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I
T WAS A FINE SUNNY AUGUST AFTERNOON, the land breeze full of the scent of the nearby spruce woods,
as Dave Collins passed Southern Point and entered Round Harbour in his dory.  He had left, as usual, at
about four o’ clock in the morning for his fishing grounds, and once more he had been disappointed in

the quantity of fish he had caught.  When he had first started helping his father to fish—he had been thirteen
then, and still in school—a day spent on the grounds would have meant a dory full of fish, and some large
ones among them too.  Now, twelve years later, with his father retired from fishing, and himself the inheritor
of the entire operation, if he came in with a few hundred pounds, and mostly small fish at that, he was doing
well.  Today, he had taken barely enough to cover the cost of the gas he had used.  It had been like that most
of the summer, too, so that some of the fishermen had given up working.  There was no sense, they said, in
burning up expensive gas, wearing out your motor and dory, and risking the loss of your gear, if you were
only going to break even, or worse, to actually lose on it.  The lobster fishery, too, had been disappointing
for several seasons.  Last year the price had been reasonable, but the lobsters had been scarce; this year there
had been more lobsters, but the bottom had fallen out of the market: either way, the fisherman lost on the
deal.

Some of the fishermen had sold everything and then left Round Harbour for the mainland to find a
more lucrative occupation.  Others had hauled their dories out of the water for a spell, in the forlorn hope
that late summer might bring an improvement.  Dave had thought about quitting, but had so far resisted the
temptation, for he was one of those who are born to the sea.  He loved every minute of the time spent out
there, come rain, hail, snow, or blow; and he hated the idea of spending his working day shut in a factory in
Toronto, or down a mine in Sudbury.  His brother Larry, who had never enjoyed fishing as Dave did, had
gone to the mainland shortly after leaving school, and had been working underground at Falconbridge for
seven years now.  He had married a girl he met in Sudbury, and he enjoyed the life he had made for himself,
or so it seemed.  Both Larry and his wife Rosalind had steady jobs with decent incomes and, the one thing
Dave envied them for, they owned a very beautiful home.  Now they also had two fine children.  Such an
existence, though, except for the home and children, did not appeal to Dave, for whom independence was
the breath of life, and the freedom of the open sea was life itself.

However, everyone has to make a living, and if your chosen occupation does not provide for you,
then you have to start looking elsewhere.  Larry, Ros, and their two children had been down to the Rock for
a couple of weeks in May, and Larry had offered, when he went back, to look out for something for Dave,
and let him know if anything came up.  Larry was involved with the union and knew a lot of people in
Sudbury, but so far there had been nothing offering for Dave, although he was still looking.  If Larry found
something even half reasonable, Dave had decided that he would try it, although he was not eager.  He and
Jenny, his wife of three years, were living with his folks, but hoped soon to have a home of their own.  This
was of particular importance to Jenny, but until their finances improved, she knew they had little hope of
building a house: there would be plenty of volunteers to help with construction, but you can’t build without
materials, and materials cost money, which she and Dave didn’t have.  Jenny was fully qualified as a teacher,
but had been able to find only sporadic work substituting in the communities in the neighbourhood of Round
Harbour.  She could possibly have found work further afield, but that would have meant being separated from
Dave, and she might even have had to pay board and lodging, using up half of what she earned.  They had
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spent four years apart before they were married, while she attended the university in St John’s, and that was
enough.  Now they wanted a place of their own for a family.

As Dave approached across the harbour he could see someone walking down towards his stage. 
Even from the distance he knew it was Jenny, wearing the familiar green apron she kept for working on the
fish.  She kept a pair of binoculars by the window, and she always watched for him to come in.  Then she
helped him clean the fish and stow his gear; and sometimes, as many fishermen’s wives did these days, she
went fishing with him.  By the time he reached the stage she was waiting for him.

“Guess what?” she called out as he cut the motor and glided in to the shore.  “Larry phoned—this
morning.  They’re taking some new men on at Falconbridge, and there’s a spot for you if you want it.  He
says you’re to call him back right away, today, if you’re interested.”  She caught the line he threw, securing
it to the stage.  Then she paused, waiting for him to respond.  Dave had been dreading this moment, knowing
that it was going to happen sooner or later, and that he would feel obliged to accept when it did happen. 
Jenny had been patient so far, but he could not expect her to wait for ever for her home and family.  Larry
had been very helpful, too, sincerely believing that it would be the best thing for Dave and Jenny to leave
the Rock.  Larry was firmly convinced that moving to Sudbury had been the best thing he had ever done, and
perhaps he was right.  For Dave, though, it was different.  But with all this well-meaning help, it seemed to
Dave that he could not refuse.

“He said the foreman has promised you a job,” Jenny went on enthusiastically when Dave did not
answer, “but you’ve got to call back today and let him know.  They can’t hold it open for long!”  She was
excited at the prospect of a steady income that would enable them to save and plan for their own home.  She
would try for a teaching position there.  Dave knew he could not disappoint her.  But having to give up the
sea for a job on the mainland was a prospect he did not relish.  Fishing was in his blood, it had been his entire
life—well, except for Jenny herself—for the last seven or eight years since he had left school, and he knew
no other occupation.  He tried to put a cheerful face on it, for Jenny’s sake, but in spite of the brilliant day,
and her obvious joy at having this news, Dave did not feel light-hearted.

“Well, I’ll call him as soon as this bit o’ fish is cleared away,” he said, sounding less than
enthusiastic.  Jenny knew he did not want to leave his fishing, and she tried to cheer him with her own
excitement.

“We wouldn’t need to stay there for long, love.  Just a year or two, so that we can accumulate enough
to start a house.  And maybe by then the fishery will have recovered, and you can come back to it,” she
suggested.

“I don’t know, maid,” he sighed.  “Just look at these few miserable little tomcod today.  A few years
back I was bringin’ in ten times as many, and decent sized fish, for less hours of work.  There’s just no fish
out there any more, and maybe they’ll never come back.”

He began passing the fish up to the tub she placed near, and she started cleaning them.  Soon the dory
was empty and he joined her at the cutting table.

“Did Larry say what kind of job it was?” he asked.

“There were two possibilities,” she answered.  “One was underground, and the other involved driving
a truck of some sort.  He said the underground one paid more.  But I know you wouldn’t want to go
underground, love, so we’ll manage with the less money.”

“Oh, I guess I can survive for a while.  The more I can make, the better it’ll be for us.  Maybe if I go
underground I can fix to be working next to Larry.  That wouldn’t be so bad.”

“Whatever you want, love,” she agreed, knowing how distasteful to him the whole matter really was. 
She would be satisfied just to have the steady income for a while, even if he took the lower paid job. 
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Besides, she was not too keen on his working underground anyway: it was dirty, sometimes dangerous, and
she knew how much he would miss the fresh air.  He was a hard worker, and she did not want to push him
too much.  She remembered also the advice her mother always gave whenever she brought up the topic of
their going away.  “I’ve known Dave all his life, Jen, and I don’t think he’ll take to it up there.  He’s not
much like his brother Larry, you know, or even our Fred and Bill,” her mother would say, and Jenny knew
she was right.  But she wanted so badly to have a home of their own and to start their family.  Many of her
childhood friends and others she had known from her time in university lived in beautiful homes in St John’s
and Corner Brook, and some, like her own brothers, had gone further afield to Alberta, and British Columbia,
and had sent home pictures of where they lived.  But here was she, married to an inshore fisherman, with
little prospect of a life like those of her friends.  She loved Dave, and he was a good husband, but with the
fishing the way it had been these last several years, he was just not able to provide what was needed to set
up a home.  They had made a start on a house, and had the foundation done, but then the money had run out. 
A few years on the mainland, with each of them making a steady wage, would let them save up enough to
get established.  She remembered how she had been mad with envy while Larry and Ros had been visiting. 
They seemed to have everything: two beautiful children, a pretty house in a pleasant suburb of Sudbury, a
new car for her and a fancy pick-up truck for him, while she and Dave lived with his parents, drove around
in an ancient pick-up which cost them an arm and a leg to keep going, and as yet had not felt they could
afford children.

