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Amonc THE DEEP SEA FIsHERS is the official publication of the Grenfell Associa-
tion, which promotes the work of Sir Wilfred Grenfell in Labrador and Northern
Newfoundland. On those isolated coasts the Association, as organized today, oper-
ates 5 Hospitals, 4 Nursing Stations, 2 Boarding Schools, 1 Day School, 1 Children’s
Home, 2 Hospital Ships, 1 Supply Ship, also clothing distribution, industrial and

agricultural efforts at all stations.

Empire Digest, published in Toronto,
has given permission to reprint from
among its many informative articles on
the various parts of the British Empire.
The name of EwArt Young is already
familiar to readers of AMoNGg THE DEEP
SeA FisHERs.

Sure. Lr. WM. AnTHONY PADDON,
RCNVR, eldest son of the late Dr.
Harry L. Paddon and Mrs. Paddon,
writes feelingly of the needs of Yale
School at Northwest River. The school
was built and for some years partially
maintained through funds raised by the
Yale Grenfell Association. War changes
have stopped this financial aid.

Ruth Heidger, a Vermonter, served
the Grenfell Mission at the Harrington
Harbor station before her marriage to
the lighthouse keeper on Belle Isle,
Labrador. ELLiorr MERRICK uses Ruth
Heidger Osborne’s own words to produce

a vivid picture of her personality and
unusual life. :

MurieL J. Lures, associated with
Mrs. Hodd as industrial director for the
Mission at Harrington Harbor, pays a
tribute to Mrs. Hodd’s unique place in
the affections of the Canadian Shore
people. The sketch of Winnie Rousell,
another well known Canadian Shore fig-
ure, is by Mrs. Laura N. THomMPSON,
head nurse at Harrington Harbor
hospital.

Several glimpses of our beloved Sir
Wilfred have been caught by the camera
of Fred C. Sears in “Remembering Sir
Wilfred.”

Miss KaTie SpaLpinG is Hon. Secre-
tary of the Grenfell Association of Great
Britain and Ireland. She was orphanage
superintendent at St. Anthony in the
“Goode Olde Dayes.”




Open Water

SUMMER TIME is business time along the
coast of northern Newfoundland and Lab-
rador. Off shore the giant icebergs, loosed
from Greenland glaciers, are speeded south
by the Arctic Current in their annual
majestic deep-water parade. A lacy edging
of drift ice beads the curves of the shore
instead of winter’s grim chains of sea ice.
Elsewhere blue water sparkles under the
hot sun of the short northern summer or
lies gray under the northern fogs. Now,
alone of the year, northern waters are
navigable for small boats.

The tense weeks are nearly over when
fishermen put down their nets on one tide
only to have them torn to strings by
jagged chunks of ice at the turn of wind or
tide; when drift ice, swept out to sea by
warm offshore breezes, is pounded back
into the harbors the next hour. The put-
put of motor boats sounds at all hours
as men rush to fishing grounds. Brown
schooner sails are dried and hoisted.

The women hang winter clothing in the
sun, and pack their winter’s grist of
hooked mats and runners ready for a
trip to the nearest Mission station. Seed

potatoes are sorted, the black earth turned
for gardens. Salmon leap in the rivers.
Puppies tumble over the doorsills.

The busy sea lanes are churned by the
propellers of corvettes, tankers and mer-
chantmen on their perilous, urgent er-
rands. The air above Labrador throbs
with the passage of giant bombers. The
first trip of the government mail steamer
brings into the small harbors their first
mail in months, flour barrels for depleted
larders. It brings new patients to the
Grenfell Mission hospitals. Summer may
possibly see the advent of war casualties, -
too, for Mission stations are near war-
touched areas.

The “Maraval,” Mission hospital boat,
prepares for her annual mercy round of
outports. The “Cluett,” sturdy Mission
supply ship, starts south on her essential
task. Her deck and hold link the Grenfell
Mission stations, the small Labrador
coves, and their hard-working people with
the friendly aid of Grenfell Association
members, carrying the fruits of your
neighborliness in Labrador’s season of
open water.
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Newfoundland’s New Regiment

EWART YOUNG
(Reprinted by permission of Empire Digest)

STARTED from scratch as an anti-sabotage
squad in the early days of the war, the
Newfoundland Home Defence Force is
today a full-fledged regiment with the dual
role of sharing the defence of the home-
land and providing reinforcements for
the Island’s two Regiments of Royal
Artillery overseas.

