to anybody who 
might come after them. 

" The fishermen still, in many places, out of 
sight and reach of any law, take all the eggs and 
kill all the birds they can. 

" But it's not so bad as it was in Audubon's 
time, when men from Halifax took about 40,000 
eggs which they sold for twenty-five cents a 
dozen. Near Cape Whittle he found two men 
gathering murre's eggs. They were proud of 
the fact that they had collected 800 dozen and 
they didn't intend to stop till they had taken 
2,000 dozen. The broken eggs made such a 
dreadful smell that it almost made him sick. 

" The ivory gull, known as the * ice partridge,' 
is sometimes caught by pouring seal's blood on 
the ice. The birds swoop down to get it, and 
are shot. Some actually kill themselves by 
striking the ice too hard when they land, for 
they are so eager to get the blood. 

" Labrador is a good place to study the diving 
birds, which are of two kinds. 

" There are those that use their feet alone 
under the water—and then there are those that 
use only their wings. 
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" The feet-users clap their wings close to their 
sides when they dive. 

" The wing-users spread out their pinions be
fore they strike the water. The puffin uses its 
wings under the water, and so do the other mem
bers of the auk family. 

" In the duck family, there are both wing-
swimmers and foot-swimmers. The ducks of the 
sorts known as old squaws, scoters and eiders 
fly under water. But the redheads and canvas-
back ducks use only their feet under water. 
Mergansers dive with their wings against their 
sides, like a folded umbrella. The cormorants 
are famous swimmers, and use their feet 
alone. You know how the Chinese use cormo
rants as fish-catchers, putting rings about their 
necks to keep them from swallowing their 
prey. 

" Among the birds classed as game-birds, the 
willow grouse are so easy to kill that a true 
sportsman doesn't take much pleasure in going 
after them. 

"They are often caught with nooses on the 
end of a stick, while they roost in the trees, and 
a group in this position may be killed all at once. 
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if shot from the bottom, so that the falling bird 
doesn't disturb the others. 

" Cartwright, an early explorer, tells how he 
came upon a covey of six grouse and knocked off 
all their heads with his rifle. 

" In winter, the willow grouse bury them
selves in the snow, and the ' cock of the roost' is 
sentinel, keeping his head above the snow to 
watch for an enemy. 

" The Canada goose, breeding about the lakes 
and ponds, is a grass-eater, and so tastes better 
than the fishy, oily gulls and divers. You can 
tame the goose and use it as a decoy. When a 
number are shot at a time, those that can't be 
used right away are hung outside the house. 
There they freeze, and are kept fresh all winter 
long. 

" There couldn't be a better retriever for a 
duck-hunt than the Eskimo dog. I've watched 
them dash into the waves after a bird, only to 
be thrown back, bruised and winded, high up on 
the ledges of the rock. 

" Then the return wave would drag them off, 
and pound them against the rocks. But the 
dogs would hang on for dear life, till their nails 
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were torn away and their paws were bleed
ing. 

" Even that wouldn't make them quit. They 
would return to the charge, and waiting for 
their chance they would jump right over the 
breaking crest and get clear of the surf. 

" When they've once got hold of a duck, 
nothing will make them let go. I've often been 
tempted to jump in and give the brave fellows 
a hand, when it seemed as if they couldn't keep 
up the struggle any longer. 

" They'd sink out of sight in a bigger wave 
than usual—and then, sure enough, you'd see the 
duck again, and the dog's head after it, still true 
to duty even in the jaws of death. For some
times, in spite of all his pluck and cleverness, the 
dog is drowned." 



XIV 

BEASTS BIG AND LITTLE 

BOTH on sea and land, Labrador animals have 
to be as tough as Labrador people to stand the 
hard life they must lead. 

Dr. Grenfell tells of a seal family he saw 
killed on an ice-pan about half the size of a 
tennis-court. 

They were surprised by four sealers, with 
wooden bats. Before they gave up their lives 
they put up a tremendous struggle. The father 
seal actually caught a club in his mouth and 
swung it from side to side with such violence 
that the sealers had to get off the pan. 

But at last he was dealt such a blow on the 
head that it was supposed he was killed. 

Instead of stripping off the pelt as the fallen 
monster lay on the pan, the sealers hoisted him 
aboard the steamer " unscalped." As he was 
being lifted over the rail—two thousand pounds 
of him—the strap broke, and back into the sea 
the huge carcass splashed. 
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The cold water revived him. 
He swam back to the pan, which was marked 

by the blood stains of his slaughtered family— 
the mate with her young which he had fought 
so desperately to protect. 

The pan stood about six feet out of the water. 
Yet the great animal managed to fling himself 
upon it. 

The men, who had bread and tea to win for 
their families, could not afford to let him go. 

They went back after him, and this time they 
did not trust to their wooden bats. They used 
a few of their precious cartridges and shot him. 
And then they " scalped " him on the spot, and 
hauled the skin over the rail. 

It is painful to think of such a fate for the 
brave old warrior. 

Just as the cod-traps are put out from the 
shore, frame nets are set for the seals along the 
beach where they are fairly sure to pass at cer
tain times of the year. There is a capstan from 
which the doorway of the seal-trap may be 
closed with a few turns. The Doctor tells of 
one " liveyere " family that took nine hundred 
seals in this way: and three to four hundred is 
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nothing unusual. One trapper named Jones 
was so successful at this business of trapping 
seals with the net that he became " purse-proud." 
From his land where there are no roads, he sent 
to Quebec for a carriage and horses, and then 
he had a road built on which he might parade 
them up and down to show his neighbors how 
rich he was. Then, for his dances o' winter 
nights, no local fiddler would serve, scraping and 
patting his foot on the floor. He hired a real 
musician from Canada, who remained all winter 
playing jigs and reels to a continuous round of 
feasts and merry-making. But, as the familiar 
saying goes, it is often only one generation from 
shirt-sleeves to shirt-sleeves. In his case, the 
grandchildren finally found themselves with less 
than the shirt-sleeves. They appealed to Dr. 
Grenfell, and he found some old clothes on the 
boat to save them from freezing. 

The whale is really a land animal, which 
finally found the sea more amusing, and so took 
to " a roving, nautical life." 

Since the legs were no longer useful, in the 
course of time they became wee things, and were 
enclosed in the thick, tough skin. 



252 KNIGHT-ERRANT OF THE NORTH 

The " a rms" were left outside, but they are 
nothing to boast of. They are not useful for 
swimming, but they help to balance the huge 
bulk, and mother whale seizes her baby with 
them when she takes alarm. 

The eyes are tiny, for when a whale eats he is 
not particular. 

I t takes so many millions of little bits of 
creatures to give a whale a square meal, that if 
he misses a hundred thousand or so out of the 
side of his huge jaws, at the top of his narrow 
gullet, he need not worry. The whale never 
starves until he is stranded. Out of water he 
may continue to breathe for an hour or two— 
but he cannot eat. 

" On a fine morning on the Labrador Coast," 
Dr. Grenfell tells us, " I have counted a dozen 
whales in a single school. Now and again a 
huge tail would emerge from the water and lash 
the surface with its full breadth, making a 
sound like the firing of a cannon, while the 
silence was otherwise broken only by the noise of 
their blowing, as they rolled lazily along on the 
surface." 

The thresher whale is only about twenty feet 
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long, but he is a fierce fellow—the pirate of the 
whale family, terrorizing the rest, and ready to 
tackle anything in sight. 

He has a fin which shows where he is as he 
cruises along close to the surface. He readily 
eats other whales. Three threshers went after 
a big cow sperm whale and her enormous infant, 
in shallow water. First they killed the " calf." 
Then they chased the mother away, and came 
back and ate the young one. 

In 1892 a huge sperm whale rammed the rocks 
near Battle Harbor, where Dr. Grenfell now 
has one of his hospitals. 

The whale evidently wondered why the rocks 
didn't give way—for nearly everything else he 
encountered had collapsed when he butted into 
it. He lunged once too often, and was left high, 
if not dry, on the beach. 

They towed him into the harbor, a prize 
eighty feet in length, and proceeded to pump the 
oil out of him. From the head one hundred and 
forty gallons were taken. This oil in the 
whale's head, which may be a third as big as his 
body, helps to float the great jawbones. 

Of course the " blowing " of the whale is one 
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of its most remarkable performances. A whale 
can stay below an hour, because he puts air into 
his blood by spouting about sixty times, the 
operation taking him about ten minutes. 

