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Outlines the development of a story told to children, about a boy taken from his 

mother and brought to a Mission Orphanage. This 'oral tradition' is developed into a 

novel attempting to describe the conditions under which the boy lived, prior to being 

taken. The novel is intended to describe the missionaries, their work and their 

struggles, in early Labrador. Attempts to raise questions of God and authority as the 

story unfolds. Dissenation attempts to trace the search for data about the characters in 

order to build the tale. The author has met but one of the characters in the story. 

Pnor to the development of this project none of the information was known to exist 

and has never been assembled. What follows is an attempt to describe in part, how 

the story has come together. 
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BY WHAT AUTHORITY? 

"Te N us by what mthoriiy thou doest these ihings? " 
(Zuke 20 verse 2) 



Chapter One 

William John Newell entered this life 13 November 1857 at Brigus, 

Newfoundland. He was born to a family of fishers and planters who scraped the soil for 

potatoes, and the sea for cod. The sea carried them north every summer to a place called 

Winter's Cove, Labrador. They gradually moved what few belongings they had. until 

Labrador became their home. The most primitive legend in the family lore is that one of 

the men who fished the frigid waters with hook and line contracted something contagious, 

and the skipper from Brigrts refused him passage home. One sliver of the family found 

itself apart from the rest, much as a potato was pared into shape and the dirty part tossed 

aside. 

The Newell house in Labrador was crude and small. The walls were made of 

upright, thick boards and poles. The roof was a collection of boards woven round with 

strips of birch and hemlock bark. The colour came not from paint, but from a thin layer 

of sod crowning the roof. Under the eaves and the crosswise bark, the walls were scarcely 

five feet above the ground. This meant the door was somewhere between four and five 

feet high. It creaked on iron hinges, and closed with a wooden latch and string. The door 

was a panel of vertical boards cut off at the middle, and held together with a dg-zag 

frame. The top half was designed to wing out after a heavy fall of mow. The single 
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window was sisteen by fifteen inches. More heat was lon through the glass than light was 

gleaned. Any cracks in the structure were stuffed with whatever rags or moss were solid 

enough to keep out the carnivorous wind. The rafters insisted that a livyere, that is a 

person who lives here, stand on either side of the ridge-pole. 

The floor was made of rough boards in one room, and turf in the other. There 

were two rooms. One boasted a cast-iron stove with dirty pots and an array of woolens 

suspended around a rusty pipe. The second room was an arrangement of wooden bunks 

complete with tattered blankets and sailcloth: anything that did not have to be worn. This 

room appeared to be an afterthought as  the family outgrew its shell. 

William John Newell was a bewhiskered man whose frame was bent at the 

shoulders. His hands were blistered from splitting junks of gnarled wood. and dragging 

salted nets hand over hand, into his iittle boat. 

He married Selina k c h  of Rattler's Bight. She was a tall Labrador girl with 

straight wisps of hair. Labrador people drew conclusions about ancestry from the colour 

of a person's eyes. Brown eyes meant h i t  extraction, and blue eyes meant something 

else, perhaps Scottish blood. With Selina it was difficult to tell. Her mother was Elizabeth 

Oliver, one of Arthur Rich's four wives. 

There is a family stor). about Elizabeth that almost got lost. In the spring of the 

year, when the sun was bright on the blinding mow, she walked out to the cracks in the 

saltwater ice, leaving no trail because the crust was hard, her skin boots sliding along the 

surface. Bringing her nets to lower through the cracks at the changing tide, she walked 

far enough toward the icy sun to lose her way. 
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Arthur Rich came out of his hut and raised his hand to shield his eyes from the 

light. Out on the bay he could see a speck against the dazzling snow. The wind had 

veered around and was blowing offshore. He called her name and waited. There was no 

answer. 

Elizabeth found a swollen crack in the saltwater ice. She threaded the stones into 

the water ahead of the net to let it hang just below the surface. Uncoiling the rope she 

realized that the water was too deep for trout and lifted it out again. Elizabeth looked up 

and saw a shapeless pan of ice opening on the tide. Water as blue as the sky appeared 

from nowhere. The ice had broken and she was adrift. 

Arthur spied a band of water opening and closing as it followed the cracks along 

the shore. He made out the tiny figure against a curtain of snow, waving and running 

scveral steps in this direction and then the other. His heart pounded and he tasted blood 

in his throat. He ran to the shore, feet collapsing into a layer of water beh~een the crust 

and the hard ice. Shards of cold deadened his feet as water made its way through sealskin 

boots. Every step became heavy and sharp against the glazed surface. He threw his mitts 

into the air and punched the crust. Blood from his fia dirtied the snow and the anguished 

wind made him draw his arms into his sleeves. 

A few yards toward the house, the family boat lay buried in snow. ARhur raced 

back to the door of his but where two leather-thong snowshoes stood like markers to a 

double grave. He kicked his left foot into one snowshoe and carried the other in his hand. 

He soon found the keel of the boat and frantically cleared the layers of snow from either 

side. Within minutes Arthur Rich had the boat out of its grassy nest and sliding down to 
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the Ievel sea. Dogs howled into the frigid air as he made his way across the cove with 

the boat. 

By now, Elizabeth Rich was a diminutive speck on the heaving breast of the sea. 

Her husband reached the water and pushed the open boat over the edge. He strained at 

the oars. rowing firther out to sea. By now she was gone. Men from the next cove had 

to intercept him and bring him ashore. 

Selina was a child too young to remember when she had lost her mother. Her 

father came home and cursed it all: the boat, the dogs, the cold. The story of her mother 

was dredged up every time someone left the door to string ners below the waves. 



Chapter Two 

Across the sea in London, there was a tailor at 132 StockweI1 Road by the name 

of James J. Bussell. He had a daughter Maud, a child of his second marriage. His first 

marriage had been severed in divorce. Maud was born 23 February 1876. She worked 

in her father's shop until she was twentyfour years old. By then, she knew the garment 

business inside-out. perhaps to the point of being bored with it. 

Maiid Bussell wore her hair in a swirl that was held in place by long pins. She 

was of slight frame. in a navy dress and white apron. Her face was plain and 

unblemished. with the exception of her nose which was somewhat too distinct for the rest 

of her features. However, her soft eyes soon distracted attention from its sharpness. 

Because of the way her father's life had wiravelled in divorce, Maud had become 

ingrained with admonitions not to marry the first person that came dong. She was 

encouraged to take her time and to be absolutely sure of what she was doing. 

There was a brass bell mounted over the door of the shop. It was there to alert the 

tailor that someone had stepped inside. A black curtain separated the receiving area at the 

Front from the sewing room in the back. 

One day as Maud was alone in the shop, the bell gave a muffled ring. She laid 

aside her thread, and held back the curtain to see. 
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Standing beside the counter, with a pair of trousers over one arm, was a thin man, 

perhaps a f en  pears older than Maud. She stood in front of him and he quickly removed 

his hat. 

"Good day. I have a pair of trousers in need of repair." The man heid forth his 
arm. 

"I can see that," she giggled as he placed the trousers across the counter. 

"I  am Simpson," he offered "George Simpson." 

"Yes George. and my name is Maud - Maud Bussell," she stated flatly. 

Maud quickly wrote in a ledger and took the trousers from his arm. He Fumbled 

his arm baclat'ard, and the trousers landed in a pile on the counter. 

"Give me a day or two and 1'11 have them ready." She lifted her head to one side 

and tightened her lips as if to bargain. 

Maud Bussell had met George Simpson in her father's tailor shop on Stockwell 

Road. He came back several times after that. and on each visit he brought a garment that 

needed something altered or repaired. 

Maud began to look fornard to his visits. One day when he arrived she decided 

to find out more about him. The bell rang and her father got up to go to the front. 

"1'11 get st father. You stay where you are." said the girl. 

Maud came to the front of the store and pretended to be surprised. She was 

obviously delighted to see him. 

"Ah! Mr. Simpson, 'tis you," she smiled. "What brings you here today?" 
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He draped a pair of trousers across the counter and glanced nervously past the 

woman as if to see through the curtain into the other room. 

"Haven't I mended these already?" she asked. 

"Well, yes ... likely you have," he answered. "Actually I came to ask if you would 

like to attend a lecnrre with me." 

"A lecture'?' she asked. "With you. .? What kind of lecture?" 

"There is this chap hy the name of Grenfell at the London Hospital: that's where 

I work, a t  the Hospital. Anyhow, he i s  showing some lantern slides nf his Lahradnr 

work . . Stinday af temom" 

"Never heard of him," she replied. 

$till  she was flattered that M. Simpson had asked her ?o accompany him 

"Will you come then?" he asked. He newously hmshed his rncwaache. 

"Yec," she anwered, "and take these tmucers hack again." 

Sunday afternoon came and the nvc, found seats in a musty auditonurn, \miring 

for the Iertl~re tn hegin. 

"Why are yon interend in this man, whatever his name is'?" she asked him. 

"Grcnfell?" he replied. 

"Yes, why are yon interested in this man Grenfell?" she persisted. 

"I'm a medical student, and next year I graduate. This fellow works among the 

fisher folk of Labrador and Newfoundland as a missionary who preaches as well as heals 

the sick. He is looking for volunteers. I'm quite interested in that kind of work," he 

explained. 
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"So am 1," answered Bussell, "but I'm a seamstress. There's not much I can do 

on a mission field." 

The conversation was left hanging by the single clang of a bell and a call to 

attention from the podium. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, God save the King," announced a rotund man at the 

front, whose spectacles seemed too tiny for the rest of his fonn. 

Simpson and Bussell stood with the others as the verses marked the beginning of 

the lecture. 

"I am Sir Frederick Treves, house surgeon to the King. It is my distinct pleasure 

to introduce to you a student of mine at the London Hospital, in the person of Dr. Wilfred 

Thomason Grenfell. These past eight years Dr. Grenfell has been sailing out to the rugged 

shores of Labrador, bringing the gospel of help and healing to many a destihtte soul 

engaged in the Labrador cod fishery. He is the superintendent of the Royal National 

Mission to the Deep Sea Fishers, and in that name he sails forth every summer. More 

importantly, the help Dr. Grenfell and our organization brings, is in the name of Jesus 

Christ. Our help is in the name of the Lord. Ladies and gentlemen, 1 present to you, Dr. 

Wilfred Grenfell." 

The animated fellow sitting in a chair next to the podium jumped up as if he were 

in a great hurry. He wore long leather boots, snug fitting trousers that ballooned into a 

top coat. He smiled beneath a broad moustache and reached for Sir Frederick's hand. The 

audience gave a polite bunt of applause and Treves sat down. 
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"Thank you very much," said Grenfell. "Today through magic of the lantern slide 

I will take you across the Atlantic to a place called Labrador. It was there some eight 

years ago, amidst treacherous rock and endless fields of ice that I first set eyes on 

Labrador, August fourth 1 892." 

This a i ry  man kept moving to the screen and tapping it with a pointer as if to 

make sure no detail were lost. The people in the slides were obviously poor. They lived 

in huts with crooked chimneys. There were children in every picture, sometimes holding 

cod fish as large as themselves. It seemed as if there were too many children, all dressed 

in rags. 

"These people have no medical help for eight or nine months of the year," 

Grenfell esplained. "The diet is mostly flour, tea and whatever fish or meat they are able 

to gather. Most of them cannot read or write and consequently are in perpetual debt to 

a merchant, who is said to cany them." 

Dr. Grenfell stood smiling in most of the slides, larger than life amid the silent, 

squinting victims of poverty. The lantern slides held up families dressed in sailcloth and 

rags. There were homes with sod roofs and a single window. Dogs were everywhere. 

Here in the auditorium, half a world away, Wilfred Grenfell stood looking back at 

himself. 

"Labrador is a beautiful place," he continued. "it grips the soul the way no other 

can. But the people are in bondage to poverty, ignorance and disease. The church has 

been there for years, but it seems fi~tile to tell people about Christ if they are hungry or 
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naked or sick. Help them first. Heal the sick, then preach the gospel." Grenfell was 

impassioned in his plea. 

The slides flickered before the cr~riolrs in the auditorium. The scenes kept 

changing, but the message was always the same. The man was ashng for help. His words 

sliced the darkened room. 

"Will you follow me in doing Christ's work dons the coast of Labrador?" Grenfell 

challenged. 

After the crowd had squeezed itself through the farthest exit, and entered the street 

shaking their heads, Simpson found himself compelled to talk to Grenfell some more. 

" 1 am George Simpson," he offered, "and this is Maud Bussell." Grenfell listened 

as he arranged the glass slides. "1 am overwhelmed by what I have seen and heard 

today. " 

Grenfell laid down a slide and cocked his head to one side. There was a hesitant 

smile on his face. He shook the woman's hand. 

"I once stayed behind after hearing a semon by Mr. Moody, the great American 

evangelist. 1 told him that Christ had changed my life entirely. And do  you know what 

Mr. Moody said to me?" asked Grenfell. 

Neither Simpson nor Maud Bussell had any idea of what the man was suggesting. 

"Mr. Moody looked at me and said, 'And what have you done about it?' That was 

his answer," concluded Grenfell. 
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As Simpson walked away fiom the Hall that afternoon he was dizzy with the 

prospect of missionary senice. A new world stood beckoning him, one he had never 

imagined. 

Simpson and Bussell walked through the rain toward the tailor shop on Stockwell 

Road. 

"So you are a doctor," she mused. "Are you the kind of doctor who leaves 

evecthing behind to help others?" 

"I'd like to think I am," he replied. "And are you the kind of woman whc can 

leave everything and sail out in missionary service?" 

"One thing at a time, Doctor Simpson. I'm certain I can do anything i set my mind 

to. The question is what I am wiiling to do," Bussell countered. 

Rain flooded the street as the two reached the door of the tailor's home. There they 

paned. Simpson returned to the London Hospital and she went back to her father's house. 



Chapter Three 

George Simpson graduated from University College in 1900. He was licensed by 

the Royal Colleges of Physicians and Surgeons. The idea of sailing to Labrador on a 

mission ship grew ever more intriguing. Maud Bussell warmed to the idea of missionary 

senice, hut there was a mixture of conflicting possibilities. If they were to go out to 

Labrador together and live in the same station, then they w o d d  have to be married. Maud 

had no desire for marriage until she was sure of what she was doing. Nor did she want 

to chance going oi~r to Labrador alone. and yet if she allowed the opportunity to pass and 

George sailed away, she wodd be alone with her father, but alone nonetheiess. 

Long days in a tailor shop gave M a d  plenty of time to sort things through. She 

encouraged Dr. Simpson to go down to the London Oflice of the Royal National Mission 

and find more about it. 

"Go and do it," she said. "I'm happy for you, George. Go and see." 

Sirnpson was a little dismayed that she would let him sail to Labrador so easily. 

He imagined she would put up a bit of a fight. But she waved her needle and thread and 

told him it was something he needed to do. 

When he returned from the Mission Office in London, he sat in the back of the 

tailor shop. 



"I can go right away if I want," he explained to Maud. 

"Right away..?" she queried. 

"Well, in June. The ship has to wait for the weather to clear. Apparently ice is 

quite a problem on the other side. By June, it is  mostly gone" he  said. 

"June!" she laughed. "When would you return then?" she asked. "June seems 

rather late." 

"The normal time is four years" he stated flatly. 

"Four years. .? Rather a long period if you don't like it," Maud Bussell answered. 

"Except that the first winter is spent on the coast of Labrador and the second 

winter is spent at home in England." Sirnpson paused for the words to settle. Maud kept 

stitching two edges together. "So every second winter I would get to see you," he 

reasoned. By now George Simpson was elated with the possibilities. 

"You mean George, that you would alternate between me and Labrador'?" Maud 

pressed the back of her hand to her mouth, giggling uncontrollably. 

Dr. Simpson saw nothing unusual about the arrangement. In fact he thought it was 

a marvellous plan. It offered him a way to go out as a missionary for one winter and 

come home the next. 

"I want you to go George," she said. "It will be good experience for you. Just let 

me fix all your trousers so you won't have to go looking for a seamstress over there." 

He was relieved that she understood, and a Little disappointed that she had so 

quickly agreed. 
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One bright morning in the spring, Maud Bussell told her father that she was going 

out for a few hours, and that she hoped to be back by noon. She rode the tramcar to the 

Royal National Mission Office to ask about sailing for Labrador as a mission worker. 

Bridge House, at 181 Queen Victoria Street was a musty place, with maps of the sea, and 

framed sketches of mission ships, along the wall at crooked intervals. 

"Are you a nurse then, Miss Bussell ?" inquired Mr. Hutchison. 

"1 am a seamstress," she replied. "I have seen Dr. Grenfell's lantern slides, and 

those poor children are in rags. They need a seamstress." 

"And how old are you?" the man asked bluntly, somewhat sceptical of the offer. 

"I am twentysix," she answered. "I am a Christian seamstress. This, I presume, 

is a Christian mission, and I am offering my services." 

"Pardon me," he persisted, "but don't you think it unusual that a young woman 

alone would volunteer four years of her life to sail to Labrador?" 

"I told you, sir, I am a Christian. I am not alone." That was her final word. 

Friday evening 8 June 1900, the passengers and crew of the mission ship 

Stmrhconu met up at Liverpool to cross the Atlantic. A distraught Dr. Simpson was 

among them. He had gone to say good-bye to Maud but she was nowhere to be found. 

The tailor shop on Stockwell Road had been closed which was quite inexplicable. 

A crowd of men stood beside the ship. One was smoking a pipe; two were 

c a v i n g  boxes up the plank ro the vessel. The captain, a man named Clements, was busy 

with Dr. Fred Willway, a mission worker down to see them sail. Simpson came closer to 

the edge to get a better look at the ship. It appeared to be a narrow steam vessel, about 
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.a hundred feet long Standing on the foredeck with his arms folded across his chest, was 

James Bussell. the tailor. Beyond him, leaning against the furthest rail, was his daughter 

Maud. 

Simpsoo waved and hurried up the plank to meet them. 

"Here you are Maud." he called breathlessly. "I went to the shop and it was 

closed. I was afraid of leaving without seeing you. Thank you both for coming." Maud 

Bussell turned toward the sea, arms behind her back, 

"Guess what. George." she beamed "I'm coming toot." 



Chapter Four 

Tuesday 1 2 June 1 900, the Strurhcono sailed from Liverpool to Cardiff for coal. 

Skipper Clements dropped anchor off Bull Point and waited for high tide. Dr. Simpson 

wandered about the deck while Maud Bussell stayed below in her bunk. The first delay 

had been thunder and lightning, and now it was tide. 

Both workers were on deck to watch the mooring lines be thrown into the water 

and then dragged into dirty coils fore and aft. Without warning the vessel conwlsed into 

shuddering steel: the engines roared in crescendo and rhe ship's whistle spat steam. The 

.Ww1/wml turned, and Simpson and Bussell were carried out to sea. The land receded as 

they headed into an unmarked expanse. 

"I'm going below," Bussell called to Simpson. "The wind is too strong." 

Dr. Simpson picked his way around barrels and boxes to the afterdeck. The waters 

rolled and rose to lick the sky. He held the iron rail until it was too cold, and the last 

wisp of land had disappeared. Even the gulls escorting them on the landward side had 

fallen away. 

The Struthconu steamed from one evening to the next morning. She rose wit11 the  

swell and settled for a moment in a cradle of rippled brine, only to be tossed again from 

her nest. At one glance the sun shone then, in a moment, only a blurred line cleaved sky 

and sea. 

16 
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Some evenings were clear. Vessels hailed each other at great distances on the sea. 

Streaks o f  smoke crept acmss the muted horizon and then were gone. 

The tiny deck of the mission ship made the two workers aware of each other. 

Simpson walked miles along the rails of the Stmrhconu. He was eager to spot whales or 

land. For the most part there was nothing. Stray petrels broke the monotony as they 

slammed into the cabin and fell into oily puddles amid the ropes and boxes lashed to the 

deck. Maud Russell stayed in her bunk except when she had to eat, or come to the deck 

for air. 

One day there was a change in the ship's sound. Ever so subtly, the pitch had 

altered. The grinding below was the same. but something had changed. Maud climbed the 

iron ladder to go outside. The Stru~hconu bathed in a ring of fog with the sun straining 

to rlncover itself and reach the wetness of the deck. 

There was nothing to be seen. There was no land, no sky. Maid Bussell realized 

that she was going to an unknown place with an organization she barely knew. Simpson 

peered into the fog with one hand clutched around a tam cable and Bussell waited in the 

hatch leading into the hold. Neither moved and neither spoke. They were aware of each 

other. Captain Clements perched motionless at the wheel watching Simpson and Russell 

playfidly sparing. The son attempted to tear open the veneer of mist and warm the 

dripping deck. 

The second week, the air turned decidedly colder. It was June, and the Strathcnnu 

seemed to be sailing into winter. 

"Watch for ice," the Captain ordered. 
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He navigated his way toward StJohn's harbour. It was a wall of brown rock with 

a sheath of green covering some parts and exposing others. The ship h~rned and, 

suddenly, the rock opened into a narrow channel. It was wanner, and the waters shone. 

Yellow and brown houses perched themselves at odd angles to the shore. Picker fences 

laced houses that stood alone. Others were green and reddish boxes in long rows that 

followed the contour of the hills. Here and there a wisp o f  smoke threaded the air. 

Malid Ri~ssell moved closer and stood beside Dr. Simpson on the starboard side. 

A crowd had gathered in front of a wooden building marked "Job Bros." Nobody waved. 

For a moment Maud expected her father to be among them. Then she remembered, this 

was Newfonndland. The mission ship humped alongside the wharf. The harbour brimmed 

with schooners. their yellowed sails collapsed around a naked boom. 

A hard ball of rope with a thin leader was tossed ashore and soon the Strathcmu 

was secured. Simpson led the way down the plank, with one hand reaching back to Maild 

Bussell. The wharf w a s  stubborn and hard, the land refusing to move. 

A man, somewhat better dressed and shaven than the others, stepped fonvard from 

the crowd. 

"Simpson, are you Dr. Simpson?" he asked. 

"I am," Simpson replied. "And  this is Sister Maud Bussell." 

"My name is Cluny MacPherson," he continued. "I am to look afrer you while you 

are here." 

"Ah, Dr. MacPherson, so you're coming with us to Battle Harbour," Simpson 

exclaimed. 
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"Yes, 1 am," MacPherson answered " for the winter and my wife i s  coming with 

me.  She's a nrrrse. Are you a nurse Miss Bussell?" 

"I am a seamstress, a trained seamstress" Br~ssell said proudly, her head turned in 

defiance 

"A seamstressq" MacPhenon seemed somervhat surprised. "And what will you  do 

on the Labrador coast?" 

"What will I do?" she snapped."Whar will you do9 You're a doctor, you've read 

your Bible no doubt. You can heal the sick and preach the good news. I will clothe the 

tidied. " 

Every inch of the S~rut/~cow'c. deck was covered with barrels and kegs for the 

Labrador work. Stale water drained into the harbour and fresh filled the tanks. Coal in 

canvas slings was hoisted below for the rest of the voyage. 

In the morning a new crowd gathered at Job Brothers wharf. More boxes and steel 

tnmks came aboard, along with a goat and several chickens. Finally the MacPhersons 

climbed the gang-plank onto the deck. 

"I am Eleanor Thompson MacPherson," the woman said, extending her hand to 
Maud Bussell. 

"A Canadian then?" asked Bussell, unable to locate the accent. 

"Yes, a Canadian," she replied. 

The Struthconu steamed out of St. John's harbour into a sheet of fog that drove 

all hands below. They sailed north along the Newfoundland coast untii they came to 

another harbour at St. Anthony. It was a resting place for schooners on their way to the 
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Labrador fishery. On they rolled into the Strait of Belle Isle. Here the ship lined and 

reared up so violently the portholes disappeared under the conwlsing waves. It was too 

cold to venture o~rtside. Everyone was sick in the morning Maud Russell woke to see her 

iron hunk still chained to the wall. The engines throbbed away and a rnnving heam of sun 

pierced the grime on the brass window 

She climbed the ladder to find Simpsnn at his perch along the rail  The ship 

steamed t h r w ~ h  a steep headland on one side and romded islands o n  the other. In places 

snow marked out the valleys hidden from the sun Fluorescent green mosses shimmered 

in the wetness It was one great rock, nothing like the gentleness of home 

"Rattle Harhow up ahead," the Captain annorroced 

This was the year-round station of the Roval National Mission Job Brothers had 

carried on a business there for years They donated a building to the Labrador Branch to 

keep a doctor on the coast It was a barren island with a few fishing stages, and a place 

to shelter from the wind. 

"This is as far as I take you Sister," the Captain announced. "Another boat will 

take you north t o  Indian Harbour." 

"What kind of boat'" Maud Russell asked. 

"That m e  there," he said, pointing to a wide little tug-boat waving the same hlee 

pennant as the Strrrthcnnn. "That there is the hl iu  Sheridm. She's thirty-five 

feet long and she'll take you north." 
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Sister Maud was sick at the thought of it. The boxes were transferred to the deck 

of the Juha Sheridan. The chickens were handed ashore. Dr. and Mrs. MacPherson got 

off at Battle Harbour and were gone. 

Simpson jumped down to the deck of the smaller ship. He reached back for Sister 

Maud, her skins flapping in all directions. white legs showing as she clung to the wire 

above. 

"Let go. Maud," Simpson encouraged. She hung there. back arched and knees open 

to the wind. Finally Dr. Simpson climbed unto the S~ru~hconu and pried her free. It was 

one of the few times they had actually touched. 

"Thank you, George," she smiled. "I shan't be doing that 
again ." 

"I think you look lovely," he said. 

The .lzdrcr Sheridun pulled away from an immovable wall of infertile rock. The 

engine hammered against the tide as they sailed past a lazy iceberg swaying to its own 

timeless measure, oblivious to the sea. 

The size of the ship forced the hvo workers closer to each other as they peered 

into the mist. 

Indian Harbour proved to be a high rock, groomed down to the shoreline on 

several sides. Fishing boats with spent sails lay at anchor in the cove. 

Square buildings crowned the headlands at such odd angles that square panes of 

glass caught the setting sun and passed it from one hill to another. Flat roofs and small 



houses crouched here and there. Beneath it all. gray poles stretched this \my and that to 

form a narrow wharf held together with rusty nails. It was a God-forsaken place. 

The Jufio Sheridan cut her engine and there was silence. The bow settled in the 

water as she slowed. Her tin whistle sounded, even though everyone had already gathered 

on the wharf. Cod's heads and guts hung suspended in the water as if under glass. Men 

stood and spat tobacco. Bovs with tin cans rescued the beating h c z ~  sf ;z!~;n ~2 

witched as they pumped sea water in and out again. Maud Bussell's own heart pounde.' 

as the mission boat thumped against the moss-covered poles of the landing. 

"Be careful where you step, Sister," warned the doctor. He reached for her hand. 

Her mind was a thousand miles away. More strange faces looked up at them. She thought 

of her father 

c3 the single rock called Labrador. It refused to move. Rough boardwalks spanned little 

wetlands connecting one part of the boulder to another: no trees or green fields. just cold 

rock. 

"Bay you the dawktar?" a voice edged from amid a wall of onlookers. 

'4 man in a gay-worsted sweater stuck out his over-sized hand and gripped a box 

of their belongings. With a flick of his head he motioned to the idlers frozen by the 

spectacle. Obediently they stepped out from the crowd and seized the boxes. 
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"Never." replied BusselI curtly. Her abruptness betrayed a finality mingled with 

regret. Simpson caught her eye. 

"Ah ...y es. this is our first visit." the doctor added. 

The man led them in a procession up the wooden path to a flat-roofed building. 

Ir was the singularly most impressive structure perched against the hill. 

Sister Bussell observed that the outside boards on the station were painted white 

The trim along the  windows and eaves was dark green. A volcanic pile of spindled sticks 

propped itself to one side of the br~ilding. A cloud o f  mosqoitoes rising from the 

marshlands joined the procession headed toward the door. 

"Rather a lot of flies," Russell commented. 

"Wait till the tide changes. Then we'll get a good blow of wind, ma'am." 

The remainder o f  the fishing shacks around Indian Harbour were spaced at random 

intervals and elevations around the rock. They were low structures with a windorv and a 

door. The huts were bare wood or had parts of one side whitewashed. Some were new. 

others had sagged under the onslaught of snow. Indian Harbour was a place for men to 

play cards, except on Sunday, when they went to church, a fine shelter where fisherfolk 

waited out the Labrador storms. 

Simpson and Bussell reached the landing in front of an oversized door. Their host 

kicked his boots against the clapboard to dispense the mud. Iron hinges grumbled as the 

door swung inward and stagnant cold came out to meet them. The station was empty. The 

floor covering had curled. The blue walls had stained. Simpson found the kitchen. Sister 
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Maud wandered into a room with an iron bed. There were more rooms and a large ward. 

Mattresses were piled an a single cot and covered with sail. 

The floor around the wood aove was stained with shrinking circles of rusted 

water. Dr. Simpson stood amid dead flies and chunks a f  hardened putty that had fallen 

away fiom the glass. A partly-closed box the size of a mall casket sat near the stove. 

"Jf you needs anything come and get me." the man said and he was g n e .  Sister 

Maud felt h i s  disappearing steps on the suspended walkway outside. 

She carefillly placed her leather hat-box on the kitchen table and stared at thc 

nothingess. Maud was numb as the strength drained from both arms. Weeks of moving 

ended too quickly. She didn't have the strength to reach for the curtain shielding her from 

the people outside. Through the faded cotton Sister Maud stared at men unloadins her 

bores. She wanted to tell them to stop. Wilfred Grenfell rushed through her mind. Her 

father's words came to her. Anger and remorse surged through her veins. 

"What are you thinking, Maud?" Simpson asked. He reached to caress her elbow. 

She drew away. It was cold and Maud tightened her anns acmss her breast. 

There was no answer. n o  words. She couldn't answer. The place was empty and 

words stung. 

"1'11 make a fire. There's water in the harrel. We'll make tea," Simpson offered. 

He opened the stove. The iron was cold as ice and a draft enveloped his hand. The box 

held dry kindling. He broke it into narrower splits. Lifting the the damper, he carefully 

placed branches and bark inside the stove. Next he arranged a bed of sticks heavy enough 

to lay on top. Sirnpson found a handle and slowly unscrewed the vents allowing the stove 
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to breathe. Then into the nest of wood he inserted an exploding match, and with that 

familiar smell Maud Bussell wanted to draw closer. 

Tears welled up inskk. Sbe v.zs c3!0 md hungry- Her clothes needed washing and 

she stared through the window past the islands and out to sea. Finally she spoke: 

"Why did I come here George? There are no streets, let alone lamps. There is no  

Post. grass. trees. animals. I have no family here. I coc!d have stayed in my father's shop. 

Pretty soon it tvill be dark. What will we do for light?" She wondered why she had come 

here. 

"If there's no light I p e s s  we'll have to go to bed." he suggested. 

The !r:nd!ing ir. the rtp:e crxk!ed. Wzztir.g sczethin" e tc dc with his hands. 

Sirnpscn swept the dead flies into a pile. lifted the round damper and threw them into 

the fire. 

"I can measure cloth and cut it. I can make clothes to fit anyone or anything. but 

these curtains are rotten. Did you see what those men were wearing? Rags. George, rags. 

we are surrounded by rags. To think I brought a hat-box." Maud Busse!! hsd d! she cc-!d 

do to fithorn her surroundings. 

"I suppose when its dark you can wear your hat to bed," he teased. 

"Father is old. Why did I come here?" she wondered. 

"I say, what's beyond this dcor," Skpsc:: cfkred. "Let's ex=i-e the n a t i m  

before we make a diagnosis. Then we can make tea. There is a fish in water here, 

cleaned and all." 
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The doctor took down a piank which had sealed the living quarters from the rest 

of the station. The door fell open as the floor had heaved with the fiost. More cold air 

rushed past them. He started to go through. 

The Sister was reluctant to take her eyes off the Juliu Shertdun. 

"Come and have a look, Maud." He loosened her defiant arms fiom her breast. 

"Your hands are cold" she answered. It was the first time she acknowledged him 

as being real. 

The windows in the Indian Harbour station were overly large for the height o f  the 

room. Powder blue walls separated them. Benveen each window sat an elevated iron bed. 

Over one bed was a framed reminder of the Saviour praying. The mattresses were piled 

on a single bed away from the windows. Rusted springs revealed the nakedness of 

eventhing. 

Upstairs looked the same. There was a pile of red blankets. more faded curtains 

and dead flies. One curtain danced in the wind. It lifted higher and higher revealing a 

broken pane of glass and a pool of water on the floor. 

"It needs some work," Simpson remarked. 

"Indeed." said Bussell. "This hospital needs more than a doctor." 

Sister Maud took an armload of blankets down the stairs with her. They had just 

made tea when they felt the tramp of feet on the suspended boardwalk. It was a woman. 

about fifty. dressed in a broad dress reaching the ground. Sister Maud went out to meet 

her as she came tllrough the door. 
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"I needs to see the dawktar." she blurted, without so much as an 

introduction. "I knows he's here because I seen the boat come in and 1 seen him come up 

from the wharf." 

"Yes. the doctor is here." said the Sister. "Can you tell me the problem?" 

"Who is you?" countered the woman. holding a distended jaw. 

"1 am the Sister this  year. Sister Bussell is my name." 

"I wants to see the dawktar." she insisted. 

Simpson was i n  the other room frantically searching for his instruments. Then he 

remembered the pile of boxes sitting on the wharf. Looking through the window he saw 

the crowd had dispersed. Undaunted. the doctor came through the door where the patient 

was waiting. A look of horror came over the woman's face. 

"You're not the dawktar," she blurted. 

"Pardon me?" Simpson was somewhat taken aback. 

"Granfield. ..Granfield. you're not the dawktar what was here before." The patient 

was bewildered. 

"No. I am Dr. Simpson and this is Sister Bussell. We work with Dr. 

Gren fell ." "Be you married then?" she pressed. 

There was an awkwardness about the moment. 

Sister Bussell stepped forward. "Can we help you?" 

Their first season with the Royal National Mission was 1900. Indian Harbour filled 

with schooners clear across to the other side. Every vessel brought a sony tale of broken 

bones. or infected hands, and sores refusing to heal. Patients had their wounds tended and 
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sailed away again. For George and Maud there was little time or energy lei3 over for 

anything else. Under his gentle hands, she soon learned the ropes of being a nurse. Their 

lives and their work were woven together, ever so deftly. 



Chapter Five 

November 1900 brought bitter to the Labrador coast. Fishermen disappeared 

to their winter homes and Indian Harbour emptied. The two mission workers dismantled 

the wards, nailed shutters to the windows and locked the door. It was a dismal sight. 

Sirnpson carried their luggage down to the wharf and handed it aboard the Jdiu  Shendm. 

Bussell brought two children to the boat. Kirkina's fatha had taken an axe to both 

her frost-bitten feet. Arthur had running tubercular wounds. Since Battle Harbour hospital 

stayed open through the winter the children had to be cared for there. 

Dr. Sirnpson boarded the Jzriiu Sheridrrn with his two grown dogs and two pups. 

They set out for Battle Harbour to the south. The sun withdrew and the moon frosted the 

evening sky. 

"George." Bussell called as they lay across from each other in canvas bunks. 

"perhaps a winter apart will help us son things out." 

"Maybe so," he answered. Simpson didn't say much. He preferred doing things 

with his hands to superfluous speaking. 

"I am here, if you want me," Sister Maud twisted her f b n e  to face him. 