Without an army, navy, or airforce of
its own, Newfoundland was naturally
slow in getting on a war footing when
the Mother Country’s declaration of Sep-
tember 3rd, 1939, automatically brought
the island into the struggle. The breach
was filled by the new and untried Home
Defence Force.

A few days after the war started, a Brit-
ish officer and two experienced N.C.0.’s
arrived in Newfoundland to organize
and train the local unit. The declara-
tion, coming while they were en route,
caught them unprepared, and they had
to do some hurried improvising when they
got on the scene.

The first recruits were housed in a
fire hall in St. John’s, later moving into
the Y.M.C.A. building. Hastily they were
equipped and trained. Col. W. F. Ren-
dell, a local Great War veteran, was
made commanding officer of the unit.

When the historians tell the story of
the defence of the ‘““Gibraltar of North
America” in World War II, they will not
forget this brave little handful of volun-
teers who, alone, guarded the shores of
the key Atlantic island in those first hec-
tic months of the conflict when defence
was needed everywhere at once.

At the start the Newfoundland Regi-
ment was sharply ridiculed, even called
the “Home Expense” unit. The common
feeling was that this, like the Great War,
would be fought overseas, and the thou-
sands of boys who were volunteering for
the Royal Navy, the R.A.F. and the
Royal Artillery regiments to be raised in

England, were getting all the heroes’
laurels. The stay-at-homes, even though
they were in uniform, were not given much
credit.

With the “invasion” of Canadians
and Yanks in strength, this attitude gave
way to one of pride in the country’s own
defence force, which, folks said, could
compare with the visiting forces in mili-
tary bearing and ability.

It is almost exclusively a Newfound-
land force. Its present commanding of-
ficer, Lt.-Col. A. T. Howell, is a Montre-
aler but his parents were Newfoundland-
born. All the other officers are Newfound-
landers who have come up from the ranks.
The strength is made up of sturdy young
men from all sections of the island and
described by Col. Howell as ‘““excellent
fighting material.”

The Regiment comprises infantry, coast
artillery, and headquarters staff. Gun
crews man vital positions on the coastline
and other units stand guard at important
centres in the interior. Meanwhile, train-
ing goes on constantly, for the local job
and also to prepare men for overseas duty
with the 166th (Nfld.) Royal Artillery
Regiment, training for the “big push”
in England. Hundreds of men have been
sent over from the local Regiment to
reinforce these R.A. units.

Under Canadian command for opera-
tional purposes, but maintained by the
Newfoundland Government, the Regi-
ment draws heavy equipment from the
Canadian forces and shares manoeuvres
with its Canuck cousins. It has its own
base, Shamrock Field, which has grown
to a huge depot of sprawling huts and
supply buildings.

So the Newfoundland Regiment carries
on, in the tradition of its predecessor,
the Royal Newfoundland Regiment of
1914-18, which was said by Earl Haig to
be “Better than the Best.”
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Josephine Colgate Wilkinson

Northern Nurses

Some like their nurses blonde and brisk,
some like them dark, or quiet, or gay, or
motherly, or self-effacing, or tall or short.
Many may be the opinions expressed as to
what qualities make a good nurse, but no
two people will agree on a general formula.
And good nurses are not the product of
only one locality, like the Hottentot bread-
fruit of South Africa or the bakeapple of
Labrador.

When fever runs high, when bombs
thud, or when a lonely mother holds a
small, hot hand in the dawn hours, then
the gentle firmness of a good nurse, the
steady patience, the confident deftness
born of training, are always hope-giving.

Labrador and Newfoundland girls make
fine nurses. Most of them are at some time
family nurses perforce, even when they
are so small that they have to stretch on

tiptoes to hand their hard-working mother
a glass of water in the bed to which she has
finally had to repair, temporarily done in
by the constant job of caring for her big
family. They have to “nourish, tend,
cherish” (as the dictionary says nurses do)
their small brothers and sisters, and help
apply crude but effective handed-down
first aid methods when big brother splits a
finger.

Some of these girls stay in the home all
their lives, ‘““nourishing, tending, cherish-
ing.” But when a northern girl has a chance
to go “outside” for training, she is likely
to turn to nursing, not only because of her
family background but because deeply
within she feels the will to help others.