Grenfell helped take to pieces a " sulphur-
bottom " whale ninety-five feet long, supposed to 
weigh nearly 300,000 pounds. A boat could 
row into the mouth. The jawbone was nearly 
eighteen feet long. " It took four of us a whole 
afternoon, with axes and swords mounted on 
pike handles, to cut out one bone and carry it to 
our steamer." And in order to get back far 
enough to start cutting at the end, where the 
joint came, they " had to walk almost in the foot
steps of Jonah." 

The whale is the one animal that lives to a 
great age—and it is said whales have lived to be 
a thousand years old. A wolf is aged at twenty, 
a caribou or fox at fifteen. A personal ac
quaintance of the Doctor was a black-backed 
gull which had been in captivity for thirty-two 
years. 

The timber-wolf, which elsewhere is so fierce 
an animal, is comparatively mild-mannered in 
Labrador, and Grenfell has found no record of 
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these wolves attacking men, though in packs they 
have often followed the settlers to the doors of 
their houses. 

There is nothing good to be said of the 
Labrador timber-wolf. Like the eggers of Au
dubon's time, he seems to kill very often not for 
hunger's sake but for the sheer love of killing 
animals that cannot fight back. Often the bodies 
of deer are found with only the tongues and the 
windpipe torn out by the mean and cowardly 
slayer. 

Sometimes the wolf bites the deer in the small 
of the back: or several wolves will stalk a cari
bou, some circling about to distract the attention 
of their prey while others creep up on it from 
behind. 

The caribou are amiable and affectionate, and 
it is easy to tame them if they are taken in hand 
when they are young. They make very satis
factory pets. 

Grenfell had one which went with him on his 
mission boat, like a dog or a cat. 

If not taken ashore, it would stand crying at 
the rail. 

It would follow him about while on land, and 
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swim after its master when Grenfell was in a 
rowboat. 

In the field it would come running to be 
petted, and if left behind within the palings 
would stand up on its hind legs and try desper
ately to butt its way out and follow the Doctor. 

Sometimes the caribou has been successfully 
used to haul a sled. 

The Labrador black bear is almost as harm
less as the caribou. 

Grenfell bought a cub, and in the winter-time 
gave him a barrel, to see if he would know what 
to do, having no mother to guide him. 

The bear knew by instinct how to make him
self a warm and cosy nest for his long winter 
sleep. 

He found grass and moss, put them in 
the barrel, and trampled them down to make a 
padded lining such as a human being could 
hardly have bettered. 

We all know the story of General Israel Put
nam,—how he crawled into the wolf-den at 
Pomf ret and shot a wolf " by the light of its own 
eyes." A trapper in Labrador, instead of crawl
ing into a den where an animal lay, entered an 
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empty lair, under a cliff. I t seemed to have 
been made on purpose for campers. 

He lit his small lantern, ate his supper, and 
then curled up as tidily as any four-footed tenant 
and fell asleep. 

Like the bears in the fairy tale, who came 
back to find Goldilocks in the chair and then in 
the bed of one of them, the real owners of the 
cave appeared in the night. 

The hunter was awakened suddenly by a noise 
like rolling thunder in the narrow entrance. 
He turned up his lamp, and the flare showed 
him a bear, so huge that it blocked the passage
way. 

Nimbly the hunter reached for his gun, and 
before the animal could do anything more than 
growl and threaten, a shot had tumbled him flat. 

Shoving aside the body, the trapper went out 
into the cold starlight, for he knew that the mate 
of the slain beast might appear at any moment. 

Sure enough, presently over the brow of the 
hill there shambled in black silhouette two more 
bears. 

He took careful aim and fired and brought 
them both down. 



258 KNIGHT-ERRANT OF THE NORTH 

The next time he makes a tour of his traps he 
probably will not choose a bear's den for his 
night's lodging. A bear that is harmless in the 
open may be excused for getting violent if he 
finds a man asleep in the very bed he fixed for 
himself. 

Grenfell's experience with bears for pets—he 
has tried to tame nearly everything animate 
from gulls to whales—^was not so happy as with 
the caribou. He found that if " pigs is pigs," 
bears " remain bears, and are not to be trusted." 
He had two bear playmates for a long time, but 
when they hit out with their paws they dealt 
some " very nasty scratches," and what was fun 
for them was more serious for the tender pelt of 
a human being. 

The wolverine lives by his wits. 
He will turn over a trap and set it off before it 

can nip him. 
He is the pest of the man who has fur traps, 

for he will go from trap to trap and grab what
ever he finds therein. 

He can climb trees and get meat which the 
owner thought was secure. 

Sometimes when he is caught he will get away 
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with the trap and chain still attached to his leg. 
He will even carry the trap in his mouth, to 
relieve the strain. Like Kipling's Fuzzy 
Wuzzy in the Sudan, he has a great way of 
shamming dead. He may jump up and bite the 
hunter, or he may make a sudden dash for free
dom. Can you blame him? 

One of the most satisfactory creatures of all 
is the beaver. I remember a pair in a pond on 
the west coast of Newfoundland, at Curling, 
where a beaver colony had a fine big house they 
had built in a lake with a dam of their making at 
one end. I didn't go into the house, which was 
mainly under water, but the male beaver evi
dently feared I would, and just as he dived he 
smartly slapped the water with his tail to give 
the danger signal to the lady who was placidly 
nosing about and grubbing for the roots of 
water-plants at the other side of the pond. 

" Walking one day through thick wood," says 
Grenfell, " we came across a regular ' pathway,' 
the trees having been felled to make traveling 
easy. A glance at the stumps showed that it was 
a road cut by beavers, to enable them to drag 
their boughs of birch along more easily. 
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"The pathway led to a large house on the 
edge of a lake, and, fortunately for us, the 
beaver was at home. There were other houses 
on an island in the lake, and below them all a 
large, strong dam, some thirty yards long, and 
below this two more complete dams across the 
river that flowed out. The dams were made of 
large tree-trunks, with quantities of lesser 
boughs, and were many feet thick, and very 
difficult to break down. The houses were built 
half on land, half in the water. The sitting-
room is up-stairs on the bank, and so is the 

* crew's' bedroom, and the front door is made 
at least three feet below the surface to prevent 
being ' frozen out' in winter, or, worse still, 
* frozen in.' 

" The whole house was neatly rounded off, 
and so plastered with mud as to be warm and 
weather-proof. This is done by means of their 
trowel-like tails, which are also of great use in 
swimming. The house was so strong that even 
with an axe we could not get in without very 
considerable delay. 

" In the deep pond they had dammed up, we 
found a quantity of birch poles pegged out. 
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The bark of these forms their winter food, and 
is called ' browse.' The beaver cuts off enough 
for dinner, and takes it into his house. Sitting 
up, he takes the stem in his fore paws, and rolls 
it round and round against his chisel-shaped 
incisor teeth, swallowing the long ribands of 
bark thus stripped off. . . . When sur
prised they retreat to holes in the bank, of which 
the entrances are hidden under water. These 
are called ' hovels.' 

" Beavers always work up wind when felling 
trees, and cut them on the water side, so that 
they fall into the pond if possible, and the wind 
helps to blow them home. This beaver we 
caught proved to be a hermit—at least he was 
living alone. He may have been a widower of 
unusual constancy. They do not destroy fish, 
their food in summer being preferably the stems 
of the water-lilies. Otters occasionally kill and 
eat beavers. When they call, the beaver has to 
try and be * not at home.' " 

While the beaver evidently has strong feelings 
on the subject of the otter, who seems to be a 
burglar and a murderer, he apparently does not 
mind the lowly muskrat as a summer boarder. 
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even though the latter does not pay for his lodg
ing. 

Of course the lord of the animate creation on 
land in the north—as the sperm whale is 
monarch of the sea—is the polar bear. Gren
fell gives a most interesting account of this white 
king of beasts whom we properly pity on warm 
days as he lolls and pants by the soup-like water 
of his tank in one of our southern Zoos. The 
Doctor once saw a polar bear swimming three 
miles out at sea, headed, by a marvelous instinct, 
straight for the north. There was no convenient 
ice-pan floating near on which he might clamber 
for a snooze. This bear had been shot, and he 
floated high in the water, so that evidently his 
fat was a great help to him, enabling him to stay 
at sea as long as he pleased. 

The polar bears wander from their native 
shores: they seem to enjoy travel, and when they 
sail south on pans of ice they are looking for 
that toothsome morsel, the seal. 

If they cannot get seals, these bears devour the 
eggs of sea-birds on the islands. 