They worked quietly together at the fish as they had done on so many occasions over the last few
years since Jenny had finished university.  She dreamed of having a regular income at last; he gazed across
the harbour at the waves out beyond the entrance and at the seagulls wheeling overhead waiting for the
pickings from the fish, and he wondered with some apprehension how he would handle life away from all
of this.  Just this morning he had been accompanied for several minutes by a school of porpoises; a couple
of days ago a young whale had nosed up beside his dory: one swipe from that great tail and he, Dave, would
be history, but these creatures were usually gentle, and they had their lives to live as well as he.  As long as
they were there, he never felt lonely on the water, even if no other fishermen were visible as far as the eye
could see.  He wondered if, once having left Round Harbour, he would ever return to this life.  In some ways,
leaving here, even for a year or two, would be like dying.  And so many of those who left never did come
back: there were empty houses boarded up in every community, where the owners were remembered but had
not been seen in half a lifetime, all victims of the tragedy of rural Newfoundland.  He remembered the play
they had studied in school, about the man who left his little community and went to the mainland and became
a bishop.  What was it he had said?  You can take the man from the bay, but you can never take the bay from
the man ...

T
HE NEXT SATURDAY Dave and Jenny arrived at Larry’s home near Sudbury.  Dave was to begin work
on Monday morning, and had opted for the underground job where the hourly rate was appreciably
higher and he could be working alongside his brother.  It had been agreed that he and Jen would

occupy the basement which Larry and Ros had been converting into an apartment for them ever since their
visit to Round Harbour in the spring.  The apartment was comfortable and pleasant, with sufficient space for
two who had brought very little with them.  It was self-contained, and, since the house was on a slight incline,
had its own entrance and windows looking out onto the back lawn, where there was a barbecue and a picnic
table.  Larry’s family had lived here now for six years, and enjoyed a comfortable life in this suburban
community.  Ros had a job in an insurance office, so that with the benefits of the double income, the facilities
of a community centre with school, daycare centre and shopping mall only a short distance away, it seemed
an ideal place to raise their two children.
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The first evening Dave and Jenny spent with Larry’s family and another expatriate Newfoundland
couple, Ralph and Lena, who originated from a small community about twenty miles from Round Harbour. 
A large number of other Newfoundlanders lived in this neighbourhood, and they enjoyed an active social life
together.  There was even a specialty store, The Bayman, that sold down-home foods, so that with a stretch
of the imagination it was possible to lead a life superficially quite similar to that on the Rock.  With the
warming influence of the rum that Larry kept in plentiful supply, and with Jenny so obviously pleased that
they were here at last, Dave began to think that perhaps Sudbury was not so bad after all, and maybe he could
even grow to enjoy being here.

Monday morning came quickly, a dull, cool drizzle falling, and when Dave and Larry set off in
Larry’s fancy pickup, Dave was not feeling quite so sure that he had made the right decision.  If he was back
home now he would have been out on the water for an hour or two already, his oilskins on for this kind of
weather, and hopefully with a nice catch already in the dory.  Instead, here he was in this fancy truck, the heat
and wipers running, speeding along the highway to Falconbridge, the prospect ahead of him of the next eight
hours to be spent underground.

Soon they arrived, parked the truck, and entered the changing facility.  Several of Larry’s co-workers
were already there, prepared for the shift in their work gear.  Dave was introduced to the shift foreman and
was allocated a locker.  He changed his clothes, donned the regulation hard hat, and soon they were going
down in the elevator cage.  This would be his first experience underground, and he was a bit apprehensive,
although so far it did not seem so bad: he would survive.  He told himself that he was doing it for himself
and Jenny, and that it was worth it.  However he had not bargained on the noise that confronted him when
they reached the working level.  Bright lights illuminated every corner, and a grinding vibrating roar, that
was felt rather than heard, emanated from a tunnel.  The air was filled with a fine dust that was picked out
like thin fog in the light.  Men just finishing their shift were converging on the elevator cage from several
directions as they eagerly awaited their chance to return to the world of natural daylight and fresh air above. 
Dave followed Larry to their station, and so began his first shift as a nickel miner, and his first time ever on
hourly wages.

The shift passed uneventfully, and by six o’clock they were home again.  Dave’s ears still rang with
the unaccustomed noise, but he felt confident that he would be able to settle to the conditions of work, once
he had got used to the din.  It was a far cry from the peacefulness of a day’s fishing from Round Harbour,
and he thought wistfully of the times, not too common the last few years, when he had returned to his stage
with a good catch.  Always, too, a tasty dinner awaited him in the kitchen at home.  At least he could look
forward to that here too, for Jenny was a good cook, and she would have prepared something special for this,
his first day at work.

Later that night, as they lay in bed, her head on his shoulder, excitedly she told him of her success
in looking for a teaching job.  She had added her name to the substitute teacher list for the city school system. 
She had been told that she could expect a minimum of two days work per week on average, and that she
would be eligible for longer term positions once she had shown that she was competent.  The man who had
interviewed her was another expatriate Newfoundlander, and she thought he had seemed sympathetic.  She
had calculated that they could live on Dave’s earnings and even save a bit of it, and her earnings would all
be saved, in one of those special tax shelter accounts.  She felt pleased that she was going to be able to
contribute directly to their effort at building for themselves a financial stake for the future.  Clearly she was
very happy, and she began to plan in her mind the home they would build in Round Harbour.

Meanwhile Dave dropped no hint of his feelings.  He resolved that for her sake he would put up with
this work for a year or two, although he knew that there were going to be many times when he would wish
he was out there in his dory, the gentle roll of the swell under him, and the companionship of the porpoises,
whales and ever-present seagulls around him.  But Jenny was happy, he kept telling himself, and he could
stand it for a while to enable them to get what was important to her and thus also to him.  After all, if he
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could survive two stormbound nights alone on Blackrock Island, as he had done once, without food and with
no more shelter than his upturned dory, he could surely survive this humdrum existence.

D
AYS  PASSED  INTO  WEEKS, weeks into months, and spring began to return to the Sudbury region. 
With it came Dave’s yearning to get back to fishing, for Spring marks the start of the lobster season,
when all fishermen on the Rock become galvanized into activity.  After eight months of saving they

had accumulated an appreciable amount of capital, but it was still a long shot from being enough to construct
a home, even if he did nearly all of it with just his own labour.  It was plain that more time would be needed
with both of them working and saving.  However, plans had so far gone pretty much as intended.  He had
been able to get in some overtime, and she had been called to substitute most weeks for the promised two
days, and a few times for more than that.  They had bought a small used car, since she was frequently called
to schools some distance from the apartment.  That was the only major expenditure they had needed to make,
aside from the normal costs of living, and the few dollars they spent each week when they went out. 
Sometimes they would go to a movie together, and once a week he went playing darts or bowling with some
of his workmates. while she and Ros went round the local stores and shopping malls.

Jenny was finding her work a source of satisfaction to her, although what she really wanted, of
course, was a family of her own.  She babysat willingly for Larry and Ros when they needed her, and she
enjoyed the weekly shopping expeditions when she looked at the furniture in the department stores and
imagined how it would look in the living room of the house she had chosen in the book of plans at the library. 
But, while all of this was some compensation, it was not the same as having a real home and children of her
own.  However, she was pleased with her teaching, so she was prepared to wait and anticipate.

But Dave, she observed, seemed different these days.  Back home at Round Harbour they had talked
to each other a lot, and when he came in from fishing he would have plenty to tell her, about what he had
seen, and the problems he may have had to cope with.  Those problems had always been soluble, too.  But
now they were not talking so much as before.  She was nearly always home before he was, and frequently
he was tired when he came in.  He would sit in an armchair, and often he would be dozing when she called
him for supper.  She tried to enthuse him with her plans for their future home, and at first he had been as
excited about it as she; now he would listen and agree, but he never raised the subject himself any more, and
rarely contributed anything to the topic.  For a man as active and energetic as he had always been, something
was wrong.  The work he was doing was certainly no more physically demanding than fishing, and it
occupied fewer hours, but it was draining him more.  In bed at night, he would put his arm round her, and
she would put her head on his shoulder just like always, but instead of a conversation which would often
finish with lovemaking, he would fall asleep.  She began to brood on this, worried that he was sick, or that
he was having difficulties at work.