There is the Labrador girl, fifteen years
old, awkward in her ways, with big, rough
hands, who came to the Grenfell Mission
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hospital at St. Anthony to do kitchen
work. From a tiny, remote settlement, she
could barely write her own name in sprawl-
ing characters. Yet she went to Miss Carl-
son, head nurse, one day and asked to be
allowed to work as a Nurse’s aide. Dubi-
ously Miss Carlson consented. Could this
big, lumbering girl, who bumped into
things and dropped dishes navigate the
crowded wards without banging patients’
beds and clattering food trays? Patiently
Miss Carlson showed her ways to do and
not to do. Eagerly the girl imitated and
then learned. She became the best aide
Miss Carlson has had in her long experi-
ence at that hospital. Finally the aide
came to Miss Carlson and said she had de-
cided to become a nun. She left Newfound-

F. C. Sears

land for a Canadian convent where last
summer she took her final vows. At the
convent this former Labrador girl has en-
tire charge of a twenty-bed hospital and
is, the Superior claims, the best nurse any
of them can recall.

Another Labrador girl came from a stal-
wart family. Her father, though crippled
by a deformed hand, had managed to
make a good living. Trained in the Mission
hospital at St. Anthony, this girl received
further training in Chicago through the
Educational Fund which Lady Grenfell
maintained while she lived. She did ex-
cellent work as a nurse in many places.
Returning to the Coast, she was for a time
in charge of one of the Mission’s nursing
stations on the Labrador. She married a
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Newfoundland government agent and
went far north on the inhabited part of the
Labrador coast to live. There this nurse
had plenty of chance to exercise the in-
genuity handed down to her by her ambi-
tious mother and father, and to put her
Mission training into action. She and her
husband made their home in an old Hud-
son’s Bay Company post which consisted
of seven big rooms entirely minus furni-
ture, with the single exception of a large
bed. From that unpromising start she has
created a comfortable home, and continues
to practise her nurse’s training whenever
necessary.

Elliott Merrick has given for all time the
accurate and true prototype of a northern
nurse, in his book, ‘“Northern Nurse,” but
Mrs. Merrick had no North in her back-
ground, only acquired affection for Labra-
dor, the great unknown tract of land
.sparsely inhabited along its coast by hard-
working people. Tall, dark and handsome
F. came from Northwest River, famous
home of doughty trappers, Nascopie Indi-
ans and an ancient fur trading post. She
won distinction in her training in Canada.
V. is the daughter of another well known
Labrador family. Her dark skin, black
hair and large dark eyes, very slightly
slanted, indicate a trace of Eskimo blood.
Her uncommonly pleasant smile indicates
the quiet charm and warm kindliness
which are a great part of her nature. The
settlement from which V. came is not one
of the most prosperous nor progressive of
the Labrador Coast, but from it V. went to
Liverpool to become a Registered Nurse,
and lived in England nine years. She is
now the wife of a newspaperman, living in
Montreal.

G. was one of a family of 23 children
who had lived all their lives on the Labra-
dor though the father was of Scottish
background. She was trained as an aide at
the Grenfell Mission hospital at Indian
Harbor and was so good that she was
offered a chance to go to the United States.
She was graduated as a Registered Nurse
from New Britain Hospital in Connecti-
cut, worked, married, and now lives in
Connecticut with her family, but helps

out at the hospital whenever she is able.

Most of the northern Newfoundland
and Labrador girls who become nurses go
back to the Coast. C. was an aide at St.
Anthony for two years before she trained
in Sherbrooke, Quebec. She returned to
the hospital at St. Anthony for a year,
then took a course in public health nursing
in St. Johns and is now a public health
nurse in Newfoundland.

Another V., also from Labrador, tralned
in England where she received a medal for
excellence in practical nursing. She re-
turned to the Coast and took charge of one
of our nursing stations until she married
and moved to Newfoundland. She is a
memorable supervisor, for she knew her
people thoroughly as few who are not
“liveyeres”’ do, knew when they were to be
taken seriously and when they were to be
humored but gently disbelieved. She was
respected, liked and deeply trusted in the
community.

One Labrador girl almost failed to re-
turn. N. was trained as an aide at the
hospital in St. Anthony and was an aide
there for five years. She was ambitious to
go on and become a Registered Nurse —
but was an inch too short. That difficulty
having been overcome, N. proceeded to
England and her course of training. For
good measure she added a year’s training
in midwifery. N. was in London during
the worst fury of the Nazi blitz. She recalls
how she piled all the pillows over her head
to shut out the blinding light and deaden
the awful crash of bombs and buildings.
One morning she woke to find it lighter
than usual. Cautiously digging herself
from under her tent of pillows she discov-
ered that there was no roof over her head;
the daylight was streaming through the
ruined walls. N. considers herself marvel-
lously lucky to be back in quiet Newfound-
land, working hard and steadily at a
Grenfell hospital.