When they swim after ducks, they hide under 
water, all but the nose: and since that nose is 
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black, and therefore a telltale, they have been 
seen to bury it in the snow when creeping toward 
a seal-herd. 

The polar bear stands a poor chance against 
a pack of lively and determined dogs. 

They have reason to fear his huge paws and 
tearing claws until he tires, but he cannot face 
all ways at once, and if there are enough dogs 
the struggle soon becomes hopeless. 

They are not fast enough to get away from 
the fleet smaller animals. 

In the water, where they swim slowly and 
dive expertly, the fishermen may easily " do for 
them" with a blow from an axe or an oar. 
Though the polar bear has a fishy taste, the 
Eskimos relish the meat, and the prospect of a 
successful bear-hunt delights the savage breast. 



XV 

THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT 

O N C E I asked Dr. Grenfell if he was tired. 
His blue eyes lit up as if I had thrown salt into 
a fire. He threw his head back and said: 
" Tired? I was never tired in my life! "^ 

But I thought he was weary that September 
evening in 1919 when he sat with his legs un-
kinked to the cheerful blaze, in the big living-
room of his comfortable house at St. Anthony. 

The wind can go whooping around that house 
all it likes and it never will get in unless it is 
invited. That house was nailed and shingled, 
doored and windowed, to stand up against the 
stiffest blast that ever came howling across the 
rocks and bergs from the Humboldt Glacier or 
even the North Pole. 

Part of the time a blind piano-tuner was at 
work groping for lost chords among the strings 
of Mrs. Grenfell's piano. The piano didn't 
seem to need tuning so much. But the man 
needed the work. You can imagine there is not 
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much for a blind piano-tuner to do in New
foundland. Most of the music is the canned 
variety of the Victrola. Or, if there is a dance, 
someone may squat obligingly in a corner and 
hum very loudly what is called by its true name 
—" chin-music." 

Mrs. Grenfell, happy to have her husband 
back from the gales and fogs for a little while, 
was sitting in the puffy armchair with her knit
ting-needles, and the boys, Pascoe and Wilfred, 
were up-stairs with their teacher, making out 
jig-saw puzzles in arithmetic or knocking the tar 
out of the French Grammar, with various loud 
sounds. 

What the telephone is to busy men in 
America, giving them no peace even in the bath
tub, the telegraph is to the Doctor in Newfound
land. If it isn't a man on the doorstep with a 
bleeding cut or a hacking cough, then it is a boy 
with a message which comes from a point twenty 
to sixty miles off. Most of the time your doctor 
or mine has a few blocks to go: and we think it 
hard, and he thinks so too, if a patient clamors 
for him in the middle of the night. But the 
middle of the night is the heart of Grenfell's 
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office hours. Once after conducting a late even
ing service in the church at Battle Harbor he 
had to doctor forty patients in the room off the 
chancel before he could get away. 

So it was no surprise to him, in the midst of a 
tale of the old days at Oxford on the football-
field, to have a rat-tat like Poe's raven at the 
door, and a respectful " young visitor " doffing 
his sou'wester. 

" Please, sir, a telegram." 
Grenfell tore it open. 
It read: " Doctor would you please come. 

My throat is full up and I can't eat or sleep." 
It was signed " J. N. Cote." 
"That," said Grenfell, "is the lighthouse-

keeper at Greenley Island, just west of the line 
that divides Canadian Labrador from New
foundland Labrador. He has a big job on his 
hands. He has two fog-horns, each with a 
twelve horse-power Fairbanks gasoline engine, 
so that if one's put out of business he can use the 
other. He's had fog all summer—and a sub-
tonsillar abscess, too. The big Canadian Pacific 
ships go by his place. It's a bad spot. The 
light-keeper at Forteau tried to bring out his 
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wife and five children—and lost all but one child 
on the rocks. Another keeper at Belle Isle 
tried to bring out a family of about the same 
size—and they all were lost. A doctor stopped 
in on Captain Cote on the down trip from Battle 
Harbor, on his way back to Baltimore. Evi
dently whatever he did wasn't enough. Looks 
as if I must go and finish the job." 

As if to settle the question, even while he 
spoke there came another messenger—like the 
first, a volunteer—bringing another telegram. 

This time, as in those messages sent from Cape 
Norman about the woman, the tone was sharper, 
more imperative and anxious. 

" Please come as fast as you can to operate 
me in the throat and save my life." 

The shade of concern in the Doctor's grave 
face deepened. 

" Cote doesn't cry out for nothing," he said. 
" He's a real man. We must go. Would you 
rather stay here and rest a few days, or will you 
go with me?" Who would care to toast his 
toes and dally with a book, while Grenfell was 
abroad on such a mission? I had a quick vision 
of the gallant run the Strathcona would be 
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called on to make—squirming through the rocks 
and bucking the headwinds and the heavy seas, 
to save that lighthouse-keeper and keep the big, 
proud ships from Montreal and Quebec from 
running blind in the dark. Not far from that 
spot a British man-of-war ran aground in 1922 
and was a total loss, though happily her men 
were saved. I have been in the wireless cabin 
on the topmost crags of Belle Isle when the 
Straits all round about, fog-bound, were clam
orous with the ships, anchor-down, calling to 
one another and whimpering like little lost chil
dren trying to clasp hands and afraid in the dark 
together. 

It would be a run of a hundred miles from St. 
Anthony to Captain Cote's strangling throat— 
and what miles they were! Not until the 
middle of June had the mail-boat—that poor, 
doomed Ethie of the dog's rescue—been able to 
pierce the ice. Where those ice-pans met at 
Cape Bauld the grinding, rending and heaving 
of their battle was worse to hear and see than all 
the polar bears or the tusked walruses that ever 
rose up and fought together. 

Dr. Grenfell could be perfectly sure that 
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he would have to run a gauntlet all the way— 
picking and choosing between crags on the one 
hand and bergs on the other: just such a risky, 
" chancy " course as he most relishes. While 
he crumpled the telegram in his hand I could 
see his eyes light up again with that flash 
they showed when I asked him if he was ever 
tired. 

His pockets at that moment were full of plead
ing, piteous letters from White Bay, meant to 
pull him to the other side of the island. One of 
them, from a desperate woman, after saying her 
husband had caught but eleven dollars' worth 
of fish all season, wound up with an appeal for 
oddments of clothes to put on the children, for 
" We are all as naked as birds." 

It was hard to say no to the heart-throbs of 
those begging letters in his pocket. But Cap
tain Cote's life was not one life. It was the lives 
of thousands—men, women and children—going 
down to the sea in ships, faring through the St. 
Lawrence, and the Gulf, and then those terrible 
Straits of Belle Isle, to the Old Country. 

So we started. But was Mrs. Grenfell going 
to stay home with the piano, and French verbs. 
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and her fancyrwork, while the Strathcona nosed 
the seething waters? Not on your life! Wil
fred and Pascoe had a perfectly good governess, 
and while it was hard on them to remain behind 
with their books, their turn with Father was 
coming. 

The big black dog, named Fritz, had no 
French verbs to study, and no measly sums in 
arithmetic to do, so—at one running jump—he 
was added to the passenger-list. His berth was 
chiefly out on the end of the bowsprit—he was 
more ambitious than a figurehead. There he 
could sniff the breeze, and see the shore, even 
when there wasn't any, and bark defiance at all 
the dogs and the sea-pusses. 

The Strathcona used both steam and sail. She 
was ketch-rigged, with six sails—mainsail, fore
sail, two jibs, two topsails. One of those top
sails was a fancy, oblong thing which Dr. Gren
fell's crew mistrusted as though it were witch
craft. He had brought it from the North Sea; 
they had never seen the likes of it before, and 
their minds are likely to be sternly set against 
anything new. But the Doctor, who is restless 
on shipboard, climbed to the crow's nest now and 
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then to adjust the strange contraption, and make 
sure that it was using the wind in such a way 
as to develop the last ounce of pulling power. 
This was no pleasure cruise. It was a run for 
life. 

The sea was a vast blue smile as we swaggered 
out of St. Anthony Harbor. What a fickle 
creature is that northern ocean! This was the 
first clear day in ever so long—and now the sun 
and the water were in conspiracy to pretend it 
had always been this gay, fair weather. 