One day he came in while she was at the stove getting supper.  He put his lunch box down on the
table, grunted something to her, removed his boots, and went through to the bathroom.  This was not unusual,
since he would often change his clothes when he came in, and sometimes he would take a shower.  He always
showered at work, but sometimes when he got home he would complain that he still felt dirty, and he would
take another shower, putting on fresh clothes afterwards.  She heard him go into the bathroom, and turn on
the shower.  A few minutes later she heard him come out again.  Often then he would come up behind her,
put his arms round her, and kiss her on the neck as she was peeling potatoes or stirring a pan on the stove. 
But today he did not come.  When she went to look for him he was lying on the bed, staring at the ceiling.
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“What is it, love?” she asked quietly, sitting on the edge of the bed and taking his hand.  “Are you
okay?”

“Oh, yes,” he sighed.  “Just a bit tired.  It’s been a long day, Jen.”

This was not like him at all, and Jenny was concerned.  He never got sick beyond a minor cold or
’flu, and even then it did not stop him.  She had been forced to physically prevent him from going out in the
dory when he had a bad attack of ’flu at Round Harbour, and here he was, no sign of a cold or anything, and
lying on the bed like an invalid.

“Is that all that’s matter?” she inquired solicitously.  “You’re sure you aren’t sick? I’ve never seen
you like this before.”

“Oh, it’s nothing much,” he protested.  “Sometimes that dust seems to get on my nerves a bit, but
it’s nothing.  Besides, I’m hungry.  Let’s have supper, and then let’s go out a bit.  It’s a nice evening, and a
walk in that park would be good.” He sat up smartly on the bed, put his arm round her, and kissed her.  “See,
there’s nothing wrong with me that an evening with you won’t fix!” And he lifted her to her feet and
propelled her to the kitchen.  “Come on, woman, get my supper, or I’ll fire you,” he joked, sitting down with
his knife and fork in his hands, poised to begin.

She laughed, relieved, for he was behaving now just as she had grown to expect of him over the four
years they had been married.  She put the food on the table, and the meal seemed just like all the suppers they
had eaten back in Round Harbour.  Maybe he really was just a bit tired.

That evening they walked through the park by the river for three hours, the last hour and a half in
darkness, and he seemed to want to keep going all night, but she was the one who spoke of being tired then. 
He chatted with interest and animation, and she forgot how tired and depressed he had been when he came
home.  For his part, he had not realised how he had been feeling until she had questioned him, and then he
had not wanted her to discover how he really did feel.  He resolved to keep a cheerful front from now on, for
her sake, and maybe it would help him to actually feel more cheerful.  Even he, though, did not realise how
much he missed the old life.  But that night they returned to the apartment and made love just as they used
to in Round Harbour.

For some weeks Dave was successful in keeping his depression hidden from Jenny.  The weather
was pleasant, and he had some vacation due to him in August.  They borrowed a tent and a Coleman stove
from Larry and Ros, and spent two weeks camping in the Shield country north of Lake Superior.  They
walked and picnicked and swam in the lakes and did exactly as they pleased for the entire vacation period,
and it did not even cost much extra money, so that their savings remained intact.  For the summer, things
were just as they had been when they were first married: carefree, with nothing but delight in each other’s
company.  Jenny forgot about that night back in the spring when she had thought he was sick, and he forgot
that he was actually trying to hide his real feelings from her.

A
LL TOO SOON the summer ended, and it was back to work.  It was now more than a year since Dave
and Jenny had left Round Harbour.  The money was beginning to build up quite respectably in the
bank, especially when Jenny began teaching again in September.  There was even a good possibility

that she might be selected for a term replacement position when one of the permanent teachers where she
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substituted went on maternity leave later in the fall.  If that worked out, Jenny would have four months of
steady income, and the money in the bank would increase faster.  She looked forward to this.  She was
enjoying her teaching, and this would be the closest she had come to a full-time position.

For Dave, though, it was different.  As the days shortened, so did his tolerance.  It was dark in the
morning when he and Larry left for the mine, and by November daylight had not broken before they went
underground.  When they came up at the end of the twelve-hour shift it was already dark again.  It was like
this right through until March.  Except between shifts, when he had two days off, he did not see the light of
day.  At first, he had thought that he was lucky to be permanently on the day shift.  Larry had touted this as
an advantage that he had secured through his diplomacy and reputation as a good worker.  But after a couple
of months of this troglodytic existence Dave was not so sure.  His dissatisfaction was further compounded
by the fact that the free days between shifts often seemed to be the very days that Jenny was working.  He
had his evenings out with the boys, which he enjoyed, but he missed the time with Jenny.  Back in Round
Harbour they had also had their separate social activities, but it had been different.  In Round Harbour when
he went to play darts, even though Jenny was not there, his friends knew her as they knew him.  But here,
Dave’s workmates were virtually strangers to Jenny, and there was none of that familiarity that came from
generation after generation growing up together in the same place that had made the Round Harbour social
scene so comfortable.  One or two of the married men here had established flirtatious and even illicit
alliances with women they had met in the bars, and they had chaffed Dave about his being too quiet, and, as
they put it, not knowing how to have a good time.  They had even tried one night to fix him up with a young
woman who had joined their group in the bar, but Dave had resisted, and they soon gave up on it.  This had
been during one period of about six weeks when there had never been a day with both him and Jenny free
of work.  She had been home every weekend, but for five weekends in a row he had been working.  It seemed
to him to be an unnatural existence, and it had never been like this when he was fishing.  True, the days were
long, but aside from perhaps the first half hour or hour in the very early morning, there were still many hours
of daylight, and Jenny had always been around too.  And at Round Harbour all the fishermen took Sundays
off and stayed with their families.  But that life was a long, long way off.  Jenny was here, of course, but it
seemed more as if they were two residents of a hotel who occasionally had a meal together, rather than man
and wife.

Most of Dave’s co-workers, including Larry, were heavy smokers.  For safety reasons they were not
permitted to smoke while underground, but some of them would have a cigarette in their mouths up to the
last moment before descending, and immediately they left the cage on coming up, most of them would light
up again.  Dave had never smoked since Larry had offered him a cigarette many years ago when they were
both teenagers.  But now, with regular exposure to others who smoked, the daily travelling with Larry, and
the constant smoking of some of the men when they were out at bowling or darts, he had occasionally
accepted one when offered.  Larry never lit up without offering him one when they were in the truck together,
and gradually he was accepting more often.  Then one day when Larry was away from work on union
business, Dave felt the need of a smoke and bought a pack at the mine cafeteria and began to smoke his own
cigarettes when he finished the shift.  He felt no desire to smoke at the apartment, but from then onwards he
always carried some cigarettes in the pocket of his work clothes.  Having survived his formative years
without ever more than trying an odd cigarette, Dave had now become a steady, though limited, smoker.

At first Jenny took no notice of the nicotine odour on his clothes, thinking that it was the result of
sitting next to Larry in the confines of the truck.  Then one day she discovered an almost empty pack in his
pocket as she sorted clothes for the laundry.  She was surprised, and that evening after supper she asked him
if he had begun to smoke.

“Just when I come topside at the end of a shift,” he replied.

“How long has it been?” she asked.
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“Oh, only a bit before Christmas, I guess,” he answered.  “Mostly just a couple a day though, when
the other boys is smokin’.”

“I wish you hadn’t started, love,” she went on.  “It’s bad for you, and it makes your clothes smell so
nasty.”

“Well, like I say, it’s only a couple when we’s comin’ home.  And I shan’t smoke here.  I know you
don’t like it.”

“But that’s not the problem, love.  It’s you I’m bothered about.  You never smoked before,” she
continued.

“No,” he admitted flatly.  “I didn’t.” He wished she would stop probing, but she did not.

“So why would you start now?”

Usually he accepted such questioning from her without resentment, knowing that her only reason
for asking was that she was concerned.  But this time her persistence, combined with his general edginess
these days, was suddenly a source of great irritation to him.  He experienced a flash of anger and, without
thinking, he replied sharply,

“Well, I never lived an’ had to work for two years in a God-damned place like this, either! I never
get to see the light o’ day, and there’s always that bloody noise and stink! I wish I was back home, even if
I don’t have no money!”