Eight more girls, trained at the St.
Anthony hospital, are at present in train-
ing in Canadian hospitals. All are out-
standing in their classes. Northern girls,
painstakingly trained, have whatit takesto
be tops in the gallant profession of nursing.
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The late Dr. Paddon and his eldest son

Yale School Marches On

SURG. LT. WM. ANTHONY PADDON, RCNVR

I xNEw the school at Northwest River
when it was still a deep hole in a newly
cleared plot of woodland and the work-
men were pouring the concrete upon
which the oldest of the buildings still
stands. I was a boy of twelve then, and
not wholly in sympathy with the idea of
schools in general, and if I thought much
about the new project it must have been
with regret that a community hitherto
blessedly free of schools was about to
become as bad as most other communities.
I kept my complaints to myself, however,
for it was obvious that my father and
mother terribly wanted the school.

The school has expanded and become

more and more important to northern
Labrador, until it is now indispensable.
The students are of two types: those who
live within walking distance and attend
daily classes, and those who come from
farther afield and board at the school.
One of the functions of the “Maraval”
is to make a special trip, picking up chil-
dren all along the northern coast and
transporting them to Northwest River for
the school year. Some of the children
from destitute homes come on board
virtually naked, and I have seen the
“Maraval’s” cook busily making ‘“uni-
forms” for several small fry by the time-
honored procedure of cutting a neck hole
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and arm holes in a cotton flour sack.

Our schools teach the youngsters of
Labrador and northern Newfoundland
cleanliness, hygiene, sufficient academic
basis, and how to live successfully in their
country. The girls learn how to run house-
holds and to care for children, how to plan
an adequate dietary, and the boys are
taught manual training, agriculture as
applied to the North, and something of the
boats, machinery, equipment, etc., they
will use during their lives in a sub-arctic
community. In Northwest River the chil-
dren live in small cottages similar to the
sort of frame house a Labrador boy would
some day build for himself, but they have
the extra windows, the living space, the
construction that seldom characterized
the Labrador home of an earlier day. The
dormitories themselves are run as homes,
with the children doing as much of the
work as possible.

Our teaching staff, once entirely from
“outside” and representing Canada, the
United States, England and Australia,
has been completely replaced by New-
foundland and Labrador teachers.

However, we face a problem. For the
past ten years there has been no increase
in the existing plant though the enroll-
ment has grown by leaps and bounds.
The hard-used and over-crowded build-
ings have naturally deteriorated. Classes
are jammed into tiny rooms. There is
literally barely standing room in some of

them. The standards in housing we try
to teach are sadly betrayed by the rooms
in which we teach them. One dormitory
is in fair repair. Another is very rick-
ety. The class room building is utterly
inadequate. ;

After four years away from home, part
of the time with the Royal Canadian
Navy, it was very pleasant to see North-
west River again recently. My mother
seems to have been successful in keeping
the post running since my father’s death
and not without considerable effort and, I
suspect, some guile, has managed to ac-
complish something towards the goal of
improving our facilities.

Labrador is a tiny country, in popula-
tion, but you who know her people know
them to be brave, simple, sturdy and
Christian, worth help. It is interesting to
note the preoccupation with education
that has characterized so many of the
Mission doctors — Sir Wilfred Grenfell,
my father and Dr. Curtis, to mention
three. My father once called education
“the subtlest and most powerful form of
medicine in a frontier country.”

I do not think the numerical smallness
of a school makes its future part insignifi-
cant in a world recovering from war.
Northwest River has made a good start.
The urgency of war appeals is indispu-
table, but may I present the necessity of
a present building fund to insure the future
of the Northwest River school?




Cape Charles, A Labrador Lighthouse

W ’ .
Lightkeeper's Wife
By Rurn OSBORNE
As told to Elliott Merrick (condensed from McLean’s Magazine)

Epiror’s NoTE. — Qut in the North Atlantic, 30
miles from the northern tip of Newfoundland and
less than 20 miles off the coast of Labrador, is an
eerie heap of rocky cliff and moss — on old charts
named the Isle of Demonds — but today known
as Belle Isle. Too bleak for trees, a small gnarled
willow bush stands bravely up to the winds, and
the pussy-willow buds grow horizontally.

In all the rocky shores there is not a safe har-

.bor. Fog surrounds the island half of the summer,
whale pack ice grinds the shore all winter. Be-
tween Christmas and June there is no way to
leave the island fortress.