The mission work at Indian Harbour was done. They were in the belly of the ship. 

No intruders knocked at the door. Simpson glanced across at his companion. Her shape 
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was drawn under the blanket. He noticed her hip and waist as the Julia Sheriidun rolled 

high and low into the gentle swell. The pulsing engine shook the bunks. He saw for the 

first time, the fullness of her breast pushed against the bed-chain. 

"I want you to know before you cross to St. Anthony and I stay at Battle, that I 

am here, George," she repeated. 

Simpson looked through the dimness separating them. At intervals the engine 

pounded as the brass propeller left the water. He looked at Maud. There was a wet 

pleading in her eyes. Then he looked down at the iron floor. Midship a welded seam ran 

fore and aft like the flesh of a lip. Sister Maud lifted her blanket exposing the white 

sheets underneath. She M d  her arm wide for a moment and waited. He would not come. 

Dr. MacPherson stood on the w h d  at Battle Harbour. He needed Simpson to 

assist in an abdominal operation. Sister Maud busied herself with finding a new bed at 

the station. In a matter of days Dr. Simpson made ready to cross the stra i t  for St. 

Anthony. 

Maud stood a distance from the Juliu Sherrdun. She watched him load his dogs 

and shake hands with the MacPhersons. Then Simpson crossed the plank and came to her. 

The sun was blinding on the water. 

"I'm sony." he said. "I truly am. Please forgive me. In the summer we'll gwe it 

another try. Just think, this time next year we'll be heading home." 

"A winter is a long time to wait," she answered. She didn't know what else to say. 
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Dogs barked from the deck of the mission ship. The two children stayed on the 

Labrador with Sister Maud. The Julia Sheridun steamed into the cold channel called 

Battle Harbour, and Sirnpson was gone. 



Chapter Six 

Saturday, 23 November 1901, a brisk northwest wind sliced Groswater Bay. This 

was Labrador. The warmest it got was seven below zero. Winter loomed over everything. 

In Rigolet the men made dog food on the wharf. The Hudson's Bay workers put together 

oil casks with wooden staves and hoops. A man named Groves fashioned runners for a 

sleigh. Men amved at the Post to get molasses, tea and all else they needed. 

Out the bay, between Rigolet and Indian Harbour, William John Newell sat in his 

dory in the shadow of Bluff Head. He was a man from Winter's Cove. An open gun lay 

against his knee as he waited for unsuspecting sea birds. He breathed into his cupped 

hands but everything was cold as death. The paddles were drawn like cannon, and drops 

of water let go from the underside where there was a knot in the wood. The boat was a 

poorly-painted shell licking the water. 

William John Newel1 was just as frail after years of scraping a life along these 

miserable shores. The fishery had been disastrous. The cold swept past his dirty coat and 

fingered its way to the bone. Hungry dogs barked across the water. His eyes followed a 

crying gull struggling to find land. Newel1 saw smoke drawn from the chimney of his 

Labrador home. Six children crammed themselves around the rusty stove. 
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Stephen was the eldest. He was re-combing the hillside for redberries before the 

winter came and locked them away. He was a reminder of the sixteen years the family 

had battled Winter's Cove. 

Out on the water William John drew the Arctic cold deep into his luogs. He felt 

his collar bone tighten. The boat rocked as he shifted his weight and spat over the side. 

He found his mitts, and slid the paddles over the water. Bracing his back to the wind, he 

began to row. Around his feet was a rolling mixture of water. and blood from sea birds. 

The sun faded behind November cloud. The air thickened with cold, and the water 

turned a cormgated gray. The man strained to keep from drifting. His own sweat made 

him colder again. The cove offered shelter from the wind and he made it to land before 

dark. Dogs called in endless howls, one disturbing another. 

William John bumped over the submerged rocks of Winter's Cove. He stood and 

clawed a paddle to the shore. Ann lowered her head through the door of the hut. At 

fifieen. she was the eldest girl. Her hair was dirty and around her shoulders she draped 

a shawl that had belonged to grandmother Rich. She ran to meet her father. 

"Did you get anything?" she asked. 

"Not a big lot," came the reply. 

The dogs responded to human voices as if to whine over being chained to the 

pole. The gray wind and the f igid sky closed around them. The two dragged the empty 

boat across the boulders and turned it over. One bird fell out. Quickly, the man retrieved 

it knowing the dogs would burst their traces for food. He took the creature by its lifeless 
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neck and carried it toward home. Wood smoke curled around the hut, flankers sparked 

from the chimney and then were gone. 



Chapter Seven 

Sunday 24 November 190 1 was a bright and clear day with stiff north winds. 

Rocking schooners bereft of sail formed a floating canopy across the water. The wind was 

right for sailing but this was Sunday, the decks were quiet and the galleys were empty. 

Nothing moved. 

Up the rocks in the Mission Hall the harmonium strained and wheezed as a 

congregation of several hundred robust men bellowed forth in lively chorus. They stood 

and testified to the miracle of their faith. A few of them prayed in rhythmic intonations 

to the murmur of "amens" and shouts of "alieIuia!" It was an exciting time. The 

harmonium struck up again and raised more hymns to the glory of God. 

Dr. George Simpson stood before the crowd and raised his hand to hold their 

attention. Sister Maud sat on the platform with her feet crossed and her hair arranged in 

a swirl beneath a Sunday hat. It was the last service of the year. 

"No one having put his hand to the plow and turning back 

is fit for the Kingdom of God," he proclaimed. 

Sister Maud's thoughts drifted at the mention of his hands. She remembered how 

freely he gave his hands to touch the broken and the frightened. She recalled standing 

there beside him and seeing his hands ever so gently on his patients. For two summers 
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she waited for him to reach out and touch her. All she wanted was the same gentleness 

he offered strangers. She thought of his hands, sinewy and so sure to find their way. 

"Let us go forward," he said "with both hands firmly holding the one who loves 

us. Shall we meet in that blest harbour, when our stormy voyage is o'er? Shall we meet 

and cast the anchor by the fair celestial shore?" 

Sister Maud shifted her position on the hard wooden chair and crossed her legs 

the other way. Rail1 turned to wet snow. 

Back in Winter's Cove, William John Newel1 had taken cover in one of the bunks. 

His wife Selina heated round stones against the stove. The children watched from around 

the table. The stage lamp did little more than magnify the shadows. 

"I can't get warm," he whined. "Put on more fire." The stove was blood red. 

The smell of boiling juniper root overpowered everything else. It held the 

reminder of death. Selina paced between the back room and the stove. Finally she stood 

in the doonvay with one eye on her baby. William John's condition worsened. She had 

to have more juniper to thicken the pulp she was mixing. Selina held his chin and poured 

the warm liquid into his mouth. He coughed and sputtered. He took the pulp and smeared 

it across his heaving chest. 

"Am," she barked, "go back and get more juniper." Ann passed the baby to the 

child next to her. 

"Steve," Selina motioned, "I wonder if the doctor is still out the bay. Take John 

White and go to Indian Harbour. Your father is getting worse." 
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The two boys pulled dry mitts and socks from over the stove and brought another 

armload of wood. It was cold outside. They dragged the boat past the slippery kelp to the 

low water mark and poled into the cove. 

A m  found the clearing where the junipers stood alone. She decided on a tree and 

followed the root with her fingers. In a tangle of fluorescent moss she felt the place where 

the root let go. Her mother first showed her how to do this. Selina had never been to 

school. She couldn't read or write. Still, she had delivered babies and healed people. She 

believed in heat and juniper. Minard's liniment and kerosene were good too, when they 

were available. Selina had the gift of healing that one illiterate generation passes on to 

another. People without it soon died. Selina's last resort was a bandy sense of resignation, 

reminding her that everybody died. 

Just beyond was a rock where Ann had often said good-bye to her father as he 

turned on snow-shoes, axe in hand, and disappeared into the silent woods. Ann piled the 

strands of root and brushed clay from her fingers. Wet snow was changing the shape of 

the trees and the grass. 

Selina busied herself turning the stones against the stove. Wet fingers tested them 

and the hottest ones she wrapped in tatters of cloth and placed beside her husband. 

Groaning noises came through the doonvay. The baby cried for attention; she in turn 

started up the dogs. William John trembled without recognizable word. She sat him up 

long enough to taste the juniper. Then, sliding his elbows underneath, he curled to one 

side under the blankets. 

"Jesus," he muttered, "why did I come here?" 
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It was like crawling under the house to die. Around the kerosene lamp in the 

other room the children picked at each other and giggled. The older ones tried to read 

their mother's face. They knew something was wrong. Johnnie was nine years old. The 

thought that his father might die never occurred to him. His father went away many times 

and always came back. Who can fathom a father that doesn't come back? 

Selina brought more stones and placed them around his trembling body. Sweat 

gatllcrcd on his face. Froth collected in the corner of his mouth. 

"Steve," he called, "come here my son." 

"I wonder if he's calling his brother or his son," Selina muttered. 

He groaned and cried most of the day. He threw the blankets off and retched on 

the earthen floor. Eventually he stopped struggling and turned his head to the wall, then 

toward the doonvay. Once he saw a stranger towering over him, even while Selina held 

his hand. 

She propped him up. This time the juniper was strengthened with kerosene. It 

seemed to help. The baby fell, touched the stove and pulled away screaming. Everything 

cried out: the stove, the baby, even the grave. Everything reeked of juniper, piss and 

smoke. For Selina Newel1 it was a losing battle. 



Chapter Eight 

It happened that the Vrrgin~u Luke, the government mail steamer, was headed 

south to Newfoundland. She had to pass Indian Harbour. Steve Newel1 balanced himself 

in his father's boat and waved frantically at the ship. 

"Be careful, boy." John White cautioned. He reached to the gunnels to keep them 

from capsizing. 

"Us has to get that boat to carry us to the mission before she closes for the 

winter," Steve replied. 

"They'll carry us to rhe mission if us ends up ia the water. They'll bury us there 

too. Sit dowm!" barked White. 

John White exemplified the livere. He had no real home, nor had he much 

ambition. He meandered, like a brook through the Mealy mountains from one Labrador 

hu t  to another. He stayed until he overspent his welcome or the food ran out, whichever 

melted first. So when the chance came to help somebody else he was glad to go. Besides, 

the mission was good for giving something and be hadn't tried them lately. 

A boom swung over the side of the waiting ship and the two were hoisted unto 

the deck, boat and all. The dory thumped and spilled the two boys as the ropes loosened 

around them. 

"Us better not eat here, Steve boy," White said. 
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"Why not? I left in a hurry and I got to eat something," he replied. 

"Because, us'll have to pay. Wait till us  gets to the Station boy," White said. 

A man in a uniform and a sweat-ringed hat stood before them. 

"What's your name, my son?" he demanded. 

"Steve NewelI, sir," Steve said. 

"Have you got any money for this here ride? 

his belly toward them. 

" the man continued as lie shuffled 

"Not a cent, sir. But us got to get to the mission station ... fodder is dying," Steve 

continued. 

"Yes, well. we're all dying. Go down to the galley and tell the cook I sent you." 

The man was gone as abruptly as he had appeared. 

They were still eating when the horn of the Vir@mu Luke overpowered the ship's 

grinding screws. The man appeared in the rounded portal. 

"Get in your boat. This is as far as you go. And leave some grub for the next poor 

buggers we pick up." In the chain of command, this fellow was on the lower end. 

He had to elevate himself somehow. 

Low tide and flat-water calm ushered the boys into Indian Harbour. Brightly 

painted, the mission buildings were set off by dark green trim. The blue pennant hung 

from a pole. A little ship clung motionless to one side of the wharf. 

"Look at all the windows," Steve Newel1 remarked. "Look how big this place is. 

There's windows upstairs too." Steve was sixteen. He had only been to Rigoiet where the 
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buildings were long and low. Indian Harbour had more windows than Winter's Cove and 

Bluff Head put together. 

The two boys climbed onto the mission wharf and tied their boat to a nail. 

"You hungry Steve? I'm starved again now. For God sake if they offers you any 

food, don't say no. 1'11 eat it." The prospect of no food made John White lustful most of 

his  waking hours. 

Every patient had been sent home and the wards in the mission station were cold 

again. The door to the living quarters had been closed and the draft around the floor 

sealed off with strips of cloth. It was uncomfortably warm inside. The windows steamed 

to the point of dripping. Behind a cotton drape to the doonvay Sister Maud was soaking 

herself iu a tub. The curtain opened at the top to allow heat from the stove to peep 

through. 

Sunday had been as long a day as any other. Maud had been sitting in cllurch 

most of the afternoon. Her Sunday uniform was stiff and uncomfortable. Besides, it was 

h n i a p  to sit before hundreds of men who had been away from their wives all summer. 

Her uniform lay across the chair and Maud savoured the hot water From the stove. 

This was to be their last night in the station and it would be at least three weeks 

before they arrived in London. There weren't many bathtubs along the way. 

Looking at the cracks in the ceiling. she remembered the night on the Jzrliu 

Slreriduq a year before. She pictured George stretched out in the narrow bunk across 

from her. He wasn't ready then, but this time she was more ready than ever. She had 

brought in extra wood to keep the stove hot and refilled the water jugs on the stove. 



"George," she called through the curtain. "What are you doing now?" 

"I'm waiting for you to come out so we can have tea," he answered. 

A little time went by. She sat up in the tub and water spilled to the floor. 

"George, we need more wood in the fire," Maud suggested. "And George, do you 

mind bringing me the rest of the hot water? Just bring it in." 

Simpson had been thinking about that night on the Julio Sheridm, one year before. 

He had relived the sequence many times. The heat from the stove, the dampness of the  

bath and the water noises through the screen bad aroused something in him that his 

understanding of God tied hard to suppress. 

He needed time to sort this one out. The stove needed wood so he  carefully 

selected a round stick. He then lifted the dampers revealing two perfectly circular pillows 

of fire. Warmth enveloped his hands. Careful not to touch even the edges he dropped in 

the wood as she had asked. 

"And George I need the water now," she called. 

He covered his hands and lifted the jug from the stove. Then he went to the 

doonvay where she was bathing. 

"Shall I lay it beside the door?" he asked. 

"lust bring it in," she insisted. "Don't be afraid of me, George. I won't bite." 

Simpson carefully backed through the curtain, balancing a two-gallon dipper of 

steaming water. 

"Where shall I put it?" he asked, nervously. 

"Just empty it slowly between my feet," came the reply. 



Maud Bussell's eyes were burning to meet his. He tried to look away. 

"George, George look at me," Maud raised her voice ever so persistently. 

A wet streak of hair had fallen away from her swirling bun. The vein to one side 

of her neck was pounding as she held a wet cloth over her breast. Sister Maud reached 

to steady his arm as he poured the heated water around her feet. 

"Stay," she said. "Just move my clothes and sit while I bathe." He did as he was 

told. 

Dr. Simpson sat on the hard chair. He barely knew what to do with his hands, or 

what to say. 

"The barrel will freeze tonight," he  offered. "Perhaps I had better refill this and 

put it back on the stove." He started to get up. 

With that Sister Maud lifted the wet cloth fiorn her breast, squeezed it into a ball 

and pressed it into his hand. He took the cloth and draped it over his hand. 

At that moment they felt the familiar tramp of boots on the suspended boardwalk 

leading to the door. Dr. Simpson hurried through the kitchen to the entrance of the 

Station, to intercept them. Two dirty boys stepped inside. 

Sister Maud wrung the cloth and threw it across the room. 

"I don't believe it," she muttered to herself. 

Simpson stood in the doorway between the entrance and the living quarters. The 

boys removed their hats. 

"Yes," Simpson said, "what is it?" 

"Us needs the dawktar, sir. Fodder is sick." 
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"I am the doctor," said Simpson. "Where is your father?" 

"Up the bay to Winter's Cove," Steve Newell answered. "He's got a fever. He's 

sick, sir. Can you come?" 

The doctor looked away in frustration. Trunks and boxes were piled beside the 

door. Bags were packed. Simpson had planned to load the Jzriia Shendon as soon as 

Sunday was over and close the station for the winter. 

The Sister appeared in the threshold with a rounded lamp, complete with a 

chimney of glass. The yellow light revealed a shining face with hair dripping over the 

white apron and black mission dress. 

"What can we do for you?" the Sister asked. 

Neither boy answered. They were spellbound by the white skin of her face. 

"It's a man in Winter's Cove," the doctor expIained. 

Simpson took his watch from a vest pocket and held it to the light. 

"How is it you haven't brought your father here? Simpson asked. 

"Us wasn't sure if the dawkar was left for the winter," the other boy offered. "He 

couldn't stand the trip." 

Simpsoa glanced at Sister Maud. She was furious. 

"Sit down here," the doctor said in a measured tone. 

George and Maud went back to the quarters and closed the door. 

"They want you to go back to Groswater Bay," she hissed. 

"Then I have to go," Simpson answered flatly. 
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"What about our plans George? The Kilmorack sails for England whether we are 

there to board it or not," Maud whined. 

In the other room the two livyere boys could hear the animated conversation 

encased in periods of silence. They were more interested in tea and something to eat. A 

few minutes later the Mission workers emerged and the doctor spoke. 

"We'll wait until morning," he said. "If the sky looks good we shail go with you. 

Till then get some tea and go to bed. Sister will help you." Then he turned to the 

woman. "Sister Maud can you prepare some food for these boys and put them to bed 

downstairs?" 

"Come then. Let's get on with it?" she snapped. 

Maud Bussell led them upstairs to the ward. She carried the lantern to the furthest 

comer from her own quarters. It  was cold upstairs and the two boys had never seen such 

a large room. She pointed to the stack of mattresses and brought them a red blanket each. 

Steve Newell and John White looked at the exaggerated picture of a woman 

sowing seeds fiom her apron. The seeds were close to the furrows in the open soil, but 

they didn't quite touch. 

The Sister turned and went down the stain, taking the lantern with her. The blue 

wails were blackened fiom sight. Steve curled up and tried to sleep. 

Maud Bussell came into the kitchen without a word. She hung her apron by the 

stove and went to her own bed, closing the door. 

"Good night, Maud," the doctor called. There was no answer. 
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The fire smouldered and the room steadily cooled. "The Lord will not tempt us 

beyond what we are able to bear. And in tempting us, He will provide a way." Simpson 

spoke just loudly enough for Maud to hear. He adjusted his pillow and dropped his head 

to push out the cold. There was an even frostier silence. 

"I'm gIad you think so," she muttered. 



Chapter Nine 

Monday, 25 November 1901 the two boys woke to the staccato voice of  the 

Mission Sister. 

"Wake up livyeres, get up. Time is passing." 

Her boots hammered across the wooden floor to the window and back again. 

These boys had never hurried in their lives. They preferred to move with the seasons. 

Their pants were not in the double-barrelled heaps where they had dropped the 

night before. 

"Us can't find our pants, ma'am," Steve pleaded. 

"New clothes are on the bed," she answered, arms Iocked in defiance across her 

chest. "If they don't fit switch them around." 

Laid over the iron footboard was the cleanest shift of clothes Stephen Newell had 

ever seen. He pulled up the trousers and bent his knee to feel the good patching. 

"Your baths are waiting," Sister Maud announced. 

"Ma'am?" Steve was puzzled. 

"Baths..baths..you can't leave here smelling like that." Bussell was adamant. 

The two boys had never seen a real tub, except for washing fish or barking nets. 

The woman stood firm. 
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"If you chaps are going to delay our departure and endanger my passage home, 

not to mention any other damage you may have already done, then there is a price to 

pay," she charged. George had preached on Sunday. This was Monday. 

"Perhaps we should have let your fodder die." John White suggested as they were 

being swept down the stairs. 

The mercury showed eighteen degrees which was well below freezing. The sky 

closed and opened as clouds hurried to the south. The flag on the Station was furled away 

for the winter. The ship's pennant suggested a northwesterly wind. Simpson had eaten and 

was shifiing boses out to the wharf. As expected. the water-barrel had frozen. Ice formed 

in the brook underneath the walk. A silver mist shrouded the Jzclro Sherrdun as warmer 

water squeezed the frigid air. 

The doctor jumped down to the ship, climbed into the hold, set his hand to the 

crank and looked back. The kerosene engine sputtered to life. The two boys stood 

trembling in their new clothes. 

"I  see the Sister managed to get you fellows in the tub." He shook his head and 

laughed. "1 suppose it's my turn next." 

Sister Maud was standing at the ropes on the wharf. 

"Sorry, George, the water is cold." 

"Now then boys, we shall steam to Winter's Cove so I want you to secure your 

boat to the stern." Simpson was eager to get under way. 
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John White followed his hand along the pipe railing to the afterdeck. Stephen 

Newell stood in his boat and flung the rope overhead. There was an arch of white 

lettering across the stem of the ship. What it said, if anything, he didn't know. 

The Jtrlru Sherrdun glazed with ice. Bussell had long marked this November day 

for closing the Station. They had planned to go south to Battle Harbour and then cross 

the Straits to Newfoundland. From St. Anthony it was a southeasteriy course for St. 

John's. From there. large ships sailed home. Winter's Cove went against everything, even 

the wind. Now. the doctor was steaming up the bay and returning to Indian Harbour the 

same evening. The engine and the winds had to work together. 

Sister Bussell stood on the landing to see them off. She intended to pile the 

mattresses together and cover them with sail. She thought perhaps to split some wood. 

That might help her feel better. 

"We shalI try again, Mauddy," he had promised. "Anticipation is the greater part 

of delight. I'll be needing hot water when I return." 

Simpson lifted the rope From the post bumping the starboard side of the JuOu 

Shmdun, the Sister dropped it around the stem of the ship and carefully stepped back. 

Amid the steam on the water and the bursting sun, Maud stood there eclipsed in light and 

for that moment he wished they had gone the day before. 

John and Stephen pushed the Julia Sheridan away from the wet landing The 

funnel overhead spat a mixture of steam and unfinished oil as the ship made for the 

passage between Indian Islands. The Station buildings retreated into the hill as George 

fixed his attention to navigating between the rocks and sunkers. The Julru Sheridun took 
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to a rolling gait that showered a fine mist over the bow. Off to the starboard side the last 

of the Newfoundland schooners was slowly leaning with the November gales. More 

schooners appeared and vanished into the cloud. 

"Everyone else is headed south," Simpson mused. 

One of the three-masters about a mile or so off the bow turned toward the land 

and intercepted the doctor. She carried a family From Boaavista Bay. 

"There's a boy here with a hook caught in his hand," the Skipper called. 

The): brought the child to Simpson. A two inch trawl hook had imbedded itself 

in the boy's palm. 

"The wound is infected," the doctor announced. Simpson decided to return to 

Indian Harbour to dean and stitch the hand. This new twist meant that Sister Maud was 

dispatched to Winter's Cove to tend to William John Newell. She was a seamstress. 

It was noon before one of the Newfoundland crew sailed the Julia Sheridun out 

of Indian Harbour a second time. The wind settled, and the air warmed another four 

degrees. It was coming toward dark when Steve Newell pointed out the familiar headland 

leading to Winter's Cove. 

The Juliu Sheridrn took an abrupt turn and the engine dropped back so it was 

possible to hear. 

"Us lives in here, ma'am." Steve beamed as he took off his cap and pointed it 

toward an opening in the hills. 

Sister Bussell clutched the rail along the fore-deck. She smelled wood smoke, but 

strangely, there was nothing to see. 



5 1 

"Over there," Steve kept pointing. "See the stovepipe?" 

The Sister discerned huge dogs on their hind legs, pacing in half-circles before a 

triangular pile of wood, nothing else. A mound of caving sod perched to one side, but still 

no house. 

Children with arms high appeared between the dogs. They balanced themselves 

around the rocks, and down to the shore to greet the Julia Sheridon. Dogs complained at 

the intrusion as the ship settled in the cove. 

Wood smoke curled in front of walls, and a square window adorned otherwise 

naked boards. To the right of the glass the boards ran up and down, indicating the 

presence of a door. Wooden kegs and puncheons held together with rusted bands of iron 

strewed the pathway. To the right of the doorway perched a dog pen of round trees 

covered with netting, random poles arranged to keep the children away From the dogs. 

Labrador dogs were great, green-eyed beasts chained to the earth. The pups mixed with 

the children. The old dogs often turned on each other. Together they raised a chorus like 

long strokes of a brush, thick at first and then fading away. 

Near the woodpile an open area carpeted by wood-chips and bark circled a 

battered stump set apart from the others for chopping. One of the boys sat there and 

rolled the axe-handle forth and back with his foot. A baby refused to be comforted. 

Sister Maud Bussell came ashore at Wintets Cove in the jolly boat, wearing a 

dark dress, white bib and apron. The boulders determined the path up to the house. Dogs 

abruptly iutensified their pacing and the Sister stopped. 

"Never mind the dogs ma'am. My people are inside," Steve coaxed. 
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She wondered about her own people and what her father might think. 

The plank door opened and a straight shouldered woman with square jaw 

appeared. She was tall against the low doonvay. Her brown eyes searched the pathway 

and this mission worker up and down in the same glance. Her face was sooted from 

tending the stove and brown hair kept get?ing in the way. A child of about eighteen 

months sat on the mother's hip. The rest of them clung behind her, riveted to the 

spectacle. 

The tnissior~ worker seemed like a creature from another world. Her face was 

clean and her back was straight. What was it about this woman's hair, that it swirled so 

tightly to her head? The dress followed her shoulders and waist exactly. The sleeves and 

the hem werc the same as the person wearing them. Never had these Labrador children 

seen such a thing. Her boots were of heavy leather and in one hand she brought a box. 

What Sister Maud saw that aflernoon was just as difficult for her to describe. 

Without thinking, she counted dirty heads. There were six children, their clothing beyond 

description: colourless rags. The mother wore a gray dress, a weave of wood smoke and 

sweat. She looked to be about thirty years old. Her clothes looked even older. 

"i am Sister Bussell," she announced. "I have come at the request of the doctor 

from Indian Harbour." The Labrador woman said nothing. She was afraid to speak. There 

was nothing to say. 

"Who are you?" Bussell continued. 

"Selina," came the reply, "Selina Newell." 

"Are all these children yours?" Bussell asked. 



"Yes," the woman answered flarly. "I borned them all. One died." 

"I've come to see your husband. Where i s  he?" the Sister asked. 

Selina gave the baby to her eldest daughter. 

"Keep the children quiet, Ann," she said. 

Sister Maud covered her head and stepped through the low doorway. The room 

was a cavern of stale heat. She beheld a grimy, rust-covered stove with a crack running 

down the side. There was something majestic about that stove, almost like a beast of 

burden carrying too large a load. Kerosene and molasses boiled in the same pot. 

A table, whose boards had cupped with the heat, filled the room. Its crowning 

glory was a stage lamp without a chimney Benches ran along two tvails. Loohng up, the 

Sister noticed bark and cloth woven around poles in the roof. The entire room was no 

more than eight by ten feet. There was a floor. Bussell had heard tell of huts with no 

floor at all. 

Toward the back, where the rafter poles rested on the wail, a detached wooden 

door and an opening led to a second room. The colour and contour of its edges suggested 

driftwood borrowed from the sea. This door kept Selina's husband in one room and the 

children in another. They took their places beside the table in response to partial sentences 

Sister Bussell did not quite decipher. She stared at the filth of it all and the children 

stared back. Seiina dragged the door to one tide, opening the lean-to addition to the 

house. Here both women stepped down to an earthen floor. Sister Maud encountered the' 

hair and shape of a rawboned man stretched this way and that on a wooden bunk. She 

saw that he was unshaven; steam clouded and disappeared with each breath. His eyes 
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were drawn away from anyone in the room, out of focus, wild. Scraps of blanket tangled 

with brown saiIcloth draped his Frame. 

To one side of the bed was a pane of glass, etched with frost resembling tropical 

trees. Into that pattern William John had scraped another. At first the Sister thought they 

were random rnarhngs as his hand raked out from beneath the covers. Then for a moment 

she imagined he had scratched crosses into the canvas of ice. Leaning forward she 

realized it was the outline of a schooner with three masts. 

"So you are sailing away?" Sister Maud called to him. 

Looking at his lips and face, she witnessed a heaviness all too familiar along these 

shores. He p a n e d  and called to people long gone. His arm seemed to be reaching at 

first, then found i ts resting place on his brow. A white band of flesh betrayed the place 

where his cap used to sit. 

"What have you given him?" Sister Maud asked. 

"Minard's Liniment from the Hudson's Bay," Selina replied. 

"Did that help?" 

"No," Selina answered. "He just got worse." 

"Anything else?" Sister Maud continued. 

"Boiled juniper, us give him to drink," said the woman. 

"Boiled juniper ... anything else?" asked Maud. 

"Yes ... "Selina was more hesitant. "Molasses and kerosene; us keeps him warm 

with heated stones." 



55 

The man's breathing raised and lowered the btanket draped across his chest. The 

mission worker reached for his hand knowing there was little she could add. She 

imagined telling her own father the story of this visit. How inappropriate it was to give 

a person molasses mixed with kerosene! Then she remembered that she wasn't a nurse. 

She was a seamstress. 

"What am I doing here?" she thought. "The ship leaves for England and I need to 

be gone." 

She felt the roughness of his hands, the callouses on the underside and the rhythm 

of blood finding its way through his veins. 

"Why do you stay here?" Sister Maud asked the woman. 

"I was reared on the Labrador," Selina answered. "Me fodder left Newfoundland 

and married here. Us belongs here." 

Maud Bussell's father stayed where he belonged, in his shop. He had pleaded with 

her not to go to Labrador. She had come as a worker of the Royal National Mission, as 

a fisher of men. She didn't belong here and was anxious to get home. Selina stood in the 

doorway where a draft of cold air moved past her feet. The children huddled around the 

table in one room and William John Newell Iay dying in the other. Sister Bussell took his 

hand and prayed. In earnest pleas that rose and fell she called on God to help this father, 

this mother and these children in their distress. Though she didn't say so, she thought of 

her own father in his liale shop. When she opened her eyes some of the children were 

standing beside her staring down at the bed. 
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"What's wrong ma'am?" asked Johnnie. "Is fodder going to die?" Johnnie was nine 

years old. 

The Sister reached for the boy's hand. "Things will work out just fine," she said. 

"You will be all right." 

Whether it was true nobody knew for sure, but she appeared confident and that 

was what Johnnie wanted to hear. Selina felt a searing rage rip at her insides. 

"Who is this woman to come here and make promises?" Selina wanted to shout 

it. Instead, she remembered the mission handed out clothes so she kept it inside. 

The man on the bed mumbled in fragmented anguish as the afternoon sun touched 

the pane of glass. The Frosted etching of mast and boom steadily clotted into dirty water 

and disappeared. 

"What ship is that?" the Sister asked, pointing to the frost on the window. There 

was no answer. 

Selina stepped down from the doorway and leaned toward the window. She was 

blinded by the anguish of losing her husband and being left to raise six children. 

"Us give him juniper, that didn't work. Us give him molasses and kerosene. Us 

give him Liniment and that didn't work. Can you do anything Sister?" Selina pleaded. 

"Keep him warm," the Sister said. "I can give you some blankets and heaby 

clothes for the children." 

"Is that all?" Selina was indignant. 

"I can pray for him," the Sister answered. 
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Selina Newell was at a loss. Her husband was slipping further fiom her grasp and 

the mission worker had brought nothing. The Sister let go of William John's hand. Water 

bubbled in his throat. 

Stephen peered through the glass in the other room. The J u l ~ u  Sherrdun rose and 

fell at her moorings. A northeast wind lashed over the cold stones of Winter's Cove. 

"Our boat ... our boat! " Johnnie cried. 

The don  had come loose fiom the rocks and tossed about in the cauldron of 

su-ding tide. Stephen opened the door and the wind took the heat from the sod-covered 

hut. By the time he reached the landwash, one paddle roiled amid the rocks and foam. 

Looking up to the house he saw a dirty face in each pane of glass. The dory 

headed straight for a ledge of rock across the cove. It went down in rhe swell as if to gain 

momentum and then hammered against the shore. In moments it was smashed and a 

single paddle floated away. 

The Jlrlirr Sherrdun reared in the water and turned her bow to the gale. Snow came 

in one gust and shards of ice in the next. The ship's bell rang with each toss of the hull 

as if to beckon the Sister's return. 

Inside plain board hut and frozen sod, William John Newel1 heaved his chest in 

gurgling motions. Selina called the children to stand in the room. His breathing lapped 

back and forth. Each time his strength ebbed a little more. His chest went down, it drew 

high again. Then it didn't do what it was supposed to do. His broken dory filled to the 

gunnels and found a place across the cove. The children clung to each other and Selina 

wept. 
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"I am truly sorry," Sister Maud offered, reaching for Selina's shoulder. 

Sister Maud extended both arms toward the children to nudge them into the front 

room. Selina stayed behind. Beginning with Mary Ann, the Sister measured them all, 

from the baby, right up to Steve. She took a tape to their legs and their sleeves. 

When she got to Stephen, he was crying. 

"Ma'am, how i s  us going to manage? The boat is gone too." 

'7 must leave soon," Sister Maud answered. "I will return next summer. I'll bring 

clothes." 

"Us can't eat clothes, ma'am" Steve answered. 

"Then i shall write to the Hudson's Bay at Rigolet and arrange for you to be fed." 

She was ansious to leave. 

"Thank you ma'am ." Steve got the assurance he wanted. 

A second layer of ice formed on the deck of the Jliliu Sheridon. The November 

sky angered with snow. Sister Maud climbed from the jolly boat unto the deck and in a 

blast of kerosene smoke the little ship idled for a moment and then steamed away from 

Winter's Cove. 

Selina hung a black rag to the window and lodged the door against the opening 

where it belonged. By the light of the stage lamp she gutted a fish and left it to boil on 

the stove. Nobody spoke. Even the dogs outside laid their heads in the dirt. 

"When someone dies," Selina said, "time stops." 
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Forks clicked against the plates as fish bones were drawn through their pursed lips 

and arranged in little rows along the edge. Wood exploded deep in the stove and kerosene 

shadows played themselves out in mock silence on the walls. 

"Steve, tomorrow I want you to go down to Rattler's Bight and get Uncle Charlie 

Allen," Sefina said. 

Charlie Allen was an Englishman who wintered in that part of Groswater Bay. He 

knew how to read. It was Saturday, 30 November when Uncle Charlie arrived. The storm 

was over and it was ten degrees below freezing. 

"Go, children and fetch some boards," he said. He was a wise old man with rotund 

frame and gray beard. The children gladly moved at his bidding. He wanted them out of 

the house. They brought the few boards that were strewn along the shore. "Us can't read," 

Selina explained. "Come in and see poor William John. 1 wants him buried today." 

She took Allen's arm and led him into the house. The wooden door stood across 

the opening. Selina dragged it aside. They stepped down to the earthen floor. Selina roiled 

back the cloth to show her husband's face. 

"Yes, he's gone all right," Uncle Charlie observed. "Why don't we lay him right 

on that door and bury him like that? We can put cloth over him too." 

"Do what you can," Selina replied. 

The earth is shallow and the ground is hard in November. Uncle Charlie Allen, 

a ship's apprentice from Liverpool, stood before a gaping hole and saw a widow and six 

children, 
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"Man that is born of a woman hath but a short time to live and is f i l l  of mise ry..." 

he went on and on. 

Bitter wind off the water provided the only music. Johnnie clutched his mother 

and wept. Steve stared out the bay, perhaps for a ship that he  might jump. Ann bent down 

and placed a basket, her own grasswork into the grave. Selina stood numb with the cold. 

"Where is God now?" she wondered. "He must be blind." 