There was a brief pause, for Dave had surprised himself with his unaccustomed outburst.  But then,
as if that brief torrent of anger had cleared the way for the next, he went on, his voice rising with emotion.

“There’s nothing here for me, only work, one day after another, in that damned hole.  What d’y’
expect me to do?  Sit and suck me thumbs when the rest o’ the boys is drinkin’ an’smokin’?  For Christ sake,
woman, I ain’t no friggin’ saint!”

By this time he was shouting, and Jenny was taken aback.  In four years of marriage Dave, usually
mild in his speech, had rarely responded like that to her, bitterly, as if he was blaming her.  The first time had
been once when she had forgotten to turn off the lights of the car after returning from work in a blizzard. 
The battery had been dead in the morning, and he had been forced to pay twenty dollars to get a mechanic
over to jump start it.  That time it had been her fault, she had admitted it, and he had apologised to her for
his anger.  But this time she did not know what to say.  She had begun thinking that he was settled to the
work now, and that he was as excited about the plans as she herself was.  Without realising it, though, she
had become so enamoured of her ideas that she no longer registered his apathy.  She went on silently marking
the papers she had on her lap, her face turned from him, and her eyes filling with tears so that she could
scarcely read the words.  Dave, his unusual fervour spent, stared at the floor, Jenny’s averted image
dominating his mind.

The silence lasted several minutes.  Usually at these times she seemed so soft and vulnerable that
he could not be angry for long.  He had not meant to hurt her—he loved her—but there was something which
prevented him from softening towards her this time.  Deep inside himself he was aware of tangled feelings
of exasperation, of impotence, of frustration, and though he wanted to go over to where she sat, put his arm
around her shoulders, and make everything right as he had done so often before when she had been upset,
tonight there was an unfamiliar tension inside him, and his anger stopped him.  He sat down, his head in his
hands, sneaking a glance at her averted face.  Then he got up and left the room.  A moment later she heard
him slam the apartment door and start the car.
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I
N THEIR FOUR YEARS OF MARRIAGE, and the several years of courtship that preceded it, this was the first
real difference Dave and Jenny had ever experienced.  There had been minor arguments and
disagreements before, but Dave’s normal easy-going manner and simple expectations of life, coupled with

Jenny’s sensitivity, had brought about the painless compromises on which successful partnerships are built. 
But this incident of the cigarettes was of a different nature.  In the morning they awoke.  subdued;
conversation was muted, and while each followed the familiar routine as they prepared for work, they were
conscious of a barrier between them.  They ate breakfast rather more formally than usual, although they
rarely made much conversation in the mornings.  When they returned from work that evening, the barrier was
still there; it took the rest of the week to reduce it to the point at which they could make more than mere
casual conversation.

Jenny, of course, did not go to work on Saturdays.  Dave’s shift work rotated on a six day basis, with
three days between cycles.  This particular weekend, he had to work on Saturday, but was then free until
Wednesday.  On the Saturday morning at six o’clock Jenny waited until he had got out of bed and gone to
the bathroom, and then she herself rose and prepared his breakfast.  He enjoyed a fried breakfast, but since
bacon was so expensive he rarely had it except on special occasions.  However, yesterday she had bought
a packet of bacon slices, and now she opened it and began cooking.  She also took a small package from her
purse and slipped it in the pocket of his work coat.  When he came into the kitchen a savoury aroma filled
the air, and she was serving a plate of bacon and eggs at his place at the table.

“What a smell! What a smell!” Dave exclaimed, his pleasure bringing a smile to his face that Jenny
had not seen for many days.  She smiled too, glad and relieved to see his pleasure at what she was doing for
him.  She stood beside his place as she had so often seen his mother, and her own mother, stand, the
traditional place of the woman when she put food in front of her menfolk back home in Round Harbour.  and
invited him to eat what she had prepared.  He came towards her, and when he reached where she stood he
took her in his arms and held her close to him.  For three days now since the argument they had avoided
touching, and now each felt the healing warmth of physical contact with the other.

“I’m sorry about the other night, Jen,” he murmured into her hair.  Almost imperceptibly she shook
her head, as if to admit that it was her fault too.

“I know, I know,” she whispered, her voice breaking with emotion, her head pressed against his
shoulder.

When he left after breakfast she watched him and Larry drive out of the yard in Larry’s truck.  She
thought of the many times she had watched him steer his dory out of the Harbour at home.  Then, he had been
in charge, setting his challenge to the sea, while here, the realization almost dawned on her, he was merely
a day labourer.  But he was tough, she thought, and, still smiling, she turned to the kitchen table and poured
herself another cup of tea before starting to wash the dishes.  She wondered what his reaction would be when
he found the little package in his pocket.  It was a foolish notion, but he would understand.

“Got a cigarette, Dave?” asked Larry, after fumbling in his pocket and finding only an empty
package.

Dave reached into his pocket and produced half a pack left from yesterday, along with a small hard



THE EXILEPage 11 of  20

object wrapped in paper.  They took a cigarette each, and Larry lit his with the dash lighter, handing it then
to Dave who did the same.  They smoked in silence, while Dave looked at the object he was still holding in
his hand along with the cigarette pack.  It had not been there yesterday, so where had it come from, and what
was it?  He opened the wrapping, and inside was a shiny new cigarette lighter, one of those fancy butane
ones.  He turned it over in his hand, examining it.  Jenny, he thought: her way of telling him that she really
was sorry for what had happened.  And there was something engraved on the side.  It was hard to read in the
dim early morning light, but after a moment of squinting he picked out the words: “For thawing frozen locks
when you’re outside in the cold.  Love, Jenny”.

When Dave arrived home from the mine that Saturday evening,, Jenny had prepared a banquet.  She
met him at the door, wearing the dress he had bought for her at Christmas.  He knew immediately that she
had made some special plans, and when he went to the bedroom to change, there was the evidence: she had
laid out his best clothes.  In the bathroom she had filled the tub with hot water, and when he was in, she
brought him a drink, telling him supper would be ready in about half an hour.  As he bathed, he could hear
her moving around in the kitchen.  She was singing quietly to herself, something she did when she was
happy.  When he came out to the kitchen, she had candles burning on the table, wine chilled, and a moose
roast ready for carving at his place.

“Where did you get this roast, Jen?  It smells fantastic,” he exclaimed as he prepared to slice it.

“Sam at The Bayman usually has some, love, and I went in this morning and told him we wanted a
taste of home.  I’m not even sure whether it’s legal, but I didn’t ask too many questions, anyway!” she
answered, sitting down at the other end of the table.

“Well, if it’s not legal, I reckon that’ll make it taste even better,” said Dave with relish.

They ate the food and drank the wine, and then they spent the rest of the evening enjoying each
other’s company.  When they finally retired there was a warm glow between them such as they had not
experienced for many a month, and they made love together just like old times.

                                   

F
OR A FEW WEEKS NOW everything went smoothly.  Through several shift cycles, Dave and Jenny
managed to be free from work at the same time, and were able to spend quite a lot of time together. 
Then one day there was a problem at one of the shafts, which had to be shut down temporarily while

some equipment was replaced.  This necessitated overtime for Dave’s crew, and for a month they worked
twelve hour shifts.  The pay was excellent, but it meant that Dave was away from early morning till late
evening, and soon he began to feel the strain of the long hours.  It was particularly unfortunate that his rest
period at the end of the month coincided with a teachers’ conference that Jenny had planned to attend, and
she would be away from home until Saturday.  The last day of the shift was Wednesday, and some of Dave’s
workmates arranged to go bowling on Thursday night.  Their fat pay cheques had put them in the mood to
make a long late night of it, and Dave had no reason to be home at any particular time, so he went along with
the crowd.  This was when he met Barbara.