The only blemish on the seascape was a troop 
of bergs, six in number, out yonder to starboard. 
But they were dim and distant as we bore in 
toward the headland at Quirpon Tickle. Quir-
pon is called " Carpoon " by the fishermen be
cause that isn't the way to pronounce it. And 
Tickle has nothing to do with making you laugh. 
Quite the contrary. It means a very serious 
business of creeping and twisting snakewise 
through a channel that winds among the rocks. 
You are perfectly sure you are about to ram the 
face of a wall—and then, lo and behold! there is 
a way out at the last minute, and it leads you to 
another wall and another rift that suddenly and 
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impossibly opens to let you through. You have 
to think of the pirates who used to run and hide 
in places like that, and give the slip to honest 
sailor men from France and England who were 
trying to run them down. If they didn't meet 
the pirates they met and fought each other, 
which was vastly diverting to the pirates and 
perhaps just as satisfying to themselves. 

There were fishermen's dories bouncing about 
like happy children in the shallower waters near 
the shore. I happened to be at the wheel, and 
my one idea was not to hit those sharp and cruel 
rocks, not to strike a fisherman, and to give the 
widest berth I could to the distant menace of 
those icebergs. 

Grenfell, red-booted and brown-sweatered, 
put his head in at the wheel-house door, and the 
wind ruffled his silver hair as he cried: " Run 
her so close to those rocks that you all but skin 
her!" 

You see, his mind was only on Captain Cote, 
with the choke in his throat, strangling and 
struggling, but going on with his duty as the 
keeper of the light with the beams outflashing 
to the long, far bellow of his mighty horn. 
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In our race against time, we were burning 
coal, that precious commodity, then twenty-four 
dollars a ton,—and much more costly to-day. 
Spruce and fir and juniper were piled on deck— 
some of the wood across the barrels of whale-
meat, in a vain attempt to shut off the rotten 
smell of the food so loved by the dogs. But, 
hasten as we might, the night closed down like 
a lid on a box as we sounded our gingerly way 
through the perilous twistings of the Tickle. 
The wind was rising, and 'as we looked back we 
saw the waves, running white and high at a mad 
dance in cold moonlight. If we went on, and 
came out into the Straits, the wind would hold 
us there without an inch of gain, though we had 
the full power of the engines going and all sails 
set. The Strathcona, a tiny steamer of less than 
fifty tons, was no match for the sea aroused in 
opposition. It is a miracle that this small boat, 
the Strathcona, lived so long, with so many at
tempts of ice and rock to punch the life out of 
her wherever she went. 

Dr. Grenfell, as his habit is en shipboard, rose 
at two, at three and at four to study his charts 
and lay out his course, and at twenty minutes to 
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five his strong hands were at the wheel, on which 
are the words " Follow me, and I will make you 
fishers of men." 

The dog Fritz had been sleeping all night on 
a thick blue woolen blanket in the bunk below 
mine. He had no business there, and he knew 
it, but as regularly as I turned him out into the 
nipping air and the frosty starlight he would 
return indignantly. " What's the matter with 
you?" his wrinkled face seemed to say. 
" You're just a visitor on this boat, and I belong 
here. What right have you to keep me out of a 
nice warm bed? You don't need this whole 
cabin, you selfish man." Finally my patience 
gave out and I let him have his way. 

Under the red edges of the dawn, a fresh 
breeze blowing, we came within hail of that 
ugly rock named the Onion. " In that bay over 
there," laughed Grenfell, " we were blown 
across the ice—sled and dogs and all—^when we 
were trying to round up the reindeer herd. We 
had the time of our lives! 

" You see, we had brought a bunch of rein
deer all the way from Lapland, and Lapp herd
ers came with them, to keep off the dogs and 
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prevent the natives from shooting them as if they 
were caribou. On one occasion we had a real 
' Night before Christmas' celebration, and St. 
Nick delighted the children at the Orphanage 
where he came with his gifts on a big sled be
hind a real team of reindeer. 

" But the reindeer spread all over the penin
sula, and the Lapps couldn't keep track of their 
charges. The hunters and the dogs were hard 
on the trail of the herd. You couldn't blame 
hungry men and famished animals. 

" I meant in time to persuade the people to 
give up their dogs and use reindeer instead. 
The reindeer could draw sleds, and would give 
milk, and meat too, if necessary, and their furs 
would be valuable. There wouldn't be any risk 
of their hurting children, or strangers, or sick 
people, and they wouldn't make night hideous 
with their howling. 

" But at last, in order to save the remnant, it 
was necessary to move them, and I decided to 
load them on a fishing-vessel and take them 
across the Straits to the St. Augustine River 
country, where they could increase in peace, and 
the dogs would not bother them, and the Ca-
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nadian Government could protect them from 
any Indian hunters who might come along. 

" It was a fine plan, on paper. But it was 
like the old recipe for making a rabbit pie— 
* first catch your hare.' The reindeer having 
had the run of the open spaces so long saw no 
reason why they should be caught and put on a 
boat and carried off. 

" So they gave us a run for it, I can tell you! 
All over the place we rushed, shouting and try
ing to lasso or corner the terrified animals. I 
never laughed so hard in my life. The wind 
was blowing great guns, and you simply couldn't 
stand up against it. We caught a great many 
of the reindeer. But a lot of them romped off 
into the woods and took to the hills and we 
never saw them again. Since they were moved 
to Canada they have done well—and some day, 
when the people are ready to have them, I want 
to move them back and see if we can't replace 
the dog-teams with them." 

Meanwhile the little ship had turned her head 
away from the unsavory Onion, and was running 
on, over a long diagonal, to cross the straits in 
the bared teeth of the green and yeasty waves. 



T H E KEEPER OF THE LIGHT 277 

That she was top-heavy was plainly to be seen, 
with her barrels of whale-meat and her high-
piled fire-wood on deck, and almost no ballast or 
cargo below. 

As we stood out into the middle of the channel, 
I thought of the great boats that must feel their 
way through the dense fog in evil weather. 
They would have to be honking like wild geese, 
even though the straits at their narrowest be
tween Flower's Cove and Greenley Island are 
ten miles wide. Fog is a terrible deceiver. I 
remember coming up the East Coast on the mail-
steamer Invermore in 1913. In a day after 
leaving Twillingate we were nearly wrecked 
three times. First, when we thought we were 
ten miles offshore, we found a tiny skiff, with 
two persons aboard, in our path—^we nearly ran 
it down. Father and small son, fourteen, were 
fishing for cod, and had their meagre catch in a 
tin pail. Captain Kane had stopped our boat— 
we were going at quarter speed—and he 
had the man come up on the bridge to 
show us where the land lay. " O u t yonder!" 
The ancient mariner pointed to the north
west. A rowboat was manned: in a few 
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minutes its crew came back and reported that 
the rocks were not more than two hundred yards 
away. So we backed off, and steamed hard in 
the opposite direction. But only an hour or so 
later,—pulled steadily on and on toward the 
shore, by the strong, insetting tide,—^we saw the 
grey edge of the fog lifting like a table-cloth, 
and there were those cruel rocks again, dragons 
in a lair, waiting to receive us, crush our bones 
and drink our blood. Again we backed away— 
and before long the fierce jangle of the bell in 
the engine room and the captain's sharp accent of 
command from the bridge once more halted us 
suddenly. There, directly before our prow, 
was a great white wall of ice, which had taken 
almost the color of the mist. It was an iceberg 
that barred our path, and if we had been speed
ing like the Titanic instead of creeping like a 
snail, it would doubtless have been the end of 
the Invermore. Only one more tragedy of a 
missing ship. 

At four in the afternoon, when the great rock 
bastion of Belle Isle loomed across our bows, 
we gave up for the night: and next morning, 
between seven and eight, no fewer than eight 
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enormous icebergs crossed our bows in a glitter
ing processional. 

But to-day, mid-stream, there was no fog, and 
despite the roughness of the water the cool air 
and clear sunlight were cause for rejoicing. 
" Isn't it fun to live? " exclaimed the Doctor, as 
he swung the wheel; and the Strathcona, feeling 
her master's hand, trembled and obeyed. 

Fritz, out yonder on the prow, was staring to
ward the bleak Labrador coast. Was he think
ing of dogs to fight, and fish to eat, and a snooze 
on the beach, after the run was over and the 
anchor was down? No—he was looking at 
something near at hand—and his ears were even 
quicker than ours to catch over the voice of 
waves or wind the cry of men in a power-boat 
off the starboard bow. 

There were three of them. Two of them held 
up the third man, whose bare head flopped over 
on his chest. The collar of his overcoat was 
turned up to shelter that agonizing throat. Yes, 
it was Captain Cote, the man we came so far to 
seek. 