Uncle Charlie rolled the ground first and then the rocks into the shallow grave. 

The rocks struck the wooden door. Selina unwound one heated stone fiom under her coat 

and placed it beside the body where her own arm used to be. Then she turned and walked 

away. 

Within weeks, Winteis Cove froze clear to the other side. Selina and Ann had two 

nets to string across the mouth of Southwest Brook. They scoured the saltwater ice for 

cracks where the ride swept underneath. Evening and morning they walked together as 

far as they dared. One looked for cracks while the other watched the land and the tide. 

Selina suung the nets into cracks and looked down to see which way the tide was going. 

Sometimes bout entangled themselves in her nets. Other days she walked home empty. 

Stephen Newel1 went over the land for partridges and rabbits. Any red h r  was 

brought to the Hudson's Bay in exchange for molasses, flour or tea. 

The family depended on the two nets and the gun William John had left behind. 

Between the tramlines and the nets they managed to survive. 

When the Spring of 1902 came and the ice gave way to bursting brooks, the 

mound of boards and sod that made their home gradually emerged from the snow. One 
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side of the door was dirtied with a pile of garbage. The rock and mud around the grave 

came back with the rest of the dirt. 

Selina looked even more gaunt and thin. The children were filthy after months of 

stoking a fire and being consumed with finding the next meal. Their clothes had worn out 

and their faces etched despair. er, it spilled over and they quickly looked away. They 

waited for Monday, knowing that every last skipper in the harbour would return them 

to Winter's Cove for nothing. Sunday night, the mission workers went to bed early, tired 

out from proclaiming the Gospel. Monday morning, Stephen and Johnnie went home 

empty handed, the same old clothes on their backs. 

"Us'll chop some oars, Johnnie boy. When the dawkter comes, us'll give them for 

clothes," Steve tried to reassure his brother. 

In Winter's Cove. the tide at its lowest, Selina made her descent into the mud- 

filled arteries to string her nets. Benveen tides she scoured the high ground for red- 

bemes left over from last fall. Her crimson fingers drew together a filled apron, but they 

were mostly seed. 

The first time the mission workers visited that year Simpson took the paddles they 

had ready, along with a couple of furs. 

"They're quite rough, Stephen," he said of the paddles. 

But when she ran her hands through the fun he said nothing. Simpson brought an 

article of clothing for each child, powder for the gun, and picture books with words 

blackened here and there. 

"Do you have any plans, Mrs. Newell?" the doctor asked. 
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"Plans?" Selina answered. 

She was a livyere. She lived here. She reacted to whatever pressed itself upon her 

with the greatest force. She wasn't going anywhere, so there were no plans. 

"May I have a look at your house?" he asked. 

Selina stepped aside as the doctor's leather boots straddled the rivulet of sewer 

invading the path. He lowered his head to go through the door. Simpson stood there but 

a moment, holding his breath to keep out the squalor that Bussell had described. 

"This would make a good dog-pen," he muttered. The back room reminded him 

of a tomb. 

"Mrs. Newel1 ... may I call you Selina? I understand that when your husband died, 

you also lost your boat." He waited. There was no response. 

"We have brought another. We have even given it a name. It is the illayflower," 

Bussell chimed. 

The name meant nothing to Selina or her children. 

"And children, I want you to learn to read the letters in these books." The Sister 

was smiling. 

Selina noticed how these people got around her children. She watched how the 

man took Johnnie aside while the woman went through the books with the others. 

"Who are these people?" Selina thought. "When us asks for something us needs, 

they won't give it. Now they gives a boat us  didn't ask for." 

"This jolly boat shall replace the one you have lost," Simpson declared. Then 

sweeping his arm toward the rocks he proclaimed, "the Mayjlower!" 
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The children laughed. It was good to hear laughter, strange really, out of place. 

SeIina wanted to smile. She did a little. StiII, she knew it wasn't as simple as that. 

Labrador people had to give something in return and a boat was quite a gift. 

Sister Maud sat on a rock and slowly turned the pages. Johnnie came over to see. 

This brought a broad smile to her face as she read. The other children peered around her. 

Selina Newell thought of how she had no mother. Perhaps this is what it  is like 

to gather around your mother. She wanted to run over and hear the story too, but she held 

back. Selina was sharp enough to know that these mission workers wanted something. 

Nobody goes around giving away boats. 



Chapter Ten 

June 1902 the mission workers were ready to return to Labrador. Dr. Cluny 

MacPherson had spent the winter in the North Sea. Simpson and Bussell were at home 

in England. They crossed the water to meet the Struthconu in St. John's and sail north to 

St. Anthony, a quiet harbour with low rounded hills. This third station was open in winter 

and closed in summer. It was a resting place for schooners before they crossed the Strait 

of Belle Isle. 

The Julio Sheridon waited at St. Anthony. Summer provisions were lashed and 

precariously arranged on her deck. There were barrels of clothing, boxes of second-hand 

books a d  cast-off medical equipment destined for Labrador. A wooden boat lay on the 

after-deck, bartered from one family, on its way to another. It was Dr. Grenfell's policy 

to barter so as not to pauperize the people. Thus, clothing was ofien exchanged for bemes 

or firewood, whatever the livyeres had to give. The exchange of clothing for fish served 

to infuriate the merchants who charged that the mission was undercutting their monopoly. 

Dr. MacPherson arrived on Battle Harbour Island in 1902 to be met with an 

outbreak of smallpox. Simpson and Bussell sailed on to Indian Harbour. The whole coast 

was clogged with ice. 
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Dr. Simpson and Sister Bussell reached Indian Harbour in late June. They 

unlocked the wooden door to the station and went inside. It was dark and cold. An 

arrangement of boards covered the windows. The dampness made it colder still. Sister 

Maud trimmed a kerosene lamp and set it on the wall. The darkened panes served to 

mirror the gloom they felt but were hesitant to name. The two were tired and dirty. They 

were weeks getting here, now the reality settled around them in miles of silence. 

"Odd, isn't it?" she said. "The only noises are the ones we make ourselves." 

The over-sized Bible paintings were just where they had left them. The sower's hand was 

still outstretched. Some of the seeds had fallen, more waited to be sown. The sower in 

the picture gathered up her apron to carry more good deeds into the waiting field. 

Dr. Simpson climbed the stairs to the top ward. He saw the pallor of light blue 

walls. As he  pulied back the canvas and lifted down the mattresses he unearthed the 

musty smell of bedding. Sister Maud propped a stick beneath one window and the curtain 

swelled open, then she gathered an armload of red blankets and made her way down the 

stairs. Simpson followed her into the kitchen. He opened the box beside the stove and 

rooted for half-round wood. He pulled the kindling apart and carefully lowered his hand 

into the belly of the stove and with the stroke of a match touched the soft branches. The 

wet kindling beneath the chimney soon thickened the air with the smell of fir. 

"Let's cover up, George and wait for the room to wann." She lay on the iron bed 

and lifted the red blankets. Simpson opened the stove and pushed in a larger stick. Then 

he came to Sister Maud. He crawled into the bed and she let the covers fall around them. 
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The rough boards to the windows were still corning off when the livyeres and 

fishers down north for the summer filled the hospital waiting area. Splintered hands and 

infected teeth cried for relief from their misery. Some people were washed and put to bed. 

Others were given religious tracts, a bandage and returned to the sea. It was days before 

the stream of patients slowed. 

Sunday, 6 July 1902, Indian Harbour was filled with idle schooners. Sails lowered 

everyone had gathered in the mission hall for afternoon worship. 

The harmonium breathed squalls of sacred music. On the chorus like the gathering 

wave, it was drowned by earnest toilers who had sung the parts before. 

Throw out the lifeline! Throw out the lifeline! 

Someone is drifting away! 

Soon will the season of rescue be o'er, 

Soon will they drift to eternity's shore. 

Throw out the lifeline! Someone is drifbng away! 

Steve and Johnnie Newell were in the crowd. They aood and repeated the words 

with the others. Then they took their places on the hard benches again. 

"Us got to be there when the barrels is opened." Steve told his younger brother. 

Dr. Simpson stood before the room full of sweat-dried fishermen. A few children 

ran in and out the hall. A woman breast-feeding sat in the front row so as not to distract 

the men. The doctor gave his familiar plea for all to "commit their ways unto the Lord, 

come unto Me," and a few other choice words. Then the lecture ended with a couple of  



well rounded choruses of, "Lay down, lay down thou weary one, thy head upon my 

breast ." 

Steve and Johnnie made their way to the front of the room but stopped short of 

making any commitments. Instead they headid for Sister Bussell at the harmonium. 

"Us be from Winter's Cove, ma'am. Us wants ctothes before they be all gone," 

Steve said. 

"Is everyone still alive then?" Bussell asked. 

"Yes ma'am," they answered. 

"And what will you give in exchange for clothes?" asked the woman whose 

garments fit perfectly, being gifts From her father in England. 

The words sent pangs like a nail. Stephen stabbed both hands in his pockets and 

turned aside. He was barely abIe to cover the screaming humiliation. 

"Nothing," answered Johnnie, the boy in a man's clothes, already a gift of the 

mission. "Not a thing." 

There she sat on the cushioned stall, the only soft seat in the place. Her boots 

were new, even from last year. Her dress was clean and she wore a hat that served no 

purpose in Labrador. Bussell went on to say things the boys didn't want to hear. They 

nodded when spoken to by name, neither listened afterwards. Shame welled up and when 

the two brothers looked at each 0th 

Steve and Johnnie rowed the two visitors back to the Julia Sheridcm. Who knows 

what they said as their silver oars dipped into the cove and they glided away? They were 

beyond Selina's hearing. The tin whistle blasted and the ship was gone. 
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Every fine day the two brothers rowed and sailed the boat to string the nets further 

and firrther from home. The Muflower took them well beyond Winter's Cove. Steve gave 

rides to other livyeres and the odd American bent on making a name for himself. For 

once the sun shone on this libyere family in ways they had almost forgotten. The boys 

reached the islands and gathered eggs. They found new rivers and streams. 

"This boat is bigger than the old one," Steve said as he sculled along with a single 

Oar.  

"I wonder why they give it to us?" Johnnie asked. 

"Some people gives and other people takes," Stephen replied. The Mayflower had 

changed everything. 



Chapter Eleven 

It was late summer when Dr. Simpson and Sister Maud returned to Winter's Cove 

to make their second visit in 1902. Their first was evening, this was morning, and the 

Julia Sherzdun divided the waters as she steamed into the cove. Sister Maud stood on the 

foredeck with the heavens above her and the waters below. 

"Evening and morning were the second day," Simpson mused. 

"Yes, George and let's hope the Lord sees it is good." Maud stood enthralled by 

the beauty of the sky and sea. 

Stephen Newell recognized the mission flag and paddled out to meet them. The 

water crackled with shimmering light, as heads and entrails of fish suspended in the 

depths. The two mission workers already sat in the jolly boat. The little boats met and 

circled each other. One was painted and clean with brass fittings and rings. Steve's boat 

was battered and scarred by the sea. 

Selina stood beside her door and shielded her eyes from the sun. 

"What in God's name do they want now?" Selina wondered. 

She drove the youngsters inside and stood on a boulder at the water's edge to meet 

the intruders. 

"They have more than one shift of clothes," Selina observed. 
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Sister Maud lifted her skirts and climbed up the slippery rocks. There was more 

mud than sand. 

"I see the boat is serving you well," the Sister started. 

"Yes, thank you," replied Selina, thinking maybe they had come to take it away. 

"And the children?" Maud went on, "How are the children?" 

"Fine," said Selina in a single cautious breath. 

"And have you worked with their letters in the book?" The Sister edged toward 

the Iivyere woman. 

Selina shook her head twice to indicate she had not. 

"Then we have stopped in today," Maud said quickly, "to see if you will allow a 

child of yours to come away with us." 

There was a stony silence broken by the sweeping lap against the boat. Selina had 

heard how the mission gathered children, she knew it was done. 

For a moment Selina couldn't see the woman standing in front of her. The white 

apron reminded her of blinding snow. She imagined her mother walking away on a field 

of ice. Anguish that tasted like blood welled up in her throat. 

The children, Ann and Johnuie peered through the window and saw the woman's 

hand sweep first to the house and then the ship 

"It's just that ... well ... there are too many of you. The house is terribly small. I f  you 

will permit us to take one of the children, we will teach him to read. He'd have a better 

chance ... and you'll be more able to feed the rest." Sister Maud was forceful in her plea. 
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Dr. Simpson said nothing. He stood between Stephen and his own jolly boat. 

Stephen was sixteen. The paddles he was forced to chop and row had made him strong. 

While the Sister fixed her eye on Selina, the doctor studied the boy's face. This time he 

was the one unable to read. 

The children in the window knew nothing of what was being asked. They saw 

their mother half turning to look back at them. The dogs paced and whined as if to 

register their mi strust. 

The Sister waited. There was no answer. 

Selina looked at the triangular pile of wood for burning. Beside it was the sod 

covered hut with a window and door. Boards needed replacing. Then she glanced at the 

grave as if to ask her husband what to do. He gave no answer. In the window of the hut 

she saw three or four dirty faces. 

"Will you consider it then?" Bussell persisted. 

Again, there was silence. Dr. Simpson stood on the shore and said nothing. After 

a moment he came toward the two women. Selina drew back. Instead, the man reached 

for Maud's arm and led her away to the jolly boat. 

Steve noticed that when the mission boat was out of the water it wasn't so fancy. 

Paint had scaled and there were scrapes along the hull. 

The woman stepped in first and Simpson pushed away from the shore. He poled 

backwards bumping against submerged rocks. 

"No!" Selina cried over the dipping oars. "No, I can't do it. Take your boat back 

again. " 
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I f  the mission workers heard, they didn't turn back. Their paddles rose and fell in 

dripping circles until Sister Bussell appeared to stand on the water beside the ship. In a 

few moments the Julio Sheridan tossed a furrow of waves against the shore. 

That encounter on the beach left Selina Newel1 with the sickening awareness that 

no matter how long she worked or fished or chopped wood, the rotten nets that kept them 

alive were slowly strangling them. 

Sbe looked at Stephen and saw his father in the way the boy walked and held his 

head to one side. The hollow cheeks and the shape of his mouth. William John used to 

stand here clutching his pockets watching the dogs roll in the dirt. He was gone, the dogs 

and the dirt remained. 

Around the table that night, the family leaned toward the kerosene lamp. They 

ate their bread and drank a bitter tea. Sparking flankers cracked in the stove. Embers spat 

halfbay across the floor and then died. The lucky ones floated up the tin chimney and 

hung for a moment on the night air. 

In the days that followed, a malignant silence grew between Stephen and his 

mother. They each knew what neither dared say. 

"i'11 take Johnnie over to Back Bay tomorrow," Steve said. "Birds is plentiful 

now." He looked to his mother for some indication, some expression. 

"No!" she said "Johnnie stays with me. Us'll carry him to Rattler's Bight. 

"What for?" Stephen asked. 

"Them mission people is determined to take him away. Johnnie is small enough 

to learn and us can't teach him," Selina said. "In a way they be's right." 
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Stephen was surprised at his mother's response. 

"Charlie Allen or Joe Lloyd can read. Perhaps they can take Johnnie for a winter. 

Uncle Charlie helped us before," Selina reasoned. 

In the morning Steve perched in the stem of the Mayflower. He poled and sailed 

his way into Rattler's Bight, another cove with equally poor families. From out on the 

water they saw movement around the door. Wood smoke drifted to meet them. Dogs 

marled at their traces. 

"Learning must be worth something," Selina mused. "Uncle Charlie had bigger 

windows and more dogs." 

The old man stood in the water and caught the rope Ann heaved ashore. Selina 

sat midship surrounded by children. 

Charlie helped them onto the rocks and they filed up the mud path through wisps 

of grass bent over with seed. 

Selina stopped short of going in the door. 

"Us is come to ask for help. Since William John died us can't seem to feed all 

hands with bemes or birds. Trout is scarce and rabbits is none. Us got nothing to bring 

to the Hudson's Bay," she explained. 

"Come in the house," beckoned Allen. "My boys have salted some fish and 

perhaps I can give you a half a barrel of flour." 

Selina didn't move. "Us doesn't want flour, sir. Or fish. Us is come to see if you 

can take Johnnie, feed him and give him some learning." 
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Charlie Allen looked over the woman and her children huddled together. Not far 

fiom Johnnie was a block for chopping, embedded with a two-sided axe. The man took 

Johnnie by the arm and led him away fiom his mother. He struck the axe and removed 

it From the battered stump. Taking him under both anns the old man lifted the boy unto 

the block. Uncle Charlie crouched down and Johnnie saw the water in his eyes. 

"My son," he said, peering at the dirty face, "I wish I could take you, but 1 can't. 

I have more mouths to feed now than I can manage. I have a daughter. She might many 

and leave. She might bring home more." 

Johnnie said nothing. 

Selina knew about the size of Allen's family. She went to Johnnie and took him 

back again. 

"I thought you would ... " Selina said. 

"I'm sorry, but I can't," he interrupted. 

The mother and children turned toward the water again. Steve remained. 

"Us'll still take the flour, Mr. AIlen" Steve said. 

The Newelis left Rattler's Bight with a half a barrel of flour and a few salt fish. 

They went on to Joe Lloyd's door. The answer was the same. Back down the stream the 

Mayflower sailed. They were on their own. 

"Take us home, Steve," Selina said. 

The wind worked against them. Johnnie rowed hard. When the boat rounded the 

land he was glad to see Winter's Cove. Even the dogs sounded inviting. Steve lifted the 
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flour unto the rocks. One by one they made a trail up to their father's house. Selina raised 

the latch. It reeked of their own smell. The fire had gone out. 



Chapter Twelve 

Somewhere behveen night and morning is a place for dreams. Selina moved on 

the wooden bunk where the down and feathers had given way to boards beneath her hip. 

She tightened the blanket around her neck and the children stirred beside her. 

"Steve," she cailed softly, "light the stove." 

Steve crouched fonvard on his bed and melted a fisted circle in the glass. A band 

of mist cushioned the hiils from the sea. Soon the stove made comforting noises as heat 

crept through the doorway into the back room. 

ScIina wended in and out of this world and another. She saw herself siowly 

stringing the black nets across a stream. The sun on the water blinded her for a moment 

and there was no sound. It was that blurred place where water from the river mingled 

with the sea. The warmth was uncanny. Selina watched as she stnrtlp a long net from one 

side to tho other. S a h o n  and Arctic char hovered around her feet, waiting. Joy rippied 

past her fingers as she realized the netting was complete. Suddenly in the distance 

beyond, her mother paced frantically on a pan of ice, pleading in words that Selina 

strained to hear. Selina waded into the cove, her dress heavier and heavier, The pan of 

ice drifted away. Ann was there, her own daughter, and suddenly the two became 

entangled in nets. Looking again, Selina saw her husband in a broken boat reaching hand 
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over hand and pulling up a fighting salmon, hooked in the side. He held it up with a 

smile. Suddenly, it was someone else. 

Outside the window the dogs o f  Winter's Cove raised a wolfish discord and the 

children turned toward their mother. A ship's whistle set the dogs in metered chorus. 

"Steve.. Steve," SeIina barked. "Someone's coming." 

Nobody answered. The stove creaked in measured mains as green wood wrestled 

with dry. Steve had gone to check his mares. Johnnie peered through the streaming glass 

and ran to his mother. 

"It's that boat! It's them people again!" Johnnie cried. 

Opening the top half of the wooden door Selina squinted at the blue Mission flag 

whipping fiom the crosmee on the mast. The Julia Sheridan sliced the water in a shroud 

of fog. The single noise was that of cleaving water falling away from the hull.. Instead 

of tugging on the cable to send steam to the whistle, the skipper steadied the leather thong 

to keep the bell fiom tinkling. 

"Ann.. .go get your brother," Selina snapped. 

"Where is he?" Ann protested. "I don't know where he went." 

The Mayflower lay on the beach. 

"Over the hill and follow South West brook. Call out and fetch him. Now! Go!" 

Selina's heart pumped wildly. 

Ann humed past the pegs and netting that penned the dogs. She followed the 

muddy trail behind the house and came to rock extending up the hill. 

"Steve.. ! " she cried. "Steve..answer me." 
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Down the back, into brown grass and rusty marsh Ann raced until the stabbing 

cold pricked her lungs. 

"Steve ... Steve ... get home this minute," the girl pleaded. 

A startled shorebird took cover. 

In the cove, the Julia Sheridan glided until the darkness below turned to shapes 

of kelp and boulder. The cleaving waters mirrored the ship's hull. It was September. 

"Anchor here," the Sister ordered. 

The ship's chain writhed with increasing speed and noise over the side. Then it 

was silent. Morning gulls took flight and dripped water back to the sea. 

Dr. Simpson lowered the jolly boat and a kll-skirted Sister Bussell extended one 

Ieg to step on the keel. The doctor was a thin man. He followed, and threaded the oars 

into iron locks. There was an ethereal quality about it dl. The little boat bumped and 

turned away from the ship. Gleaming oars knifed the water as the mission workers rowed 

ashore. 

Selina Newell stood beside the stack of firewood. It was the tallest thing she had. 

Her axe was firmly planted in the stump. Johnnie ran from the beach to his mother. He 

was ten, too big to cling to her skirts and too small to stand alone. 

"Get in the house!" she ordered. "And stay there." Three little bodies 

disappeared. 

"Us'll stay here," Johnnie asserted. Without Steve or Am, he was the eldest. He 

stayed beside his mother. 
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The mission workers slid unto a sandy bar along the shore. Simpson jumped into 

the water and pulled hard against the sand. The Sister reached her leather boot over the 

side to step where it was dry. Paddles flailed helplessly in the froth. 

No one remembers how old Selina was in 1902. She was older than Sister Bussell. 

Here were these two women in a cove in Groswater Bay. One had clean clothes and 

leather boots, her own. The Sister had a companion. Together they sailed around as if 

they enjoyed what they were doing. 

Selina Newell had nothing. One of the benefits of losing her husband was that 

someone else got to wear his boots. Here she stood amid splits of bark and dry kindling. 

A shawl of black covered her shoulders. Her little boy Johnnie stood beside her. The 

eldest two were gone. The youngest crouched at the bottom panes of her window. Selina 

was stuck in this little cove with six children, every one in rags. 

Johnnie fumbled for his mother's hand. 

Running hard, Ann reached the woods. Steam flew off her clothing. Her feet were 

soaked and her hands tom fiom having stumbled. Several times her h e e s  dashed against 

the rock. 

"Stephen Newetl ..." she cried. "Come home. Steve, they're back. God ... where are 

you?" 

The wind answered. Ann turned in three directions fiom the rock. She cried to 

each one. 

"Where are you?" Still no reply. 
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Ann Eliza Newell sat on a cold rock and wept. She knew why the mission workers 

bad come. It was no good, Steve was somewhere else. If he had said where he was going, 

Ann must have been asleep. The rock emptied heat from her body. The sky spit snow. 

"Where are you?" she whispered. Even God seemed to be somewhere else. 

Selina came down to the beach with Johnnie a few feet behind. Sister Maud 

approached along the water's edge and then stopped. For a moment the sun was warm. 

The Sister had one hand tucked behind her back. The other was free. 

"Mrs. Newel1 we have come to bring one of your children away with us." There 

was a pleading in the Sister's voice. 

Selina w e d  to Johnnie. 

"Get in the house with the rest" she snapped. 

The boy didn't move. 

"No Johnnie, stay here. I've found you some lovely picture books," countered 

Sister Maud, both hands exposed. 

The boy's eyes drifted toward the ship wondering what the letters meant on her 

stem. 

"Johnnie ...g et in the house!" his mother ordered. 

By now the doctor stood beside Sister Bussell. 

"Where is your biggest boy?" he called, twisting his head toward the house. 

"He's not here," Selina answered. She thought better. "Steve is not far from here. 

He's coming." 
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Selina was confused. Did they want Steve or did they want Johnnie? Then she 

woodered if they were checking to see if Steve might resist their intrusion. 

"Go away!" Selina shouted. "Us got notbing you needs. Us is not sick." 

"We want to talk to Johnnie." Sister Maud fanned the books and waved them ever 

so slightly. "Selina, we come in the Lord's name." 

"You don't give things. You take away," Selina snarled. "Now leave. Us'll set the 

dogs on you." 

Walking closer with slow and deliberate steps so as not to scare mother or child, 

Dr. Simpson reached out his arm as if to reason; Selina backed away. 

"Us people is not sick, dawktar. Us people got nothing you needs. Us people needs 

nothing From you. Last fall when us needed a dawktar, that woman come. William John 

died. Us don't need no books," Selina found her own rage intoxicating. 

Dr. Simpson cupped his hand on Selina's elbow. She drew away again. 

"Get in the house Johnnie." Selina pushed the boy backwards. "Do as I say." 

"Why don't you allow us to bring Johnnie with us? We shall take good care of the 

lad." Simpson looked deep into her eyes. They were aflame. 

"Because he's not yours. Get your own youngsters if you be's wanting a family." 

Selina was incensed by their persistence. 

"We simply desire to help," the Sister added. 

"Then go away. When us needs help, us'll come looking. And for God's sake, 

come the next time. Don't send she." Selina had stepped well beyond what she knew to 

be her place. 
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The dogs paced in chains and rancid leather traces. 

Ann clambered to the rock overlooking Winter's Cove. She smelled wood smoke 

from their home. The mission ship lay waiting. Ann stepped onto a higher rock. 

The woman from the ship stood in front of her mother. Ann thought it strange 

they were standing so close together. The Sister's fists were moving straight out from her 

shoulders as if to preach. Johnnie was walking toward the smaller boat with something 

in his hand. The man was leading him. 

Ann screamed at her mother. "No ... don't let him go! Johnnie come back here!" 

The doctor looted up the hill and hurried the boy into the boat. Selina tore back 

toward the grass to mea her daughter, and then stopped. Tears and tangled hair were 

everyvhere. 

Sister Bussell dropped one of her boots, scurried through the rotten kelp and 

clambered into the waiting boat. 

Selina was unable to move, unable to see. Her fifteen year old daughter came 

bursting over the path. Ann went beyond the sand where footprints big and small 

disappeared into the sea. She raced into the stinging water until her clothes floated 

around her waist. Screaming and shouting, Ann and Selina stood there, one on the shore 

and the other in the sea. 

"Bastards.. . bastards. Come back here you bastards! " Ann screamed. 

Already Simpson had the little boat well into the water. Seiina waded out to Ann 

and fell among the slimy rocks. The two held each other and cried. Their eyes stung and 

their throats spat back the autumn air. 
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Dogs howled and children afraid to come out, cried in the doonuay. Ann and 

Selina saw the boy climb onto the deck of the mission ship. He called out something over 

the rail. He  called it out again. The Jzrlio Sheridm hammered to life and sent empty 

waves back to shore. Over the deep water Johnnie steamed away. Within minutes the 

ship was gone. 

Selina and Ann stood silently and clung to a stream of smoke fading into the air. 

Over in the grass lay the dory left by the mission. Somewhere in the confusion, Selina 

had cut her hand on the saltwater grass. Her blood mingled with newly fallen seed along 

the shore. The transaction was complete. 



Chapter Thirteen 

Johnnie Newell was ten at the time he was taken by the Royal National Mission. 

He was brought to Indian Harbour and then south to Battie Harbour Station, where he 

a-as put aboard the mission ship .Strorhconcr. 

Battle Harbour was crisp and clear that day. The water shimmered in measured 

rolls as the .YSR/~~COIIN made her way into the wide Atlantic. The rocks of Labrador 

melted behind them. Sister Maud pulled and staggered against the railing as she ferreted 

her way to the nearest bunk. The further from land, the higher the current lifted the sea 

before throwing i t  down. I t  was an ovenlight steam to St. Anthony, Newfoundland. 

"Go up on the deck, lad, and watch for land." It was Dr. Simpson pointing to the  

side door of the u.heeihouse. 

In the morning of the second day, skipper Henry Banlen strained to make out the 

rocks of St. Lunaire. The Struthconu folloa-ed each swelling command of the sea. Johnnie 

pulled down the muffs from inside his cap and balanced himself through the rounded 

doonvay. He made his way over the cargo strapped to the deck. Bewildered dogs 

returned to their vomit as the mist stung the boy's face and eyes. The air squalled with 

oil-laden smoke as the ship turned into each swell. Johnnie noticed a seagull sweeping 

low across the path of the Sirurhconu. For a moment, brown hills appeared on the horizon 
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as the ship sat on a mountain of water. It was orange and brown rock We they had left 

behind. More water swelled around them and the land to the west disappeared. 

"This is still the Labrador," Johnnie thought. 

Graciously the sea flattened out and the Struthconrr stopped struggling. The mood 

amongst the men changed with the appearance of land. James Hiscock rang the galley bell 

and all hands stopped their wandering and went below to eat. Johnnie Newell was starved. 

The S t r ~ l l h c ~ ~ ~ u  fotIowed the shoreline for nearly an hour before rounding St. 

Anthony cape. It was a long sheltered harbour with a mountain on one side and rounded 

hills on the other. It was well timbered to the west with spruce and fir. Bos-like houses 

perched at odd angles along the shore. The furthest hills were laced with snow. 

A s  the Sfruikcorw steamed into the harbour. Johnnie saw the same blue flag that 

the mission ships camed and uhire buildings with green trim. Tin chimneys let out a 

sv-eet-smelling smoke. Men in oilskins bent fonvard in their boats and held up one hand 

as they methodically bailed rainwater over the side. There aere dozens of little boats and 

a few black schooners tied abreast a wharf. 

Skipper Bartien let out a blast of the Struthconu!~ whistle, allowing enough time 

for the sound to bounce from the hills before pulling the cord again. The engines slacked 

and the ship lost speed. By the time Maud Busseil came on deck the crew had crowded 

to the rail on the port side. On the wharf, a larger crowd had positioned itself to greet the 

travellers first-hand. 

Amid the ringing of engines after days at sea, there emerged the rhythmic tap of 

hammers as they competed against new lumber. Men shovelled sand into barrows and 
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staggered up the hill. This was the mission hospital at St. Anthony. A bail of brown hemp 

trailing a leader shot from the deck of the Srra~hconn and bounced at the feet of the 

waiting crowd. Several men stepped forward and, hand over hand, pulled a dripping 

hawser and secured the Srrurhcona to the wharf. 

This was a new world for Johnnie. The harbour and the people were strangers. 

Sister Maud took the boy's hand and led him down the wooden plank. Dr. Simpson 

waited a moment and then jumped from the railing to the wharf. Bystanders in sealskin 

and rubber boots listened and watched for every word. The) said little. Simpson and 

Bussell smiled. obviously relieved to be standing on rock again. Suddenly the crowd 

opened much like it  must have been when Moses stretched forth his rod and divided the 

sea. 

"Georse old boy! George Herbert and Sister Maud! Welcome to St. Anthony!" It 

was Dr. Wilfred Grenfell striding toward them with outstretched hand. 

The three met and laughed hemilp as if it were a momentous occasion for 

Grenfell. The workers rubbed each other on the back and let their emotions be seen, 

almost forgetting they were English. The crowds savoured every gesture. hound  the 

stove in the long, hungry month of March, these stories would be polished until they 

shone. 

It was a big moment for Johnnie Newel1 too. He clung to the Sister's skirt. He hid 

himself from Grenfell because he was afraid. 

"This must be my new owner," Johnnie thought. 
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Dr. Grenfell exuded an amazing aura. Obviously pleased with himself, he rolled 

the end of his moustache between thumb and fingers. Grenfell was a stocky man with 

bulbous forehead and eyes that glistened. Of course Johnnie had never actually used soap 

himself. From his green hat to his long leather shoes, this man seemed to be bursting with 

life. His face was bronzed, his hands opened to Dr. Simpson and then to Sister Maud. 

Johnnie observed that even Dr. Simpson appeared smaller around Gren fell . Sister Maud 

on the other hand, seemed to shine. 

"And whar have we here?" Grenfell asked. The man pulled at his trousers and 

balanced himself on his haunches. Johnnie pulled away. burying himself funher in Sister 

Maud's skin. 

"This is Johnnie NcweIl," Sister Maud answered. "He comes to us from winter's 

Co\.e.'' 

Dr. Grenfell peered behind the Sister to get a better look. He reached toward her 

drcss. 

"Come here, lad," Grenfell said. 

The doctor retrieved the boy and lifted him unto a wooden post for securing 

schooners. Johnnie looked away. 

"Look at me, Johnnie," Grenfell commanded. 

The boy rolled his head to one side, then the other before fixing on the man's 

moustache. It was like looking into the face of God. Grenfell's eyes danced and sang. 
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"We will take care of you, Johnnie. Don't be afraid," Grenfell said. With that he 

lifted him down again and returned him to Sister Maud. "Sister Bussell," he said 

"welcome to your winter home. Reuben here will take your boxes." 

A tall man stepped from the crowd and picked up the hatbox the woman had been 

carrying. The crowd gave way and went back to sizing up the ship. 

The path from Moores' wharf to the church on the hill was a steep one. Dr. 

Grenfell taiked excitedly as he climbed. Sensing his guests were falling behind, he rook 

the leather bos Rcuben Simms was carrying and walked even faster. 

"We are waiting now for a concrete worker to arrive and lay the foundation for 

the heating plant." explained Grenfell. 

They continued climbing. Sister Maud held her skirts above the mud and Johnnic 

followed behind. They all stopped as Grenfell looked out to sea. 

"The season is short," he said. Then he kept walking. 

"Sister, I'm afraid our winter quarters are not as grand as Battle or even Indian 

Harbour. We are just getting established here, really," Grenfell continued. 

Sister Maud was too short of breath to be talking. 

"I have arranged for you to camp out with Mrs. Moores on the hill," he informed 

her. "The Moores are great mission supporters." 

Sister Maud had gotten mud on her dress. She found herself becoming annoyed 

with the disarray. At Indian Harbour she had written to friends in England, requesting 

specific colours and sizes for clothing and blankets. She was a planner. When she arrived 

at St. Anthony, with Simpson in November 1902, lumber was piled everywhere. Walls 
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in the hospital were partially constructed. The only plans seemed to be in Dr. Grenfell's 

head. He was oblivious to ordinary inconveniences like plumbing or walls. Snow was on 

the hills. They came to the doonuay of a square house with a low roof. There were four 

windows overlooking the harbour. 

"Mrs. Moores, I've brought you Dr. Simpson, Sister Bussell and their Labrador 

boy. Johnnie. Johnnie comes from a large family and his father is dead." Grenfell 

explained. 

"Hello again. Mrs. Moores." Sirnpson said, extending his hand. 

"Come in, come in," she smiled. "I've been waiting all day for you." 

The two doctors stayed by the gate and talked some more. Grenfell kept glancing 

out to sea. 

"Don't worry George, it will all come together." Grenfell was at the same time 

trying to be reassuring and ansious to leave St. Anthony before winter. 

"Now where is that mail boat?" he muttered. Then Grenfell closed the gate to the 

Moores' home and was gone. 

This was to be Sister Maud's first winter at St. Anthony. It was strange to her. 

Everything was damp, even the bedclothes. Strange too, there were people in the house 

besides herself and George. Mr. and M s .  Moores were there, good Methodists. Maud had 

a room of her own, and a bed, but it would be more difficult now for George to visir. 

Besides, there was a child in the house. In time, the brown hills were clad in rounded 

layers of wet snow, covered one day and naked the next. The wood stove smouldered into 

the night. 