Jim, the captain of the team on which Dave bowled, often met up with his girlfriend later in the
evening when the bowling was almost finished.  On this occasion, she had arrived with another girl, Barbara,
a nurse, attractive, in her twenties, unattached, a recent arrival in town.  Jim’s girl had introduced Barbara
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to Dave and the others, and she had stayed around till the end of the game, joining the group for a last few
drinks in the bar.  Dave, unused after four years of marriage to the attention of females other than Jenny when
he was out for the evening, had been pleased when Barbara struck up a conversation with him.  After half
an hour or so, the group began to break up, and when Dave decided it was time for him to leave, he
discovered that his ride home was already gone.  When he rose to call a taxi, Barbara offered to drive him
instead.  He accepted, and they left in her red Honda.  She invited him in to her apartment for a nightcap, and
again he accepted.  Thus he ended up in her apartment until the wee hours.  She did not have to be at the
hospital until late Friday morning, and he had no work for a few days anyway.  The place was very
comfortable, and he was enjoying her company,  as well as still feeling the effects of a long stint of
twelve-hour shifts, so he stayed.  When he fell asleep on the sofa, Barbara covered him with a blanket, and
went to bed herself.  It was an innocent relationship, and Dave did not feel too guilty about having spent the
night in her apartment.  Consequently, when over breakfast she invited him to a party on Friday night, he
accepted.  She delivered him home as she went to work, and she would pick him up that evening at nine.

A few minutes after nine, Barbara arrived, and off they went to the party.  It was quite a party, too,
in a luxurious cabin on a lake, some distance outside the city.  The owner, an executive of one of the mining
companies, had been a private patient on the ward where Barbara worked.  He had recovered from major
heart surgery and in his gratitude for the care he had received from the ward staff he had invited them all to
a catered party at his expense.  There was a magnificent lounge that overlooked a terraced slope down to the
frozen lake, and a roaring log fire that offset the chilly late winter evening; there was a generous bar complete
with barman, and plenty of excellent food; a small combo was playing dance music in the lounge.  There was
a heated indoor swimming pool, and even a hot tub.  When Barbara and Dave arrived just before ten, the
party was in full swing, and all the facilities were in use.

Immediately Dave felt guilty.  Last night, at Barbara’s place, had been a chance arrangement, but
this, he suddenly realised, was not.  What was he doing at a place like this, and Jenny not here?  How had
he managed to get himself into it?  This was really quite a compromising situation, and how would he get
out of it?  His first instinct was to turn round and go, but that was difficult: he would have to call a taxi and
leave Barbara high and dry, and though he was not the most sophisticated socialite, he knew enough to
understand that such behaviour was distinctly churlish.  But still, she knew most of the people here ... which
he didn’t.  As these thoughts passed through his mind, an attendant relieved them of their coats,  and there
was Barbara, in a shimmering red dress.  She held his arm as she stood on one leg to remove her boots and
put on a pair of red shoes.  Her dark hair shone like silk.  She looked stunning.

A waiter approached with a tray of assorted drinks, and they took one each.  Have a drink first,
thought Dave, and then decide what to do.  Barbara led him towards a group standing near the fire, and
introduced him, first name only, to some of her colleagues.  A few minutes of light conversation, then he was
dancing with her, and she was close to him, the perfume of her hair in his nostrils.  Then the first drink was
finished, and it was replaced with another, and they were dancing again.

Both Dave and Barbara had several more drinks, and the lounge grew crowded and hot.  By this time
Dave had forgotten his plan to leave.  They danced some more, and the room seemed to grow even hotter,
and noisier.  Drinks in their hands, they walked out through wide double doors into the great glass
conservatory where the swimming pool was located.  It was both cooler and less crowded here, and there
were palm trees in giant plant pots, and upholstered lawn seats round the side of the unoccupied pool.  It
reminded Dave of some of the magnificent villas he had seen in movies.  They sat down on a kind of love
seat, surrounded by palm trees and looking out over the rippling water of the pool.  His arm was across the
back of the seat, and she leaned against him, her scented hair very close to his face.  Somewhere deep inside
him he had a vague impression that this was not right, because this girl in the red dress was not Jenny.  But
he was a bit befuddled now.  Barbara’s hair smelled like Jenny’s, but it was darker than Jenny’s.  He felt
confused, almost sure that this was not Jenny, but not quite certain.  He felt as he felt when he was with
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Jenny, and when he put his arm around this girl, touching the cool skin of her shoulder, she seemed to be
Jenny.  He had a glass in his other hand, and he took a sip.  Beyond the rim of his glass the water in the pool
glistened under the coloured floodlights.  The rippled surface broke into a million sparkles of colour as
someone dived from the board high up to his right, and distantly he heard a splash.  Then the surface settled
again, and all he could hear was the laughter and music from the lounge.  He drank some more, and so did
Barbara-Jenny in the curve of his arm.  The water in the pool became smooth again as the music played.  He
stared at it and was mesmerised by the languid rippling of the almost-still water, and by the scent of
Barbara-Jenny’s hair.  A dark object floated slowly into view on the water, and he stared at it as gradually
more of it became visible.  Someone was swimming.  It must be the one that had dived in just then.  You see
that, Jenny?  Someone swimming?  But Barbara-Jenny was asleep, her dark hair next to his cheek.  But
Jenny’s hair is lighter than that ...  Oh, yes, it isn’t Jenny ...  it’s ...  it’s ...  it’s Barbara ...  That’s right. 
Barbara, not Jenny.  And he, Dave, ought not to be here, really, because this girl isn’t Jenny.  She’s as pretty
as Jenny, though, he thought, looking at her shoulders and her neck encircled by a fine silver chain.  His eyes
followed the chain to the pendant which hung at its lowest point, and from there he could gaze down the front
of her dress ...

Then he noticed the swimmer again, coming into view from below the ledge of the pool.  Why is he
so still, just bobbing gently in the water?  Dave suddenly sat up straight.  Barbara opened her eyes and looked
up.  What’s matter?  Look at that swimmer, he’s not moving.  He’s wearing a suit.  Barbara!  He’s drowning!

Dave leaped up, and his glass fell to the floor.  It didn’t break because there was carpet on the floor. 
Quick, somebody! Get that man out of the water!  Barbara ran in through the double doors.  Suddenly alert,
Dave looked around for help.  Against the wall there was a pole with a hook on the end, something to do with
the pool.  Dave picked it up.  He reached out to hook the floating body.  Then he was surrounded by people. 
Someone jumped in the pool, and they managed to get the man out on the ledge.  Water flowed from his
clothes, and the head hung limply to one side.  Someone tried artificial respiration, pressing hard on the chest
and trying to administer the kiss of life.  Nothing happened.  After what seemed like hours, they stopped. 
He’s gone, said someone.

Outside was the sound of sirens.  Two men in white rushed in with a stretcher.  They put the
swimmer on it, and rushed out again.  Policemen appeared.  They came towards Dave.  What’s your name,
sir?  Your address?  Who was the deceased man?  Don’t know.  Who was he, Jenny?  No, I mean Barbara. 
Who’s Jenny, sir?  My wife.  Does she know the deceased, sir?  She isn’t here.  Barbara might know him? 
Who’s Barbara, sir?  Your wife? ...  Oh, no, no, no ...  What a horrible mess ...  Then Barbara-Jenny was
sitting beside him in the back of a police car, speeding along the road they had travelled just a few hours
earlier.

At three o’clock on Saturday afternoon, they were still at the police station, having trouble
convincing the police that they knew nothing about the drowning.  They had not seen the man actually fall
into the pool, even though they had been close to the scene.  Of course, they had both consumed a quantity
of liquor, and neither had been observing much.  The police seemed to be having difficulty accepting this,
particularly after they discovered that Dave was married, but that Barbara was not his wife.  Then they
thought the dead man was Barbara’s husband, and it took a long time to disprove this to their satisfaction. 
Dave, having recovered from the effects of the alcohol many hours ago, was now feeling very guilty, as well
as being confused about the drowning.  Barbara was equally confused.  The police had insisted on checking
Dave’s apartment to verify his story, and had talked to Larry, who had confirmed that Dave’s wife was Jenny,
but could not tell them much more that was useful.  Then Jenny had arrived, and had gone immediately to
the police station.  Shortly after, Dave and Barbara were both allowed to leave.