Two lighthouses stand 12 miles apart at either
end of Belle Isle. To the outermost one came Ruth
Osborne as a bride, with her husband who was
keeper of the station that guides Canada-bound
shipping into the stormy Gulf of St. Lawrence.
The Osbornes were there the greater part of 14
years. Mrs. Osborne s now a Red Cross nurse on

the Maine coast, and Fred Osborne is serving with
a Canadian commando uni.

WE HAD a long rough trip after board-
ing the little lighthouse ship which was to
take us to our island home. When. we
arrived off the dark cliffs of Belle Isle quite
a sea was running. The Captain called for
a volunteer crew to man the surfboat. For
the first time — but not by any means the
last — I stood in an opening in the side of
the ship, where a great iron cattle door
had been thrown open, and watched the
surfboat rise and fall below me. I aimed
for a potato bag, and as the boat rose to
the crest and the sailors who had me by
each arm shouted, “Jump!” I made my
dizzy leap. Everywhere the white surf was
booming. :
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When we came round the shoulder of
a rocky island and into the treacherous
anchorage known as Black Joke, I looked
up and saw a solid wall of water roaring
down on us, and above it, on the cliff, a
white cross glistening. Highly symbolic it
seemed at the time. And so it was, for hav-
ing slid down the curled lip of destruction
to solid land I found that the white stone
monument commemorated the drowning
of two fisher boys in Black Joke — two of
many.

The boat’s crew left us at the stone
dock with a barrel of flour, a barrel of
sugar, a bag of potatoes and a trunk. Four
workmen had come ashore with us to
repair the lighthouse and we were to
board them, but I didn’t know that at the
time. We climbed to the house by the 90
steps cut into the rock, and the vessel
steamed away.

I built a fire in the range but it was
rusted out and a huge flame filled the oven.
None of our furniture had come ashore.
We had no table, no chair, no bedstead.
The trunk which I had thought was filled
with blankets and dishes and silver was the
wrong one, containing useless trinkets.
Some of the fishermen who frequent the
island during July and August took in our
workers, but I had to get meals for three
days, for six people, out of a barrel of
sugar, a barrel of flour and a sack of po-
tatoes. Fred and I slept between two
mattresses, there being no blankets.

November of that first year I had to

leave on the Aranmore because I was’

going to have a baby. She was born in
February and her father never saw her
until August when I got back on the next
supply ship. We had a new range, crates
of hens, a fine supply of vegetables and
new curtains.

One hundred barrels of oil it took to
supply the light and fog alarm engines.
The August ‘boat usually brought those
along with scores of blessed letters from
our families and friends. There was no
time to answer letters in all the commo-
tion of unloading freight; the answers had
to wait until November. And in November
the answers had to wait until the following

August. Most years we received a live ox,
unloaded by a sling harness into the surf-
boat and brought ashore to be kept until
freezeup, when we butchered it for our
winter’s beef. They tied the bullock’s head
down tight to a thwart in the surfboat and
hoped he wouldn’t kick the bottom out.

As well as being a trained nurse I had
once studied elementary teaching. By the
time we had two daughters the older one
needed schooling, and it wasn’t long be-
fore both girls were studying in “The
Belle Isle Institute of Learning and Semi~
nary for the Enlightenment of Progres-
sive Females,” taught by a person who was
known in the kitchen as “Dearie.” The
girls, however, changed her name annually
in the schoolroom — for who ever heard of
having the same teacher year after year?
In successive years I was known as Miss
Simpson, Miss Black, Miss White, Miss
Jimpsie, and one year when we began
a week early and the pupils were angry
about it, I was christened Miss Black-and-
Blue. :

In the winter, evening after evening
with the earphones on, Fred taught him-
self the Morse code by listening to the
ships at sea. He studied radio in all its
phases, got his license, and by studying
and experimenting on his own and con-
sulting with experts at the west end he
built his own sending set. It was one of the
grandest things that ever happened to us.
He could talk with our friends in the long
winter now — and with scores of amateur
radio pals in Wisconsin and Holland and
Hudson Bay and Philadelphia. When war
came and all the amateurs were put off the
air, we felt lost without our radio friends.