Chapter Fourteen 

The Iirgrtr~o L r ~ k  arrived at S t  Anthony in early December on her way south. 

This was the last mail of 1902. She tied up long enough to allow people to recei~ee letters 

and respond. Soon a thunderous roar of her whistle caused everyone in the harbour to 

stop what they were doing. Sister Maud peered through a window of the Moores' home 

as the ship rounded the headland at Fishing Point and disappeared. Huge flakes of snow 

lowered a curtain between the ocean and the land. She kneiv that the thread of ivater 

holding her fast to the rest of the world was about to be woven into a garment of ice. 

The snow continued through December until i r  encased the lower windows. Doctor 

Simpson xas often away from the Moores' home. He made trips down the shore by dog- 

ream and mo~vshoe. The snow was thick and h e a ~ ~ . ,  it gathered around his feet like 

concrete. 

Sister Maud the seamstress, had a more predictable life. She stayed in St. 

Anthony, organizing embroidery groups and needle-work gatherings for women of the 

harbour. Ever so carefully she drew them together. 

The first mail of 1903 arrived in January. It had been relayed by dog-sled overland 

to St. Anthony. The canvas bags were frozen. Maud pried open the knot and dumped the 

mission bag onto the kitchen table. Quickly she turned the letters over and sorted them 
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out. Letters of encouragement, recognizable by the writing, were placed on the bottom of 

her pile. Amongst the correspondence was an envelope she dreaded t o  touch.  

December 3rd, 1902 
132 Stockwefl Road 

My Darting Maud, 

This news will come as a shock to you as it does to us all. One week ago 
your father suffered a condition we are told is right-side hemiplegia. Although he 
is in no pain, he is unable to rise From his bed. That he is alive, is all. I know it 
is winter and you cannot return, but he has often said that he wishes for you  to 
c a m  on his work in the shop. He does little but cry... 

Maud Bussell stood at a window of the Moores' home. She pulled the curtains 

back enough to see the headland, the point of rock and the rotten ice choking everything 

between. Ice imprisoned the ./ulrci Shcndrrrl beside the wharf. Strength drained From 

-Maud's arms and hands. She remembered that Arctic ice can paralyze shipping well into 

June. Even then, most vessels are sailing north. 

The doctor came to the doorway with his own bundle of letters. 

"What is it Mauddie?" he asked. 

*'My father has suffered a stroke," she answered flatly. She tried to hand him the 

letter but her arms refused to move. Johnnie stood in the porch sweeping the snow that 

had fallen from his boots. Maud sat beside the window. She was a child again, wanting 

something and knowing it was out of reach. 

"A stroke ..." Simpson repeated. "That means paralysis." 
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"That means, George, he can't thread a needle or cut a cloth. He can't do anything. 

He needs me George." Maud suddenly felt tom. She imagined her father's life 

"This is January and there's nothing in or out of here before June," Simpson 

mused. "Unless you went overland by dogs and took the train to St. John's." He paused 

and re-read the letter. "Dog-team to Deer Lake is a backbreaking trip, unless you went 

in Aptil ..." 

"Unless 1 went..?" Maud intoned. "Surely I can't travel the length and breadth of 

this Godforsaken island without you George." She shook her head in disbelief. "And then 

get on a boat and sail for England ... alone." 

"Mauddie, I cannot leave these people in the middle of winter with no physician!'' 

Simpson countered. He reached for her arm. She drew away, scraping lines in the frosted 

glass. 

"We have a year left with this mission," Simpson added. 

"Then we go home to stay." 

"By that time he'll be dead." Maud felt as if she were trapped. 

Hemmed in by a stream of ice that kept coming and buried under snow, Dr. 

Simpson kept applying bandages and binding other people's wounds. Sister Maud did 

even more of the things her father did. She measured and cut and sewed and made 

clothes, all to make the winter fly. 

Johnnie Newel1 lived in Mrs. Moores* house too. He looked out the harbour and 

saw the Arctic ice, and cried at night for his mother. Sister Maud tried to open her arms 
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and console him, but she had become more closed and withdrawn. She seemed taken up 

all the time. Nobody spoke. 

25 March 1903, Mrs. Moores laid out Johnnie's breakfast and called to the stairs 

for him to come down. She went about her puttering in the kitchen, listening for some 

movement overhead. 

"JohnnielW she called. "Come and get your porridge. It's getting cold." 

The wind had blown all night and only at daybreak was it caim. Johnnie hated 

wind. 

Mrs. Moores wiped her hands dry and climbed the stairs to Johnnie's room. 

"Johnnie ..." she called pushing the door open. 

She came in .  The bed was made and he was gone. The woman felt a 

bewilderment. She came downstairs again. Sister Maud was drawing water from a barrel 

in the porch. 

"Sister, the boy is not in his room," Mrs. Moores announced. 

Maud Bussell pulled on her sealskin boots and tied the ribbon around the top. She 

stepped into the blinding light and climbed up to the path. Footprints went in several 

directions. Some went up the hill toward the church. Others went down toward the shore. 

Instinctively she went down. At the place where the ice heaved with ballicaters and tide, 

there was one set of footprints, smaller than the rest. They led down the harbour towards 

the point. Sister Maud squinted beyond to the furthest land. There was no sign of 

anybody. She walked funher, beside the holes in the snow arid eventually came to a dog- 
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team path and the trail was lost. Maud waved frantically to a driver following shore on 

the other side. His team of dogs slowly turned and ran to meet the Sister. 

From the house, Mrs. Moores watched the Sister sit on the sleigh and head out 

towards Fishing Point and the frozen sea. 

" I  can't go no furder, miss," the driver said. "There's tide beyond this. The dog's 

woil't go there anyway ." 

Sister Maud got off and resumed her walking. in the distance, climbing over 

hummocks of ice she thought she saw something. The darkened figure disappeared as she 

ran toward it. 

"Johnnie," she cried. "Johnnie Newell. ..are you there?" 

Sister Maud sensed a swell and the ice gently rose beneath her. She hated the sea. 

Along the shore a little boy hopped from one shapeless jut of ice to the nest. He 

didn't say a word. 

At the Moores' wharf Dr. Simpson and Reuben Simms wrestled to untangle the 

mission dogs, surly and scrapping with one another. The eleven foot sled flew from one 

bump to the next. Dogs fanned out from a central trace. 

"Boff!..bofl" Reuben shouted. It was a dog driver's command to keep off From 

shore. " B o p  ..boff'! 

Sister Maud went further down the middle of the harbour and managed to hem the 

boy in a cove beneath the point. 

"Johnnie. A ' s  me ... Sister Maud," she called. "Wait for me." She moved toward 

him, at times slipping. Ice-cold water seared through her boots and into the skin. 
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Johnnie quickened his pace. Hopping one way and then back again. it was no 

good. She gradually closed in so that there was nowhere to go. 

"Go away," he said. "Just go away." 

"Johnnie ...ur ait for me," the Sister called. "What are you doing?" 

"i'm going home," he answered. "Leave me alone." 

"But Johnnie, you are home," the Sister pleaded. 

"You're not m y  mother. Besides you're going to leave anyway, as soon as the ice 

is gone." The boy shifted from one boot to the other. 

At least they were stopped. Sister Bussell stood on a floating pan. 

"Johnnie you can't walk to Labrador on this ice," she insisted. 

"A man in Flower's Cove did. I heard the dawktar say," Johnnie answered. 

"But you can't do it here, it's too far," she made a sweep with her m. 

"Doctor and I will take you to Indian Harbour nest summer," came the reply. It 

was another of her promises. 

Johnnie hopped onto the same floating ice as the Sister. The dog team carried 

them back to the frozen wharf. Before long Johnnie warmed his feet on Mrs. Moore's 

oven door and the whole incident was forgotten. Sometimes he looked out to the blue 

beyond the ice. His mind kept going back to Labrador, back to Winter's Cove. 

One evening when the stars were out and the snow danced with the moon, Johnnie 

stayed at the kitchen table with Mrs. Moores. Sister Maud rocked her chair and 

embroidered beside the stove. The fire gave reassuring cracks as embers settled in the iron 

box. 
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"What is it Sister? You Iooks lost," Mrs. Moores obsemed. 

Maud turned a hoop toward the light and pulled a thread taught against her 

fingers. 

"it's my father," she replied. "When the ice clears, doctor and I are bound for 

Indian Harbour. I keep thinking. If I sail one way I can go to Labrador. If I sail the other, 

I can go home. I don't know what 1 want." 

She pressed and tugged at her stitching. 

"In the morning I decide to stay. In the evening I want to go home. Which boat 

do I choose?" 

"When Fred brought m e  here." Mrs. Moores answered. "1 missed Conception Bay 

something shocking. i couldn't even go to Church. 1 told Fred that, so he and his brother 

built that church right there. Then we had youngsters. One after the other they got sick 

and died. We buried them alongside the Church. 1 told Fred we needed to be home where 

we could get help when someone got sick. Then they tunied around and built a hospital. 

Not long after that you people got off the boat. No good to have a hospital with no 

doctor. With my children buried here it makes no sense to go home. Some days I'd go," 

she concluded. Mrs. Moores leaned forward and poked another junk in the fire. 

Johnnie sat there listening to the talk about Conception Bay and London. 

The next mail anived by dogs the seventeenth of April 1903. Dumping the bags 

on the table Maud frantically searched for news. Clutching the first letter she recognized, 

she went into the other room where it was colder. She closed the door. 
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From the first word on the first line, she knew her father was dead. Every bit of 

strength drained from her arteries. Her eyes rehsed to see. Her ears roared with 

nothingness. 

The door fell open at Johnnie's push. The frost had heaved the house so that some 

doors refused to stay open while others stuck unless they were kicked. 

"Ma'am," said Johnnie, "You told me not to worry when my father died in 

Winter's Cove." Sister Maud heard voices mixed with what was being said. 

"Ma'am, t'ings will  be all right again, I know." Johnnie reached for her hand. 

That summer, 1903, Dr. Simpson and Sister Bussell sailed out of St. Anthony 

aboard the J d i u  Sheridom They went down to Indian Harbour and took Johnnie Newell 

with them. In the fall the three returned to St. Anthony. Johnnie stayed there. Simpson 

and Bussell returned to England, uncertain of returning to the Labrador work. 



Chapter Fifteen 

Dr. Wilfred Grenfell and John Currie endured the winter of 1904 in St. Anthony. 

They took care of Johnnie Newell. The hospital wasn't quite ready. so they slept and took 

their meals at Mrs. Moores' on the side of the hill. 

Cum-e was a volunteer, an American up for the adventure. He was supposed to be 

mechanically clever. It was his task over the winter to take apart the engine of the Juhcr 

Shlle~dm, clean it up and get it ready for the coming year. The winter lasted from 

November until late May, so Currie had plenty of time, in fact, time was the problem, 

there was too much of it. 

Now Grenfeli was a trusting soul. He depended on the co-operation of his u-orkers 

bv assigning rasks and assuming they would be done. Besides this, Greofeli had a great 

respect for Americans, evemually marrying one. Long before Grenfell met his wife, there 

was another woman, in Toronto, by the name of Juiia Sheridan Greenshields. She was a 

person of some largesse and had donated money for at least two of the mission ships. 

During the freeze-up of 1904 the Julio Sheridan sat in St. Anthony harbour under 

the dismantling care of John Currie. Unfortunately Cume was somewhat undone himself 

by the mountains of snow and the endless months of isoiation. When a dog-team 
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carrying mail headed south in the spring, Currie fell into temptation, abandoned ship and 

fled overland towards the United States. 

The winter dragged on, and Dr. Grenfell continued about his missionary work. 

One evening in April, his feet got itchy for the sea and he went down to the ship. just to 

feel her deck and to run his hand along her wheeI. 

"and all 1 ask is a ship with a sail ..." he murmured. 

Dr. Grenfell was a great one for poetry, especiaily lines that drew him to the 

water. But to his chagrin, when he opened the hatches and looked into her belly, the 

engine of rhe Jltlicr was a lifeless dismemberment of iron parts. Grenfell sat there for a 

time in utter disbelief. John Currie was gone and so was the trail that camed him. Try 

as he might. Grenfell was unable to revive the engine. 

Across the sea in London, Dr. George Sirnpson made his way along Stockwell 

Road toward the tailor shop. Sun did battle with icy rain. Crossing the street, he saw the 

door needed painting and the shutters sagged heavily on their brass hinges. 

Simpson stepped through the entrance to the tinkling bell. Maud stood in the 

threshold that lead to the room where cloth was cut. 

"Good morning, Dr. Simpson." She was somewhat surprised at his entry. "Aren't 

you expected at the hospital by now?" 

"Ah yes! I suppose I am," Simpson countered. "But the 'dawktar' was hoping to 

catch the seamstress at her work." 
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"I'm a Sister now," came the reply. "I can sew anything together." She flattened 

the pleats of her apron before tucking both hands underneath. Rain tapped dirty streaks 

against the glass. 

"You are a seamstress and a very good one, at that," he continued. "You belong 

in your father's shop." 

"My father is gone now. There is only me." Maud opened her hands and reached 

toward him. She took his hat and hung it behind the stove. Simpson bent down to 

shovel in some more coat. 

"1'11 make tea," she offered. 

"Mauddie, let's go out to Labrador for one more year." Simpsonos face was like 

that of a boy reaching for his mother. His hands had din on them. 

"Oh George! I've made clothes for the children and curtains for the stations. Of 

course we're returning for another year! Why would you even think such a thing?" 

Maud took his hands, as a mother clings to a child of her own. 

"What I really mean to say, is," he stuttered, "why don't we marry before we sail?" 

"So you love me then?" she asked. 

"Indeed I do. Very much so," came the reply. 

"Well, you were slow enough about it." That was all she said. 

George Herbert Simpson and Maud Annie May Bussell were pronounced man and 

wife on the 3rd of May 1903, at the Broadway Baptist Chapel in Amersham. They were 

invited to speak at a meeting of the Mission Council in London. 
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"Ver). often we h o w  if we couid get the children in for a while they would be 

saved and grow up into stronger men and women," Simpson said. "But ofien we cannot 

get them ..." 

The Simpsons made their final trip to Labrador. They picked up Johnnie Newell 

at St. Anthony and carried him back to Indian Harbour for the summer. 

One fine evening at the Indian Harbour hospital when most of the ice was gone 

and the sparrows nesting, a schooner lowered her sails behveen the time-scraped hills. A 

tiny boat dropped alongside and livyeres paddled ashore. Johnnie Newell wandered on 

the hillside. for the berries weren't quite red enough to pick. He never lost sight of rhe 

mission flag, so he knew about the  schooner. Something drew him toward the wharf. 

Down the rocks and over the sofi bushes he wandered until he climbed onto the wooden 

boardwalk. Then he ran. He didn't know why he ran, it was just downhill to the shore. 

There on the wharf with a handful of other people in rags was a posture and a face 

he remembered. The clothing was changed and she was fuller around, but it was her. 

"Ann...?" Johnnie whispered. Then he came closer. "Is that you...?" He stood 

before the girl on the mission wharf 

"Johnnie Newell...?" she asked. She was as dirty as ever. "Yes A s  you ... me 

brother." 

The two children stood there, unsure whether to touch or stay away. Johmie was 

clean. He had new boots, paid for by the mission, two dollars. 
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They walked along the paths of Indian Harbour, past the mission station. 

Sometimes she took his arm to see if he was real. Then he walked a little away from her, 

beside the path, looking sideways. 

"I can read now, Ann," he said. 

They cried as they walked. The ship's bell rang and rang for them to return. They 

came down the hill. The girl returned to the schooner. Johnnie stood on the mission 

wharf. then he walked the shore beside it. They never saw each other again. 

The winds of auntmn intensified as if to summon the fishers of Labrador to come 

south. Dr. Grenfell made a Iast minute call to see an elderly iivyere unable to walk. In 

that community there was an abandoned child. She was five years old and her mother had 

gone west in search of a better life. Her father bore the dubious title "unknown." 

The Smfl~conu lay at anchor in a deep channel beside a bar of sand. Grenfell's 

childhood was spent along the sands of Dee in England. Back then he had dreamed of 

doing great things. This was Labrador. A man paddled from thc shore and Grenfell leaned 

over the railing to see what he wanted. 

"I suppose you wouldn't take a little girl with you would you, sir'?" the livyere 

asked. 

In a few minutes the man returned ro rhe Strc~thconu with a paddle in one hand 

and a dirty child in the other. He lifted her to Grenfell. 

"And what might your name be?" Grenfell prodded. Her donor was gone in a 

flash. 

The child cowered and gave no reply. 
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"Then I will call you May," the Doctor announced. 

The Strcithconc~ steamed directly for Battle Harbour where May was presented to 

Sister Williams. At Battle, the child was cleaned up and de-loused. The Sister soon 

discovered that May was able to hear but not speak. 

While the Struthcona loaded for her last rn-p south, Sister Williams returned May 

to Dr. Grenfell to be carried to St. John's. He was on his way to England to spend 

Christmas with his mother. He discovered in St. John's that no one would take the child, 

not even the orphanages. Grenfell's departure was delayed. Day after day, the Struthcona 

lay in St. John's harbour while he scoured the city in search of a home. He tried the deaf 

and dumb school in Halifax. He was wired back that May wasn't old enough, nor was she 

deaf. 

Finally, an Ensign from the Salvation Army came foward and took the child. The 

Stmrhmw went into winter storage and Grenfell went home. Around Christmas he 

received a wire from Mr. Peters, the mission agent in St. John's, explaining that May was 

being sent to the school in Halifa.5; with the new name May MacGregor. 

Dr. Grenfell spent Christmas with his mother in Parkgate. On New Year's Day he 

spoke at an industrial boys' school in London. it was a place where delinquent boys were 

being redeemed through hard work and Christian example. 

Greilfell toid of his own work in Labrador and Newfoundland. No doubt, he told 

them about May, the first child actually given to him. The earlier ones were taken. A 

man came to Grenfell at that school in London, New Year's Day, 1905. 
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"Why don't you have a home of your own for these Labrador waifs?" he asked. 

"I'il give you the first fifty pounds towards it." 

In the same manner, when the lecture had ended, a woman took Grenfell aside. 

"If you do have a home for children with your other Labrador work, I'll be 

responsible for the expenses of the first three children," she promised. 

So the children's home in St. Anthony, Newfoundland was born. By October of 

1905 it was well under way. Dr. Simpson and Sister Maud had finished their work with 

the Labrador Mission and were free to go home. 

On the sixth of February, 1906, Johnnie Newell gathered up his books at the 

mission house in St. Anthony. He folded his two shifts of clothes and pulled a pair of 

half-boots over sealskin leather. In the kitchen was a great shiny stove. Johnnie retrieved 

his cap from a painted nail behind the stove and pulled the flaps over his ears. Opening 

a reluctant door made stubborn by the frost, he stepped into the snow. 

Dr. Simpson and Sister Maud were gone. The harbour bad frozen behind them. 

Johnnie carried his belongings through the squeaking snow and up a knoll to the 

children's home. It wasn't quite finished. Fences lay buried as he made his way toward 

an oversize door. Windows with two layers of glass were upstairs and down. Great 

wooden letters, a foot tall, spelled out the words, 'Suffer Little Children To Come Unto 

Me." Johnnie Newell was fourteen. He opened the door and stepped into the porch. He 

found a nail for his cap and another for his coat. Mrs. Percy brought him to her own 

children. Johnnie scuffed his socks toward the smell of bread and laughter. Even more 
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children had gathered around the table. They were eating fish and arranging the bones 

along their plates. Johnnie took his seat with the children. 

The same year, when the King's birthday honours were announced, Wilfred 

Grenfell was knighted for all his work among the deep sea fishers. Dr. George Simpson 

and h i s  wife Maud Bussell quietly returned to England and were not heard from again. 

Johnnie lived and died in St .hthony, an inn-keeper with ten rooms. "Next to 

Christ," he said, "comes Dr. Grenfell." 
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introduction 

The dissenation following is an attempt to give an account of the writing of an 

historical novel, set in Labrador and Northern Newfoundland during the first five years 

of the twentieth century. The novel is the Project for the Doctor of Ministry at St. 

Stephen's College, Edmonton. 

As far as possible, I have striven to arrange the material in this dissertation in 

accordance with the Project/Dissertation Guidelines: General. Within the general 

guidelines there are more detailed guidelines pertaining to the Work of Art. I follow four 

general categories from these guidelines. Each is lettered from 'A' to 'D.' There is a fifth 

category dealing with feedback from appropriate 'critics' (page 4, PD: Guidelines). The 

fifth, appropriate 'critics', is complete as I have received critiques from two knowledgeable 

sources. One critic is female; the other is male. Both are knowledgeable of the Grenfell 

Mission. Dr. Peter Roberts is Executive Director of Grenfetl Regional Health Services. 

Ms. Patricia O'Brian teaches the history of medicine in Newfoundland, at the province's 

medical school. Each has given a critique. 

The fact that I have followed the guidelines for the ProjectlDissertation has 

resulted in the dissertation flowing in chronological order as the quest unfolded. Lf I 

were to have followed the unfolding of the details in chronological order, then the subject 
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of each guideline would have been lost. I made a decision to follow the prescribed guide 

and hence, the correspondence appears to jump around, and be out of sequence. 

The four categories I have followed are listed here. 

First, I have tried to locate the Work of Art in the genre chosen. I have attempted 

to explain why an historical novel. 

Secondly. I have attempted to set the experience of writing, and the novel itself, 

in an appropriate theological contest. I have given background to the International 

Grenfell Association, or the Grenfell Mission. I have said something about the themes I 

see running through the story. 

The third category called for is that of a suitable ministry framework. This 

becomes more difficult, because writing the story becomes invaluable to me in 

understanding who 1 am. With a clearer grasp of my identity (as set out in my Learning 

Goals) I can continue and be more effective in ministry. Except by imitation of the 

process which I have undertaken in assembling the story, the project is of limited help 

to others in ministry. 

The fourth requirement is the location of the Work of Art "within my own 

personal faith journey." This is my primary concern with developing the project. It has 

been my primary goal for the entire Doctor of Ministry process. 

I began with a single family myth. It was the story of a child taken from his 

mother. I wanted to connect that story with my own experience. Working backwards 

from an oral tradition, I assembled the data represented in the Appendices. From that 

collection of fragments, I was able to gather and weave together a new story. Apart from 
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the work that I have done in this project, the story of Simpson, Bussell and the Children's 

Home has not been told. It likely would not have been. 

I might add that there is more correspondence which I did not include in the 

Appendices. There were many dead-ends and cold trails. Many of the people contacted 

chose not to participate. There are historical blanks and there are ambiguities. There are 

no records for the birth or marriage of a central character, Selina (Rich) Newell. There 

are two conflicting dates for her death. Thus her age is never established with certainty. 

The fact that Selina waded into the water to retrieve her son, Johnnie, is disputed 

by an elderly woman, Pheobe (Shuglo) Rich. She claims that it was her own parents who 

waded out to retrieve a child. Yet, I have inteniewed ail eyewitness, Ann, who saw her 

own brother. Johnnie. taken. That it happcned to one family merely suppons the 

likelihood that it happened to others. The power of Ann's tears leaves no doubt in my 

I have searched far and wide to gather all the data I can find and to embroider it 

into an engaging talc. The story then becomes pan of my faith journey. I offer these re- 

worked fragments as my Project Dissertation. 



Chapter 1 

Locating the Work o f  Ar t  in the genre chosen 

The decision to proceed with an historical novel is based on a number of factors. 

I shall proceed down two avenues: that of the historical and that of the novel. 

Historical 

ere esists a substantial mass of previa Tll ~usly unassem bled historical data, 

presened primarily through the efforts of an organization known as "The International 

Grenfeli Association". This was an incorporated body in Newfoundland from 1912. The 

International Grenfell Association (I.G.A.) emerged from a parent organization in London, 

England. called "The Royal National Mission to Deep Sea Fishers" (R.N.M.D.S .F .). Each 

body, the Royal National Mission, and the Grenfell Mission, published and distributed 

mission magazines. The earlier magazine is entitled Toilers =The Deep and the latter 

magazine is entitled Amona The Deep Sea Fishers. The Royal National Mission published 

Toilers, in London, six times a year. Dr. Wilfred Grenfell published Among The Deep 

Sea Fishers, in Toronto, quarterly. - 

It was in the April 1904 edition of Amona The Deep Sea Fishers that I discovered 

an article by George Sirnpson, entitled "The Best They Knew1'. This article is foundational 
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to my story. Much of the research was an attempt to verify that the people described in 

the article are members of the Newel1 family of Winter's Cove (Appendix tl I ) .  

Labrador was but one Branch of the work of the Royal National Mission. Its 

primar). focus was medical missionary work on the Nonh Sea, with other efforts among 

the European fisheries. 

Both magazines chronicle the early work of the Labrador Branch which began 

when Wilfred Grenfell first landed at Battle Harbour on 4 August, 1892. The Royal 

National Mission and, later, the Grenfell Mission provided medical, social and spiritual 

care to the fisher folk of Labrador who were of British stock or estraction. The aim of 

both organizatious was "Preach the Word and Heal the Sick." This motto was cawed 

upon the Captain's wheel of the S S .  Stniil~cono, the Labrador hospital ship. These two 

organizations produced records and stories of Labrador, many of which are presen-ed 

today in Nenfoundland. 

The Hudson's Bay Company, with posts in Cartwight and Rigolet, Labrador has 

preserved mercantile records. Valuable by-products of the trading descriptions, are 

observations of weather conditions, place names and general activities. For this writer, the 

agent's weather observations for November 26th, 190 1, were important in connecting the 

article "The Best They Knew" written by George Simpson, to a crucial scene in my story 

(Appendix # 2). The churches in this part of Labrador were Moravian (Unitas Fratrum), 

Methodist and Church of England. The Moravians were somewhat to the nonh, although 

the3 did correspond with the families at Winter's Cove. The Moravians worked primarily 
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with the Inuit, whereas the Grenfell Mission dealt primarily with persons of European 

ancestry. 

Within the two remaining religious denominations, the Methodists and the Church 

of England, there are several other sources of information. The first are the records of 

birth, marriage and death at the Anglican and United Church archives in St.Johnls, 

New+oundland. These records are also duplicated in the Rovincial Archives of 

Newfoundland, St.John's. I was unabie to find references to Selina Rich from the church 

archives, but I did find a scrawled reference to her death in a family Bible. It occurred 

January 19tI1, 193 1 . 

The second strand of source material from within the Church of England and the 

Methodist churches involves the published writings of two Labrador ministers. Rev. 

Arnenius Young wrote A Methodist Missionan: in Labrador (Appendix 3). It was 

published in 19 16, and gives a vivid account of two years in Labrador, 1903- 1905. This 

firs esactly with three of the four years Dr. Simpson and Sister Bussell spent on the coast. 

Rev. Henry Gordon, a Church of England minister, wrote The Labrador Parson. 

Gordon provides a graphic description of Groswater Bay from 19 15 to 1925. Both authors 

record visits to the Newel1 hut in Winter's Cove, Labrador. Armenius Young made a 

pastoral call on a winter's evening. Henry Gordon also made pastoral calls. However, his 

acquaintance was primarily because Steve Newell (old Steve) was Gordon's dog-team 

driver . 

Yet another source of descriptive data is the American journalist for Outing 

magazine, Leonidas Hubbard. He travelled to the interior of Labrador with lawyer Dillon 
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Wallace, setting sail from New York on 20 June 1903. The two Americans slept on the 

floor of the Newel1 hut in Winter's Cove, arriving at 1 1 PM, Wednesday, 8 July 1903. 

The visit is described in The Lure of The Labrador Wild (Appendix $1). Dillon Wallace 

describes a second visit to the Newel1 hut in his book The Lone Labrador Trail (Appendix 

= 5). 

From these sources, beginning in 1986 at the United Church archives, I have 

assembled a composite picture of the characters and the Labrador home in which they 

lived. The fabric of the story goes back to a story I was told as a child. More about that 

later. 

In 191 7. the Newfoundland Government commissioned an inquiry into the 

activities of the  Grenfell Mission. The Royal Colnrnission was called the Squarey 

Commission. Allegations were being made that merchants could not compete with 

Grenfell. who was imponing duty-free clothing. Sixty witnesses were called. Among them 

was Johnnie Newell, who began by telling the Commissioners how he came to be living 

in St. Anthony. Newfoundland (Appendix + 6). 

Prior to 1990 I was not aware that any of this material was ever written. Each new 

discovery was a surprise. There was one childhood story, or family myth. Simply put, 

Johnnie Newell, our grandfather, had come to St. Anthony as an orphan. Dr. Grenfell had 

taken him from his mother in Labrador, a place being something the equivalent to the 

dark forest in European folk-tales. The mother waded into the water to retrieve the child, 

with no success. The family had half a barrel of flour and a few salt fish. From that 

myth, I have spun my tale. 
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The Squarey Commission Report raised, for me, the new question of Dr. Simpson. 

Who was Dr. Simpson? Nobody knew. The Royal National Mission in London has no 

record of his name (Appendix # 7). 

Dr. George Simpson was a minor character in the early Labrador work. Maud 

Bussell played an equally minor role. Grenfell's published writings make no reference 

to Dr. Simpson. The surviving references are articles written by Simpson and Bussell and 

submitted to Toilers of the D e e ~  and Amone. The Deep Sea Fishers, but these are far 

fronl autobiograpl~ical. They reveal little detail about their coming to the Mission, or their 

leaving. Who was Maud Bussell? These were historical problems of detail in witing 

because 1 had no idea if they were English or American. I bad no idea of their ages, nor 

their religious denomination. I assumed throughout the project that she was a nurse. I 

now know that she was not. When the basic details are not provided, one has to make a 

lot of assumptions and follow them unless they prove to be misleading. When the details 

of their ages and their marriage were located, the anicles that I had before me  all along, 

began to make sense in a new way. Why they left, was another question that consumed 

a lot of time. Yet another historical reality in the remembering of this story is the 

silence of the Newel1 family about their connection to poverty in Labrador. Johnnie 

Newell said little to his children about childhood in Labrador. Some of this involves 

shame at the possibility of native blood flowing in our veins. Some of it involves the 

shame of poverty, and ignorance of the past. 

I use the word shame for a reason. When I was a child, my father told us that 

Johnnie had been "reared in the orphanage". Just as Labrador represents the unknown, a 
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kind of shadow to Newfoundland, the Orphanage was a kind of dark place. There was a 

stigma attached to being from the orphanage. 

Along with that sense of the dark and the unknown, came a fascination with 

Labrador. In 1982 1 requested the United Church to settle m e  in Labrador on m y  first 

Pastoral Charge. During that year, I made my first 'living' discovery. In the Paddon 

Nursing Home, I met Aunt Ann Oliver. Ann was a sister of the boy who was taken from 

Winter's Cove. She was a living witness. This was a moment of epiphany for me, as she 

described the same events over a number of visits. I have described our encounter 

elsewhere (Appendix = 8). 

After eighty years, the silence between both sides was broken. I knew then and 

there that the stoc was worth telling. The feeling was mostly of fear of not being able 

to tell it properly. That winter (1983) Aunt Ann Oliver died, and our own daughter, 

Andrea, was born in Labrador. We re-settled in Newfoundland. From a ministry 

perspective, the year was a disaster. In terms of the development of this story, it was 

cnrciai. 

In the Spring of 1986, I took up the story again, around the time of the bin11 of 

our son, Stephen. There were two Steve Newells in Labrador at the turn of the century. 

The surviving elder in Labrador today is Viola (Newell) Oliver. She provided me with 

the names and order of the Newel1 children from Winter's Cove. This was a list 

constructed from memory. I took it to the United Church archives in St. John's, and found 

the names and dates recorded there. I now had the family myth from the Newfoundland 
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side. I had the encounters with Aunt Ann, one of the children. Finally, I had the names 

of the children and their ages. I then set about to reconstruct them. The search was born. 

Whv an Historical Novel? 

The second avenue of exploration in locating the Work of An  in the genre chosen, 

centres on the form of novel. Why a novel? The answer is not so simple. I have long 

been aware that the act of writing bas a life-giving power. To write something is to give 

it a new body. In theological terms, writing is a form of resurrection activity. The dry 

bones of the story, like those described in the Jewish Scriptures book of Ezekiel (Chapter 

-37: 144) .  are brought together in a new way, and life is breathed into them. The 

characters. long dead and sometimes forgotten, are recreated. There is power for the 

writer as well. Writing is a kind of mid-wifenr where stories are conceived and go 

through a gestation period. Stories, that have lived in my bones, are knit together, pushed 

out and allowed to breathe. Writing is also a bloody business. It is hard work. Somewhere 

inside m e  was the mistaken belief that re-creating characters and weaving them into a 

flow of events would be easy. It was not. Sometimes the characters and events flowed 

together. Most times they stubbornly refused. 

In the beginning, I was possessed of the idea that perhaps there were not enough 

historical data to support my story. The novel form would allow me to embellish where 

the historical data were missing. Over the years I managed to assemble more historical 

data than I was able to use. This necessitated a difficult decision about where to end the 
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story. Equally, there was a problem with where to begin. Do I stan in London? Do I start 

in Brigus, Newfoundland? Do I begin inside myself and work backwards? 

The problems of beginning and ending brought with them the question of 

perspective. From whose perspective would the story be told? Would I fashion it through 

the eyes of the child, the mother, or perhaps, the Mission workers? There was plenty of 

material written from the perspective of male Mission workers. For each of these 

perspectives an attempt was made. Each time 1 wrote and re-wrote, adopting and 

abandoning. Every word, every arrangement of ideas, represent revision after revision. 

Ultimately I had to conclude that each of these characters played a minor role in the 

Labrador Branch of the Mission work. To present cold data about insignificant characters 

is to miss the point. To bring the characters alive in the novel is the greater challenge. 

With living characters interacting, the story tells itself. My own identity is interwoven 

with the events of this tale. This, after all, is my story. 

Over the yean I have read Newfoundland literature. Most of what I have read is 

historical. It seeks to relate a story or collection of stories within the framework of 

histop-. Most of Newfoundland writing is closer to being historically mechanical than it 

is to being symbolic or archetypal. There is an overly- developed fastidiousness with 

presenting the facts in minute detail, to the exclusion of the dimension of larger 

significance. I have sought to adjust that imbalance. It has been my hope to portray 

Simpson and Bussell as a microcosm of the entire Grenfell Mission. The Mission arrived 

on the coast; it did what it felt compelled to do, and then it removed itself. In some sense 

it improved the lot of its constituents. In another sense it was party to a kind of collective 
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passivity in the people. If you believe that there is such a person as Grenfell, who is of 

mythic stature, and that he has visited this coast before, then you fall into the position of 

believing that such persons will come along again, and so you wait. There are thousands 

of people in Newfoundland, waiting to this day, for an external giant, in some 

manifestation, to come to their rescue and bail them out. In religious terms, many expect 

the external Christ will come to their rescue. In socio-political terms, the people wait for 

a political leader to lead them out. The people have lost sight of the giant within. An 

external saviour is not always a good one. 

1 believe that Dr. George Simpson, prior to coming out to Labrador saw, in 

Wilfred Grenfell, a kind of cultic figure who could somehow deliver him from his own 

routine existence in London. In the end, Grenfeli could not have deIivered. Had he 

delivered, Simpson and Bussell would have stayed. They might not have stayed, but they 

would have at least returned. They did neither. 



Chapter 2 

Locatine Work of Art in an Aaoropriate Theoloeical Framework 

In theological language, there is the sense in my story that God is somewhere else. 