By evening, Dave had told the whole story to Jenny, and she, normally a calm and thoughtful person,
had not yet reacted to the events.  She could see that Dave was profoundly disturbed about it, but what man
with any feeling at all could not be affected by being present at the death of another, even a total stranger?
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On her arrival at the police station, not realising that this attractive girl in red with whom he had been
chatting, was also involved in the incident, Jenny had succeeded in convincing the police to let Dave go
home.  But when she discovered that he had been at a party with this girl, she began asking herself all kinds
of questions.  She pictured the two of them cosying together in Barbara’s little red Honda, and dancing
intimately at the cabin.  How could he compromise himself to such an extent with this girl, a virtual stranger,
a mere pickup in a bar? What else might have occurred, if there had not been the drowning? Would they just
have parted company after the party, or would they have ended up in a room together at the cabin, or even
at the girl’s place again? If so, would it have been as innocent as Dave had claimed it had been the previous
night? At the police station, Barbara had looked tired, but still attractive with her red dress and dark hair, and
Jenny knew how susceptible Dave could be around pretty girls.  She knew, too, how he became after a few
drinks, and she wondered if, having gone so far as to escort Barbara to the party, he would have stopped at
that.  She knew now that she needed to sort out her feelings about him, and that would require time.  Maybe
she would get over it, if he behaved himself, but right now she knew only one thing: she would not be in the
same bed with him tonight.

She told him this, and when she went to bed, quite early because she was exhausted after the long
day, she put his night clothes and a blanket out on the sofa in the living room, and closed, but did not lock,
the bedroom door between them.  Subconsciously she half hoped he would come begging her to forgive him,
and if he did she would let him crawl in beside her, for, angry and unsettled as she felt, she did not wish to
end their marriage in a single night on account of one mistake.  There had been too much loving between
them for that.  Yet she could not put out of her mind the question whether he would have said anything about
Barbara at all if there had not been the police involvement.  That was the crux of it: why had he got mixed
up with this girl anyway?

Meanwhile, Dave did not know what to do.  Jenny had been very quiet, once she had heard about
his meeting Barbara and their subsequent date.  He had expected that she might give him a very hard time,
but she had said little.  Even when she had put out his pyjamas on the sofa, and shut herself into their
bedroom, she had not spoken about it.  He had never known her like this before, but then he had never done
anything like this before, either.  He would accept being shut out tonight: he deserved it.  But perhaps
tomorrow would be different, after she had been able to reflect a bit.  He wished he had not gone to the party
with Barbara, and as he thought more about it he could not understand why he had.  Yes, he did, though—she
was a very attractive girl, and he had been flattered by her apparent interest in him.  But he knew now he had
been stupid.  Would he, he wondered, have had the courage to tell Jen about it if he had not been forced to?
And how would he have felt about Barbara by now, if her brilliance had not been dimmed by the drowning?
...  He suddenly realised that he had been playing with fire, that he had got burned, and it hurt.

He was tired too.  He went into the bathroom, changed into his pyjamas, and lay on the sofa, pulling
the blanket around himself.  He reached out and switched off the floor lamp, lying on his back in the dark,
staring up at the ceiling.  He was shaken by the drowning, and the reluctance of the police to believe that he
had neither been involved with the victim in any way, nor even knew the man.  He had never been involved
in any incident like that before.  He was glad the dead man was a total stranger, because in a way it absolved
him from feeling any sense of responsibility, and heaven only knew he had enough problems of his own now. 
Here he was, shut out of the bedroom by his wife, and no idea of how to resolve the problem.  He could say
he was sorry, but would she believe him?  He could hardly expect her just to accept his apology with no
reservation.  He was not afraid of reprisals by Jenny, because that was not her nature, but, damn it, she was
entitled to give him a hard time if she wanted.  There was no way he could blame her for that.  But, much
as he would like to go into the bedroom and throw himself on her mercy, he felt too guilty at this moment
to do it.  It was almost as if he would be sullying her if he touched her, or even came too near her.

Jenny was also lying in bed, sobbing quietly, and staring at the ceiling too.  The last time she had
looked up at that ceiling, three nights ago, he had been in bed beside her, and now she had shut him out.  Her
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earlier weariness had gone, leaving her mind racing back and forth over the events of the day.  The thought
of him with that girl sickened her, and she began to wonder whether she, simple Jenny Small, school teacher
from Round Harbour, could compete against this sophisticated mainland nurse.  whose stylish red dress,
sporty little car, and modern apartment would appeal to any warm-blooded male.  And Dave was that, she
knew.  Maybe that was the problem: he was bored with her.  He was, after all, a good-looking man, fit,
strong, and healthy.  Any girl ought to be glad to have him around.  She had been glad for four years, and,
she realised, she still was.  So was she going to let him slip away just like that?  No, she should go through
that door and bring him back to bed, and let bygones be bygones ...  And she was just getting out of bed to
go to him, when back came the thought of the two of them in that car, going to a party which should have
been her prerogative ...  He should have known better ...

Finally Jenny sobbed herself to sleep,, and Dave lapsed into restless dozing.  At one point he woke
up when she went to the bathroom.  He watched her go in, and he listened for her return, praying that she
would come over to the sofa.  She paused briefly as she passed him, and he was just going to reach out and
touch her, when she returned to the bedroom, closing the door behind her.  He should have been a bit quicker,
but he missed his chance.  Later, he got up off the sofa and was about to go into the bedroom to her, but lost
his courage, and went to the bathroom instead.

                              

S
UNDAY PASSED with little renewed communication between them: neither one of them courageous
enough to break the silence barrier.  They were both still tired, and feeling weary from the emotional
stress they had suffered, as well as the little sleep they had the last night.  They failed to make the

effort, which was a pity, because at that point they could have patched things up fairly easily.  On Monday
they were both back again to work.  That evening they still spoke little.  On Tuesday afternoon the police
contacted Dave as he came off his shift, advising him that the case was now closed and he was clear of any
suspicion.  The man had died of natural causes aggravated by drinking, the autopsy showed an extremely
high alcohol content in his blood, and that he had actually been dead before he fell into the pool.  Wednesday
night they played cards with Larry and Ros, who apparently sensed nothing different in their relationship,
but at bedtime nothing was different. 

Then Thursday night rolled round, with the customary bowling party.  Dave went, relieved at the
prospect of the company of the other men who were completely uncritical.  Maybe, he thought, if he and
Jenny spent the evening apart it might be different later.  A few of the men knew what had happened, and
they tried to cheer him up by kidding him in male fashion, telling him that Jenny would get over it, and
meanwhile he should continue to enjoy life.  The evening was going quite well, with Dave superficially
almost forgetting his troubles and enjoying himself for the first time since he saw the dead man in the pool
nearly a week ago.  Then in came Barbara.  Immediately she came over to Dave, who was drinking a glass
of beer and seemed pleased to see her.  The other men moved away.

“Hi,” she said, rather subdued.  “I thought you might be here tonight.  How’s everything?”

“Not so good,” he replied, likewise subdued, but glad of someone to talk to who knew his situation
and would not be expecting either explanation or bravado.  He beckoned the waitress over, and Barbara
ordered a beer.

“Heard from the police?” she asked.

“Only that they’re satisfied with our explanation now, and the case is closed.  Autopsy showed that
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guy had been drinkin’ a lot, and had a heart attack, they said, and was probably already dead when he hit the
water.  But what the hell was he doin’ up there on that divin’ board, fully dressed?”

“Yes, they told me all that, too, on Tuesday,” she said.  “That guy was an x-ray technician from the
hospital.  I didn’t know him very well, but I think he’d had a drinking problem quite a long time.  But what
about Jenny, how did she take it?”

“Not well.  In fact, we’ve hardly spoken all the week.”

“I can’t really blame her,” said Barbara, her hand touching his in an expression of sympathy.  “But
if I were her I wouldn’t let go of you that easily.”  She looked at him, smiling, and suddenly he felt cheered,
as if the clouds which had been gathered since last week were finally blowing away.  It was good to have this
girl talking and smiling with him, when he had neither from Jenny.  “I’m taking some holiday next week,”
Barbara went on.  “My parents have a condo in Florida, on Sanibel Island, and they’re always telling me to
use it, so I’m taking up their offer for a few weeks.  I’m going to check out some job possibilities, too, and
I might even stay.  Nursing salaries are fantastic down there, and I’m ready for a change ...”  She paused and
then, as an afterthought, she added, “Why don’t you come too and enjoy some sunshine?  It’s great in Florida
this time of the year, not too hot yet, and the swimming’s fantastic at Sanibel.  The condo has its own private
beach, and a balcony looking out over the Bay.  Maybe we could even get the use of a boat ...  You’d enjoy
it, Dave.”