" Doctor! " they called. " He couldn't wait! 
We've brought him out to ye! " 
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A moment more and hands as tender as they 
were willing were lifting him over the rail. A 
wee baby would have had no gentler handling. 

Captain Cote's face was the greenish white of 
a boiled potato. It was seamed with deep lines 
of pain and sleepless nights. He was carried to 
the brass rungs of the ladder and lowered. 

" Easy! easy! " those who let him down were 
saying to each other. They seemed to fear he 
would break if they dropped him. 

By the light of a battered tin lamp Grenfell 
ran a needle into his throat with the novocaine 
that would destroy the pain of the operation. 

Then he took his thin scissors a foot long and 
thrust them into the abscess under the tonsils. 

Five minutes later. Captain Cote had found 
the use of his tongue again, and, waving both 
hands round his ears as he talked, he was thank
ing God and Dr. Grenfell, and giving us the full 
history of the dreadful months he spent before 
help came. 

Next day we landed on his island—Greenley 
Island. From the small wharf where women 
were cleaning fish there were two lines of plank
ing laid, on cinders, for perhaps a thousand feet 
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through the long green grass to the red brick 
lighthouse tower. On these wooden rails was 
the chassis of a Ford car, and we rode in state. 
But you had to stick closely to the track, or 
you came to grief on the rough, shelly soil along
side. 

" It's the first automobile ride I ever had in 
Labrador!" the Doctor gleefully exclaimed. 

In the lighthouse was a living-room with a 
talking-machine, a violin, a typewriter and other 
things to add to the comfort of a home and make 
a family happy. 

The patient was brought into the room by 
his beaming wife and two of his children. 

" How are you this morning. Captain? " asked 
Grenfell. 

" Feeling fine. Doctor." 
"Did you sleep?" 
" Slept like a baby. First time in three 

months." 
" And can you eat? " 
" I can eat rocks. Doctor." 
Then the Captain brought out a pocketbook 

stuffed with greenbacks. Twelve hundred 
dollars a year, with nothing to spend it for, since 
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he gets his living, seems a fortune to a man in 
that part of the world. 

" How much do I owe you? " He pulled out 
three ten-dollar bills. 

" One of those will do," said the Doctor, 
quietly. 

It was right for him to take the money. Self-
respect on Captain Cote's part demanded that 
he should pay. Grenfell lets his patients pay in 
wood or fish or whatever they have, a value 
merely nominal compared with what they re
ceive. But he wants them to feel—and they, too, 
wish to feel—that they are not beggars, living 
on the dole of his charity. 

" Now then. Doctor, how about the coal you 
burned getting here? How much does that 
come to? The Canadian Government'll give it 
back to you. We've got some down on the 
wharf. We can take it out now and put it on 
your boat." 

The emergency run of the Strathcona had 
used five tons and a quarter. At twenty-four 
dollars a ton, this would be worth one hundred 
and twenty-six dollars. 

We went down to the wharf, and tried to put 
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the coal, which was soft coal, like dust, on a 
skiff, to take it two hundred yards in a half-gale 
to the Strathcona. 

But the mighty wind blew the coal out of the 
boat as fast as it was shoveled aboard. 

Then Captain Cote said, " We'll send it, when 
calm weather comes, to Sister Bailey at For
teau." She was a wonderful trained nurse,—a 
friend of Edith Cavell,—who lived in the near
by village, and had a cow that fought off the 
dogs and gave milk to the sick babies. 

So Captain Cote's life was saved and the great 
boats from Montreal and Quebec with their 
hundreds of passengers could enter and traverse 
the Straits in any weather, because the keeper of 
the light was at his post once more. 



XVI 

THROUGH THE BLIZZARD 

ANOTHER trip was to the north, in January, 
over the thirty miles from St. Anthony to Cape 
Norman, to save a woman's life. I t all looks so 
easy when you get out the map and measure it 
across white space. 

But when that white space is snow instead of 
paper, and there are thirty miles of it to flog 
through, instead of three inches under your 
hand—that, as Kipling would say, is another 
story. 

Over the telegraph line from Cape Norman 
to St. Anthony came a piteous message from a 
young fisherman. I t said his wife was dying. 
Grenfell telegraphed back, the message running 
something like this: " My assistant has gone off 
with the dogs to answer another call. Cannot 
leave my patients at the hospital and cannot get 
any dogs till he comes back." 

Then another message came from the dis
tracted husband: " Doctor, my wife is dying. 
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For God's sake find another team somewhere 
and come." 

The night, as the island saying is, was as dark 
as the inside of a cow. Grenfell stumbled out 
into the blackness to hunt for dogs. The trail 
to Cape Norman is very rough, and the January 
snow was deep. The wind blowing over it 
threw the snow, biting and blinding, in the face 
of anyone who attempted the trail. 

But Grenfell did not hesitate. From house 
to house he went, to rouse the occupants like 
another Paul Revere, and beg for dogs that he 
might use on the desperate journey. 

One man let him take four. Another, for 
pay, gave him a fifth animal. A boy named 
Walter said he would get four more dogs and 
would drive the ill-assorted team. By that time 
it was midnight. 

"We'll start at 4:30," said the Doctor. At 
4:30 it would still be pitch-black. 

Grenfell went back to the hospital, roused the 
head nurse, and went to every patient to make 
sure that while he was gone no accident would 
happen that he could possibly prevent. 

At 4:30 he was ready to start. Few men are 
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his match for staying up all night and looking as 
fresh as a mountain daisy after the vigil. 

He opened the door and a blizzard swept in 
and tried to rush him off his feet. Through the 
whirling drift staggered Walter, dogless. 

"Where are those dogs?" asked the Doctor. 
He expects men to keep agreements made 
with him. He couldn't get through the length 
and breadth of his big day's work if they 
didn't. 

Walter shook his snow-covered head. " I 
ain't brought 'em, sir. It's too bad a night to be 
startin' before sun-up. The dogs don't know 
each other: they comes from here, there an' all 
over. They'll be fightin' in the traces an' eatin' 
each other up in the dark. Us must be able to 
see 'em in order to drive 'em. You know what 
dogs is like, sir." 

" Yes, I do," said Grenfell. " But you're the 
driver, and I leave it to you. We must get off 
as soon as we can." 

Dr. Grenfell went to his room to snatch a cat
nap before the start. Another telegram woke 
him as he was drowsing off. 

" Come along soon. Wife worse." 
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The storm instead of going down was more 
violent than ever when the grey day came. The 
sun was not seen at all. On the contrary, the air 
was filled with a mad whirl of pelting, stinging 
flakes almost as hard as Indian arrow-heads. 
The dogs would be no good in the teeth of such 
a storm—for the team-mates who work with a 
will are those that are best acquainted, and with 
an unknown driver this team suddenly thrown 
together would have pulled as many different 
ways as there were fierce and headstrong dogs. 
They would be at each other's throats before 
they were out of sight of the houses. 

As he waited; walking restlessly up and down, 
in his brown sweater and thick leggins, Grenfell 
was plagued with the picture of the woman 
fighting for her life till help should come from 
the one man who could give it. 

Still another of those telegrams! This time 
the message read: " Come immediately if you 
can. Wife still holding out." 

Just as he read the words, there were voices, 
and battering hands at the door. 

Two men, white as Santa Claus from head to 
foot, staggered into the room, with the wind 
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whooping at their backs as if in a wild anger that 
they escaped its clutches. 

Grenfell, accustomed as he was to the brave 
men of a hard country, fairly gasped when he 
saw them. 

"Where did you come from?" 
"We comes to fetch you, sir, for the sick 

woman at Cape Norman." 
" Do you think dogs can get me there now? " 

the Doctor asked, anxiously. 
"No, sir. We was blown here most o' the 

way, wi' the wind at our backs. The wind drove 
us. The dogs can't make head against it, not 
till the wind shifts clean round the other way, 
sir." 

Ten miles of their journey had been in the 
fairly sheltered lee of the land. Twenty miles 
had been before the pitiless sweep of the wind 
over the unprotected sea-ice. If the snow had 
not drifted so heavily, they would have been 
borne along at a pace so rapid that their sled 
would have been wrecked. 

" When was it you left Cape Norman? " was 
the Doctor's next question. 

" Eight o'clock last night, sir." 
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So they had been coming on all through the 
night, without rest or food. Yet the first thing 
they had done when the sled stopped at last be
fore Grenfell's door was to get something for 
their dogs to eat. Already, the animals lay snug 
and tranquil in a drift, as if it were a feather
bed—sleeping the sleep of good dogs who have 
done their work and earned their daily fish-heads 
and know of nothing more to want in this life or 
the next. 