God is not readily available. When Selina goes looking for a home for her son, and 

cannot find onel God is somewhere else. When Ann goes rushing over the rocks and 

barren hills looking for her brother. Steve, to rescue the boy, Steve cannot be found. The 

God alluded to in this story is not the God of the Mission Workers. Tbey preached Good 

News and dispensed medicine in a kind of miracle-worker fashion. In a sense they 

dispensed glimpses of God. They, no doubt, saw God the giver, the provider. My story 

has developed in such a way that God is absent when the child is taken away. A distant 

God. God did not intewene in one way, and yet, did in another. The internention is 

working itseif our over long generations. 

Similarly, the concept of salvation in rhis stoq is skewed. Salvation is not found 

in rhe medicine dispensed at a Mission Station. Nor is it found in religious services 

offered the fisher folk. Salvation unravels in skeins over many generations. In the 

beginning, when the child was taken, the act appeared to be cruel. But, from that point, 

the story begins to re-weave itself. 

Secondly, the idea of resurrection in this story is not the bodily resurrection of 

Johnnie Neweil or Sister Maud Bussell. Being brought alive in the story becomes part 
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of their resunection. But resurrection is more fully claimed in the author's being able to 

embrace this story as being part of who I am. The resurrection of the characters occurs 

in m e  when the story comes alive. 

The novel offers the venue in which some of these ideas can be explored. There 

is no pre-established pattern which determines how a story will grow. One cannot 

honestly present a chapter-and- plot outline before it is born. The upside-down boat. the 

wood stove, the door that does not fit. the windows, the wharf: these are all symbols of 

something or other. The upside-down boat in the snow, when a boat is needed. is another 

nay to suggest that God is not available. A glib reporting of the historical data completely 

misses the synbolic dimension. 

There seem to be two further sub-divisions in locating the work in an appropriate 

theological framework. There is the historical theolomcai framework and the thematic 

theological framework. 

The Historical Theolo~ical Framework 
I 

Historically, the works of the Royal National Mission and the Grenfell Mission 

were non-sectarian manifestations of the nineteenth century Protestant Missionary 

Movement. Medical workers who actually did physical good were, in part, a backlash to 

a cerebral and sterile form of religion being offered up in Wilfred Grenfell's day. 

That which attracts to a church today (191 1)  is not higher criticism, 
elaborate ritual, hair-splitting creeds, but fearless fighting for public health, 
for good government, for righteous labour conditions, for clean c o w s  of 
justice. ' 
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Grenfell, in his autobiography speaks of the evils of denominationalism. 

In a letter delivered to my wife some years ago I find that my convictions 
on the subject of education were no less firm than they are today. One 
came to the conclusion that ignorance is the worst cause of suffering in 
our coast, and 'religion' is fostering it.' 

"Religion is tied up in bundles and its energies used to divide rather than to unite." 

(Autobiography p.216). 

The Labrador Branch of the Mission was not just a reaction to divisive 

denominationalism. it was a reaction to the other-worldliness of religion which constantly 

talked of God, but did not act. 

I confess some of the difficulties were the people who only 'talked' about 
religion. A religious 'sissy' was anathema to me. It was the antithesis of 
my idea of Christ.( ...) Intentions must find occupation or wither: emotions 
must find outlet or burst. .I 

Salvation in Grenfell's eyes, and those of like-minded workers, was to be claimed 

in doing, and not just believing. While Mission Workers were aware of the pitfalls of 

denominationalism, they distinguished themselves from the churches by actually working 

to alleviate p o v e q  and ignorance. For his efforts, Grenfell was frequently in conflict. The 

Anglican Bishop in St. John's, Bishop Jones, was constantly castigating Grenfell for 

interfering where he did not belong.' 

In the medical sphere, there was little opposition. When Grenfell reached 

Labrador, in 1892, there was one government doctor for the whole coast. "Prior to Dr. 

Grenfell's despatch by the mission the only medical aid provided for these 30,000 

forgotten souls around Labrador was a physician stationed by the Newfoundland 
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government on the mail-boat? In a drunken stupor the government doctor fell down the 

hold of a ship, broke his neck and died. This opened the way for Grenfell and the Royal 

National Mission to be the sole provider of medical care fiom Hamilton Inlet to the 

Straits of Belle Isle. Through the provision of such care, Grenfell was able to live out his 

Christian faith. 

The Pendulum Image - 
Studies in twentieth century theolow have shown how theology develops in 

pendulum-like fashion. One succeeding school of thought builds upon, and moves away 

from. another. Hans Kung embodies such a pattern. As a novice priest, Kung embraces 

Catholicism uncritically. He is involved in the planning of the Second Vatican Council. 

Over the years. Kung becomes disillusioned with the outcome of the Council. He grows 

increasingly critical of Rome, and is, eventually silenced as a teacher within Roman 

Catholicism. ' 

A similar movement occurred with Dr. Wilfred Grenfell. The Royal National 

Mission to Deep Sea Fishers was the organization through which Grenfell was introduced 

to Labrador. He emerged as the Council's Superintendent. He started with the Nonh Sea 

work and came to see the conditions in Labrador in 1892. Eventually GrenfeIi, whose 

base was in London, began to raise money and attract volunteers from the United States. 

Gradually, the Mission Council in London felt it was losing control, as money arrived 

earmarked for "Grenfell's Mission." In 1914, the Grenfell Mission was founded, 

essentially separating itself fiom the parent organization. 



In view of this (Mr.) Sheard also opposed the plan to make StJohn's the 
headquarters of the new organization, even though he thought the 
administration and board of governors could be located there. Mostly, he 
feared that the attendant loss of royal patronage, an honour accorded the 
British organization, would eliminate a valuable source of prestige. 'If the 
Royal Patronage is maintained the organization would have to be British,' 
he told the New England Grenfell Association. 'Far better than a 
Newfoundland philanthropic company.' 

Instead the new international structure that fell into place, to be known 
as the International Grenfell Association (IGA), took on a distinctly 
American style. The Council in London rejected the plan of reorganization 
in April 1913 but finally approved it  in October. The first meeting 
convened at the Harvard Club early in 19 1 4 . .  7 

At its zenith, the Grenfell Mission operated four hospitals and twelve nursing stations 

scattered aIong the coastline. 

In 1949, Newfoundland and Labrador joined with the Confederation of Canada and 

funding for health care came from the new Canadian government. Funding for schools 

and child welfare came the same way. I n  a span of thirty years following Confederation 

with Canada, the work of Grenfell's Mission was absorbed within the structures of the 

provincial and federal governments. The historical reality called the International Grenfell 

Association has all but disappeared. In 1920, nearly eighty years earlier, Grenfell 

predicted the disappearance of the Mission. 

... so when the Government of this country is willing and able to take over 
the maintenance of the medical work, this Mission would have justified its 
existence by its elimination. All lines along which the Mission works 
should one day become self-eliminating." 

In 1992, John Newell Jr., son of the orphan in my story, acted on behalf of the 

International Grenfell Association, and returned to the people in coastal communities, the 
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land held by the Mission for nearly one hundred years. Another transaction was complete. 

Thematic Theological Framework of the Novel 

We now turn to the matter of the thematic theological framework within the novel. 

There were several literary problems to be worked out through trial and error. The first 

major problem was where to begin, and its sister question, where to end. On many drafts 

I began in London, with the challenge put to Dr. George Simpson to come out to 

Labrador. Then 1 would change and begin in Conception Bay, Newfoundland, where the 

Newell family first settled. Equally difficult is the question of ending. Much of the 

l~istorical data that I have colIected relates to Johnnie Newell's aduIt life. He was born in 

a hut  in Labrador where there was no soap or running water. He was brought to an 

orphanage or children's home in Newfoundland. Grenfell sent him to school in Brooklyn, 

New York, where he learned soap-making and leather tanning. Grenfell also set him up 

with a hotel in St. Anthony, Newfoundland (Appendix X 6). I could have developed the 

archetype of the house. There was the hut, the children's home and the hotel. But the 

written material proved to be too wide, and somewhat beyond the scope of the present 

story. It is hoped this unused material can be drawn together in other stories. Essentially, 

this story covers a four or five-year period from 1900 to 1905, the years that Simpson and 

Bussell spent with the Labrador Branch of the Mission. 



125 

From whose point of view is the story told? Perhaps the perspective is 

omniscient. The story teller is standing on the deck of the ship, watching it unfold. The 

story is told in the third person as the writer attempts to convey the feelings of several 

characters. 

Most of the material published by and about the Mission workers is written from 

their own point of view. The books generally begin by attibuting larger-than-life status 

to Grenfell. and then the various workedwiters align themselves with him. The result was 

that the Mission workers come across looking larger than life, which has the corollary of 

having the people of Labrador look smaller, or more miserable, than life. Without saying 

so. the storyteller in this case seeks to demythologize Grenfell and bring the Mission 

workers down to a more realistic size. At the same time I have worked to adjust upward, 

to take more seriously. the dreams and aspirations of livyeres like Selina Newell. The 

term "livyeres" is a corruption or conflation of two words, "live heres." The term refers 

to people who live here, in contrast to the tern "floaters." Floaters sailed north to the 

Labrador fishery while their permanent home was the island of Newfoundland. Livyeres 

resided in Labrador permanently. They moved in and out Groswater Bay. They resided 

out on the coast to the fishely in the summer and shifted (moved) back in the Bay for the 

winter. 

Wilfred Grenfell's critics among the merchants of St. John's and the churches, 

sewed to elevate Grenfell's cause and, thereby, the stature of his person. His critics 

charged that he exaggerated the poverty in Labrador and cast merchants in a poor light. 
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Once the stage is set and the proportions of the characters are fine-tuned for 

gender and size, the time comes to spin the story and, it is hoped, themes will recur, 

tl~eological or otherwise. 

There is a sense of journey in this story. Many of the carriers are no longer 

common. The dog team, the mail boat, the hospital ship, have all been replaced. But these 

little journeys point to a larger journey. George Simpson travelled by boat. From London 

to St. John's he travelled on an ocean-going steamship. From St. John's to Battle Harbour, 

he travelled on the ninety-seven foot Strathcona. From Battle Harbour, north to Indian 

Harbour. Simpson travelled on the Julia Sheridan, a harbour tug of nineteen tons.' Steve 

Newel 1 poled and sailed his way around Groswater Bay in a tiny wooden boat. The bigger 

the boat. the greater the distance travelled. The further one travelled, the more important 

one appeared. There is, in this story, as there is in the Newfoundland soul, the notion that 

further away is commensurably better. Everywhere else is better than here. So we have 

this sense of people constantly moving somewhere. 

Whereas travel by water is the acceptable mode of transportation, there is another 

mode: travel by komatic and dog team. In the story, I have described the dogs as 

whining as if to speak. They were, and are today, great white-eyed beasts, chained to the 

ground in summer, straining on their haunches to be free. The dogs represent the 

instinctive, the unconscious. The dogs are destructive. When Sister Maud stepped ashore 

at Winter's Cove, the dogs would have tom her to shreds. Selina would have done the 

same, except that the Mission workers were there on the authority of God. These sled 

dogs were surly and ravenous. Yet when they were harnessed behind a lead-dog (a bitch) 
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all that rage and strength is focused to run. Dogs in a pen beside the house represent the 

inexplicable rage that lurks when one group of people has plenty and another has nothing. 

All the little journeys by dog-team are motivated by hunger. At that time, in 

Labrador. poverty riveted itself unmistakeably in the form of hunger. They were forever 

going to get flour, molasses or tea. Hunger shares the same sod-covered hut with filth, 

ignorance and disease. Hunger drove Steve Newel1 to the Hudson's Bay and the Mission 

Station looking for handouts. It drove Selina into the empty cove to string her nets across 

the brook. 

A symbol of that hunger and filth is the rusty stove with a crack running down 

one side. The stove had to be continuously fed to beat back the fingering cold. 

It needs to be kept in mind that the physical and mental exercise of writing this 

talc is that of the author attempting to plumb the depths of his own identity. "Who am 

I? What is my  identity? In light of this story of a little boy being taken from his mother, 

how do I respond to authority?" 

To my surprise, Maud Bussell emerged as the central character, the protagonist 

in the story. Simpson merely acted as the foil to bring out her person. This was a 

religious mission with medical expertise and, within that context, Bussell was a 

seamstress and not a nurse. It took her talents as a seamstress to be able to stand at a 

distance and reflect on the work, something I have portrayed Simpson as not being able 

to do. 

It also surprises me  that throughout the story, feminine characters dominate. Seliaa 

and her daughter Ann are active participants. The men seem to respond to these women 
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who are at the centre of the story. This was not deliberate on my part. The women are 

simply stronger characters. 

Where is God on this stage? I think of God as being transcendent and immanent. 

A doctoral level course sumeying twentieth century theologians clarified (for me) a 

constant movement in theology to adjust the balance between transcendence and 

immanence. 

The transcendent God in this story is perhaps best described in the person of 

Stephen. the eldest boy at Winter's Cove. When the Jzdru Shrndurl comes into the cove 

to take the  child, Ann is sent scrambling over the hill in search of Steve. She cries out. 

A11 she hears is the wind. Steve is nowhere to be found. In the midst of death and 

separation he does not respottd. Tlre transcendent God is over all things, just out of 

earshot of human misery. When the child Selina sees her mother drifting out to sea on 

a broken pan of ice, slie looks around for the boat. It is upside-down? buried under a 

mound of snow. When a boat is needed, it is out of reach. God seems inaccessible to 

these people. 

The distant God is also in the character of Charlie Allen. Selina went to him in 

search of a home for her child. Charlie Allen wished he could take another, but he 

already had too many children. The transcendent God keeps everything the way it is. I 

would also describe the transcendence of God as a male characteristic. God stands aloof 

from the scene, pained by it, perhaps, but paralyzed to intervene. 

The immanence of God is best characterized in the person of Sister Bussell. She 

does not want to go to Labrador, but in the end, she goes. She changes her mind. The 
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immanence of God in this story I see as a feminine trait. She lifts her skirts so as not to 

dirty them in the mud of Labrador. Eventually, they do get dirty. When Steve Newel1 

arrives at Indian Harbour looking for help because his father is dying, Maud Bussell does 

not want to delay her departure for London. Eventually she does go to Winter's Cove. 

Sister Maud receives a letter saying that her father has suffered a stroke. Part of 

her wants to leave the coast and be with him. She is hemmed in by miles of Arctic ice. 

She wants to return, but she cannot go. The immanent God (Maud Bussell) is forever 

caught in the dilemma of having to choose between unsatisfactory options. 

Perhaps the character of Sister Maud personifies the work of the Royal National 

Mission in Labrador early in this century. She comes out to Labrador, she works, she 

questions and she retums to London. In the end, she receives no credit and, indeed, is 

forgotten. 

Sister Btrssell is somewhat a misfit in a medical organization. Appropriately, she 

is a seamstress in the midst of second-hand clothing and rotting cunains. Simpson is a 

surgeon and she is a seamstress. They share the same appreciation for fine detail. Only 

Bussell, who rearranges patches of cloth, is able to see the larger context. 



Salvation in the Story 

Any discussion of theological context needs to take into account the idea of 

salvation. There is, at an earthy level, the presentation of the Gospel message at Mission 

meetings on Sunday afternoons. These were religious services. The scriptures were 

espounded by the same missionaries who provided medical care through the rest of the 

week. The fisher folk could readily see that the Mission workers lived out their faith in 

a practical way. Those who benefitted from the Mission work took new stories aboard 

their scl~ooi~ers and carried them back to Newfoundland. 

In my particular stoq, the ratio of "deeds to salvation" does not equate a good 

decd done today, by a Mission worker, to salvation today for a person or family on the 

receiving end of that deed. Sometimes there was pain and grief connected with the 

Mission's intemention. Salvation, in my schema, works itself out over a number of 

generations. In the Indian Harbour Station there was a painting on the wall of a woman 

sowing seeds from her apron. From one year to the next, that scene was frozen. The seeds 

were always falling but never quite landed. One deed, like the taking of a child from a 

family, takes perhaps, a hundred years to work itself out. 

God, in this story, is a woman from a distant culture who glides into the cove. She 

does what she has to do and she glides out again. There is no real discussion or 

explanation. There is no pastoral care follow-up to the family. Compare this to the Church 

of England and Methodist preachers who visited and described the poverty they saw in 

Labrador. They did not intervene as the Grenfell workers did. 
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Although God is distant in much of the story, when she does come, she has a 

human face. I have described Bussell as being clean in the midst of filth. She could read 

in the midst of people who could not. She could sew and stitch in the midst of rags. Her 

back was straight in the presence of a people beaten down by poverty. I have tried to 

portray Sister Bussell as a marvellous, other-worldly creature, seen through the  eyes of 

the children of Winter's Cove. She is quite different from the (male) pastors who visited. 

They seem to have rnan.elled at the poverty, as i f  it were somehow the place of the 

people to be poor. The church records show a ministry that recorded the visits and how 

much money each family was able to give. The Methodist minister, Young, offered them 

words of comfort before he was on his way. He declined the offer of food from Selina 

Newell because her house was too dirty. 

The Labrador Branch of the Royal National Mission brought better Good News 

to the livyeres because the Mission workers presented the people with opportunities. The 

people could barter wood, paddles, fish or whatever they had in return for clothing. It was 

not Grenfell's policy to give articles to the people. Giving reduced them further to the 

state of being paupers. It was his intention to trade or barter whatever the people had to 

offer, in such a way that the people received the better end of the exchange. The story 

exists of the livyeres being provided with Free medicine, only to try to sell the empty 

bottles back to the Mission. 

The idea of exchange recurs in the story. There is a scene in which Steve Newell 

hurries off to Indian Harbour to be the first one on the w h d  when the barrels of used 

clothing are opened. Sister Bussell, with her clean clothes puts the question "And what 
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will you give in exchange for clothing ?" Of course Steve had nothing to give. Shame and 

embarrassment well up inside him. He resolves, with his sister Ann, to make twenty-five 

sets of paddles to exchange for clothing. As a creative exercise in learning about paddle- 

making, I enrolled in a wood-working course in 1993 and carved out a set of paddles. 

It gave me an idea of the craft and a diversion from the rigors of writing. Paddle making 

is easier. 

1 think that there is a continuum with this barter imagery. At the human end of 

that spectrum is the character Steve Newelt hoping to get something for nothing: clothing. 

The Mission workers push it along the scale some distance, and insist on something in 

retuni. At the other estrerne end of the barter continuum is the idea of sacrifice. When 

the events of the story progress from bartering provisions in return for goods of 

neighbouring value to taking children, we enter the theological context of sacrifice. In the 

eschange where Simpson and Bussell bring down a "useful, second-hand boat" (The Best 

Thev Knew, Appendix # I ) ,  give it to the family and later come back for one of the 

children. we are closest to the idea of sacrifice in the story. One child is given up, in 

order that all may have a better life. 

The Takinp of a Child 

The earliest contact of the Winter's Cove family with the Labrador Mission came 

when Steve set out to fetch the doctor because his father appeared to be dying. Sister 

Bussell came to their hut. She asked Selina what remedies she had used to help her 

husband. Juniper and kerosene were folk remedies. Minard's Linament was a patent 
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medicine used for everything. Sister Maud describes in the article "The Best They Knew" 

that these remedies were not good enough. The title of the article implies that the 

Mission workers knew better. At that point, all remedies were too late as the forty-four- 

year-old father soon died. For an understanding of Labrador folk remedies, I have 

consulted Them Davs magazine (Appendix $! 9). 

In 1993, I questioned Katherine Buchannan about what her grandfather might have 

died of, in Winter's Cove. At first she didn't know, because her father (Johnnie) did not 

talk about such things. Then she mused for a while and said "Wait now, he died of 

pneumonia." Bingo ! 1 went back to the article "The Best They Knew'' and once more 

the description of the man's death pointed to the same family in Winter's Cove. 

The death of William J. Newell in 1901 brought about the resolve in the mind of 

Sister Maud to intenme. The father was gone from the home, the boat was smashed and 

there were six children to feed. It made sense to her to remove a child. There would be 

one less mouth to feed, and the child taken would be given a new life. 

When I describe the actual taking of the child from his mother , I tell it from 

Ann's perspective. She would have been fifteen years old at that time. I chose Ann 

because she is the one living person, whom I have met, who described the incident. I 

place Ann atop a hill, out of earshot. The exact nature of the taking can only be surmised. 

The child was taken. It was an emotional separation, and someone did go into the water 

to retrieve the boy. This much Ann Oliver repeated several times during visits in 1983. 

The scene with Selina and Ann in the water is the climactic moment of the whole 

story. Here we have despair and emptiness. Here we have the connectivity of people 
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being broken and lost on the wind. In return, the Mission workers provided the family 

with the opportunity to barter with the Mission and gave them a second-hand boat. It was 

hardly a fair trade. 

This writer's original question conceived at Baldwin's Mills, Quebec, in June 199 1. 

was a question put to Jesus. "By what authority do ye do these things ?" (Matthew 21 :23). 

Jesus had been teaching in the Temple and the Chief Priests challenged his authority to 

say such things. That question was born out of m y  original (1989) learning goals which 

asked questions of my own authority and creativity in ministry (Appendix + 9a). 

In 1990, I was iwited to lead the Newfoundland and Labrador Conference of the 

United Church of Canada at its 1991 Annual meeting in an exploration of the "Authority 

and Interpretation of Scripture." This became a major project for the Doctor of Ministry 

program. It dovetailed m y  own expIoration of authority and power issues with a practical 

concern before the Church. How do we variously approach, understand and use Scripture? 

The preparation over eight months, was exhilarating. The actual presentation was both 

frightening and liberating. The effect on my  attractiveness for call to a church in 

Newfoundland was somewhat less than flattering. I don't believe people are always open 

to explore issues around the authority of Scripture. I think there is a dimension at which 

challenging insight is painhl for an institution like the United Church. It finds equilibrium 

in other ways. It sometimes prefers not to see. 

My explorations of the authority and interpretation of scripture forced me to 

examine my own assumptions about scripture and the authority of it. The exercise left me 

somewhat at odds with the 'stealth-power seekers' within the institution. It appears that, 
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in the life of one's career, one moves into making a decision that one will find power 

either in institutional structures, or within oneself. Institutional power-seeking is external, 

and its proponent's reflective activity i s  centred on the institution rather than on the self. 

Creative power-seeking, as in writing, forces one on an inward journey that is reflective 

of self and personal-identity questions. Concern for the maintenance of institutions is 

diminished. The questions and comments around the theme presentations illustrated that 

there are many possibilities for interpreting scripture. On the other hand, people who were 

tied to the esisting model of Presbytery/ Conference as being somehow sanctioned by 

God, or somehow as the only model (because they derived their identity from that model), 

were in a poorer position to examine questions of authority and interpretation of Scripture. 

The leap was simply too great. The result was that, the following year, the Conference 

retreated and had a descriptive speaker tell the Conference gathering how wonderful it all 

was on Sunday evenings in years gone by. The latter speaker drew standing ovations. In 

effect, I saw the matter as a retreat from issues that were too threatening to discuss. 

At this point in my faith, the question of "By what Authority..?" is no longer my 

question. I have long since let it go. The focus now is upon how I can best understand 

and tell the story that I have identified as being foundational to who I am. By this I mean 

my little story and the larger God stories. To realize that my story is real and that it 

connects with my being able to tell the Gospel stories, is liberating and integrating. I have 

opted to dredge the depths of my own creativity and to leave the quest for institutional 

power to those who seek it. I go out into "the draining arteries of the cove at low tide and 
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string my o m  nets," in search of new insight, as the character Selina daily went out for 

food. 

Goal Number One from the Learning Covenant Collegium is: 

"My goal is to claim ownership of my identity through 
examining how I handle issues of creativity and power in ministry." 
There are six skills under this goal. Here are two. 
* 3. how I handle/ channel my own creativity. 
# 1 how I respond to creativity in others. 

(Appendix " 9 a). 

In 1989, u*hen I began the Doctor of Ministry process I saw power and creativity 

as being mutually exclusive. I recognized my own creativity, but felt powerless in the 

institutional church. I saw people who seemed powerful in the institution, but were 

essentially devoid of any visible creativity. 

I recognize now that people are after different things when they approach the 

question of church. The Theological Worlds Inventory has made that abundant1 y clear to 

me.'" Some are empowered by the institution to the point that their identity is equated 

with the corporate body. Others are not. Others are empowered by forces within 

them selves. 

Over the seven years, I have come to concentrate on the power of creativity 

within. Writing a novel has been an excellent vehicle for this. The dredging, drying, 

sifting, arranging and offering of this story has been occasion for resurrection at any 

number of levels. There is the obvious written resurrection of the characters in the story. 

There is the resurrection of the story itself. There is the resurrection which has taken 
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place inside me, as old concepts of God and self have given way to new senses of God 

which are continuously emerging. 



Chapter 3 

Locating the Work o f  Art  in a Suitable Ministn. Framework 

The story attempts to describe missionary activity nearly a century ago, aiong the 

Labrador coast. Today the Mission is gone. Many of the communities in the story have 

been abandoned. 

The mit~istr). framework for this story has to be the point of intersection of my 

esperience in minism and my understanding, in a new way, of who I am in relation to 

this story that I tell. 

The struggle of the central character (Bussell) over whether to return to England 

and be with her father, or to stay with the  Labrador Branch of the Mission, is the kind 

of strug& I experience with ministry. It is the burden of choice, of having to decide. 

That burden brings with it the pain of letting go the options not taken. I describe the 

raking of the child from his mother from a distance. Ann is atop a hill looking down at 

the cove. By seeing it through her eyes and out of range of hearing, I am distancing 

myself from the pain of choosing. That was an incredibly painful moment for the child, 

the mother and the children. There is the constant pain of longing to go back, to return 

to a home no longer there. 
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Through the death of his father and separation from his mother, Johnnie Newell 

lost his entire family. Three years later Si~npson and Bussell completed their Mission 

work and returned to England. Again, the boy was left with strangers. 

I have limited the novel to the years Simpson and Bussell spent with the Labrador 

Branch. Had I gone further, I might have elaborated on how Grenfell provided Johnnie 

with a five-thousand dollar loan to build a hotel for Mission guests. Grenfell's successor, 

Dr. Charles Curtis wanted desperately to take the hotel away. Grenfell intervened from 

his retirement in Vernont and eventually Johnnie Newell repaid the money. But he lived 

with the dilemma of having received something from Grenfell, and the threat of someone 

trying to take it away. 

In order to reflect on this story in the context of ministry, onc needs to consider 

the idca of loss. There is the loss of childhood. There is the loss of home. There is the 

loss of family, of roots. Finally there is the loss of identity. Laurel Williams, a nephew, 

described Johnnie Newell as a lost soul.'' Johnnie was a man alone, unto himself, even 

with a large family of children. In a sense, that disconnectedness seems to pass itself 

from one generation to the next. 

An important component of the Project, as of the entire program, is that of 

receiving feedback. The earliest response was sought fiom a congregation I served in 

Newfoundland. Persons were asked to comment on weaknesses and/or strengths they saw 

in the candidate. The range of response was from the mildly polite to a refusal to 

participate. The woman who refused to take part struggled daily with a debilitating 
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disease. I note this because toward the end of the program, when I again sought help, the 

person most scathing and therefore most helpful, was one wrestling with leukaemia. 

The seco~id step in the learning was a unit of Clinical Pastoral Education. Here I 

came into contact with a Pentecostal pastor whom I perceived as having a concept of 

scripture and authority distinct from my own. The memorable exchange in the unit 

culminated in the statement from m y  Pentecostal friend, that I (Tony) "have God in a 

bos." I had to chew on that for some time. 

Following this unit of Clinical Pastoral Education, I designed a Pract icum around 

persons who have dropped out of Church participation. The second Practicum was a 

w i t  ing exercise wherein I met week1 y with retired professor, Tlierese Cossi tt. Tlierese and 

Mary Cossitt were introduced to m e  by Larry MacDonnell, a student at St. Stephen's. As 

the program went along, there was a narrowing of my topic. I note here the inter- 

connectivity of the people involved and the creativity of the process itself. The Cossitts 

were living in my community in Nertfoundland, retired from the University of Alberta, 

and I did not know it. When we made the connection, we designed the writing practicurn. 

A third significant step was an invitation to speak to an annual Conference of the 

United Church in Newfoundland on the topic of authority and interpretation of scripture. 

This forced me to re-examine my learning goals, and using the guidance I had already 

received through the practicums (and the self-confidence) I designed two presentations. 

The deliver). of those presentations gave me visibility within the church as one who is 

serious about learning. It also propelled m e  forward because now my learning goals were 

public. 
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Eventually I had to leave Newfoundland to be near a learning centre for the 

elective courses. I needed a smaller Pastoral Charge where I traded off less money for 

more time. Over a two year period ( 1  992-1991) 1 completed Doctor of Ministry courses 

at Acadia Divinity College in Wolfville, Nova Scotia. In 1994 1 returned to crafting the 

story of Johnnie Newel1 and his encounter with the Grenfell Mission. By then I had 

contacted the Bussell family in England. Details of the mission workers were becoming 

clearer. 

It was t~ot until  I sent out drafts of my story that I realized how difficult writing 

can be. A respected journal, "The Newfoundland Quarterly," received an early manuscript 

but did not publish it. A Grenfell 'expert' (on the Board of the Newfoundland Quarterly) 

was too busy to read my project, although he did come to interview me for CBC radio 

and sent helphi documents. A publisher in Nova Scotia read, but graciously declined to 

handle i t  further. He felt that Dr. Grenfell was a great man and that I had not elevated 

him enough. One of my intentions is to portray him in more realistic dimensions. Finally, 

it came down to my committee in Edmonton, Dr. Peter Roberts in Newfoundland, Harold 

MacLeod, a retired English teacher, in Nova Scotia and the wise old Selina who lives 

inside me. 

Dr. Roberts came to Nova Scotia and we met for a Saturday morning. He was 

absolutely scathing of my style, but equally certain of my ability to tell a story and that 

I had a good aory to tell. By the time he called back two weeks later to make sure I 

hadn't quit because of his venom, I had the story halfway through the next draft. 
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It was Dr. Evangeline Kane who helped me see the connection between the story 

and my own sense of disintegration when I entered the program. Widow church has been 

robbed of her sexuality and her children are orphans. Mother church neuters all sexuality. 

Three or four respondents to my draft story raised questions about the mission workers' 

sexuality. "Surely they did more than hold hands for three winters?" In the final draft I 

have addressed such questions. 

This Project Dissertation is appropriate for others in ministry because it takes 

seriously the story of one of widow church's orphans. In order to convey any stories God 

might want conveyed, we need first to connect God's story in Christ to our own 

esperience. Before I can connect with God's story I must be aware of m y  own. I am a 

Platonist in the sense that all this truth is inside ourselves. Great effort is required to bring 

it out. The Project Dissertation is allowing me to do that. 



Chapter 4 

The Work of Art in the Writer's Own Faith Journey ---- 
I .  Dynamics prior to ministry which are foundational 

I can trace my fascination with Labrador back to the time when I was twelve or 

thineeo years old. Here the geography is fou~ldational to the story and to the Grenfcll 

Mission in eeneral. (Appendix 3 10). The Labrador coast is the North-Eastern shield of 

the North American continent. The coastline is glaciated rock spattered with islands and 

shoals. 

The island of Newfoundland reaches nearly to touch the coast of Labrador. The 

narrow channel of ocean between the two is called the Strait of Belle Isle. The Straits as 

the?. are called. can be compared to a street in the days of sail. The Labrador Mission 

began on the Labrador side in 1892, at a place called Battle Harbour. The buildings there 

were donated to the Royal National Mission by Mssrs. Baine and Grieve, merchants in 

Sr.Johnts, who were sympathetic to the work. " 

The Labrador Branch, under Dr. Wilfred Grenfell, expanded north on the Labrador 

side to Indian Harbour. This second station; at the mouth of a ninety-mile inlet, became 

the summer hospital, with Mission Workers retreating south to Battle Harbour for the 
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winter. The stations were two hundred miles apart. Those who did stay the winter, 

alternated, with one winter on the coast and the other winter in England. 

Around 1900, Wilfred Grenfell received Ietters from seftIers at St. Anthony, 

Newfoundland, asking that the Mission establish a station there." These three Stations: 

Battle Harbour, Indian Harbour and St. Anthony, formed the tripod of the Labrador 

Branch of the medical work in the first decade of the twentieth century. Dr. Cluny 

MacPherson appears to have been the officer in charge of Battle Harbour. A 

Newfoundlander, MacPherson is credited with the development of the gas mask used in 

the First World War." Dr. George Sirnpson, an English doctor, spent summers in Indian 

Harbour and winters at St. Anthony. Sister Maud Bussell came with him in 1900. She 

spent one winter ( 190 1 ) at Bartle Harbour while Simpson was at St. Anthony. Simpsoo 

and Bussell spent a total of three winters on the coast: 1901, 1903 and 1905. 

Dr. Grenfell was the Superintendent of the Royal National Mission and oversaw 

the entire work. Grenfell is a man of mythic stature in Newfoundland history. 111 1906, 

when the King's Birthday Honours List was announced, Grenfell was knighted a 

Companion of the Most Distinguished Order of St Michael and St. George. He received, 

in 1907, the first honourary Doctor of Medicine ever conferred by Oxford University, for 

his work among the poor of ~abrador." Sir Wilfred Grenfell's coritribution to 

Newfoundland and Labrador is unmatched to this day. His work and his character are 

above reproach. 

It is worth noting what happened to Grenfell and Sirnpson. Simpson finished his 

term of service with the Mission and went into private practice in Brighton, England. 
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With his departure in 1905, he virtually disappeared From the Mission literature. A year 

later, Grenfell was knighted and began to be recognized for the Labrador work. As 

Grenfell gained recognition, Simpson faded from the Labrador work. There is no evidence 

of a disagreement between the two. This humble writer was born at the St. Anthony 

hospital, in 1957. By this time St.Anthony was well established as the headquarters of the 

Grenfell Mission. It had the largest hospital in the organization, of which there have been 

three St .Anthony hospitals in succession. George Sim pson was instnmental in building 

the first one in 1900-01. St. Anthony was the site of the Children's Home, of which there 

were two, in succession. It was also home to a dairy farm, reindeer herd, fox farm, 

tannery. dry dock (marine railway), greenhouse, industrial room (an arrangement whereby 

handicapped persons were employed in Labrador craft making), guest house and the 

Grenfell School. All these enterprises were brought to the coast through the efforts of 

Wilfred Grenfell and his associates. 

There was a series of wooden and steel-hulled ships. The central Ship to the work 

of the early Mission was the Struihconu. Over time there were three ships called 

Strufhconu. I rn ight add that I have no concrete evidence that Johnnie Newell arrived in 

St. Anthony aboard the Strothcona. I believe he did, for the following reason. The mantle 

around the fireplace at the St. Anthony Inn, where he lived, had two interesting features. 

Into the concrete base were embedded chunks of iridescent feldspar called Labradorite. 

These were rough pieces of rock from Labrador, level with the floor. Over the fireplace, 

sat a wooden replica of the original Struthconu. The fireplace remains today with a new 

house built around it. 
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Dr. Grenfell died in Vermont in 1940. So I have not met him. Simpson died in 

England in 1949 and Sister Maud died in England in 1969 in her ninety-fourth year 

(Appendices 8 1 1 and #19). 

Johnnie Newell died in 1959 at St. Anthony, Nfld. I have no recollection of him. 

In fact, the only character in my story whom I have met is Ann Oliver. She was ninety- 

six years old when I met her in 1983. When she told me the story, she thought that I was 

Johnnie. having returned (Appendix # 8). 