There was a long silence.  Dave could hardly believe his ears.  She was actually inviting him to
accompany her to Florida.  His workmates would call this such incredible good luck.  Florida, with a
good-looking girl like Barbara, sharing a luxury condominium, and perhaps the chance to get out on the sea,
something he hadn’t done since he left Round Harbour.  He wouldn’t mind to get away from here, either ... 
It was very tempting ...  But what about Jenny? ...  Then ...  maybe it would be a good idea ...

“Sounds nice, Barbara, but I don’t know, I don’t know.  I’d like to, but it’s expensive ...  I haven’t
really got that kind of money.  And what about a passport?   I don’t have one.”

“You’re a Canadian citizen, same as me, so you don’t need a passport to go to the States, Dave.  And
it would be good for you, after all winter down that mine, and this business last week.  Wouldn’t cost you
much, either, only the plane fare.  The condo’s just sitting empty right now, so if you go too, that makes no
difference.  Sometimes my folks sublet it, but there’s no one in it for the next few weeks.  Go on, think about
it, and give me a call before Sunday.”

He was very tempted by the idea of going to Florida with Barbara, and when he returned to the
bowling a few minutes later he was still thinking about it.  He played badly, and took some ribbing from his
team mates, especially Jim, who almost hit the nail on the head when jokingly he asked if Barbara had
proposed to him.  Dave blushed, grinned sheepishly, and missed most of his shots.  The rest of the evening
he spent in a daze, completely wrapped in his thoughts.  He had a couple more drinks with Barbara and the
crowd, and then went home. He did not know what to do, but decided he would let Jenny resolve it.

When he returned to the apartment, Jenny had already gone to bed, and the bedroom door was closed. 
His night things were still out on the sofa, indicating another night alone.  That was when he made up his
mind to accept Barbara’s offer.  He felt that he was doing something wrong by walking out on Jenny like this,
but she had been very cold towards him all the week.  He granted that he had been in the wrong, and that he
should not have gone out with Barbara that night, but he had admitted his error, and was prepared to make
up for it.  But it had been Jenny who had shut him out of the bedroom: he had not shut her out of anywhere. 
He would eagerly have made a fresh start—easy for him to make that offer, since it was his fault—but
apparently she was not ready for that.  He was very weary of being here in Sudbury, and could think of
nothing he would like better than to get away from that hateful job in the mine.  Barbara’s offer gave him
the chance, and it looked as if Jenny did not really care any more.  Surely if she did, she would have let him



THE EXILEPage 17 of  20

know by now.  She could even have given him an indication tonight, perhaps waited for him to come home
before she went to bed, because it wasn’t late.  But since Saturday night she had scarcely spoken to him.  He
had been hoping she would be waiting up, and was very disappointed when she was not.  He made some
noise as he prepared for bed, to make certain she would know he was back, but there was no response, and
he lay on the sofa again.  In the night she went to the bathroom, but still she passed close by without
stopping.

So, on Friday, during his lunch break, he called Barbara before she went to work and told her he
would take up her offer.  At the end of the day he went to the personnel office and handed in his resignation. 
It would be a relief to get away from all this and be a beach bum for a while!

He went home from the mine with Larry, but their conversation was routine, about work, and Larry
did not know that Dave had collected his cards.  He was apprehensive of seeing Jenny, but at the same time
he wished she would be there so that he could make up with her.  If that had happened, he would have
changed his mind.  He was not leaving her for Barbara, and in fact in his mind he was not leaving her at all,
any more than his ‘date’ with Barbara had been a rejection of Jenny.  Rather, Barbara was the means of
breaking with this life that was ruining him, as he thought.  Certainly, he enjoyed Barbara’s company, and
the harrowing experience of the drowning had given them a common base on which to build, but he did not
see her as an alternative to Jenny.  However Jenny was not there, nor did she appear before he left.  He
packed his clothes into a couple of large bags, wrote a note for Jenny, and called a taxi.

                               

A few months later Dave stepped off a plane in Gander, Newfoundland, with all his worldly
possessions in a couple of large bags.  Soon he was on a bus, heading for home.  Florida, in spite of its sun
and palm trees, had not been much of an improvement on Sudbury, perhaps no improvement at all.  There
was nothing you could do there except lounge around or spend money in one way or another, and while he
had enjoyed the first few weeks, swimming and sunbathing with Barbara on the private beach behind the
condominium, and visiting some of the night spots, he soon began to discover that the drone life was not for
him.  Then Barbara had started investigating the work opportunities for her, found one that she liked, and
resigned from her old position.  After the first month they moved from the condominium which was to be
rented, and found an apartment.  In that way they lost access to the private beach, so that now, when they
wanted to swim or sunbathe, they had to use their balcony, or the very limited public beach areas.

One evening as they returned in a heavy thundershower from a hospital social, they were running
through the rain towards the door when Barbara caught and broke off the heel of her shoe in a crack of the
pavement.  She fell, but her only injuries were minor scrapes and bruises, but Dave more or less carried her
the last distance to the apartment, and they were both soaked in the downpour.  At the door there was much
fumbling for the key, with Barbara standing on her good foot, and Dave supporting her, while they laughed
and dripped water everywhere.  Inside, still laughing, they took off their wet clothes in the bathroom, and
showered together, and, later that night, as a natural culmination to the evening, for the first time since they
met they shared the same bed.

By this time, six weeks after leaving Sudbury, Dave was running low on money.  He had tried to find
work, but no one on Sanibel Island had anything suitable for an ex-fisherman and mineworker to do, and by
law he needed a work permit anyway.  He spent long hours waiting for Barbara to return from work,
unwilling to go out much on his own because it meant spending money that he really didn’t have, although
Barbara encouraged him to do what he wanted.  Her earnings provided for their needs, and there was always
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money in the apartment that he could use any time he wanted.  They agreed that when he found a job he
would contribute his share towards expenses.  In the meantime, he was not to worry, he could pay her back
sometime.  But he was not comfortable with that arrangement.  In between looking for jobs he would swim
at the public beach, or watch the pleasure boats passing by.  He took up jogging to maintain a level of fitness,
but he didn’t enjoy it much.  He began to grow uneasy, and as spring became summer, an almost
imperceptible change in Florida, his thoughts turned to Round Harbour.  The last straw was when he
concluded that there was really no work available for him, unless he was prepared to accept casual jobs as
a janitor.  It didn’t take long for him to convince himself that back home he could at least make enough at
fishing to be independent.  Living on someone else’s earnings was not his choice of a life.

In spite of Barbara’s generosity and the intimacy they now shared, he had now lost patience with
being dependent.  The last few weeks had been enjoyable, and Barbara was good to be with.  Their
lovemaking was a pleasurable experience for both of them, and he felt some love for her, but she was not
Jenny.  They talked a lot about their lives before they met, and Barbara was always interested in hearing
about Jenny.  Under different circumstances, Dave thought, the two women may have been good friends. 
He wondered often how Jenny was coping, and whether she missed him.  While Barbara went to work, he
learned to shop for groceries, he painted the apartment, he cooked meals: but all of this, in his mind, had
taken on the air of being temporary.

In another month he had made his decision to leave, and told Barbara.  She was sad, but not
surprised, for their long discussions had prepared her for it, and she gave him an open invitation to return
if he wished.  He then borrowed from her the cost of a plane ticket, and booked passage back to the Rock. 
A couple of their friends gave a party for him on his last night, and Barbara and he returned to their
apartment where they made love together for the last time.  The following morning she drove him to the
airport, and they parted, sadly, but with understanding.

Dave returned to Round Harbour with as clear a conscience as a man could have after he had left his
wife and had been living for several months with another woman.  Of course, word had reached home already
that Jenny and Dave had separated, but no one was expecting him home.  They were surprised, therefore,
when he arrived, but they welcomed him warmly.  Even Jenny’s family accepted his return without criticism. 
Jenny was still in Sudbury, where she had finished out the school year.