The Doctor patted the broad shoulders of the 
gaunt, shy spokesman. " Go into the hospital 
and get a good, big, hot dinner," he said. 
" Then go to bed. We'll wake you when it's 
time to start." 

But after dark—and the darkness came on 
very early—the two troubled men were at Gren
fell's door again. " Us couldn't sleep, sir, for 
thinkin' of the woman. Us have got another 
telegram sayin' please to hurry. The storm is 
not so bad as it was, sir. If you think fitten to 
start, we're ready." 

" Call Walter," said the Doctor. 
" Us has called he, sir. He's gettin' the dogs. 

He'll be here in a minute." 
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Grenfell and his comrades knew that the lull 
in the storm did not mean the end of it. It was 
gathering strength, and might at any moment 
break loose again with redoubled fury. But he 
—and they—couldn't stand waiting any longer. 
They must go. It was as if out of the black 
distances they heard the thin, far, pleading voice 
of the sufferer calling to them, to come and save 
her. 

Their first task was to get across the harbor of 
St. Anthony in the dark and the eddying snow. 
They had their snowshoes, but in spite of these 
they sank to their knees in slush, and the two 
dog-teams floundered and half-swam. The 
team from Cape Norman went first, to encour
age the others. A man stumbled ahead of them 
all, to break out a footway. Walter trudged in 
advance of the rear team, with Grenfell driving 
an assortment of beasts he had never handled 
before. Only a dog-driver knows what that 
means. 

Ascending the flank of the hill across the 
harbor, they found themselves almost over
whelmed by the deep snow, with more piling 
down from above, as they fought their way foot 



o 

< 

m 

< 
H 
W 
id 

O 





THROUGH THE BLIZZARD 291 

by foot up the hill. They had to take hold of 
the sleds and lift them to help the dogs, and the 
sweat rolled off them in spite of the keen bite of 
the cold. When they topped the rise at last, the 
wind struck them full force, so that their loudest 
shouts could not be heard in the roaring onrush 
of the wind. The slope was a steep glaze of 
ice, and down it they coasted, running into tree-
trunks and rocks that threatened to wrench the 
sleds and injure the dogs and men. It was 
hardly better when they reached the bottom. 
Here the Bartlett River became their necessary 
roadway, and twice Grenfell and others broke 
through into the swirling current and were 
almost carried away to be drowned under the 
ice. 

Down-stream they battled their course—no 
wonder " Battle Harbor" is the name of the 
Labrador inlet not far away. It is a battle to 
get anywhere in winter on this coast. At half-
past one in the morning they came to where the 
twenty-mile stretch of sea-ice began. 

After that experience of a few years before on 
the ice-pan, Grenfell would not have been to 
blame if he had called a halt and said, " No, not 
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out there! Let us take the longest way round, 
by the shore, and be safe." 

But that has never been his way. When duty 
calls, he takes the air line to the scene of action. 
So it was on this awful night. It had taken six 
hours to do ten miles. The sea was throwing 
the ice about with a mighty booming and crash
ing like the firing of cannon. The blizzard 
stung their faces and lashed their bodies. Gren
fell was ready to dare the passage. But the 
men who came for him would not have it so. 
His life was precious in their sight: and they 
knew what its preservation meant to all that 
helpless lonesomeness of the winter coast. 

It lacked six hours to daylight. If they 
waited, the dogs would not freeze, but men 
might suffer, and perhaps lose their lives. 

But the rugged pair from Cape Norman said 
that in the preceding fall someone had put up a 
" tilt"—a log refuge—in the woods near by. 
They roved about until to their exceeding joy 
they found it. 

There was not merely a shack of spruce-logs. 
In the shelter there was a stove, and beside 
the stove was a pile of wood. It is the habit of 
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the men of the North to think of those who come 
after them. They who have been through a 
winter understand what it means to depend on 
others and have others depend on them. Those 
who do not play the game that generous, open-
handed, far-sighted way have no friends and are 
despised by their neighbors. 

The dogs fell asleep in the snow. One of the 
Cape Norman men " bust open " the river with 
his axe and filled the kettle for tea. But even 
while Grenfell was fussing with the knots of the 
dunnage bag to get out the tea and the sugar, he 
heard his comrade's pipe fall to the floor. 

Grenfell looked up. The good soul, standing 
erect, was fast asleep. It had been sixty hours 
since he had slept, and forty-eight of these had 
been spent on that terrible trail where there was 
no trail. Flesh and blood rebelled at last. 
Even the records of ambulance-drivers in the 
war have seldom equalled such endurance. The 
sleeper was roused and put on the bench. He 
tried again to stuff his pipe with his frightful 
rubbish called tobacco. But the pipe clattered 
to the floor again: he was dead to the world: his 
snoring shook the peace of dreamland, and 
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would have broken the glass in the tilt if there 
had been any glass to break. 

What might be called dawn came at last, but 
with it the snow returned fast and thick as the 
flies and mosquitoes of a Labrador spring. 

The snow cut off their view of the sea, but 
they heard it roaring as though possessed of all 
the devils. 

Over that roaring there seemed to come to 
their ears again the still small voice of the woman 
in misery—hopeful, waiting for them, trusting 
the Doctor who had never failed her yet. 

They were not the sort who would say sea-ice 
was impassable, if humans and dogs could 
traverse it. 

But examination showed that there was no way 
over the partly frozen sea. 

Greatly against their will, they must take the 
roundabout route overland. By two in the 
afternoon the ice held sufficiently to let them 
cross to Crow Island, and there they tried to 
boil water and make tea. The blizzard de
feated them. In the blinding snow, they set 
their course by the compass, and the dogs 
plunged on. They said nothing to the dogs after 
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that, but let them follow their own cold noses. 
The wonderful beasts took them straight to a 
tiny shore village. A short dash from the 
village, and the long run was over. In a jiffy, 
Grenfell had out the surgical instruments and 
put the patient under ether. To-day the woman 
is not merely alive but in the best of health, and 
she thinks of Dr. Grenfell as the Greeks used to 
think of a god. 



XVII 

WHY THE DOCTOR WAS LATE 

W E have seen by this time that Grenfell does 
not rush slam-bang into danger for the mere 
sake of " the tumult and the shouting," like a 
soldier of fortune. 

Once he said to me: " I'm like these dogs. 
Every time they hear a fight going on at the 
other end of the village they feel that they have 
to get into it, and off they go, pell-mell. When
ever I hear of a good scrap in progress anywhere 
in the world, my first impulse is to drop every
thing else and get into the struggle. Then I 
realize that I'm serving my fellow-man as truly 
by staying just where I am, and trying to do my 
duty in my place." 

He is fearlessly willing to spend his life in 
heroic deeds: but he always has a definite pur
pose in view: he is not posing for the motion-
pictures. So when he harnesses his dogs to go 
on a journey we may be pretty sure that at the 
other end of the run there is some man, woman 
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or child who needs the Doctor, and who takes 
the medicine of hope just from seeing him at the 
bedside, before he has done anything with a 
knife or a needle. 

In the spring of 1919 the Doctor had to go to 
New York. It wasn't a sick person this time: it 
was a board of directors that wanted to hear his 
report on his work, and was to discuss with him 
big plans to raise $1,500,000 for an endowment 
fund to carry it on. A Seamen's Institute, a 
string of hospitals, several mission steamers, an 
industrial school and a number of dispensaries 
take a lot of money to run, even with many 
volunteer helpers. 

Most of us, if we find it inconvenient to attend 
a meeting, telephone or write politely to say we 
have the laryngitis or the shingles or some other 
good excuse, and are very, very sorry that we 
cannot come. 

But Grenfell, having said he would be in 
New York at the end of May, was bound to be 
there in spite of fog and bog, sea and snow and 
berg, if it was humanly possible. I remember 
his story of what happened as vividly as though 
it were yesterday, for I also had an appointment 
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with him at that time—and he was only a month 
late in keeping it. 

He had written me: 
" I am in a terrible state about my boat: she is 

still in the blockade of ice, after two months 
fighting it. It is harder to beat than the Huns, 
but I am very-anxious you should come with 
me, even if we have to canoe down the coast." 

The story behind his finally successful attempt 
to reach New York on that occasion is as fol
lows: 

He set apart a month to make the journey, 
which in open summer weather would require 
only a week. He meant to go round the north
ern tip of Newfoundland, from his headquarters 
on the east coast at St. Anthony. 