Around 1970 or 197 1, a patient came to the St-Anthony Hospital from Rigolet, 

Labrador. He was obviously of Inuit ancestry. He came to visit us at our home. I have 

witten about that visit (Appendix + 12). At that point, the only connection with Labrador 

that I was aware of, was through my mother's side, the Pikes of Red Bay. Red Bay is the 

site of a four-hundred-year-old Basque whaling operation, recently discovered. In 1905, 

GrmfeII introduced the Co-operative movement to Red Bay, ~abrador.'%randmother 

Pike came to St. Anthony as a widow to work as a domestic on the Mission. On the 

Newfoundland side and the Labrador side, my family goes back to the first days of the 

Grenfel l Mission. Great-grandfather Reuben Simms was one of Grenfell's dog-team 

drivers. When John Oliver came to St. Anthony in the early nineteen-seventies, h e  was 

a cancer patient. I knew nothing of who he was or from whence he had come. He was 

a rather fascinating man who told strange stories of porpoises in a magical place called 

Groswater Bay. Our family then learned that Ann Oliver was still living in Labrador. 

Ann is a character in my story. 
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The presence of this man in our home prompted me to ask, "Who is this man, 

dad?" The answer came that h e  was a first cousin. This in turn prompted me to ask how 

such a thing could be. The answer came that our grandfather had been taken from his 

mother and "reared up" in the Orphanage at St. Anthony. 

John Newell Jr. 

For twenty-eight years my father, Johnnie's son, worked at the Grenfeil Mission. 

He began in the accounting office in St. Anthony and retired as Secretary-Controller of 

the lnten~ational Grenfell Association. He is the son of the orphan at the centre of my 

story. In 1978 most of the assets of the Grenfell Association were turned over to the 

Provincial Government of Newfoundland and Labrador. Among them were some one 

hundred boxes of archival material to be turned over to Memorial University of 

Newfoundland. It was John Newel1 J r h  task to sort the material before it was trucked to 

St-John's. As he went through the material, he photocopied references to the Children's 

Home, the St.Anthony Inn, the Tannew and the Co-operative Store. From this material 

it is possible to conclude that Johnnie Newell of Winter's Cove, Labrador entered the 

Children's Home when it opened in February, 1906. The three years prior to that he was 

a ward of Dr. George ~ i rn~son . "  (Appendix # 1 3). 

References to the St. Anthony Inn are recorded in letters from Superintendent Dr. 

Charles Curtis (Grenfell's successor) to the Grenfell Board. Dr. Grenfell had lent Johnnie 

Newell five-thousand dollars to construct a hotel, to accommodate guests of the Mission 

and the families of patients at St. Anthony (Appendix # 14). The loan was slow in being 
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repaid. The Mission found it had no control over its operation and Dr. Curtis wanted 

Johnnie Newell evicted. That move angered Grenfell who wrote a defense of Newel1 ("it 

was 1 who raised and trained...") (Appendix # 15). 

While he was Superintendent, Dr. Grenfell sent a number of Labrador orphans to 

a trade school in Brooklyn, New York. The school was called the Raa Institute 

(Appendix 2 16). In Brooklyn, Jolmiiie Newell won a three hundred dollar scholarship in 

open competition and financed his own education. (Appendix + 17). Each of these events 

in his life can be woven into the story. It is advantageous to a writer to reconstruct the 

characters from written references because it allows one to get beyond the literal 

exactitudes and move into the creative realm. The same applies to the geography. In 

1982-1983 1 lived in Labrador at a time when Rigolet was pan of the East Labrador 

Parish. Because it was a team-ministry, the other person went to Rigolet. I did not 

actually see Rigolet for the first time until 1993. By that time, the development of the 

story was well under way. 

2. Dynamics within ministry contributing to the story 

A critical incident occurred in 1989 when I became entangled in an escalating 

conflict with a person whom I perceived to be an authority in the United Church. A 

number of groups within and beyond the churches were organizing to feed the hungry. 

Many had contributed and yet this person acted in a devious way to claim credit. When 

he minimized the effect of his actions, I lashed out in a way that merely escalated the 
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tension. In the end, the truth got lost. Threats and counter-threats were made. I backed 

down. 

From that painful encounter in ministry, I became quite disillusioned. When I 

sought to have the matter addressed by the proper judicatory, ie. the Presbytery and 

Conference, I found them to be powerless and useless institutions. They served merely 

to reward compliance and perpetuate their own existence. 

That was a precipitating crisis in my faith journey. It set the pendulum swinging. 

Until then, I beiieved the structures could be redeemed. I had long suspected them to be 

terminally il l .  At that point for me, they died. 1 could not imagine myself being a part 

of the redemption of such a self-serving institution. 

I started the painful process of looking inward at my own faith. my own 

understanding of authority and power. I found there a creative power that I had forgotten 

existed. 

The same people who were powerless to help me in the conflict situation at least 

recognized the problem. They exercised a different kind of power by inviting me to speak 

to the Conference on the authority and interpretation of scripture. I quickly agreed and 

used the time of research to look at issues of authority and power, and how they are 

exercised. It was a liberating and empowering experience. My sense of creativity was 

affirmed. I was challenged to continue. 

It was difficult to explore issues of authority and interpretation with people who 

are not regularly given to discussion or critical examination. Many did not know there 
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was a world behind or beneath the scriptures. Through these presentations there was a 

separating out in my own faith development. 

In 1992, 1 felt it was time to leave the Newfoundland and Labrador Conference 

and try another context. Coming to rural Nova Scotia has given me the space and the 

freedom to study and to write. It was a painful choice to leave a place I loved. The 

dysfbnctional church structure was not so difficult to leave. Always the struggle is 

similar to that of Maud Bussell. Is it best to return home or is it best to stay? In the 

morning, Sister Maud wanted to stay: in the evening she longed to return. That is my 

struggle. In the end, I return to the same conclusion. I can only be in one place at one 

time. To try to be in two is to be in neither. 

Pan of the difficulty of creating a novel is that of having to return to a time and 

place that is foreign. In 1992 I joined a centennial cruise and travelled to Battle Harbour, 

one hundred years to the day after Grenfell had landed. On the deck of the coastal 

steamer, I made myself known to Wilfred Grenfell's daughter. I rold her of how this boy 

Johnnie was taken fFom Labrador and sent to school. She responded, not to the taken part. 

but to the school part. "Where would any of us be, without education?" she asked. That 

was all. 

In 1993, I took my own journey to Labrador aboard the motor vessel .Vonhern 

Runger. I sailed to Rigolet and stayed with relatives who had remained in Labrador all 

these years. I waited a week for the wind and tide to abate so that I could get out to 

Winter's Cove in an open boat. It was twenty-eight miles and I came within twelve miles, 

but the tide was so great that it was foolish to go fhther .  We landed at Ticoralak, where 
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Ann had spent most of her life. Husky dogs came into the cold ocean to meet us. I was 

terrified of drowning. As the speed-boat slammed against the swell, I kept thinking, "This 

is not how I want the story to end." I spent the week talking to the elders in Rigolet about 

the people and places of long ago. I attended a native wedding where an intoxicated man 

approached me and said, "When you write your story, don't portray us as ignorant and 

lazy. That's been done before." 

Perhaps out of a fear of contradiction, I have consulted everyone imaginable about 

this stop. I have consulted the living and the dead. I have searched archives and 

periodicals, published books and private letters, to cast new light on the story. 

.4 Dream: One of Several 

April 30th, 1992 1 had a dream. In it, I walked around the comer of my 

grandfather's hotel and into the back porch. The ground outside was rocky and uneven. 

I went into the kitchen and into the living room, in front of the Labradorite stone hearth. 

Grandmother Newell, Louisa, was lying on a bro~m couch by the wall which separated 

the living room from the tearoom. She was dying. It was a scene of powerlessness. My 

father was there, as was Arthur Squarey, my neighbour, and nephew of Magistrate 

Squarey, who conducted the investigation into the activities of Grenfell. Magistrate 

Squarey was an authority figure. So I beheld power and weakness in the dream. 

I asked Nan one question. "Did Johnnie say anything about his coming to 

St.Anthony?" I was crying in the dream. I was very sad. She would turn her head aside. 

"No," she'd say, "He didn't". Then my father, who was standing on the other side, said 
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that he had received a telegram from Grenfell in Winnipeg, saying he  was chosen. 

Exactly who was chosen is unclear. Art Squarey referred to a novel where a boy was 

born to be a priest. He was chosen. Exoner was his name. He was chosen to be a priest, 

but he hated it. Nan was there on the old brown couch, wrapped in a blanket. I was 

interviewing her for my project, but she couldn't help me. In the dream I asked Louisa 

if hcr father was Reuben Simms. "Yes," she answered. 

That was the end of the dream. In the months that followed, 1 prayed and fully 

expected funlier dreams where I could ask questions. That was the closest I have come. 

The woman in my dream died in 1968. 

My goal in writing this story is to break through the silence with the past a~ld 

reclaim that sense of connectedness that seems to be missing. On'ginally I had no idea 

what, if any, material had survived, from which I could begin to make historical sense of 

the orphan story. The journey began as a historical quest for self-identity. I had located 

the entries and records of birth, marriage and death. One can hardly build characters on 

these. I found that the historical 'data gathering' route could only provide the raw material. 

No dialogue is possible with dead historical data. Dialogue happens around living 

characters. The connection between who T am and who these characters are, and what this 

story is, is possible in one of two ways. First, the characters are all dead. I can die and 

hopefully go and be with them. That was not a good option, not even for a Doctor of 

Ministry. Secondly, through the historical novel, I can bring the characters to life and 

attempt some kind of interaction with them. This is what I have done. The creative route 

allows me to connect with the story. 



Raw Materiai for the characters - 

Over a nine-year period (Spring 1986 to Fall 1995) there has been an ongoing 

literary archaeological dig in the reconstruction of the characters. By far the most time 

consuming was the search for George Simpson. I set out with his name in the testimony 

of tllc Royal Commissiotl of 19 17 (Appendix i: 6). Then I wrote the General Medical 

Council in London (Appendix # 18). 1 continued with an inquiry to Prof Ivan Curson, a 

retired dentist and Chair of the Grenfell Association of Great Britain and Ireland 

(Appendix = 19). From these I learned that Simpson graduated in Medicine in 1900 and 

came out to Labrador. The Newfoundlal~d Medical Board and the Royal National Mission 

in London turned up virtually nothing (Appendix 20). 

While discovering that Simps011 was British and the dates he graduated was 

exiting, these details revealed nothing about the person. It was not until 1994, through 

the Bussell search, that I was able to locate dates of birth and marriage. These allowed 

me to establish the relative ages to the characters (Appendix 2 1 ). 

Ankles written by Simpson and Bussell were included in the two Mission 

Magazines, Among The Deeo Sea Fishers and Toilers Of The Deep. These provided 

descriptions of the Indian Harbour Hospital and the kind of work that was being done. 

(Appendix 8 22). 

The minor character of Charlie Allen is described in A-Methodist Missionarv and 

The Labrador Parson (Appendix # 23). - 
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Selina (Rich) Newell is preserved in the descriptions of Young, Wallace, and Simpson 

(Appcndices # 3, 4, 5 ,  1). 

Ann and Steve Newell are brother and sister. Insight into Ann's childhood is 

described in a letter from Phoebe Rich, Happy Valley, Labrador (Appendix + 23a). Ann 

is described in the article, "The Best They Knew" (Appendix # I ) .  She is also described 

in Wallace's book, The Lure of the Labrador Wild (Appendix t I ) .  Ann is interviewed 

by myself (Appendix 8). 1 relied on articles from Them Davs, a magazine committed to 

preserving stories of early Labrador. Ann was interviewed by Them Davs in the August, 

1975 edition (Vol.1 No. I ) .  She was interviewed again in Volume 4, number 2, 1978 

(Appendis X b ) .  

Steve Ncucll is best described by dill or^ Wallace and Annenius Young 

(Appendices 3? 4, 5 ) .  He is also remembered in an article in December I977 of Them 

Davs (Appendix s 24). My journey to Rigolet in 1993 turned up the last letter Steve - 
u m e  to his sister Ann. It shows the bond of love between them. There is a story behind 

this letter. I t  was folded in a tin where Ann kept her valuables, an old coin and jenellery. 

Her grandchildren in Rigolet said she cherished the letter and was quite protective of it. 

It took five or six people around the kitchen table an hour to decipher the contents. I was 

then allowed to take what I had written, but not the original. (Appendix 8 25). 

The character of Johnnie Newel1 is referred to tl~roughout the early volumes of 

Amone The D e e ~  Sea Fishers. In April 1904 he is alluded to in "The Best They Knew" 

by George Simpson (Appendix t! 1). In the London publication, ,Toilers of The Dee~.  

he is referred to in January-February edition, 1905 (Appendix # 13). Again, he is referred 
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to in May-June, 1905 Toilers (Appendix * 16). Then we return to Among The Deeo Sea 

Fishers, October 1907 (Appendix Y 27). There are many references to John Newell. 

Wilfred Mesher, Emmeline Roberts and Archie Ash in the eight magazines that make up 

the years 1 9 1 3- 1 9 11 of Among The Deep Sea Fishers. These are references to their being 

sent to the Ran Institute in Brooklyn, New York. This pan of the search prompted me 

to contact the Pratt Institute for any existing records (Appendix s 28). An interview with 

Katherine Buchannan. Johnnie's daughter, hlmed up a letter of reference Johnnie camed 

to New York with him (Appendix .t 29). Next we have Dr. Grenfell's letter defending 

Johnnie Newell, when Dr. Curtis wanted to reclaim the St. Anthony I l w  (Appendix 15). 

There is tlie testimony of the Royal Commission in 19 17 (Appendix = 6). Finally. there 

is an autographed photo of Grenfell in \vllich Johnnie Newell is described as an original 

metn brr of tlie Grenfell family (Appendix 30). 

I n  the developlnerlt of the story, I intentionally downplayed the character of 

Grenfell. His appearance is quite brief. Most of the material in existence today elevates 

Grenfell to larger-than- life status. It was my intention not to do that, as it  minimizes the 

reality of the other characters. Thus the sketch of Grenfell in this story cannot be 

pinpointed to this article or that book. A list of his books is provided in the bibliography. 

My description of Grenfell arises out of a lifetime of living in the shadow of his 

organization, the International Grenfell Association. In terms of stature, he is to my stop, 

liehat Jesus is to the books of the New Testament. Where does one begin'? 



Working with the Characters 

 round 1991, I became aware of the name Simpson in connection with my stor).. 

By 1992 1 learned that Simpson and Busseil were English and that he was a doctor. Each 

new piece of the puzzle raised more questions. The magazine articles in Toilers of the 

D e e ~  and -Among The D e e ~  Sea Fishers gave no clue as to how or why they came to 

Labrador. Nor was there any espianation of their departure. Some of that information was 

alludcd to in Among The Deep Sea Fishers, but it took a series of dead-end theories and 

speculations to arrive at realistic conclusions. 

For esample, for the better part of a year, I believed that Grenfell and Simpson 

paned on bad terms. Why else would Grenfell choose to downplay Simpson's role in the 

cariy Labrador work'? Grenfell had escluded Simpson's name from all of his published 

writings. I became convinced that there was a dispute. 1 have a copy of the index of the 

Deeo Sea Fishers which spans the years 1903 to 1978. Throughout the years there were 

obituaries of the Grenfell tvorkers. I searched these and found no reference to Simpson 

or Bussell. When the exact dates of their deaths became available to me, I went to those 

specific magazines. Still there was no obituary, when the obituaries of people with only 

the remotest of Grenfell connections were recorded. My theory of a dispute was building. 

Eventually I discovered that in 1932 at the first Grenfell reunion in England, Simpson was 

present and Dr. Grenfell spoke affectionately of l~ i rn . ' ~  Simpson remained a supporter of 

the Grenfell Association. 
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My best conjecture comes afier a conversation with the present Executive Director of the 

Grenfell organization. Peter Roberts says that Simpson and Bussell were likely 

downplayed in the literature because at the time of their work in Labrador, they lived at 

the same Station but were not married. Roberts made the point that nurse Kate Austin and 

writer Elliott Merri& lived together in the Labrador bush and Grenfell downplayed 

Austin's part with the Mission because they were not married. Simpson and Bussell 

married before their third and final winter on the coast. 

I t  is important to consider that Wilfred Grenfell was a fund raiser who depended 

on the good will of Victorian Cl~ristians for the expansion of his Labrador work. Any 

suggestion of impropriety on the pan of his workers would quickly fall into the ears and 

out of the lips of his  detractors. Perhaps there was a dispute between Grenfeli and 

Simpson over the question of his  not being married to Bussell. Equally plausible is the 

idea that this dispute was resolved when Bussell and Simpson did marry. 

Towards the end of the writing of the first submitted draft there seemed to be a 

block to being able to come to a conclusion. I developed an elaborate mist of events, still 

related to the 'dispute ?!KO@ of Simpson's departure. The whole ending depended on my 

interpretation of the word "work." 

Here is the scenario. The Simpsons have been with the Labrador Branch four 

years. During that time, one of the many things they have done is to brhg this child, 

Johnnie, to St. Anthony, Newfoundland. To do this, they took him from his mother. I 

have described the taking. In my ending, I discovered from reading and re-reading the 

actual sequence of events, that, as the Worken were preparing to leave the Labrador 
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work, the children's home (orphanage) was ready to open. I created a scenario whereby 

Grenfell asked Sister Maud to run this new orphanage. In fact, Grenfell did consider 

asking her to do so (Appendix s' 3 1 ). Somewhere in Newfoundland during the winter of 

I905, a new character, William Percy was introduced. Grenfell was quite shaken by this 

man's sudden death, because Percy was Engineer on the hospital ship Strath~ooa. '~  

William Percy left behind a widow and four children. 

I concocted an claboratc schcmc whereby Dr-Simpson and Sister Maud agree to 

cxtcnd thcir stay. Hc is to wintcr in St. Anthony at thc hospital and shc is to run thc 

Chiidrcn's Home. 1 describe thcm arriving in St. Anthony by boat. When they land at the 

wharf, Grcnfell is there to mcct them. With Grcnfcll is widow Percy and hcr four 

chifdrcn. I describe hcr so that six reminds the readcr of Seiina Newel 1 in Winter's CoveA 

Grenfell introduces Mrs. Pcrcy to thc Simpson's. GradualIy it bccomcs cicar tha: Grcnfc!! 

has givcn charge of the Children's Home to Mrs. Percy. Sincr Maud comes to the painful 

rcalization that something shc wantcd is takcn away. i dcscribcd Johnnic Ncwc!l standing 

at a distancc on the wharf observing this reversal of transactions. End of scenario. 

This piece of writing collapsed from two angles. Among The D e c ~  Sea Fishcn 

rccords that Grcnfcll was in Piasfield, Mass. on April Eth,  1905 when he learned of 

William Percy's sudden death. He learned of it from George Simpson. '' More impoiimtl*. 

the articte where Sister Maud writes "as for your offer of work ..." (Appendix + 31) was 

based on one interpretation of the word 'work.' I took it that Sister Maud was replying to 

Dr. Grenfcll about his offer of employment. I understood hc was offering hcr work as 

Matron of the Children's Home. I further read into her words an implicit acceptance. It 
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was not until I read this article aloud, that I realized that 'work' was refem'ng to 

handiwork such as the making of clothing for the children in the orphanage. Suddenly 

another description of their departure from Labrador unravelled. But with it came a 

clearer sense of the next part where she writes on October Zlst, 1905, "We are only 

awaiting the arrival of the mail boat to begin our homeward journey." " 

The result of that dead end was the realization that the two workers in my story 

returned, simply because their term of service had expired. Dramatically, it would have 

been a good twist of events, but it was not true. I was so preoccupied with building my 

scheme that I had not made the connections with the details that are available. 

Contac t iw  the Bussells 

I made the decision in 1992 to try and make contact with descendants of the 

Simpsons. The rationale was that somewhere in an attic or a trunk there existed a 

collection of the letters and papers of George Simpson and Maud Bussell. Professor Ivan 

Curson, a Grenfell worker in London, suggested that I contact a Buzzell wornail in 

Hamiiton, Ontario. This I did, with little new illformation resulting. From there I decided 

to write to persons with the Simpson name in the London telephone directory. There were 

six hundred thirty-six Simpsons in the London phone book. Of these, I selected hventy- 

two, many of whom were doctors, l a ~ y e r s  and clergy. That trail was cold. 

That dead end led me to pursue the Bussells name. To this point I had Sister 

Maud's date of death. There were but a half dozen Bussell or Buzzells in the London 

telephone directory. Eventually, through a letter being passed from one Bussell cousin to 
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another, I was connected (Appendix # 21). J.F. Bussell was able to provide copies of 

certificates of birth, marriage, death, and even Sister Maud's fathex's last will and 

testament. 

With this new information I went back to the story in Winter's Cove, Labrador and 

established the ages of Simpson and Bussell. She was twenty-five and he was thirty at the 

time they visited the cove (Appendix # 32). I needed to establish the relative ages of 

Sister Maud and Selina, in order to describe them stallding on the beach when they meet. 

In the end I was not able to determine Selina's age. 1 have made two trips to Labrador 

during this prqiect. I have been shown a photograph of Selina, but have been unable to 

pet a copy of it. despite my creative bargaining efforts. I learned from the Family Bible 
C 

in Labrador that Selina was born on May 24th: but the year is obscured. She died in 

January 19th. 193 1. That sane year, October 29th. 193 1, her son Stephen died. He was 

forty -six. 

The Character of Selina (Rich) %ewe11 - 
I11 a sense, the character of Selina escapes me. This is both frustrating and 

Fascinating. Despite my efforts, she refuses to give up anything of herself. i describe her 

standing there surrounded by her children. 1 see her going in the boat, looking for a home 

for her child. L see her crying, hair tangled, as her son is taken away. Somehow I cannot 

control or define her. She stands at the centre of this story, both clinging and letting go. 

I know very little about her except that she was poor and left with six children when her 

husband died. Her father was Arthur Rich and her mother was Ann Oliver. 
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Although she was destitute, travellers stopped at her door. The Mission Workers, 

the two ministers and the adventurers Wallace and Hubbard who came to visit Selina 

recorded descriptions of their visits. Many people came through the door of her linle hut. 

Armenius Young describes himself standing at her door in the moonlight. Selina answers 

and the moon shines upon her dirty face (Appendix ? 3). In creating this story, 1 feel that 

I toot come to her door but am unable to enter. 

The Doorwav lrnape 

The door seems to be an image in my story. The door that did not f i t .  The door 

that did not close. The door that was half open. Characters stand in the door. I have this 

idea of "doonvayness." What is 3 door'? A door is qualitatively distinct from a window. 

With a window, I am on one side or the other. Light and images pass through while I 

remain. With a door I can pass through i t  myself. The re-creation of this ston is in some 

places a doomray and in others a window. Writing allows me to reach back and allows 

the characters to reach out to where I am. There we connect for a moment. Some 

characters refuse to come out. 1 can see them only through a window. Selina is one such 

character. I see her on the other side of a dirty pane of glass. It is as if Selina has lost her 

husband and her son and is now untouchable. She is difficult to describe. I compensate 

by building descriptions of her house, her stove, the window and the door. 

Simpson and Bussell are more available. Perhaps because there is more witten 

about them. They were more active. They did and travelled more. I can create images of 

lowering them into the water, into the jolly boat. I can row them ashore. 1 can have them 
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talk to each other and interact. The various places they lived provides opportunity to 

expand the description of their characters. 

Sense of Stow 

For twentytwo years at least I have been trying to connect my experience to the 

Chstian story. I have attempted to see reality through the lens of the stories of God's 

revelation in the Bible. 1 can sometimes make sense of the world in light of the biblical 

stones. This approach has several shortcomings. In order for the biblical stories to be a 

reliable reference point they need to be fixed and static. Through this permanent lens I 

am able to gauge, or refer to, reality as 1 experience it. This is not to suggest that the 

biblical stones and characters are not alive. Joseph thrown down a well by his brothers 

is a character to whom I can relate (Genesis 33). However, the effect of viewing reality 

through the lens of scripture alone is highly distorting. Reality aiso needs to be viewed 

through the lenses of experience, tradition and reason. "In 'the Methodist quadrilateral'- 

Scripture, tradition, reason, experience-" experience" is understood in accord with Wesley's 

and Methodism's 'heart strangely ~ a r m e d . " ' ~  

The 1991 Major Project was an in-depth examination of issues around the 

authority and interpretation of scripture. This represents my plungng into issues around 

the authority of, and the interpretation of, the Christian Story. The research, the 

presentations and the feedback brought me as deeply as I could go in exploring the larger 

Christian Story. 



162 

After 199 1, the pendulum swung back with great force to an exploration of my 

story. This is the little story, which I have framed in the context of a child being taken 

from his mother by a Christian Mission. Clearly, that is one point of contact of a little 

story with larser Christian stories. The challenge, then, becomes one of connecting these 

two external stories to my own 'little story', that is my experience. 

Father Raymond Brown, a contributor to the Anchor Bible Series and a Johannine 

scholar gave a series of lectures at Memorial Un ive r s i~  in 1978, on the anniversary of 

the Religious Studies Department. in the lectures, he explained his belief that in biblical 

studies there is a penddum-like development. Biblical studies embrace one school of 

thought, only to swing away and embrace another. The development of biblical studies 

continues as long as this pendulum-like movement continues. The same may be said for 

theological development, although not all agree that there is such a pendulum. Clearly- 

Hans Kung set out embracing the Roman Catholic Church, with high espectations for the 

Second Vatican Council. Kung attempted to build a bridge of understanding connecting 

himself to the Protestant Karl Barth. In the end, Hans Kung went beyond Barth and the 

Roman Catholic Church. "Karl Barth's grand intentions must be preserved today, but at 

the same time they must be translated into the language of a new age:( ...) If Barth were 

a young man again today, he certainly would not be a Barthian, repeating his old ideas."" 

I can take Raymond Brown's 'pendulum' image and apply it to my own faith 

development in working on this story. I came to the Doctor of Ministry program in 1989 

with a painful sense of disintegration. I did not know what my own story was or is. 1 
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merely had the seeds. I had to take these to the seed exchange, as it were, and have them 

identified and planted. 

In 1991 1 engaged in a writing practicum with retired teachers Mary Cossitt and 

Therese Cossitt. 1 spent an entire winter trying to re-create the character of George 

Simpson and bring him across the Atlantic. A male writer was trying to re-create a male 

character. It proved unsatisfactory. It also revealed what a formidable task is writing. 

Characters are difficult to create and one has to come to know them over a period of 

time. 

Finding the perspective from which to tell the story is equally challenging. Again, 

there was a period of several years of experimenting with various points of view. I did 

not know it then, but the central characters in my story are female. It took several years 

for m e  to discern what Evangeline Kane was able to point to in the very first interview 

at St. Stephen's College. 

The swing of my own pendulum of development continued through 1992 and 1993 

with two courses at Acadia University. The first was a course around Christian Mission 

and the Practice of Ministry. The second was a course around Twentieth Century 

Theologians. Both were useful in terms of understanding and pointing towards a better 

integration of ministry. One of the spin-offs of the courses was that they drew me back 

from exploring my own historical novel and allowed for a gestation time when 

momentum built within until I was able to swing back to my story again. 

In terms of my own intra-psychic pendulum, the course around twentieth century 

theologians was quite frustrating. It was painful because it was "out there." Each 
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theologian worked out herhis constructs in the contexts of political realities. Karl Barth 

developed his theology at the time of Nazi Gemany. It was one dep removed from my 

exploration of authority and interpretation of Scripture issues. At least with authority and 

interpretation, I could bold m y  experience directly to the lens of another story. On the one 

hand is "The Christian Story"; on the other are my stories. With a survey of Twentieth 

century theologians we have a kind o f  shadow stase. We are one step removed from the 

biblical stories. Barth and Kung were working out their systems in reaction to political 

realities and sometimes in reaction to each other. It feIt like they were several times 

removed from my experience. This served to accelerate the writer's pendulum within me. 

With the pendulum swinging deftly back, the autumn of 1994 found me back on 

the imaginary shores of Winter's Cove. This time my  creative energies were revisiting 

a place that I had constructed several years before. 

Somewhere in 1994 I hit a brick wall. I could go no further. The letters with new 

information about the Simpsons had stopped coming. There was nowhere else to go with 

the story. I could not get back any further. I could not move past the scene where the 

Mission Workers took the child. It felt as if I were inside this dirty two-room Labrador 

hut. The window was sooted over. The only light was through the open door. I had 

entered the first room, but as I groped toward the back room 1 lost the light coming from 

the door. 

My reaction at this point was not devious or sinister. I thought that a reasonable 

way out was to recast the story as a children's tale. I groped in that direction for a number 
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of months. The committee in Edmonton recognized the wall and refused to allow me to 

change directions. This made the wall even more real. 

What was in that darkened back room? In the story of Johnnie Neweil it is the 

place of his father's death. It was therefore the place where Johnnie's childhood ended. 

It was also the beginning of a family relationship with the Grenfell Mission. 

What does the darkened room represent for me? I have come to believe that my 

own childhood ended abruptly. I was born a second child. The first was a boy, and was 

expected to be a girl. My mother expressed numerous times throughout m y  early years 

that "Tony was supposed to have been a girl." This has led to a lifetime of striving to win 

approval against a brick wall of indifference. If you fail to meet your parents' tint 

expectation, then you soon fall into a pattern of trying to meet their every other 

expectation. I realize that their own expectations and aspirations were not met either. On 

i t  goes, from one generation to the next. It is a kind of gender violence. It is  not 

surprising now, that the novel i s  witten from a feminine point of view. I see things 

through the eyes of Sister Maud, Ann and Selina. It is From the feminine point of view 

that this story is told of a male child. I am that child. 

When I was seven years old, the daughter was born. At that point m y  childhood 

suddenly ended. I was not physical1 y abandoned, but at some level I was traded for 

something or someone else. In a sense I was emotionally let go. This was first pointed 

out to me by a woman in the Unit of Clinical Pastoral Education required by St. 

Stephen's. The discussion revolved around the matter of hugging. I related that when 1 

was a child I had my tonsils removed. When I came home from the hospital, my mother 
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hugged me.  I felt close to God. What was significant for my peer, Grace M., was that I 

would recall a single hug. She was hugged every day. I could only recall one. So the 

central part of my story is that of a child being taken from his mother. It i s  that painful 

place where I connect my experience with that of another boy being taken from his 

mother. 

A significant event in the development of this story came in February of 1994. 

Material arrived from J . F .  Bussell in England. There was a letter and certificates of birth, 

mamagze and death in Maud Russell's family. This was new information (Appendix rt 32) 

1 learned that while Sister Maud was spending a winter in St.Anthony, Newfoundland, her 

father. at home in England, had suffered a stroke. About thme months later he was dead. 

She \\as u r 1  the otltcr side of the Atlantic when this happened. That infirmation meant 

little to nlr at Lhr titme It simply g i v e  the dale ard cause: or deah It also _rave the Length 

uf lime Joseph Bussell had lived a k r  the slroke. I had already lucalrd Sirnpson and 

Bussell for that wirrltx 

111 March or 1994, rtly own h iher  sufkred a s~rokc. He had provided itiuch or d1r: 

tnaierial Tor h i s  story. Our Fattiily, Beverly, Steplwl and Arldrea, f o u ~ d  ourselves in 

anollirr province, xpamkcl by ice, ocaati and cotr~rriit~~irnts that we had already r~irule. 

The final course at Aciidia was partially dona. The Doctor of Ministry was ~~owl~rra near 

complete. The dilrtnraa I experienced rrom March, 1994 onward was wl~ettwr to return 

lo Newfuurtdlarld to be near the Fartlily for my h~ltar's final taontl~s or years. It was a 

tem fic struggle to know what to do. Out or tllat struggk \as ectirtgrd a sogrnsrtt or the 
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story descnbit~g lww Juseph J. Bussell surfers a stroke wltiic tiis daugllkr is tlwusands 

of miles away with the Labrador M t s s t o t ~  'The jagged ice floes were betworn t l ~ r ~ r l  

The Pain of Writing 

A significant laclor in writing is pair1 I had lorrp kt~own the weekly discipline VT 

prepa"ig sennow. That work provides a cl~antiel lor pent up ettlotior~ an J cmat i vi ty . 

Writ1112 is a cahwtic experience. There are sotnc irnpvrta~li dirCerer~ces between a weekly 

sennorl a d  a 1wve1. Tlir sention hlluws a weekly cycit: where the tlzatllir~e diciaitts ltow 

Because Sulirlays are o~ a seven-day cycle, we rrtanagr lo madl it regular depii~ and 

breadth, bul each is lilniied. A project, such as a ~iuvrl wll ic l~  explo~~es issi~es of me's 

idsrlkity, goes deeper and is more interisc. There is rlo Sua&fay deadhe Tllus the wtitcr 

goes deeper a d  deeper into a place that is cotnpletrly dark. I'hr yieasure I experience 

ill discoveriug clew dirctrusiotm about this story, evautualiy t r ~ ~ w h ~ t s  to the pai,aicl uf  

having to iiitrryre~ and arrauyz, write and rewrite. It is the axltausti~~g work of having to 
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The sense of not knowing where the story will lead is wracked with the tornlent of self- 

doubt. and the realizatio~l that perhaps this whole exercise is gu:oiog nowhere. Thruugt~ the 

project ~l le  etao~iotlal pain besins lo nlat~iresl i~selr in physical sy~nploms. I k e i  a pain 

iu my shoulders attd back as muscles cleuclt atd  are unwilling to looserl. 111 Februar). or 

1995, I came to tltr poitit of wan~illy to ihrow all ilir gatl~ared material h t n  the house. 

I wanted to destroy every letter, every file, wary b w k .  If I could get it out of the l~ouse, 

1 1 ~ 1  I c w l d  get il out or m y  soul. It was a I imt: of tiredness aid clcpl-zssion. My physical 

s t reny~l l  wa5 Scm: I was sick and tired every day. 

Tlte tetlsiorr broke wllcrl I asstllr~bld [he best of what I had aid s e ~ t  uX six copies 

of  m y  dran to corr~ltiltler ir~errtber;, a publisl~er a d  a k~cowledgrable critic- t got t t  o u ~  

o r  the house by mailiog ht: slot-y away .  Tlwn I wet11 lo work 011 111~: riisseria~ion side as 

I waited Tor a resputwe 

The publ~sl~er was  he first to reply. Ht: wisely suggested 11mt lit: was rwt the best 

persou to publish i l ~ o  ir~alrrial. I L  was besl published in Newrou~dlalld. BUL in h is  critique 

thez-e was afl"innatic)n, brcau-se he took n ~ t :  seriousiy as a writer {Appelrdix LL 33). In 

poiliiirig uul probletus, lie acknowledged abiliry. t was no longer i~~visible. 