Dave soon picked up again on his old pattern of life.  His dory and motor were sold, but he was able
to borrow one from a cousin, another erstwhile fisherman who had also gone to the mainland to seek his
fortune.  A few forms completed and signed brought back to him his fishing rights, while a bit more judicious
bargaining secured him the use of enough gear to make a start, and in less than another month he was back
in business.  He was in debt to several people, but his creditors were generous, seeing his needs as a means
of minimising their own losses, with the result that the deals he made were very favourable to him.

The fishing was scarcely better, maybe even worse,  than it had been when he had left three years
ago, but he was making enough to pay his obligations and maintain himself, and he was able soon to repay
Barbara the money he had borrowed while living with her.  He arranged to rent an old, but solid, house that
belonged to a great uncle who had moved in with a daughter and her family, and he quickly settled into a
steady routine, dropping in for meals at his mother’s fairly regularly, and otherwise leading a rather quiet
bachelor existence.  He called on Jenny’s folks now and then, too.  They knew what had happened, but they
made him welcome there as they always had done.  He had some long chats with Jenny’s mother, and he was
surprised at how little she blamed him for what had happened, hinting that she had been a little afraid for
them when they had first decided to go to Sudbury.  “Reckon we knew the pair o’ ye better than ye knew
yourselves,” Mrs Small had remarked one day soon after he had returned.  They even gave him Jenny’s
letters to read.  She was spending the summer up there, going back to university to start work on another
degree in summer school, she had told them.  But aside from the facts of the failure of their relationship, she
made no comments that gave any indication of how she felt.
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He enjoyed getting up early, before daylight, and going out alone in his borrowed dory to the old
familiar grounds.  It was amazing how quickly his knowledge of the shoals and bottoms returned as soon as
he got out there.  And the patterns of wind and tide, that had been part of his instinct before, were soon
reassimilated.  As he steamed out (‘steamed’ was the term the fishermen used, although it was no more or
less appropriate than ‘sailed’ in this context) in the mornings, he would often think of that last day he had
gone fishing and returned with no more than a few tomcod, insufficient even to pay him the minimum wage
when calculated on an hourly basis, and he would revolve in his mind the events of those years in Sudbury,
glad to be back here where he felt himself belonging.  Sudbury was not a bad place, he knew, and many men,
like his brother Larry, were quite happy there, satisfied with the generous remuneration for a life spent
underground in the noise and dust of the mines.  Many men, too, had been more successful with their married
lives than he had and, again like Larry and Ros, were raising families in what seemed like total contentment. 
Dave realised, though, that such a life was not for him.  He missed Jenny and the cheerful way she had
always come through when they had been so short of money before, and he was sorry the life in Sudbury had
not worked out.  Perhaps, he would think with regret, if he had not gone bowling that night ... if he had not
met Barbara there ... if he had not had that last drink or two and failed to notice the others leaving ... if he
had not accepted Barbara’s offer to drive him home ... if that guy had not had his heart attack on the diving
board ... if Jenny had come to him that night ... So many ifs ...  But it was all in the past now, and could not
be changed.  Maybe one day it could be, but for the moment he had to be satisfied with a return to the fishing.

This particular day was a pleasant one on the water, with a comfortable temperature, and a steady
light swell with a gentle breeze coming off the land.  It was mid August, and when the breeze came off the
land which had been heated to warm summer temperatures as it had for the last few days, you could detect
the scent of the spruce trees in the woods.  How different this work was f rom what he had left a few months
earlier in Sudbury.  He could not understand how Larry and the others could happily work in that mine for
year after year, and still be contented with their lives.  Maybe, in fact, they were not happy, but they were
better able to cope with it than he was?  That had been his own main problem.  And maybe, he thought, it
was theirs, too, and perhaps that was why they led the kind of lives that some of them did, racing from one
new experience to another, searching for an elusive holy grail of satisfaction that always seemed to be just
an arm’s length away.

The smell of the spruce reminded Dave of his early childhood days before he was allowed in the dory
with his father, when he and his mother and some of their neighbours would set off into the woods for a day’s
berry picking while the men fished.  It was funny how such long-ago memories could be revived by a mere
suggestion of a smell in the air.  Dave worked methodically at his line, his mind drifting back to that time
twenty years ago.  After Larry was old enough to help their father at the fishing, Dave found the long summer
a bit lonely, and had looked forward to those berry picking expeditions, when his mother would pack some
sandwiches and a bottle or two of pop and, along with several other neighbourhood women and their
children, would head out early, armed with plastic meat buckets which would be filled with berries by late
afternoon.  It was on those expeditions that he had first got to know Jenny well.  She was in the same class
as he at school, but in school they ran with different groups and played different games.  Here, though, on
these day trips, they had found a natural affinity and had often worked together, or had dropped their buckets
and set off up to the headland to look out to sea and enjoy the cool breeze up there away from the flies on
really hot days.   Then later, as they started going to dances when they were teenagers, he had met up with
her on the way, and gradually as the years passed she had come to be recognized as his girl.  From his dory
he looked across at the headland of Southern Point with its rocky outcrop at the summit.  That was where
he and Jenny had first made love, on that warm spring night of their high school graduation...  But that had
all happened ten or more years ago, and now here he was, out on the water alone, an experienced fisherman,
and Jenny was up there on the Mainland leading a life of her own in which he played no part at all.

He had actually made a pretty good haul today, and was pleased when he finally came to the end of
the last line, started the motor, and headed back to Round Harbour.  Fishing, and steaming back and forth
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each day to his grounds, gave him plenty of time for reflection.  As he held the tiller of the outboard motor,
making without thinking the little corrections necessary to keep the dory heading in the right direction, his
mind eventually came to that last day of fishing before he and Jenny had left for Sudbury.  That had also been
an August day, warm and sunny like this one, the air laden with the spruce scent that drifted from the land. 
As he rounded Southern Point and entered the Harbour, he could see again in his memory Jenny running
down the path to his stage, and waiting there for him to come in.  Today, as he approached across the
Harbour, in his imagination he saw her again, on the very end of the stage, wearing the green rubber apron
she had always used when she helped him clean the fish.  His eyes misted over a bit, and the shoreline
blurred, but that did not matter, for he could have brought the dory in even if he was blindfolded.  He raised
his left arm and wiped the moisture from his eyes with his wrist, and looked across at the old stage.  It was
no different from that last day almost three years ago, except perhaps for being a bit more weathered.  But
so, too, was he.

He could see his house, just a short distance to the left of his parents’ place.  The door was open, he
thought.  Surely he had closed it before he had left this morning, so who would have opened it?  Maybe his
mother had gone over there for some reason.  Sometimes she collected his mail and put it on the kitchen table
for him.  She wouldn’t have left the door open, though.  But someone was running down the path to the stage,
someone wearing a green apron, just like Jenny’s ...  Who was it? ...  Not his mother, he knew ...  It looked
like Jenny, but she was still up there in Sudbury or somewhere, going to summer school.  He shook his head
and wiped his eyes again, and then when he looked, there was the person in Jenny’s apron, standing on the
end of the stage, just as Jenny used to stand ...  He rubbed his eyes once more, unable to believe what he saw
...  It really was Jenny, and she was waving.

Now that he was closer he had no doubt.  Involuntarily, his hand squeezed the throttle, the tone of
the motor rose, and the bow of the dory lifted higher out of the water.  Jenny was still waving, and he stood
in the boat, one hand on the tiller, waving back with his free hand.  The dory was skimming over the water,
firm and solid under his feet as it slapped the little ripples.  Almost in now, he cut the motor and stepped
forward to kneel on one of the thwarts.  The dory slid alongside the stage, silent but for the wash of the water
under its bow, and Jenny caught the line he threw, securing it to the stage as she had done on that other
August day.  Dave wanted to speak, but there was a lump in his throat.  Forgetting about the catch of fish that
needed to be cleaned, eagerly he climbed up the timbers to the stage, and Jenny came towards him, her arms
extended.

“Supper’s ready, love,” she said quietly.  “Come on home.”
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