He planned, therefore, to go by dog-team 
northward to the Straits of Belle Isle, and then 
alongshore rounding Cape Bauld and Cape 
Norman, and on down the west coast to the rail
road at Curling which would take him to Port 
aux Basques. At the latter place, the south
western corner of Newfoundland, an ice-break
ing steamer would carry him over Cabot Straits 
to North Sydney, and there he could get a 
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train which would make connections for New 
York. 

There is what dogs would consider a fair 
route alongshore on the western coast. And the 
dogs' opinion is worth considering. 

But there sprang up a continuing gale, with a 
blizzard in its teeth. It rocked and hammered 
and broke the ice with the fury of great guns 
round about the headlands. As the trail for 
much of the way lay along the sea-ice, it would 
have been as impossible for the dogs to go by it 
as it was to make that short-cut across the bay 
when Doctor and dogs had that terrible experi
ence on the ice-pan. 

" Very well then," said Grenfell, " we'll try 
a motor-boat." 

Motor-boating is fun enough in summer on 
the placid reaches of the Delaware or the Hud
son, but it is a very different matter on the coast 
of Newfoundland, in a narrow lane between 
great chunks that have broken off a Greenland 
glacier and lean brown crags with the sea crash
ing white and high upon them. If he went in 
a motor-boat, Grenfell would have to be on the 
lookout day and night for ice-pans and bergs. 
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lest they close in and crush his boat as an 
elephant's tread would squash a peanut. 

When the blizzard that had spoiled the ice 
eased off, Grenfell had his boat ready. After 
two or three days of creeping in the lee of the 
rocks and trying to keep out of the clutch of the 
breakers, he would find himself at a point where 
he could begin a lonely trek overland, a hundred 
miles to the railroad, with his pack of food and 
clothing on his stalwart shoulders. 

Just such a lonely walk as that many a sealer, 
fisherman or clergyman has made. If night 
overtakes a man, and he is far from a hut, he 
kicks a hole in a drift, lines it with fir boughs, 
makes his fire and crawls in snugly. He finds 
snow-water will not hurt him if he mixes it with 
tea or sugar. Grenfell, accustomed to hiking 
with the dog-team, felt no dread of a night with 
a snow-bank for his feather-bed. 

The start was made auspiciously. The ice 
kept well out of the way till Grenfell, who had 
one man with him, cleared the harbor. As they 
went on, however, the east wind spied the bold 
little craft, and came on like an evil thing, to 
play cat-and-mouse with it. 
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It brought in the ice, and the ice was con
stantly pushing the boat toward the shore, 
toward which the current was pulling like a re
morseless unseen hand. 

" Keep her off the rocks, Bi l l !" warned the 
Doctor, poling vigorously at the stern. 

" I'm tryin' to, sir. But the wind is wonder
ful strong, and I'm thinkin' " 

Whatever Bill was thinking, he was rudely 
interrupted by a rock that did not show above 
the surface. They were in a most perilous posi
tion. The boat, caught on the tidal reef, tossed 
to and fro, and the propeller, lifted high out of 
water, whirled like an electric fan. Through a 
hole in the prow the water rushed in. The two 
men sprang to the leak and stuffed it with their 
hats and coats and anything on which they could 
lay their hands. 

Fortunately the hole was not large, and as they 
had hammer and nails and pieces of board for 
such an emergency they managed to shut out the 
water with rude patchwork. They bailed the 
boat and shoved it off again, and crept onward. 
But the thermometer dropped fast, and in the 
intense cold the circulating pipes froze and 
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burst. That damage, too, was laboriously re
paired, and they went ashore and spent the night 
under the glittering starlight with no coverlid 
but juniper boughs, beside a roaring fire. The 
next day they saw that the ice had so closed in 
to the southward that their little boat could not 
possibly go forward. 

They must, therefore, retreat to St. Anthony, 
and try to get round the Cape and into the 
Straits of Belle Isle. 

But they found they were now shut off even 
from their home port of St. Anthony! 

Leaving the motor-boat at a tiny fishing-
hamlet, they borrowed a small rowboat, and went 
out to " buck the ice." 

The ice " made mock of their mad little 
craft." While they were hunting to and fro 
for crevices through which they might work 
their way, their old enemy the east wind was 
narrowing the channels till they saw that the tiny 
cockle-shell must soon be caught in the grip of 
the ice-pack and crushed to flinders. 

"Jump out. Bill!" commanded the Doctor, 
setting the example. "We've got to lift her 
onto the pan!" 
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They seized the prow and hauled with might 
and main. 

But the boat was doomed. They could not 
pull the stern free in time. The ice came on, 
ramming and jamming—and in an instant the 
stern was cut off, and was crushed to kindling-
wood. The ice chewed the splinters savagely, as 
a husky gnaws a bone. 

This time there was no question of repairs. 
They had half a boat, and the gaunt cliffs of the 
shore were far away, with bits of ice dotting 
the black water between. 

They had their guns, and they fired at inter
vals to signal to the shore. 

" Evidently there ain't nobody at home," Bill 
remarked grimly. The pan was taking them 
out to the sea, just as it did with Grenfell and the 
dogs on that earlier memorable occasion. 

Bill was a venturesome soul. " I'm going to 
copy," he announced briefly. 

That meant, as I have explained, that he 
would jump from one cake of ice to the next. 
Eliza crossing thc^ river-ice in " Uncle Tom's 
Cabin " was nothino; to the feat he set himself 
in that perilous, pitiless ̂ northern sea. There 
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was no causeway to the land. He would have to 
do as a lumberman does in a log-jam, jumping 
before the object he has stepped on has time to 
sink with him. There would be no chance to 
think. He would have to keep on the move 
every instant, and death might be the penalty of 
a misstep. 

" Mebbe," said Bill, as coolly as though it 
were a question of running bases at a ball-game, 
" mebbe I'll git close enough to the land so some 
o' the boys '11 see me. Lend me your boat-hook, 
will you, Doctor? " 

The Doctor, who would rather have taken 
the water-hazard himself, passed over the boat-
hook. 

Bill jumped from pan to pan, nimble as a 
goat. Fortune seemed to be favoring the brave. 
His leaps would have broken records at a track-
meet. Sometimes he put out the boat-hook after 
the manner of a pole-vaulter, and flung himself 
with its aid across a terrifying chasm. 

But as Grenfell watched and waited in 
suspense, all of a sudden, to WlTacute dismay, he 
saw the pole slip from hi^comrade's grasp. 

Bill staggered on the e ^ e of a pan, and gave 
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a desperate wrench of the body to save himself 
from falling. In vain. In another instant he 
was struggling in the waves. In a moment more 
the pans might crush him, or he might be so 
benumbed that he could make no further effort 
to help himself. 

While the Doctor stood there in mental 
anguish because he could do nothing to help 
his comrade, he saw Bill with a desperate effort 
throw a burly leg over the edge of the pan and 
scramble out, seemingly none the worse for the 
ducking. 

All Bill could do now was to stand on his pan 
and let the wind and the sea take him where they 
would. 

Grenfell kept on shooting, but there was no 
response from the shore. 

Bill's pan crept nearer and nearer to the 
Doctor's—but not near enough to let Bill get 
back. 

At last the shooting was answered. 
They saw the flash of an oar—always the first 

signal of rescue under these conditions—and a 
boat hove in sight. 

The two men on the ice shouted excited 
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encouragement to each other at the same in
stant. 

The rescuers were not less joyful than the 
rescued. Such events as this have led some of 
the fishermen to believe that Grenfell leads a 
charmed life, and that the winds and the seas 
are aware that he is their master. 

He had now spent a precious month in trying 
to break the ice-blockade. Since the ice had 
backed away a short distance from the coast, 
Grenfell now thought he might use the mission 
steamer herself, the brave Strathcona, to get 
round the northern end of the peninsula and so 
follow his original plan of a journey down the 
west coast. Compared with the Strathcona, the 
mail steamer was palatial luxury. 

All went well enough till they came to the 
Straits. There it was the old story. The ice 
was piled mountainously, in a barricade that 
meant a long siege to penetrate. What was still 
worse, it closed in suddenly about the ship, just 
as it has so often embraced Arctic explorers. 
The Strathcona might not be able to rid herself 
of the encumbrance for many days, perhaps for 
several weeks. 
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One way was left—to walk. The distance 
was ninety miles—and what miles they were! 