Tht: secord respouse came fro111 Mary Woodbury, a writer oti m y  cunrmiiiee. She 

too ackrtowlrdgrd the worth of the story aid m y  wor~li as a writer. 'This was Lhe tunling 

potut because, at that tttomeal, L was ready to abancfou tilt: pruject. 

l'he third respouse was h t n  Bill Close, h e  Director, He Lou was a&mitlg what 

coul J bc: durw with this draft 
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The Courtb response was T~om Dr. Peter Roberts ill Neuloundland. This  

the Grrr~fell organiatiou. If Peter took exception lo what i was writing illru i could easily 

be dr-railed. Worse slill, Peter could c l ~ o o x  to igt~ore wlrat I was writing a~td give rio 

response. To my great surprise, Peirr was quite etl~husiastic about dlc: project. He had 

story a be~ter our. Over several leleplwne coovrrsations, he discenled wl~al  i t  is (bar I was 

Critique frorr~ each or tlirse sources required lime in order lo rrspolld and make 

cbailges There is a s a w  irr wllicb tltr writiug is coutirlg full circle. It startrd wit11 a 

single image aalld few llistorical details. The research intensified to identic' the characters. 

rrspollse to invited critique i have paid attelltion to clwactrr devrlopttlrnt, ambiguities, 

assurilpliotls, gratlwiar, style and a host of other factors. 
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la  the very fitst descriptioa, I told of Newfoundlatiden going into the woods to 

select t l e  pruprr trees frwt w l ~ i c l ~  to craO tilt: keel arid ribs of a boat. Crartirlg a story is 

uo lass dema~ndiap. Perhaps boat-building is easier. But ~ U I I I  here I set sail. 

The exercise or writing all hislorical novel has beeo Ciir t t ~ o r r  dra~a~dirig tltar~ I 

had ever imagined. I needed to do it, in order to realice who I atn. l had entered the 

Doctor or Minisly Pn~grmt searchirlg for a mwse of  ir~~ogr=itiim I f 1  bsicig able to gall~rr, 

colrslruul acid connrcr his  story to uny own experience, Eureka! I llavr hrtd i t .  



Conclusion 

Ministry and art are somewhat analogous. Roth stand in stark relief against a 

landscape that appears, on the surface, to be indifferent at best. Ministry is central to the 

existence of church as imagination is to art. Where church simply mirrors a culture 

unquestioningly, it is critiqued as having failed to hold fonh an alternate model. It is 

thought to have lost sight of the treasure of its own story. Artistic expression, on the other 

hand, is judped ro be _rood when it accurately and powerfully rern inds those participaliog 

of a tnornent o r j o  or patllos, or tlut~lari rxistetlce. Ministry is sotileihirlg like hat. I t  lives 

\5 i t t l  the Lension oC h l d i  tlg Li~rtll a more tluctlane dirnensiuci, in a langtlage o r  a rr~rdiurrl 

n it11 d ~ t c l l  I I W  C U I ~ ~  is able at least to idet~~ify fleetingly. 

Good art seeks to cc~tmecl the inner world of the a d s t  w i l h  the inner world or t.llt: 

participanl through at1 rntm~al mrdiual. 111 lhe case of llre writer, lhe raw rnalarials are 

words uh ich  represenl ideas. Tllrst: ideas are ttwl arrar~& in such a say  as to cunvey 

a story or series or  stories. The writer is impregnated with the seeds of a story. The story 

is unckar and utlfonned, but it is there. The writer knows that with contia~rous dredging 

and sif~ioy, the story will grow, begit1 to kick and arouse all sorls of cravings. Then 

begins the tortuous rneander of trying out perspective, imagery, character tieveeloptneat 

and a ran of o~. l~rr  considerations. That only speaks of what the writer desires to  include. 

Equally cl~aller~ging are all the it~cotrsistetlcies a d  reduadat~cies to be excluded. The aim 
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is not simply to tell the story, but to loll it in its most polisbed hrm. Then the most 

profound pleasure becomes giving birth to a story where none existed before. The slue 

is a sac rult or wet characters in need of a i r  There can be no possible rerum Tor the hours 

and years that are dried into the crarting of a stmy, apart frwn tllr anguish and the joy 

oT writing. It has no market value. It either connects persons in  a iivitlg way or it is 

stillbonl. 

Effeclivt: rninislry seeks to conr~cct persons, one with atio~.her. 11 serves ill tlw 

business of coirr~ectedtluss to a greater story, hat of God i t r  Christ. Ministry stands as a 

unique actik ity which fires the irnriyina~ ion a d  allows xK', otllers and 111e great Other to 

toucl1. 

Tl~rrt: seems t o  bt: a triad or relatit~rtship. T\irrt: are other selves, 1nyse1T and the 

Olilemcss o r  God. Toge~ller we arc a E I I I I I I I I I J I I ~ L ~ .  The O h m l e s s  of God has penelrated 

our beir~gs, i r l  CI~risl 

A person erigaged i11 the reflection ard activity of tnirlistry has her or his pmsrrlus 

aud elforts greatly rnlla~~cad by having taken seriously the impact of her or his stor). I 

may have a variety of shills with which to discem who you art: and how you have come 

to be his  way. I may have equally well-Ironed skills to discern God in our encounter. I 

may be able to weigh my experience of you agairrst what 1 know to be true of God. The 

third party in the relationship is the person in minishy. By engaging in serious reflection 

on who [ am in ministry, I bring an enhanced dimension to the encounter. I can take you 

seriously because I have wrestled with questions of my own identity. Thus comes the 

integration. It has not fully arrived. It is well underway. 
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The creation of this story has allowed me to take characters from my past, whom 

I had not met, and to appropriate them as my own. The dis-integration that I have felt in 

ministry comes from an imbalance of stories. The focus has previously been on getting 

to know the biblical stories and the stories of the people around me today. These two 

activities have served to minimize the nurture of self. I have intentionally set about to 

address such an imbalance in the creation of this tale. It continues to be a wonder-filled 

experience. I have reclaimed the treasure of my own story. 
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Appendix f( 1 

"The Best They Knew" --- 

bv Dr. George S. Simpson 

"What's wrong. Mam? Whv are ve cvin'? Is father very bad?" The speaker was one 

of a goup of six children. poorlv clad, who were looking anxiouslv towards a woman 

whose eves were filled with tears. and whose face evidenced intense distress. The little 

wooden house of two rooms is devoid of all comfort and as one looks around, one 

wonders how so large a family manages to accommodate itself within its walls. 

There can be little regard to the ordinary requirements of decency and cleanliness. 

and it is impossibte that children so e~wironed can escape the moral dangers of the 

situation. Presently. between her sobs. the woman speaks, "Yes.. 1 believe father is 

death-stricken, and naught'tl help him. Anyway what more can us do?.. Heated stones 

has been laid aside him. He's had hot juniper to dnnk. He's took Minard's liniment as 

Mrs. Long give us, and the 'lectric oil we got from the post. (Hudson's Bay) .. and he's 

no better. of hear! oh dear, and what'll us all do when he goes?" .. And now the poor 

woman gives way completely, and well she may, for if her husband dies starvation stares 

the family in the face, with only one son old enough to go fishing and furring. 

Not that the immediate lack of food has any special terror in it for them. It has 

always been a Familiar foe - never far and often only too near, But the horror ties in the 

Lict that the ii~~panrting evil will remove their chief cotnbatant who has bugl~t the foe for 
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them nobly with varying success for many a long year, and now the conflict will devolve 

on those less strong. No wonder you break down, you wife and mother! 

It1 a little lean-to room siretched on a hard wooden bunk, and covered with a 

varied assortment or old wearir~g apparel, canvas, dc., lies her poor "ntar~", with hvered 

ircrtnbling lips, ~nuttericlg it~col~orerit fiagtnents of speech, conscious only for brief 

intervals when aroused. What is he sufkn~lg Grout? They do uol h o w ,  illd as t ~ v  doclor 

i s  i l i  r e  I 1 1  i They are doing "the best they k~low." but whether "the 

best" is eood Tor the patier11 they can only ltopc, ihoy rtrusl do sot~tritli~rg But the pour 

Mlou who has probably caught a severe chill while out in his boat, sit~i~tg weary hours 

u aitirlg for cllarlct: shois at pusir~g sea birds, with a cot~siitutiou etlSerrjtkd by pnvatior~ 

and exposum. cat~uoL sllalte ofr the sickttrss illat ilolds l t i r r ~  ill its grip, and gradually 

succumbs to its power. 

In the meantime a t rmfic stonn apparrtttly bent on adding io their misery dashes 

their only boar lo pieces ou the rocks. 

With the help of distant tlriy11t)wm a rough curfir1 is tttade, ad a grave tlavit~g 

bee11 laboriously dug out o l  the froren yrou~ld, the body, which has know so liitlc: rest in 

life, rests at last. 

How existence is tttainkirted by the rest or the rtutlily during that winter, they 

tlle~~lselves ca~lrlot tell! A cllance shot here aid a successful tinlare the, eked out by the 

scanty supplies of tile tlo~nr, and the geurrous tuikes or alntost aqdilly poor ueighbuurs 

iill spring opearci. But tlow tile loss of lhe boat is fell, how can the few trout mts they 

possess be set? Sou~rtlliag ntust be attempted with them, and in despeciitiou the mother 
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and so11 a1 low tide wade out into the icy waters as far as they dare to set the nets, and 

thereafter for weeks, twice daily repeat dte process, itlcurrir~g ur~told danger, lo remove 

the few fish caught. 

When the sum mer comes they are more hopeful, knowing that wua [be Deep Sea 

Mission \sill re-open ils neighbouritlg station, and horn that quarter some help is sure. 

They are not disappvittkd, and to ttwir intease joy and gratitude a usrCul xcoud-hand 

boat is provided and work ardtlged, while one of the younger boys is taken entire charge 

of. To such people the Royal national Mission to Deep S a  Fisllrnnert goes with its 

gospel of help and i~raliiig, for the sick, 111e w a r y ,  and the heavy-laden. And there are 

man>- in Newfuundlard and Labrador who tllat~k God Cor its work. 

George Sixupson, "The Brsr They Knew" Among the Dee0 Sea Fishers (Toronto. 

Grenfell Publication, April, 1904) 8-9 



Appendix # 2 .  

Burials 

John Newetl 44 years died Novernbcr 26th 190 1 buried November 30th. 190 1 a1 

Winter's Cove, Labrador by Charles Allen. 

The United Church Archives, St.Jotln's NEld. 

Jou rnsl Hudson's Bay Cotnpany , Rigolet Labrador 

Monday November t 190 1 

Wir~d: North West . Temperature; 18/0 

Wind: North West , Te~tlperature: 22'0 

W i d :  Norrti West _ Temperature: 20/0 

"Overcast but fine. Wild  blowilig light\ 

twod c u l ~ i n g  Groves pait~tirlg comatic & started making new comatic box. Cooper 

m a h g  oil casks. Tllos. Stluglo amved h r  prov i s io~~s ."  

Tuesday November t 190 1 . 

Wind: North East , Temperalure: ZS/O 

Wind: North East , Temperature: 30/0 

Wind: North East , Temperature: 31/0 

"Swwing and drifti~ig heavily all day. Wiud blowing very strong From the north. 

Groves making comatic box, Cooper makiug oil casks. Sam Pottle repairing a dog 

whip. No arrivals." 



Appendix # 3. 

Selina (Rich) Newell 

It was a most beautiful night and no trace of the storm could be seen, the sky 

was clear, the moon was shining brightly in the heavens and all the snow that had 

fallen the last few days had disappeared among the trees. 

Widow Newell's hut was just a mile across the pond, so taking one of Tom's 

children I decided to visit her that night. It was 8 o'clock when I knocked at her door. 

She was half-afraid to answer the knock as visitors were so unusual. As she opened 

the door the moon shone upon her dirty face. 

"Is dat you. Mr. Young, wer ded you come from dis hour of the night ? Come 

in." 

What a hovel they were living in! The hut was almost as dark as a dungem; 

there were only two panes of glass to let in the moonlight. The hut was cold, dirty and 

smoky The smoke from the cod-oil lamp had tanned eveqqhing even, Selina's face, 

and soap, like every other commodity, was very scarce. The roof of the hut was 

covered with boughs, rinds and sods; the cold, piercing wind came in through dl parts 

of the building and what it means to live and sleep in such a hut situated in the cold 

north can only be imagined. 

A "stage lamp" in which were a few spoonfuls of cod-oil was the only li$t 

they had. The wick was too short to reach the oil, and Selina sat by the table shaking 

the lamp and hooking up the wick so that her son Steve and John White might see to 
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finish their scanty meal. I could just make out two black objects sitting at the table. 

Steve said 

to me: 

"Well ya come and 'ave some supper, Mr.Young?" 

I was glad to be able to answer him in the negative. The people of Labrador in spite 

of their poverty are extreme1 y hospitable. 

Steve was at Rigolrt a few days before my visit and got a half-barrel of flour 

and a few other absolutely necessary things, on the promise that he would chop 

twnty-five oars for the Company. Mrs. Newell's husband had passed away 

before and Steve, a young man of t w n Q  was the only support of a family 

But in spite of the dirt, smoke, cold and poverty she seemed to be comparat 

four years 

of siu. 

ively 

happy. Happiness is surd! not entirely dependent on wealth and prosperity. 

A s  Sclina trimmed the lamp I read and prayed w i t h  the family, after which I 

went out under the starry heavens never to see any of them again till we meet whew 

there shall be no more poverty or pain and where every person shall get his due 

reward. 

Armenius Young AMethodist !Uis*ionarv inlabrador (1903-1905) published 1916. 

Chapter 19 "In The Midst of Poverty." pp. 16 1 - 163. 



Appendix ff 4 

On The Edge Of The Wilderness -- 

The next afternoon (Weds.) DrSirnpson arrived (Battle Hr.) on his  steamer, 

and, to our great disappointment, we learned that the .Juliu Sh-iclctn would not start on 

the t i p  down the inlet until after the return of the Mrg~n~u Luke from the north, which 

would probably be on Friday or Saturday. The Labrador summer being woefully short, 

Hubbard felt that every hour was precious, and he chafed under our enforced 

detention. We were necessarily going into the interior wholly unprepared for winter 

travel, and hence must complete our work and make our way out of the wilderness 

before the rivers and lakes froze and canoe travel became impossible. Hubbard felt 

the responsibili~. he had assumed. and could imagine the difficulties that awaited us  

should his plans misca-. Accordingly, he began to look around immediately among 

the fishermen and livyeres for someone with a smail boat wdling to take us down the  

fifty miles to Rigolet. Finally, after much persuasion and an offer of fifieen dollars, he 

induced a young livyere, Steve Newell by name, to undertake the task. 

Steve was a characteristic livyere, shiftless and without ambition. He lived a 

few miles down the inlet with his widowed mother and his younger brothers and 

sisters. For a week he would work hard and conscientiously to support the family, 

and then take a months rest. We had happened upon him in one of his resting 

periods, but as soon as Hubbard 
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had pinned him down to an agreement he put in an immediate plea for money. 

" h e  huntin' grub, sir," he begged. "1 has't hunt grub all th' time, sir. Could 'un spare a 

dollar t' buy p b ,  sir?" 

Hubbard gave him the dollar, and he forthwith proceeded to the trader's hut to 

purchase flour and molasses- which, with fat salt pork, are the great staples of the 

Labrador natives, although the coast livyeres can seldom afford the latter dainty. 

While we were preparing to start, Hubbard asked Steve what he generally did for a 

living 

"I hunts in winter an' fishes in summer, sir," was the reply. 

"What do you hunt?" 

"Fur an' partridges, sir. I trades the fur for flour and molasses, sir, an' us eats 

th' partridges." 

"What kind of fur do you find here?" 

"Foxes is about all, sir, an'them's scarce; only a chance one, sir." 

"Do you catch enough fur to keep you in flour and molasses?" 

"Not always, sir. Sometimes us has only partridges t' eat, sir." 

We started at five o'clock in the evening in Steve's boat, the Muyflower, a 

leaky little craft that kept one man pretty busy bailing out the water. She carried one 

ragged sail, and Steve sculled and steered with a rough oar about eighteen feet long. 

An hour after we got away a blanket of grey fog, thick and damp, 

enveloped us; but so long are the Labrador summer days that there still was light to 

guide us when at eleven o'clock Steve said: 
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"Us better land yere, sir. I lives yere, an' 'tis a good spot t' stop for th' night, 

sir." 

I wondered what sort of an establishment Steve maintained, and drawing an 

inference from his personal appearance, I had misgivings as to its cleanliness. 

However. anything seems better than the chilling fog, md land we did - in a shallow 

cove where we bumped over a partly submerged rock and manoeuvred with difficulty 

among others, that raised their heads ominously above the water. As we approached, 

we made out through the fog the dim outlines, close to the shore, of a hut partially 

covered with sod. Our welcome was tumultuous - a combination of the barking of 

dogs and the shrill screams of women demanding to h o w  who we were and what we 

wanted. There were two women. tall. scrawny, brown, with hair flying at random. 

The younger bad a baby in her arms. She was Steve's mamed sister. The other woman 

was his mother. Each was loosely clad in a dirty calico gown. Behind them clustered 

a group of dirty, half-clad children, 

Steve ushered us into the hut, which proved to have two rooms, the larger 

about eight by ten feet. The roof was so low that none of us could nand erect except 

in the centre, where it came to a peak. In the outer room were two rough wooden 

benches, and on a rickety table a &rty kerosene lamp without a chimney shed gloom 

rather than light. An old stove, the sides of which were bolstered up with rocks, filled 

the but with smoke to the point of suffocation when a fire was started. The floor and 

everything else in the room were innocent of soap and water. 
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George made coffee, which he passed around with hardtack to everybody. Then 

all but Steve and our party retired to the inner room, one of the women standing a 

loose door against the aperture. Steve curled up in an old quilt on one of the benches, 

while Hubbard, George and I spread a tarpaulin on the floor and rolled in our blankets 

upon it. 

We were up betimes the next morning after a fair night's sleep on the floor. 

We again served hardtack and coffee to all, and at five o'clock were once more on our 

way. A thick mantle of mist obscured the shore, and Hubbard offered Steve a chart 

and compass. "Ain't got no learnin', sir: I can't read, sir," said the young liwere. So 

Hubbard directed the course in the mist while Steve steered. 

Dillon Wallace, The Lure of the Labrador Wild (New York: Fleming H.  Revell. 

2905) 19-23. 
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At dawn we were up, and with a bit of jerked venison in my hand to serve for 

breakfast, I left the others to lash the load on the komatiks and follow me and started 

on ahead. I had walked but half a mile when I came upon the rough hummocks of the 

Inlet ice. Before noon we found shelter fiom the now heavily driving snowstorm in a 

libyere's hut and here remained until the following morning. 

ha beyond this point, in crossing a neck of land, we came upon a small hut 

and, as is usual on the Labrador, stopped for a moment. The people of the coast 

always expect travellers to stop and have a cup of tea with them, and feel that they 

have been slighted if this is not done. Here I found a widow named Newell, whom I 

knew. and her two or three small children. It was a miserable hut, without even the 

ordinar?; comforts of the poorer coast cabins, only one side of the earthen floor 

partially covered with rough boards, and the people destitute of food. Mrs. Newel1 told 

me that the other livyeres were giving her what little they had ro eat, and had saved 

them during the winter from actual starvation. I had some hardtack and tea in my 

"pub  bag," and these I lefi with her. Two days later we pulled in at Rigolet and were 

greeted by my friend Fraser. 

Dillon Wallace, The Lone Labrador Trail (New York: The Outing C0.J 907) 276- 
277. 
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Petition Presented To House of Assemblv 

July 13th, 1917 

Re: Certain Alleged Ooerations - 
The International Grenfell Association. - 

Northern District 
Newfoundland St-Anthony 

To Wit:- 
The examination of John Newel1 taken on oath 

before me at StAnthony this 20th day of September 

A.D. 1917. 

Examined by Mr. Hunt the wimess said as follows: - 

I was born on the Labrador at Winter's Cove, Groswater Bay. I have been at St. 

Anthony about sixteen years: 1 came here with Dr.Simpson. I came here as an orphan, 

later when the Orphanage was built I was in it for two years. I am now twenty-six 

years of age. When I left the Orphanage I went to work on the Mission. With the 

exception of two summers fishing I have been with the Mission ever since. Last year 

the St. Anthony Inn was started, June 19 16. I was foreman in charge of the building. 

I learnt my trade at the Pratt Institute in Brooklyn N.Y. where I was sent by 

Dr-Grenfell. I won a scholarship at the Institute and was there two years. Altogether 

it cost me $ 150.00 per year, the rest was found for me. When I came home I started 
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the building of this Inn. When I built the Inn there was an undernanding between 

Dr-Grenfell and myself that I would purchase it in the course of a year or two. The 

Inn is to be used for the purpose of the hospital and the public as well. It is in every 

sense a public hotel. The Mission gives me advice as to running it but they have no 

control except that there is a balance due by me to them on the purchase money. 

Quite a number of patients are guests at the Inn. When they don't pay the Mission 

pays for them. People staying overnight frequently corn e here, commercial travellers, 

students working for the Mission, for whose board the Mission pays, also stay there. It 

will take some time for me to become sole owner as I have put money in it. People of 

all religions are welcome there. My advancement in life is entirely due to the Mission. 

I have shares in the Spot Cash store. I am a Director in it. The Spot Cash store 

is absolutely independent of the inn. I pay for whatever I purchase there. I know, as a 

Director, of no case of where the Spot Cash store has obtained goods free of duty 

fiom the Mission. 

I attended the lectures here given by Dr. Grenfell. I have never heard anything 

that I have taken objection to. I am a Methodist. As such I have absolutely no 

objection to these lectures or services which Dr. Grenfell conducts. 

I do not know personally if the lumber material and furnishing for the Inn were 

imported duty free. Most of the lumber was local. 



Examined by Mr-Emerson the witness said as follows; - 

I am a carpenter and I learnt my trade at the Ratt Institute. The money due the 

Mission bears no interest. The Mission found all the furnishings and construction 

material. I do not purchase my general supplies for the Inn fiom the Spot Cash store 

just a few articles. I get my general supply fiom St.John's. It is cheaper to get them 

from StJohn's direct. As a rule I pay for my own supplies. The Mission supplied me 

with food supply in April when the Inn opened. They are purchased from StJohn's 

from the bills. The Mission paid those Bills. Since then I have bought my own 

supplies. I still owe the Mission for the initial supplies. 

Examined by the Commissioner the witness said as follows: - 

When I was married, 1 was presented with twenty shares in the Spot Cash Co- 

operative stores by Mrs.Grenfel1 as a wedding present. I hold four other shares which 1 

bought in the Spot Cash Co-operative store. 

Sworn before me at StAnthony aforesaid this 20th day of 

September A.D. 1917 ........ Commiss~oner. 
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ROYAL NATIONAL MISSION TO DEEP SEA FISHERMEN 

Patron 43 Nottingham PI. London W I M 4BX 

Her Majesty The Queen Telephone: 07 1 4 8 7  5 10 1 

A Charity founded in 1881 Fax: 071 224 5240 

Reference: BOC/HLC 

18 March 1992 

Rev. Tony Newel1 

Humber United Church 

Comer Brook, Nfld. 

Canada, A2H 1 L 1 

Dear Mr. Newell, 

Thank you very much for your letter seeking information regarding Dr. George H. 

Simpson. Unfortunarely we do not have any archive material on him or know an>qhing 

about him. It would seem that you have already been in touch with the source we 

would have suggested, ie "Among The Deep Sea Fishers." I am sorry that we cannot 

be more helpful. 

Yours Sincerely, 

Bernard 0 Clampton 

Mission Secretary 
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In 1982 Beverly and I went to Labrador to live. There we met Aunt Ann 

Oliver. She was ninety-six years old. 

Down the Hall of the Paddon Memorial Home for Senior Citizens I met a 

wizened and prune-like woman curled up in a day chair. She had water in here eyes. 

Crooked fingers reached out when she heard a voice. Blind and cold she lay on one 

side wrapped in a blanket. There were no teeth and a wisp of fine gray hair split off 

from the rest. Raising my voice until I knew the cleaning lady squeezing a mop into a 

dirty bucket could hear, I tried to tell Aunt Ann who I was. There were moments 

when she was lucid but mostly when pressed her confusion came to the fore as if her 

mind went in elliptical circles. 1 asked this woman to say something to me about 

Johnnie. I have no recollection whatsoever of my grandfather. She began to cry and 

think that I was her brother come back home. In some ways perhaps I was. 

On returning visits I managed to gather strands of hhhe story. It was much 

like sathering salt-water grass for weaving. Some of the pieces were good. Others 

had to be thrown away. Before I grasped the story I didn't really know who I was. 

Now I was beginning to see. 

In her room at the Paddon Home, Aunt Ann Oliver told me that one day Dr. 

Grenfell came into the cove where they lived. He wanted to take one of the boys with 

him to Newfoundland. There was Steve, Ann and Johnnie. The younger ones were 

Arthur, Jerry and Mary Ann. Mary ANI was eighteen months old. The names and 

ages I found out four years later, in 1986. 
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Dr. Grenfell tried to persuade ten year old Johnnie to come with him on the 

boat. The boy cried and would not go. Grenfell went away again, but on his return 

south he kept up his cajoling and finally had the boy laughing and at ease. It was 

then that Dr. Grenfell took Johnnie. The boy's mother waded into the water crying 

and wailing to get him back. Ann was fourteen when she stood on the shore and 

watched the spectacle unfold. 

Eighty years later, strapped in a hospital chair this woman became animated 

and shouted as her wasted arms flailed the air. She couldn't see me leaning toward 

her, but she was back there on that rocky shore, horrified as mother and son cried out 

to each other across the cove. 

Aunt Ann was silent. I asked if she ever saw her brother agaain. "Once," she 

mswered, "when I was at hdian Harbour or Battle Harbour, I can't mind which, he 

came ashore and we walked arm and arm down the path." 

"What became of him after that?" I asked. 

"He went up to Newfoundland and lined his pockets. I never saw him again." 

Then in her confusion she would forget where she was and call out for her 

brother as if he were standing in the room. Shortly after that, perhaps a couple of 

months, she died and her body was shipped back to Rigolet to be buried with her 

people. We returned to Newfoundland to live, with a new baby called Andrea. 

Tony Newell, "Visits with Aunt AM Oliver, Happy Valley, Labrador. Fall & Winter 

1982 - 1983. 
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Home Remedies A Forest =Healing interview with Elizabeth Goudie. - 
Researcher, Doris Saunders. 

I said if it ever come in my way to bring it up I would tell that there is a forest 

of healing in Labrador, in barks and plants. I know because I have tried some. 

I know there is a beautiful healing poultice in the inside bark of a juniper. You 

got to boil it a long time though, you got to boil the stick. The stick should be about 

two inches in diameter and you saw it into lengths from three to five inches. That 

must be boiled on the stove for four hours in lots of water. Take it off the stove, cold 

it down, peel off the outer bark and scrape off the inner bark. There is a green and 

white inner bark, green next to the outer bark and white next to the wood. Use it all, 

everything but the brown outer bark. 

Doris Saunders, "Home Remedies" an intewiew with Elizabeth Goudie, Them 

Davs: Stories of Early Labrador (Happy Valley, Labrador, 1977) Vol.2, No.4, June 

1977. 36-37. 

Stranee Things. Our First Aid Interview with John Edmunds. Researcher, 

Nigel Markham. 

I can remember some of our medicines, We used to have molasses, of course, 

was a good thing, boiled with kerosene oil. If you got a cold you most always got a 

sore throat and I been seen Mother, this was her cure, get an enamel plate, put 'en on 
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the stove, pour molasses in 'en, put in so much kerosene oil in with the molasses and 

keep stimn' it. Afier t'was cooked you'd make what we called, lassy balls. Didn't taste 

too good cause t'was awfhl strong with oil. 

(...)There's only certain places you can find this ground juniper, grows very low on the 

ground and haves a little blue berry. The berry is right hard and if you put that in 

your mouth and try to bite it, my dear man, t'is a wicked taste to 'en. I'd sooner drink 

hard liquor straight. I been tried them, you know, you can't eat them, got to spit them 

out. Anyhow, she got these leaves, not the berries just the leaves, and she boiled it and 

after so long a time she drained the water off and colded it off. 

S tranee Thinps. Our First Aid Interview with John Edmunds-Researcher 

Nigel Markham. Them Davs: Stories of Early Labrador, (Happy Valley Labrador, 

1977) Vol 2, No.4, June, 1977. 42-43, 

Thincts I Learned From Mv Mother Interview with Jemima Learning. 

Researcher, Doris Saunders. 

To keep our blood clean we'd drink spruce and juniper steeped out. We also 

used ground juniper root. It was a long, yellow, thread-like root that ran along under 

the ground. Every Fall we'd dig up a whole lot of it. Us youngsters had great h n  at 

that. We'd chew bits of it while we was collectin' it. Mom used to steep it out and 

bottle it up. 

Them Davs: Stories of Early Labrador (Happy Valley, Labrador) Vo1.7, No.4. 

June 1982. 54. 
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Learning Covenant Session I11 

Learning Goals Methods Resources 

Goal # I My goal is to 
claim ownership of my identity Practicum I 
throuj& examining how 1 handle 
issues of creativity and power 
in ministry. 

To develop skills in: 

I .) how I understand and handle University Courses: 
my own authority. in power structures Dept of Sociology 

2.) how I respond to authority/ /issues. 
power in others. in violence issues. 

3. )  how I handle/channel my own 
creativity. 

4.) how I respond to creativity 
in others. 

5 .) managing stress/anger/con- Workshop in conflict Dance of 
flict, when my concepts of min- management Aneer 
istry don't quite fit. 

6.) accepting my own gifisnirn- Course in creativity Fine Arts 
itations 

Goal # 2 To develop a more in- Mini-Project: Workshop Gordon Turner -- 
tegrated sense of my pastoral on Outreach Ministry 
role in visitation to people be- 
yond the regular worship exper. 



Skills in: 

1 .) reaching Church drop-outs Practicum 2 

2:) reintegrating people to the 
Church community. 

3 .) bringing my own selfhrok- Course in 
enness to others through visit- Incarnation 
ation and worship. 

Goal # 2 To find creative ways Course in 
of empowering others to be Ecclesioiogy 
about their ministry, within 
and beyond the congregation. 
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Outside Lookian In 

Queen'dAST 
Acadia. 

Dept. of Religious 
Studes MUN. 

I .) To develop & share skills 
in lay visiting. 

2.) Develop strategy skills to WorkshopEmpower- Congregational 
determine what congregations ment. Renewal Clinic 
want/expect to do, and who 
will do it. 

3.) To find creative ways of 
consistently linking pastoral 
visitation with worship. 

4.) Develop skills to evaluate Mini-Project: To 
the integration of pastoral develop liturgies 
visitation and worship. .re: whole people of God 

Shared Reflection. 

Congregrational 
Renewal Clinic 



G r e n f e l l  S t a t i o n s  
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32 The Hamlet 

Champion Hill 

London SES 8AW 

Tel: 071 733 4093 

20 March 1992 
Dear Mr. Newell, 

Thank you for your letter and I apologize for the delay in answering but you'll 

appreciate that enquiries sometimes take time. 

My first enquiry was to the Royal National Mission to Deep Sea Fishermen but 

they informed me that you had written them and received a direct reply. 

The Wellcome Institute, Historical Section were mod helpful and reported all 

the information they have as follows:- 

Dr. George H. Simpson appears in the Medical Directory of 1907 at 138 Beaconsfield 

Villas, Brighton and 9?? Road, Brighton. One will be home and the other a practice 

address. He was awarded MRCP University College London in 1900. 

He continues in the Med. Directory until 1937 at the above addresses but then 

moved to Grove Lodge, Withdean, Brighton and 103 Preston Drive, Brighton. The last 

entry was in 1949, which usually indicates the year of death. There is nothing on 

Maude Buzzell. 

Other sources such as the British Library and the General Medical Council 

would require your personal attendance and will probably demand a search fee. The 
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GMC charges 35 pounds. I doubt they have any more information than that provided 

by Wellcome Institute. 

I hope this is of some help and send you good wishes on the success of you 

project. 

Yours Sincerely, 

Ivan Curson 

Medical Directory 190 I 

Simpson, Geo. Herbert, Grasmere, Mill Hill, W- MRCS,LRCP. Lond. 1900; (Glasg. 

and Univ.Col1.Lond.); Med. Off. Indian Harbour Hosp. Labrador. 

Medical Directory 1 949 

Simpson, George Herbert (Retired), 22 Preston Pk. Avenue, Brighton, 6 (Tel. Preston 

2132) - MRCS, LRCP. Lond. 1900; (G1asg.k Univ.Coll.Lond.); late Med. Off. Indian 

& Battle Hosps. Labrador & StAnthony Hosp. Newfoundland. 
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When I was a child it was a common thing to look out the window between 

Jack Burt's and our house and see the Mission St& headed for Fishing Point Head. It 

is the lands end for the island and some ways for the continent. There were also 

Labrador patients on the road. Usually these were Inuit women waiting to have babies. 

If they were dressed for Mount Everest they were generally British with an arrogant 

spring in their step. If they strolled along, wore blue parkas even in the summer time 

and took each step with more of a flowing ease, they were most likely patients from 

Labrador waiting at the Hospital. We didn't know many of the Staff because they 

came and went. We didn't know any of the patients either. 

One day though, there was a surge of excitement. John Oliver came to the 

Hospital for treatment. I must have been eight or ten years old. He was a 

Labradorian, a soA-spoken man who wore long undenvear in August. He was standing 

on the premise that "what keeps out the cold, keeps out the heat." 

Somehow this man was related to u s  and we did not quite know how. John 

Oliver said that his mother 'Aunt Ann Oliver' was still alive in Labrador. She was my 

grandfather's sister. As children, we weren't aware of any of this. We soon found out 

that grandfather Newel1 was brought to St. Anthony as a Labrador orphan. I have been 

pondering the story ever since. 

Tony Newell "My recollection of John Oliver's visit." 
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Toilers Of The D e e ~  

Januaw Februarv 1905. 

"P.Dn Work In Labrador and Newfoundland. 

Dear Mr-Editor, - I have been asked by English friends to send you specially an 

account of our " P Dl1 fund and its working as near as I can. Its a fund to help "Poor 

Dwellers." ... Quite a sum was used last winter round the hospital at St-Anthony, but, 

as this iener is meant to give sampies of the working of it, I will b e e n  from my 

sailing fiom St.Johnrs in the spring of 1904, for the summer season's work. ... 

No.11 was two dollars, a pair of half boots for "Johnnie", a splendid little lad. whom 

Dr. Simpson has adopted as his ward. He comes of a large family of poor children, 

whose father is dead. The food and clothing Johnnie gets under Dr-Simpson's care is 

saving him fiom many threatened ills. I wish, with all my heart, we could have taken 

two or three of the young girls of this family also. But where would we put them? 

Johnnie lives as a "boy about hospital." ... 

Wilfred Grenfell, "P.D. Work in Labrador and Newfoundland in Toilers Of The 

Deea (a publication of The Royal National Mission To Deep Sea Fishers, London, 

January-Februw, 1 905) 40. 
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St Anthonv's Inn 

St .Anthony's Inn has fine accommodation for visiting travellers at a dollar and 

a half a day, or special terms for a longer period. For Information about the Inn 

address the Medical Officer in Charge, St. Anthony, Newfoundland, or Mr. John 

Newell, St. Anthony's Inn. John Newel1 is the manager of the inn. He was for thee  

years a student at Ran Institute, Brooklyn, N.Y., and is one of ow most beloved and 

capable helpers. 

"Notes and Comments" Among The Deer, Sea Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell 

Association. January, 19 18) 163. 

The For The St.Anthonv Inn - 
Our readers may be interested in a sign which is to be hung outside of the St. 

Anthony Inn, and which has been painted by Miss Mary Hamilton Frye of Cambridge, 

Mass. 