"In recognition of the hundreds of
necessary messages that Fred sent for the
summer fishing crews, the Government
equipped him with a more powerful trans-
mission and receiving set. I remember one
wild December night we were sitting in our
cosy living room close by the warm stove,
Fred with the earphones on, listening to
short-wave stations and the ships, when
he suddenly held up his hand and said,
“Sh-h! An SOS.” It was a coaster sinking
in the storm, not. 100 miles from Belle
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Isle. And we sat there while Fred told off
to me the last words ever heard from
them: “The officers and crew send their
undying love to their dear ones at home,
and may God bless and keep them every
one. Good-by.” I wept and didn’t feel
ashamed. There were things like that that
I can hardly speak of.

As a rule when the snows came and the
ice, and navigation closed, we settled in
with a feeling of real happiness. Every-
body was gone and our lives were our own.
The cellar was stocked with food by the
ton. Our two 5,000-gallon fresh-water
cisterns under the house had been care-
fully filled and the pipe from the pond
above us as carefully drained. Our house
was solidly built, had an eight-foot cellar
blasted out of the rock and was anchored
with iron bolts.

To leave or get back to the island was
almost as much as your life was worth.
I had to go to the dentist one summer
when I broke off a front tooth and
couldn’t stand the sight of myself in a

mirror. I braved the 40-mile trip in an -

open motorboat — the filthiest, fishiest
motorboat that ever was. We started out
across the Strait with a sail, but the
roughest sort of weather soon made my
fishy friend claw that down in a hurry. I
lay all day among the fish scales in the
bottom, rolled up in a Hudson Bay
blanket, drenched with spray while the
boat tried to pound its bottom out in the
tide rips and couldn’t quite manage it.
We stopped for gas, in a little Newfound-
land harbor, but out of there the weather
got so dirty we had to put back and
complete the trip next day. It was worth
it, though. In St. Anthony there were an
American surgeon, a British officer, a
Polish refugee girl, a Scottish doctor with
a wife who had sung in opera, a New York
Junior Leaguer who played the violin like
a professional and three splendid Dutch,
Swedish and Labrador nurses. We had the
grandest music, talks and parties I had
enjoyed for years. My dentist bill was one
dollar, and my motorboat fare an even
hundred. :

Whenever I tell people about our years

on Belle Isle they usually suppose I am a
great sailor and just love the sea. The fact
is that a breaking sea on a sharp-toothed
reef is not much kinder than a German
tank, and I dislike the sea intensely. Then
how did I come to live there so happily?
It is hard to explain, but I will try.

You must know that every window of
our house faced the sea and the grey rocks.
One day I was feeling unusually sad about
the sternness of our surroundings, so sad
that even the little willow bush outside the
house did not comfort me, for all its forti-
tude. A torn piece of a magazine had flut-
tered to the floor. I just happened to pick
it up and read this poem:

Oh, weary am I of this gaunt grey land
And the ceaseless ebb and flow

Of the hungry sea as it surges in

To crash on the rocks below:

Of the blinding fogs and the cutting winds,
And the bleached contorted tree

Gripping the soil with its knotted roots,

In its stubborn will to be.

For I was bred in a kinder land,

And felt myself as one

With the rich black earth and the slanting rain
And the fierce compelling sun.

But my man is here, and the sea he loves
Is linked with his love for me;

So I bide me here with the rocks and tides
And the brave old twisted tree.

And there was my case stated for me,
even to the rocks and the tree and the
man.

H.M.S. Newfoundland

An important part of the armament of
HMS ‘“Newfoundland” was paid for by
funds contributed by the people of New-
foundland and Labrador. The ‘“New-
foundland” is a cruiser, the first ship to
be named after Britain’s oldest colony.
She visited St. John’s before departing for

active service.

Newfoundland’s part in the war effort
cannot be too highly praised.
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Mrs. Hodd, of Harrington Harbor

Dr. Donald G. Hodd has resigned from
has post as Medical Officer in charge of the
Canadian Labrador district.

P

M. J. Lutes

E1GHTEEN years ago this June Dr. and
Mrs. Hodd came to the Canadian Lab-
rador. Dr. Hodd has “borned” and
watched a generation grow up, and has
earned the respect and affection of every
man, woman and child along the three
miles of rugged and isolated coast that
has been his field of service.

No less highly thought of is Mrs. Hodd.
She came a bride to the Labrador and
here made a home for her family on wind-

swept Hospital Island. Like every good
homemaker she has not only “looked
well to the ways of her household ” but has
made a magnificent contribution to the
community in which she lives.