Like the snail, he had to carry all his baggage 
on his back. It included a frying-pan, blankets, 
food, and a suit of clothes fit to wear at the 
meeting of the board of directors,—a sufficient 
burden for two human shoulder-blades. Mrs. 
Grenfell remained aboard the Strathcona. It 
was to take her down the east coast to the rail
road at Lewisporte, when the ice released its 
hold on the ship. In time, if all went well, she 
would join her husband in New York. 

It was a hard and lonely journey for Grenfell 
for the next three days. Thirty miles a day was 
as much as he could do over a beach piled high 
with gnarled, weather-worn rocks and ice carved 
by the sea into strange forms, and flung into 
rough sugar-bowl heaps. When night came, 
for want of soft snow-banks into which he might 
dig for a snug bed, he scraped himsdf a place in 
the wet sand and built a fire and dried his clothes 
to the tune of a raving wind. He knew the mail 
boat was expected at any time at Flower's Cove, 
and if he missed it he would have to wait a fort
night, at least, for its next southward journey. 
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In Spite of the discomfort of sleeping on the 
ground, and the fear that he might reach the 
Cove just too late to catch the steamer, his rest 
was sound and sweet, while it lasted. But he 
let himself have very little of it, because of the 
need of forcing the pace, and we can easily im
agine that it was a man thoroughly ready for a 
night in bed who rapped at Parson Richard's 
door at Flower Cove when the three days' hike 
was over. 

"Well, well. Doctor!" Parson Richard's 
face was a warm and beaming lamp of welcome. 
"Come right in! Why didn't you telegraph? 
You know there's nobody I'd rather see than you. 
—Mary!" he called. "Get the Doctor a cup 
of tea—and let him have a piece of that caribou 
steak we've been keeping. It sure is good to see 
you. Doctor! Now we'll have a fine chance to 
talk, when you're rested. The mail-boat won't 
be along till to-morrow morning. There are so 
many things I want to tell you about and ask 
your advice." 

Grenfell had tugged off his rubber boots and 
sat in a cushioned chair with his feet luxuriously 
outstretched to the stove. Now that the hard pull 
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afoot from cove to cove was over, it would be 
comparatively luxurious travel the rest of the 
way. He could probably have the full length 
of the table to sleep on, in the dining-saloon of 
the Ethie when the dishes were cleared away. 
Since it was the beginning of the season, and 
southward-bound travel was slack, he might 
even get a berth to himself. 

But a frowsy-polled messenger just at that 
delicious moment of warmth and reverie threw 
open the front door without the ceremony of 
knocking, and a blast of wind swirled after him. 

Parson Richards in his thin, worn coat 
clasped himself like a cabman and shivered. 
" Shut the door, Tom! What is it? " 

The pale and agitated messenger could hardly 
stammer out the words. 

"It's—it's Abe Gould, sir!" 
" What has Abe Gould done now? " 
" He's shot himself in the leg! " 
" Well, well, is it as bad as all that? " asked 

the good man, his brow furrowing with anxiety. 
" We must come right off and see what we can 
do." 

" He's bleeding to death! " 
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Parson Richards turned to Grenfell. " Now 
you stay right here,'Doctor! " 

The Doctor was already hauling on his wet, 
stiff boots. 

" No, no," protested Grenfell, as if somebody 
had suggested a joy-ride and he didn't want to 
miss it. He turned to the boy. " Take me to 
him, Tom. How far is it? " 

" Five miles, sir," said the trembling lad. 
" Oh, do come, please, sir, and hurry up. He's 
bleeding to death." 

" Have you dogs? " 
" No, sir." 
" Can you get any? " 
" No, sir. All the good dogs is away." 
" Then we'll walk—or run," Grenfell smiled. 
He left the tea with the spoon in it, and did 

not even stop to thrust a bit of bread into his 
pocket. 

" How did it happen? " he said, as they started 
the jog-trot from the door. 

" He was cleanin' a gun, sir, and it went off 
and shot him in the leg." 

Not much more was said. Man and boy 
needed all the breath they had for that five-mile 
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marathon over rocks and stumps and snow in 
the biting wind. Grenfell remembered the 
cross-country runs of the " harriers " at Oxford. 
Then, it was smooth going through fields and 
meadows and down the winding rural lanes. 
Then, he ran after nights of comfortable sleep, 
and with good fuel for the human machine. 
Now he had to make speed when he was hungry 
and after three broken nights of lying on damp 
sand. What a difference! 

But the old zest of life and youth came flood
ing back to him—the thought of the good he 
could do was a spur to keep him going at top 
speed. Of old he ran for a ribbon, a medal or 
a cup. Now he was running for a life. So 
often his errands, afoot or behind the dogs, had 
that guerdon before them—and what prize of 
victory was more valuable than that? 

The boy had hard work keeping up with the 
man—the man who always had kept himself in 
the pink of condition, whose frame never failed 
to serve him when he called on it for a sudden, 
extra strain. 

Grenfell remembered the war service of the 
young fellow he ran to help. Abe Gould was 
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but twenty. As a member of the First Regiment 
of Newfoundland, 5,000 young men picked from 
the 250,000 islanders, he had given four years of 
his life to the world war, in France and Flan
ders. Then he had come home, and with his 
honors, and the tales of his bravery on all 
tongues and in all ears, he had gone back quietly 
to scraping the fish and mending the nets as 
though he never knew another life or another 
country. 

As they ran on with hearts pounding, the one 
big question that kept asking itself in the Doc
tor's mind was, "Am I too late?" He forgot 
everything else—the battle with the ice-pack, the 
possible fate of the Strathcona, the weary 
trudging round the northern promontory. 
Nothing mattered except the brave young 
soldier, whose blood was ebbing away clock-
tick by clock-tick, as they hastened to his side. 
That five miles seemed longer than the ninety 
miles he had covered in the three preceding 
days. 

He was no longer stiff and lame—the need 
of him seemed to have put wings on his heels as 
if he were Mercury. 
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There was the little grey house at last. The 
panting boy at his side gasped out, " My 
brother's there!" 

Grenfell fairly fell against the door. I t was 
flung open instantly. The room was crowded 
with people who sobbed and sniffled and wrung 
their hands: and none could do anything to help. 

" The Doctor! " they cried. I t was almost as 
if Christ Himself had come. 

The young soldier lay on a hard table, flat on 
his back. Imagine his conscious agony. What 
was left of his leg had been laid on a feather 
pillow and to stop the flow of blood his foot was 
strung up to the ceiling. Blood and salt water 
soaked his garments and dripped to the floor, as 
if he were a slab of seal-meat. 

Men and women alike were weeping, and tell
ing each other how fond they were of Abe, and 
what a good, brave lad he was, and how they 
would hate to lose him now. Trouble in this 
part of the world makes people singularly 
neighborly, and often in their need they are as 
children. They think that any stranger from 
outside, with better clothes than they wear, must 
know enough to doctor them. 
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Most of the people had to be sent from the 
room, for the sake of air and space and the poor 
boy's comfort. Dr. Grenfell had no instruments 
for an operation. He had no medicines. But 
messengers went hither and yon, and picked up 
things he had left in the neighborhood for use in 
such a crisis. They came back with a knife or 
two, rusty and in need of sharpening, a precious 
thimbleful of ether, shreds of silk to tie the 
arteries, a small supply of opium. 

By the time they came back from their house-
to-house search. Dr. Grenfell had wound a towel 
round the patient's thigh, and twisted it with a 
stick in a " tourniquet" that stopped the deadly 
ebbing of the blood. 

There wasn't ether enough, but what he had 
was used. A man stood on each side and held 
the patient to the table. Grenfell had to pick 
out piece after piece of bone from the shattered 
leg with his fingers. It didn't help at all when 
one of his helpers fainted at the gory sight, and 
fell across the body of the wounded man. The 
leg had to be cut off, eventually, but Abe's life 
was saved. During the night that followed 
Grenfell's ministration, the Doctor sat by the 
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table-bed, feeding the patient a sleeping-draught 
of opium now and then, to dull the awful agony. 
Not a wink of sleep did the great physician get, 
the long night through. But as he sat there, he 
was happy to think—that he had come in time to 
save Abe Gould. This more than made up for 
the fact that he was a month late for the meeting 
with those New York gentlemen. And when he 
finally reached them and told them why he was 
late—they forgave him. 

No wonder the fisher-folk of the Labrador 
swear by " the Doctor " and turn a deaf ear and 
a curling lip of contempt toward any who dares 
to talk against him. They have seen him on the 
firing-line of his work: he is their friend: they 
know what he did for them and theirs, and—men 
of few words as they are—they would in their 
turn do anything for him. 

THE END 




