Every Saturday afternoon finds Mrs.
Hodd at the Hospital Library caring for
and dispensing books. Monday and Tues-
day afternoons she gives music lessons to
all who ask and in return asks only that
the lessons be practised. She has played
the organ for church service for each suc-
ceeding student minister. She is always
ready and willing to play for a wedding, a
funeral or a concert. Every Sunday finds
her teaching a Sunday School class; and
during the winter, when the superin-
tendent has moved to the mainland, she
takes charge of the Sunday School. She
is Secretary of the Ladies’ Aid of the
United Church which meets weekly during
the winter. She is Treasurer of the Wom-
en’s Auxiliary of the Anglican Church
which also meets each week during the
winter. She is President of the Canadian
Labrador Branch of the Canadian Red
Cross Society and does her share and
more of the sewing and knitting, and looks
after the work that is to be sent out to
other communities along the Coast.

But no list of activities can cover the
multitude of small and friendly deeds that
have been her part of being a good neigh-
bor — the baby picture her ever-ready
camera provided for a soldier lad in Italy,
the wedding pictures that are the treas-
ured possession of every couple married
in the last eighteen years, the rose in the
hand of a new mother. One does not won-
der at tear-filled eyes when mention is
made of the departure of so good a friend.

M. J. L.

H.S8.8S.
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Soldier Winnie

Winnie is Canadian Labrador’s first
soldier girl, and Harrington claims that
distinction. Winifred Rousell was born
in Harrington, the eldest of a family of
nine children. Being the oldest, and a
girl, she naturally assumed responsibility
toward the rest of the children. That is
what an oldest girl in the family is ex-
pected to do on the Labrador. Winnie
scrubbed, and baked, and tended the
babies, always with a happy disposition
and a grave sense of responsibility for the
rest. Besides this, she had time to hook
mats for the Mission and good mats they
were, too.

She was an excellent student and es-
pecially able in concert plays put on by
the community. Like her name she has a
winsome disposition. This is not only our
opinion, for during a parade before the
Governor General she was one of a very
few he chose to address.

After her basic training in Halifax she
was sent to Ottawa to do clerical work
and has been there since. Harrington
knows that Winnie will conduct herself
in uniform with the same upright and
wholesome manner she has always dis-
played at home. The Canadian Labrador
has other women in uniform, but Winnie
is our first to join. L.NT.

“God Speed and Safe Passage”
“Strathcona I1”

In June, 1925, a small white yacht,
with trim lines and a “pipey” whistle,
steamed out of Southampton, England,
bound for Labrador. Ever since, the
““Strathcona IT” has been an integral part
in the life of the Grenfell Mission, for
many seasons sailing under the command
of Sir Wilfred Grenfell, Master Mariner,
on his annual coastwise cruise.

Like her predecessor for which she
was named, she was closer to Sir Wilfred’s
heart than any other of the Mission’s
fleet. Many will always remember him
best standing on the little open-air bridge,
bare-headed in the cold air, making notes
and drawing sketches, all the while dis-
cussing the welfare of all generations at
the last port of call.

Other personalities too are interwoven
with “Strathcona II”” — Will Styles, her
engineer and most loyal friend, “Uncle
Abe” Mercer, her deckhand, and a suc-
cession of volunteer crews, who struggled
with charts, brass polishing and even tin
cans in her galley.

Often her decks were lined with queues
waiting for medicine, clothing, or just to
shake “The Doctor’s” hand. Twice she
embarked on a scientific expedition. She
acted as a floating ambulance, school
transport ship, travelled for the New-
foundland Government in collecting votes
from outports. Hers was a useful life, and
she was, in naval parlance, a “happy
ship.”

Now her term of usefulness to the
Mission is over, and newer ships can do
the hard work. When ‘“Strathcona II”
steams out of St. Anthony for the last
time, the best wishes of many will follow
her, whatever her new career.

A subscriber says: “Have read the last
issue from cover to cover. It is so interest-
ing. . . . Dr. Grenfell’s work must go on
and I believe those now interested will
continue to be and tell others. One has to
visit the place as I did to sense the.im-
portance of the undertaking.”



Upper Picture:
Sir Wilfred
poses with his
Orphanage
family

Middle Left:
Sunshine Vita-
mins—sup-
plied by Sir
Wilfred's visit

Lower Left:
A new level of
childhood —
by Sir Wilfred

Lower Right:
Sir Wilfred and
his northern
neighbors

REMEMBERING
SIR. WILFRED

by Fred C. Sears
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CONDENSED BALANCE SHE

Assets
Casu
(Including Special Funds Cash of $24,496.83)............ $ 27,384.65
AccoOTNTRIRECEIVABLE:, 4080 Sl el il i T (i $ 21,506.08
Less Reserve for Doubtful Accounts. . ... ............... 2,495 .73 19,010.35
STORESAND SUPPLIES, FAVESTOCK it 40 s i st o Sl s 104,213 .64
ExPENDITURES TO BE REFUNDED BY SPECIAL PUurrosE Funps 2,754.00
ROTALIWORKING /ARSEIS: Ao el siihe - ool sekul i $153,362.64
3 (A B DI e W T S E T A S e P i TR s 3.00
DErERrRED DEBIT:
Fire and Marine Insurance Premium paid in advance. . . . . 5,420.00
REAL EsTATE:
Bulldmgs:tete’ /b arb ol GiSs i el S o el s $746,191.28
Less Reserve created through Special Funds. .. ... ... .. 502,384..92 243,806 .36
Buirpings, Erc., UNDER CONSTRUCTION . . . . ... ......oun.. 1,307.50
CasH ADVANCED TO INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENTS :
Grenfell Labrador Industries, Ine. /.5 . . .. 0L .. s g $ 26,293.57
Coast Production Accounts (eredit)..................... 30,112.95 (3,819.38) Cr.
$400,080.12 |
\
DR. INCOME AND EXPENDITURE ACCOUNT (GENERAL
'Ro HoSPITATS AND NURSING: STATIONS ¥/ iae s i e (i b Lot $ 92,364.89
o HOoSPITAL AND OTHER 'VESSELS ((INet)ah Fivse nr i Sa o S it L s b (3,714.03) Cr.
ESCHOOLSIAND URPHANAGES 21Tl v i ses ol e sic e Sl i i o 35,444 .88
* MisceLLANEOUS OPERATIONS (Including Local Expenses and Repairs) . . . 12,708.35
“ NEw YORK, ST. JOHN’S AND STAFF SELECTION OFFICES. . . .. .. ........ 5,740.33
G EXBoUITvE SALARIES, TRA VELEING Hme SV s i e e oF SERhg o 9,212.08
S PENSIONS 'AND RESERVE, FOR BENSTONS® S oLt el I8 & D s i S0l 0 3,800.00
SR ATTDITING ANDy LLEGAT X PENSER 5. et 0 G il Sl i il S E e 1,100.00
SARETIEr R CHARTTY Bme, i s s e Uk e S 0 PG S R e ¢ 3,784..90
“ CasH Pamp 1o Dr. CurTis For UskE AT His DISCRETION. . . . ........... 2,400.32
SUA DT TR DUCATIONAT, WORK ;i thf i an i S SRR T 1,200.00
NS CRIPANEOUS G b G N e e s A It T R R 248.26
“ DonaTioN — NotrE Dame Bay HospiraL REconsTrUcTION FUND. . . .. 1,000.00
*“ RESERVE FOR DEFERRED MAINTENANCE . . .00 uiiia s oans oo v o 2,500.00
“ PERMANENT IMPROVEMENTS AT VARIOUS STATIONS. . .. ................ 3,897 .64

NortE: Above figures are in Canadian Currency.

$171,687.62

We have audited the above Balance Sheet and attached Income and Expenditure Account
Insurance Fund are not included, as they are now held by contributing Associations. Subject to
Balance Sheet is properly drawn up so as to exhibit a true and correct view of the state of the
and as shown by the Books of the Association.

St. JoHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND,
20th April, 194
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'l Fund
ET, 30TH SEPTEMBER, 1943

Liabilities
ACHHUNTRIANA BT R e o S e GG o i B ey T S $ 9,146.15
RESERVE FOR DEFERRED MAINTENANCE, ETC.. . ... ... ... ..... 17,411.12
S PHEIATHVINI S S ot i e SR e S e K T 24,496 . 83
IDEEERREDUCREDIT, &30 e s i 0 g i B s Ry A 5,000.00,
CAPITAL:
Balanece lstiOetoher 19425 - o toamssiiy Ule & oo 8 it $340,522 .87
Add Sale of Buildings — Battle Harbour. . . . . .. $ 200.00
“ Transfer from Williams Fund for Orthopedic
Work at St. Anthony in prior years. . ... .. 4,203.78 4,403.78

$344,926 .65
Less Labrador Mining and Exploration Co. Lim-

7506 bl HORTCEI 115 0] A BRSO G e - e AR Dt $ 1.00
“ Excess of Expenditure over Income for the
year to 30th September, 1943 . . ........... 899 .63 900.63 $344,026.02
$400,08<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>