The sign has been painted on both sides. On one side St. Anthony is shown 

preaching to the fishes, in default of any human audience, and the piscatorial 

congregation seems to be receiving his message with joy, as some of the agile ones 

are leaping out of the water to express their exuberance of mood. On the other side 

there is a representation of the miracle whereby the young woman who was drowned 

was restored to life by the prayers of the saint. 
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Both paintings are, naturally, conventionalized, and the lettering forms the most 

conspicuous portion of the decorative pattern of the panel. The colour scheme 

comprises some extremely handsome blues and greens, with strong, pure accents of 

gold and orange and in one or two spots, a note of black which is well placed; the 

surface is well protected by a liberal coat of stom-proof varnish or lacquer. (See two 

photographs). 

The great wrought-iron bracket, which holds up the sign, was made by Lewis 

P. Turner, and is gwen, together with the panel on which the painting is done, by Mr. 

M r s .  Ernest W. Bowditch of Milton, Mass. 

Both Miss Frye and Mr. Turner are members of the Society of Arts and Crafis. 

Boston. 

"Association items" in Amone The Deeo Sea Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell 

Association. July, 19 19) 64. 

St. Anthony inn and Rest House -St. Anthony, Newfoundland - 
Why not come North for your summer vacation to the cool breezes and 

picturesque coast of North Newfoundland? Excellent boating - good fishing - a camp 

on a fine salmon river - opporhmities to visit and help in the many activities of the 

work of the International Grenfell Association at this their headquarters. Write ahead 

for rooms and for terms to John Newell, manager, St. Anthony, Newfoundland. 

References from Dr. Grenfell, St. Anthony; Dr. John Mason Little, Boston; or 

any of the Mission officials. 



"Advertisement" in Amonr The Dee0 Sea Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell Association. 

January, 1919.) 180. 

The St. Anthony Inn, a venture begun with no little trepidation, has given us 

great help. Under the management of John Newel1 and his good wife it has maintained 

itself without being a charge on our budget and with some encouragement to its 

management besides. It needs enlarging. It needs lots of things. But it certainly has 

made it possible to care in summer for friends of patients, for special staff workers, 

and for volunteers, as we simply never could do before. 

Wilfred Grenfell, "Report of the Superintendent, 1919" in Among Tbe Deeo Sea 

Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell Association. July 1 920) 80. 
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I.G.A. Director's Meeting - Resolutions January 17th- 1930 

After full discussion, the motion by (Rev.) Mr. Green seconded by Mr. Gould, was 

passed as follows: - 

Whereas: The building now used as an Inn under the direction of John 

Newell, is the property of the Mssion and is available for the purpose 

suggested, be it 

RESOLVED: That Mr Newell be notified immediately that the arrangements 

with the Mission under which he now operates the Inn will be terminated on 

January 1, 1931; 

RESOLVED: That payment shall be made to Mr. Newel1 to cover his 

actual expenses in building a wing, and other permanent improvements 

of the building, not to exceed a total sum of $ 1,000.00; 

RESOLVED: That upon termination of the arrangement with Mr. Newel1 the 

building shall be renovated and altered as may seem necessary for use as a 

staff house, estimates for such renovations to be submitted to the Executive 

committee for their approval; 

RESOLVED: That after January 1, 1931, the s t a  house shall be 

operated by the Mission under supervision of the medical officer in 

charge and in accordance with the rules laid down by him. 
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Alfred A. Whitman, Executive Officer. Extract fiom an I G A letter to Sir Wilfred 

GrenfeI1, dated M y  I st, 1930. 

An extract of Dr. Grenfell's response, dated July 19,1930. 

To the Council, 

International Grenfell Association, 

156 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 

Gentlemen, 

I have discussed your letter about the inn at St. Anthony with Dr. Curtis, and 

with those of the Staff who are capable of judging. It was I who designed and built 

the Inn, and it was I who raised and trained Johnny NeweIl fiom being a Labrador, 

hungry orphan to the man be is today ... 

Extract of Dr. GrenfelI's Ietter to I G A Council, July 19, 1930. 
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Here at the Ran Institute we were proud to find our two young men who are 

soon to return to help us in the North. One, "Johnny," as we know him, is finishing 

his course, having been helped through his previous year by our old colleague, the 

Rev. Jessie Halsey, of Cincinnati. "Johnnyn is to start now on his own account making 

our sealskins into boots - his course having been tanning - while to help the mat 

industry, the dyeing of the material to the needed hues is also to be under his 

management. 

Wilfred Grenfell, "On The Road To Labrador" in Amone The Dee0 Sea Fishers, 

(Toronto: Grenfell Association Publication. July, 19 16) 48. 
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One of our Labrador boys, who is taking courses at his own expense at the 

Ratt Institute this winter, has just written that he will undertake to leam the proper 

dyeing of materials: this will solve one of our most troublesome problems in 

connection with the Industrial Work. It is assured that there is a large future for the 

mat. flower and weaving industries, if only we can maintain the needed 

superintendence. In the North we need to be able to offer remunerative work; it is 

more important even than cheaper supplies, because it increases purchasing capacity 

and raises the standard of living. 

The Orphanage is fbller than ever, and being most efficiently administered 

during this winter by Miss Feuchtinger and Miss Fakeley, volunteer workers, who are 

enabling our colleague Miss Spalding, to have a winter's holiday. Three of our former 

orphans are at Ratt Institute, - John Newell, taking chemistry, soap making. s k m  

tanning, and dyeing; Wilfred Mesher, electrical engineering; and Emmie Roberts, 

professjonal dressmakmg. It is trained workers of this kind that we so much need to 

help us raise the standard of ability and living in our smaller ports. We have just heard 

that John Newell has received a three hundred dollar scholarship, won in open 

competition at the Pratt Institute. 

Wilfred Grenfell, "Report of the Superintendent, year 1915" in A m o w  The D e e ~  

Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell Association Publication. July 19 16) 70. 
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GMC GENERAL MEDICAL COUNCIL 

44 Hallam St. London W I N  6AE Tel: 071 580 7642 

Please Quote: LI/MMc\SNC 

ZZnd April, 1992 

Dear Mr. Newell, 

Re:Dr Geome Herbert Sim~son 

Thank you for your lener of t ,  February, 1992, concerning the above-named 

medical practitioner. I can confirm the above-named medical practitioner was fully 

registered with this council on 1 l th May, 1900. He regaered the following 

qualifications with this council:- 

1st May, 1900 Grasmere, Mill Hill. London, NW 

1900-1935 138 Beaconsfield Villas, Brighton 

1935-1949 Grove Lodge, Withdean, Brighton 

Dr. Simpson's name was erased from the Principal List of the register in March 

1949, following notification of his death at the age of 79 on 3rd March, 1949. The 

death notification was received from the Registrar of Births Deaths and Marriages for 

the sub-disaicr of Brighton Outer in the County Borough of Brighton. 

Yours sincerely, 

L. Ishani (Miss) 
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GRENFELL ASSOCIATION OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND 

Medical Work in Labrador and Northern Newfoundland 

Registered Charity # 2 10040 

Patrons: H.M. THE QUEEN H.M. QUEEN ELIZABETH, 

THE QUEEN MOTHER 

August 19 1992 
Ivan Curson 
Chairman 

Dear Tony, 

Dr. George Herbert Simpson 

The following may be of some interest for your study. Since I last wrote to you 

I have found some old GAGBl records. These are rather brief but show that Dr. and 

Mrs. G.H. Simpson lived at 22 Preston Park Avenue, Brighton and were supporting 

members of this Association (GAGBI) until 1947. This was presumably about the time 

of Dr. Simpson's death. However, Mrs. Simpson did not die until October 1969, in 

her 94th year and had been interviewed by Lennox Kerr in 1955. This was I imagine 

part of the research for his biography of Grenfell, although there is no mention of the 

Simpsons in the biography. 

Finally, you may have sensed that I have now become hooked on George H. 

Simpson and will be pleased to help further if I can. Best wishes. 

Ivan Curson. 
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THE NEWFOUNDLAND MEDICAL BOARD 

Established under the Newfoundland Medical Act, 1893 

Off'ice of the Reestrar 

15 Rowan St., St.Johnrs 

Tel: (709) 726-8546 

March 20. I992 

Dear Mr. Newell, 

After checking our records, I regret to say that we cannot provide you with 

information on Dr. George H.  Simpson. It appears from your letter that Dr. Simpson 

worked in the Labrador area and prior to 1927 Labrador did not come under the 

jurisdiction of the Newfoundland Medical Board. 

Sincerely yours, 

Cam O'Brien 
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The Coneys 

296 Warren Rd, Chatham, 

Kent, ME5 9RF, England. 

4th February 1994 

Dear Reverend Newell, 

Recently you sent a letter to my cousin (M.N. Bussell) seeking information 

regarding Dr. George Simpson and his wife Maude (or Mae) Bussell. 

For many years I have been pursuing my family history and as a result I have 

a very large collection of references to our surname. 1 have copies of the General 

Register Office Indexes for England and Wales for the surname Bussell since the start 

of regmation in 1837 until 1980. The surname Bussell is relatively rare, 

approximately 5,500 births, marriages and deaths from 1837 to 1980. 

I have carried out a search for Maude (or Mae) Bussell in these indexes and 

was able to identify likely individuals without reference to the actual certificates. I 

confirmed this on a recent visit to the G.R.O. and applied for the mamiage cerdficate. 

I received the certificate yesterday and I enclose a transcript. (...) 

Yours Sincerely, 

J.F. Bussell 



CERTIFICATE OF MARRIAGE 

Registration District: Amersham 

Year: 1 904 

Marriage solemnized at: Broadway Baptist Chapel, Chesham 

in the County of: Buckinghamshire 

No: 132 When Married: Third may 1904 

Husband Wife 

George Herbert Simpson Maude Annie May Bussell 

Age: 34 years 38 years 

Condition: Bachelor Spinster 

Rank or Profession: Physician 

Residence: 20 Madely Rd, 
Ealing, W. 

12 Bellington 
Rd., Chesham 

Father's Name & Surname: William Simpson Joseph James 
Bussell (deceased) 

Rank or Profession of Gentleman Gentleman 

Father 

Mamed in the: Broadway Baptist by: Licence 
Chapel 

This Marriage was George Herbert Maude Annie 
solemnized between us: Simpson May Bussell 

by me: Frank H. White 
Francis E. Howard, Registrar 

In the Presence of us: John E. Simpson & William E.Simpson 
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Our Medical Mission Work And Needs At Indian Harbour 

By Dr. Simpson. (London, 1902) 

Dear Mr. Editor - The advent of spring, so welcome to many, fills me with very 

contending feelings. It reminds me that before long those heart dragging good-byes 

must be repeated, the anticipation of which even, is tembly depressing. 

But I am also reminded that I shall meet again my Newfoundland and Labrador 

friends, and shall have the pleasure of re-opening the hospital at Indian Harbour, and 

continuing the work I have been privileged to c a w  on for the past two seasons among 

the natives, livieres, and Newfoundlanders. 

Our Northern hospital in Labrador is splendidly situated, Indian Harbour being 

the "bring up" of nearly every one of the hundreds of vessels which visit that part of 

the coast, summer by summer. 

It stands on one of the thirty or forty islands at the entrance to the great 

Hamilton Inlet, along the shores of which numerous livieres and some Esquimaux 

dwell, while Sandwich Bay, to the south, and Davis Inlet, to the north, are within easy 

reach, and the Moravian stations, also are not beyond the sphere of ow influence. 

So popular is the hospital, its dispensary, church, and other agencies, that 

en1 argernent has long been desirable and even necessary. 

Mr. Staden, of our Mission Council, on his visiting us last year, speedily saw 

our urgent need, and, in his usual practical way, he began at once to draft plans for a 
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substantial addition, generously giving up at the same time the money to cover the 

cost of it. 

We began building immediately, employing as far as possible those who were 

worse provisioned for the coming winter. The accompanying photograph (No. 1 ) shows 

part of the work we then accomplished. We hope to complete the building early this 

summer, but, Mr.Editor, bare walls do not make a hospital, nor empty rooms wards. 

Very many things are needed not merely wanted. If we mentioned wants also, I know 

you would rule us out. Often we miss comforts of the Homeland, but we do feel 

justified in referring to actual needs. 

Our new operating room needs an operation table. We do not ask to have an 

old one replaced, for strange as it may appear, we have never had one, and if one 

cannot now be obtained we must, I suppose, run the risks and endure the discomfon 

as heretofore of home-made makeshift, which, nevertheless, has done remarkable 

service. 

We need linoleum, bedding, blinds, etc., etc.; surgical instruments and 

appliances also; ward utensils are not everlasting, some we now possess well merit a 

termination of service; paint, for the preservation of the building, which is, of course, 

entirely of wood, is imperative. I have in mind, and constantly recurring to me, 

numerous minor needs known only by those who are acquainted with this place and its 

work. 

We are eager that our station shall be as efficient as possible in meeting the 

physical, social, and above all, the spiritual needs of the people who come within the 
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ever-widening circle of its influence. We would ask all friends of the Mission to help 

us to this end; to pray very definitely for us workers there, that the harmony that has 

prevailed may continue, that we may have wisdom given us in our preparations, 

guidance in our journeyings, blessing on our endeavour, and, if it be His will, the joy 

of witnessing evident results. 

Yours heartily, 

Geo. H. Simpson 

London, March 3rd7 1902. 

George Herbert Simpson, "Our Medical Mission Work and Needs at Indian Harbour" 

in Toilers Of Tbe Deep (London: Royal National Mission To Deep Sea Fishermen) 

1902. 82-83. 
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Charles Allen 

The next day we proceeded to Ratler's Bight-Here we met Charles Allen, the 

other Englishman, a brother-in-law of Joseph Lloyd. Allen was the father of a large 

family and the boys being in from fishing, I called the family together and we held a 

mid-day service. During the service Mrs.Al1en began to cry and sob. I saw that they 

were in trouble about their souls and pointed them to Chria, the Saviour of the world, 

and I believe they all found the peace of His forgiving love. The service ended and 

we went on a little farther to Winter's Cove. At this little settlement I found three 

families who had not seen a missionary of any denomination for three years. They 

were very ignorant, and had big children unbaptized. I tried ro throw a ray of spiritual 

light across their dark lives, and bring Christ nearer their hearts, but I did not seem to 

make much impression upon them, and after baptizing two children I bade them good- 

bye, and have never seen them since. (p.48) 

One of the brides was Charles Allen's daughter, whose name has already been 

mentioned and to whom we shall again refer. Charlie was rather eccentric and 

positively refused to let his daughter go with her affianced the fifty miles to Lester's 

Point, without being married. So he called in John Williams, an old man who lived 

near by, who could read a little, and got him to read something (I know not what) 

over his daughter and her future husband, "just to do them until they got to Rigoler 
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where they could be married by the minister." One of the natives of Rigolet speaking 

to me of this temporary marriage, said: "I s'pose, sir, Mr-Williams jest put 'em together 

enough so as to do till they seen you." 

Armenius Young, &Methodist Missionarv &Labrador (1903-1 905) (Toronto: S. 

and A. Young, 1916) 48, 66-67. 

On our way round to Queen's Bight, which was to be our billet for the night, we 

called in to visit Charlie Allen and his family in Rattler's Bight. Now in his eightieth 

year, Charlie had been born in LiverpooI and come out to Labrador as a ship's 

apprentice. After one or two voyages he decided to stay on the coast and has been 

here ever since. Being quite well educated, he bad been a great help to his neighbours 

in their business affairs. His joy in meeting someone who knew his native place and 

could compare notes with him about its various landmarks, was quite pathetic. By the 

time we had something to eat and joined in the family service, it was getting dusk, 

but Steve (Newell) knew every inch of the locality and piloted us to safe anchorage in 

Queen's Bight. 

Henry Gordon, The Labrador Parson: The Journal of The Reverend Henry 

Gordon (19151925). Provincial Archives of Newfoundland. F. Burnham Gill, 

Revising Editor. 22. 
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June 9th, 1 992 

P.O.Box 671 

2 Elizabeth Ave. 

Happy Valley 

Labrador. 

Dear Tony, 

(...) You asked about Winter's Cove and Pottle's Bay. The custom in Labrador, 

families spend the summer where they fish and in winter where their fur trapping land 

is, offen miles apart, with a summer house and a winter house and Pottle's Bay was 

the winter home, where Selina Newel1 lived with her family in winter, about nine 

miles distant from Rocky Cove where her father Arthur Rich Sr. lived. Her mother 

was pregnant with her third child when she met her tragic end. It seems she got caught 

in slob ice, late in the fall, trying to help her husband who was caught in the slob ice. 

He made it safely ashore, but her boat drifted with the slob ice. Selina was only a very 

small child at the time. Selina married and had four sons, John, Steve, Art and Jerry 

and two girls, Anne Eliza and Mary h e .  

Mr. Rich married again, a girl named Anne Oliver. She had a brother named 

Edmund Oliver, and Selina's daughter fbne Eliza mamed him, and it was only then I 
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learned that John Newell of St. Anthony (Nfld.) was Selina's son, and Aunt Anne's 

brother. 

The fourth and final marriage of Mr. A. Rich Sr. was to my mother, and in the 

end he was the magnet which brought so many people together. He was Selina's 

father, therefore John Newell's grand-father, therefore your great-great grandfather, and 

my father-in-law, because I married his only unmarried son Arthur. 

All those families lived in places like Rattler's Bight, Winter's Cove, Pottle's 

Bay. Rocky Cove, places not too far apart and all closely related by family ties. All 

those people are long gone except myself and Viola and members of her family, 

daughters and grandchildren. 

Selina died at Rocky Coveyat her daughter's home. Steve died at Rocky Cove, 

Oct. 29th 193 1, buried at Winter's Cove Nov 2, 193 1. I read the burial service, and 

found it hard to do, because I knew him so well. (...) 

With every respect 

Phoebe Rich 
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Steve Newell, Pottle's Bay 

Steve Newell made up a poem about a Newfoundland merchant who said there 

wasn't a man who could make up a song about him. Nobody 'outside' knows this song 

because it's a Labrador song. Steve Newel1 wasn't a very big man, but he was the 

smartest little man I ever seen. He was all life. You couldn't get lonesome where 

Steve Newel1 was. He died in our house to Rocky Cove. We had the motor boats all 

hauled up, and there was quite a bit of mow down, and the bight was frozen over. 

We launched out the boat and took him twenty-one miles to bury him ag'in his people. 

My wife Pheobe read the service. 

Steve Newell, "A Labrador Song" in Them Davs: Stories of 

Early Labrador, (Happy Valley, Gecember 1977) Submitted by 

Arthur Rich. Vo1.3, No.2. 16. 

I Uses Anv Kind Of Wood, Arthur Rich, Rigolet. 

Steve Newell was the first felIer I seen makin' dancin' doIIs. I was just a boy 

then, but 1 watched and seen how they was done and all that, then I tried to make one. 

I made one or two a long time ago. 

Them Davs: Stories of Early Labrador, (Happy V d e y ,  1978) 

Researchers Judy McGrath and Doris Saunders- VoI.4, No. 1. 47 
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August 18th, 193 1 

Dear Sister, 

Just a few lines to tell you I am the same. I got no  news to tell you. I like it 

fine out here. Tell Ned (Oliver) to come out next week if he can. It will soon be clued 

up now. Tell Ned don't forget the salmon. Remember me to the boys and little Mary. 

is a very wise man he is and so is the nurse to the five of us in now. Arthur 

and Bertha and all their family was down the other day. Tell Mary Ann to come down 

1 do feel no better yet. They will clue up next boat. A11 hands is gone off then. Mr. 

Burry is here now. He is gone to supper ashore tonight. I would like to see you all 

now. I think 1 have told you all for now. I must say good-night and God bless you 

all. From your dear brother Stephen Newell. last well. 

Sent from Winter's Cove to Ann Oliver at Ticcoraluk, August 18, 193 1. Steve Newel1 

died October 29th, 193 1. He was forty-six. 

From papers belonging to Belinda Shiwak, Rigolet, Labrador. 
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Toilers Of The D e e ~  May-June 1905. Cecilia Williams 

As our readers know, the American "Congregationalist and Christian World" has a 

department called "The Conversation Corner," and supports The "Corner Cotn in one 

of our Labrador Hospitals. Miss Williams has recently written to the editor of the 

"Corner" who in introducing her letter to his columns, remarks: 

"Sister Williams, Pomiuk's nurse in that long ago time when we became acquainted 

~ l t h  Dr-Grenfell writes us: 

... Johnny Noel, who was in the cot is now a boy-helper for Dr. Simpson, in the Indian 

Harbour hospital in summer, and the St. Anthony Hospital in the winter. Then 

followed Tamar Curl, a little half Eskimo girl, three years old from Fox Harbour, with 

a very bad abscess behind the ear ... 

"Are any of the Comerers sorry that they have sent their mites to keep up the Gabriel 

Porniuk Cot* for such poor waifs as these?" 

Toilers Of The Deeo (London: Royal National Mission To Deep Sea Fishermen. 

May-June, 1905) 1 3 1. 
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"The Least Of Thesen 

The Orphanage, St. Anthony, May 23rd, 1907. 

Dear Mr. Editor, 

You will be interested to hear there have been ten orphans in St. Anthony this 

winter. The little boy H.P. (Hayward Patey) who Dr. Grenfell described as coming on 

board the Strathcona, minus boots or shoes, and with a bad eye, I have had to part 

with, I am sorry to say, as his uncle who has adopted him came for him, and we had 

no power to keep him. I was very sorry to part with him for he was such a wretched 

specimen of humanity. Dr. Grenfell told me he thought he was eight years old when 

he came last June; he did not look more than six, but his uncle told me when he came 

to take him, that he was twelve years old. I could hardly believe it, he must have been 

starved from the day he entered the world, he was so dreadfully thin and white. He 

told me himself that he never remembered having washed with soap and water, and I 

can quite believe it from the state he was in when he arrived. His bed was a bag of 

shavings and his bed clothes an old sail, his night clothes were the same that he ran 

about in a11 day. 
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Mrs. G. a widow from off the Labrador whom Dr. Grenfell brought here in the 

fall, is living quite close by with three of her children. I clothe them and they come up 

here every day for lessons and play with the others. 

The eldest of the children here is I.N. (John Newell) aged fifteen. He is a good 

big boy for his age and getting very handy, especially as a carpenter. He has just made 

m e  a very nice little cupboard and put some fietsaw work on the top. 

Then comes E.R. (Emmeline Roberts) aged 13. She is a very usefbl g r l  in the 

house, and every morning makes the beds, and sweeps out the bedrooms, and does 

quite a lot of scrubbing. She has also once a week, been having cooking lessons from 

Miss Mayou, which she has very much enjoyed. 

D.G. (David Gill) aged I I comes next. He will always be handicapped through 

life because he stammers so, poor boy. He has one of the nicest dispositions of any of 

them. His brain is very slow to take anything in, I daresay it has become so partly 

from disease. I don't think he will ever be able to do much more than just read and 

write. 

Fourth on the list is T.R. (Tom Roberts) aged ten. He is Emmeline's brother. 

He is inclined to be very lazy, too lazy to work and too lazy even to play, his great 

joy is to loaf with hands in his pockets seeing other people work, and directing them. I 

am afraid that unless he is careful, he will become like some of those men Dr. 

Grenfell finds along the Labrador coast, from time to time, who would sooner starve 

than work. Intellectually he is far brighter than David, but here again, sloth is his great 

fault, and he will not take the trouble to learn. 
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These four children are all off the Labrador coast and have a good deal of the 

Eskimo blood in them. Emmeline is very attractive to look at, bright red cheeks, very 

black hair, and black eyebrows and eyelashes. The other two I have are L (Elizabeth) 

and J (Jim Hedderson), off this island, they have lost their father. They are the 

youngest, six, and eight. Elizabeth was very delicate when she came, but is daily 

growing stronger. 

P.R. (Prissie? Roberts), Emmeline's sister, lives with a woman close by whose 

husband works for the Mission. She became very fond of her before the Orphanage 

was started, and looks upon her now as her own child. She comes up here to have 

lessons. 

The children have had lessons up here every morning with Mr. Jones, Dr. 

Grenfell's secretary, as there has been no school teacher at St. Anthony this winter. In 

the afternoons the boys have been doing carpentry. They are also responsible for 

keeping the Orphanage supplied with water, coal, and wood, so you see they are kept 

very busy. 

Now I must close, the harbour is still fiozen over with ice. Kind regards and 

renewed thanks to you and your fellow-workers for all the trouble you take. 

ELEANOR STORR 

Eleanor Stom, "The Least of These" in Amone The Deeo Sea 

Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell Association, Oct., 1907) 3 1-33. 



Ombans 

Pheobe Blake 

Sam Canning 

E.Dyson 

David Gill 

Jim Hedderson 

Elizabeth Hedderson 

John Newel1 

Hayward Patey 

Emmeline Roberts 

Tom Roberts 

Amelia Wilcox 

May Wilcox 

Bert Wilcox 

Entered 

Oct.1907 

Sept. 1907 

Sept. 1907 

Feb. 1906 

June 1906 

June 1906 

Feb. 1906 

June 1906 

Feb. 1906 

Feb. 1906 

Nov. 1907 

Nov. 1907 

Nov. 1907 

List provided by John Newell, Jr., St. Anthony, 1992. 
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Pratt Institute 

200 Willoughby Avenue 

Brooklyn, New York 11205 

(7 18) 636-3420 

The Libraries 

PRATT 

Founded in 1887 

Sept 30, 1992 

Dear Reverend Newell: 

My colleague, Josephine McSweeney, asked me to respond to your inquiry 

about your grandfather, John Newell. Your original letter also mentioned Edgar 

McNeil and Archie Ash and queried Wilfred Grenfell's relationship to Ratt Institute. 

Apparently McNeil and Ash arrived in the Fall of 1908; McNeil left in June 

1909 with a certificate in Machine Construction. Ash was enrolled in the same 

program and lefr in June 1909 without a certificate. He returned twice more: in 191 1 - 

12, when he took a course in Tanning, and again from 19 12-1 3 for a course in 

Applied Electricity.. 

Your grandfather's records indicate that he entered originally in October 19 12 

and lefi in June 1913; he was enrolled in a course in Carpentry and Building and his 

program included mathematics, woodworking, and mechanical drawing. He apparently 

re-entered in September 1 9 15 and left in June 19 16; he was enrolled in a Tanning 

program and took courses in Chemistry, Leather, Tannery, Mechanics, and Industrial 



Chemistry. A note on the second record indicates under 'Practical Experience': 

"Building, 3 yrs, Dr. Grenfell, $80 a month." He left without a certificate. 

Each of the men listed Dr. W.T. Grenfell, St. Anthony, Newfoundland under 

the category of parent or guardian. We have no information on his relationship to the 

Institute.(.. .) 

Sincerely, 

Margot Karp 

Reference Librarian!Archivist 



PRATT 
INSTITUTE 

SCHOOL OF 
SCIENCE 

AND TECHNOLOGY 

This is to Ceriify that 

Has sati$actorily con,dct:d t h  Day Course in Tanning, cowring one year of 
thirty-six weeks, forty hours per week, and embracing Principles and Practice of 
Leather Ibibnufact w e ,  Applied Chemistry, the Tanning, Coloring onJ Finishing of 
Leather, Poser i l lachiner~ for Tanneries and Mechanical Drawing. 

D i m o r  d School of Science and Technology 

3uae *,1916 
Seuctrry of the Board d Trubtees 

BOROUGH OF BROOKLYN 
? EW YORK 
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The Red Cross Line 

R.M.S. Stephano Oct. 4, 1913 

John Newel1 bearer of this note bas been with me firom boyhood. He has grown into a 

useful and capable workman. He is absolutely honest, he a total abstainer, he 

industrious & capable. He is worthy of every confidence. 

Signed 

Wilfred T-Grenfell Supt-Labrador Mission M.D. C.M.G. 

Katherine Buchannan, St. Anthony, personal papers. 
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Dr. Grenfell Continues in his letter dated January IOth, 1905, Parkgate, England. 

I had the honour of speaking at an industrial boy's school on New Years 

Day. I heard of and saw specimens o f  the many things these boys are 

being taught to do, I looked at these boys faces and figures. From the 

slums and police courts they came - and love and Christian care is 

transforming them into excellent citizens. Afterwards, a gentleman came 

up and said, Why do you not have a little home of your own for 

Labrador waifs?" and added, "I'II give you the first fifty pounds 

towards it." 

Still later a lady said, "If you do have a home for children with your 

other Labrador work, I will be responsible for the expenses of the first three 

children." 

We could manage it with the same staff we have now, 

supposing our Doctor's wife, not being a nurse, would give herself to it. 

and she not only would, but has said she would like to work among 

children more than anythmg. 

Wilfred Grenfefl, Amow The Deeo Sea Fishers (Toronto: Grenfell Association. 

April, 1905) 13. 



Extract from a letter written by May Bussell (her name was Maud Annie May) 

about the Orphanage at St. Anthony. The letter is written from Battle Harbour, 

Labrador. To whom the letter is written is unclear. 

I am sure you will be very much interested in our orphanage and more so in 

the three children we had with us last winter as its first instalment. Doctor and I found 

our winter very happy with them around. As to your offer of work at St. Anthony, I 

think a few things, especially for the Orphanage would be very nice. For instance, 

twelve quilts, two dozen pinafores, etc ... 

Believe Me, Yours Sincerely, 

May Simpson, Battle Harbour Hospital 

May Simpson, Amone The Dees Sea Fishers. (Toronto: Gnnfell Association. 

October, 1905) 3. 
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Information from a certified copy of an entry of birth 

Given at the General Register Oflice # GO03804 

Registration District o f  Lam beth 

1876 Birth in the Sub-district of  Brixton 

Born 23 February, 1876 at 132 Stockwell Road 

Name: Maud Annie May Sex: girl 

Father: Joseph James Bussell 

Mother: Maria Louisa Bussell (formerly Bull) 

Occupation of Father: Tailor 

Information from a certified copy of an entry of marriage 

Given at the General Register Office # GO08736 

Marriage Solemnized at: Broadway Baptist Chapel, Chesham 

Date: Third, May 1904 

Between: George Herbert Simpson Age: 34 years 

and: Maude Annie May Bussell Age: 28 years 



Information from a certified copy of an entry of death 

Given at the General Register Ofice # GO03804 

R e g  stration District: Amersham Sub-district of Chesham 

When and Where: First March, 1903, 126 Billington Rd, Chesham. 

Name: Joseph James Bussell Age: 7 1 years 

Occupation: Tailor (Master) Cause of Death: Cerebral Embolism (Right-side 

hemiplegia) 4 months. 

Informant: Henrietta Maria Bull - niece. 
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LANCELOT PRESS 

P.O.Box 425 

Hantspon, Nova Scotia 

BOP 1PO (902) 684-9 I29 

February 8, 1995 

Dear Tony, 

I have read your manuscript with interest and found much of interest therein. 

The subject matter is graphic and you give a vivid picture of conditions at that time. 

However, I think the story needs further work and believe you could benefit from the 

help of an experienced editor. Both the beginning and the ending, in my view, could 

be improved. I felt your portrayal of Grenfell was negative, on the whole, and didn't 

do justice to his achievements. He may have been an egoist, an eccentric, but he was 

also a man of vision, a man with a warm personality and a caring attitude. This does 

not come through in your story. You might give some further background information 

on the history of the Mission. 

The Simpson's seem somewhat cold, authoritarian, and more interested in 

snatching one child from a family, with helpful motives, rather than trying to keep the 

family together and helping them as a unit. The relationship of George and Maud 

seemed rather strange. Why did they wait so long to many? Still, they provide 

material for an interesting love story. Maud, in particular, didn't seem to have too 



much love for this rugged land, as did Grenfell, and at times she longed for the 

amenities of England. 

While not overlooking the imperfections of the characters involved and the 

conditions of hunger and poverty, 1 still think you might emphasize the positive a bit 

more. 

Lancelot (Press) has a full schedule of publications for the next year or so. I 

also question whether we are the right firm for this bock. Don Morgan of Creative 

Press in St. John's has published some material in this general field., and he might be 

able to help you. Another possibility is Clyde Rose of Breakwater Press. also in St. 

John's. 

I think you have made a fine start on a potentially first-rate book, and I wish 

you well. 

Yours sincerely, 

William Pope. 
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GRENFELL REGIONAL HEALTH SERVICES 

Board and Executive Offices, St. Anthony, Nfld. 

Executive Director: Peter Roberts, M.A.N.D. 

Dear Tony, 

Only with trepidation do I dare make comment on your "work of art" project 

for your Doctor of Ministry Degree. I say this because I have great admiration for 

those who aspire to express themselves, especially those who do so in the written 

word. It is tough stuff and I hate the though that somehow my words might lessen 

your resolve. On the other hand, I know that we only become writers through our own 

persistent efforts and with the great help of others. So, with ambivalence, I offer this 

commentary. 

In a sentence, this is a good project and it will be worthwhile for you to make 

the effort to fulfil its potential. 

Let me put that into a paragraph. The story is interesting, to me at least, and I 

hope to others because it is a people story taking place in a fascinating corner of the 

worid at an interesting time. Each of these elements contains much which, I think, you 

can and must develop more completely. Then, you have to work assiduously to 
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achieve a presentation which does what you want it to do: that is, tell your stow in a 

manner which attracts your reader and holds him with you until the end. 

Now, in the hope that I can help you through some of the dificulties I 

perceive, consider these points: 

CHRISTIANITY. You must decide what you want to say. Though you may think 

otherwise, I don't think you've done this yet, or, if you have, it isn't apparent to me. 

Consider this in two ways: first, who is your story about? Is it the Newells, Johnnie, 

the Mission, George and Maude, Labrador life, or something which I have missed. 

Maybe it's about all of these, in which case, that's fine. I think you'll be more effective 

if at least one story predominates and holds the others together. 

Second, what are the themes or messages of your story? And here, even though 

you briefly touch several themes and allude to others, 1 am not at all sure what you 

want to say. I suppose it's possible that there's no message, but if that is so, I'm left 

wondering why I should bother reading you. In short, give your reader something 

worth his while. 

7 . Building on my first point, I kept waiting for something that had to do with 

"the big questions." Maybe I was thinking that this work had to have some theology in 

it somewhere, but even if it doesn't, there is a great opportunity to talk about things 

like Christian theology, the missionary mind, the so-called muscular Christianity of 

that era, the idea that the meek shall inherit the earth and who knows what else. And 
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then, what about the human plight in general and life in Labrador at the end of the 

1 9th Century? 

Now I'm not suggesting that your characters should go around spouting 

philosophy all the time, and I don't believe in noble savages. But these people provide 

the vehicle for you to get into their lives and tell us more about what they thought. In 

fact, even if they didn't think very much, there is still lots of room to talk about things 

of the mind and soul. Having said all of that, I must confess that I feel more 

ambivalence, even as though I want to see more of these things in your work. I am 

not a theologian and I have no idea how you should go about doing what I suggest. 

3.  1 feel very strongly about this point: if you want m e  to read your writing, then 

I have the right to expect that you write well. Pretentious prose, wasted words, 

confusions, non sequiturs, unwarranted assumptions, and inconsistencies in style - in 

short, bad writing- annoy the reader, distract him and leave him doing the work that 

the author should have done. In the first instance, you must do the work of thidung 

and presenting. At the most basic level, bad writing means sloppy thought. Your 

reader demands and deserves better. 

Having decided that you have a story and a message, you must use good plain 

English to present them. This is the craft of writing and there is no alternative. Good 

prose is not only written, but rewritten many times. First, you must learn to use words 

effectively, to write in the active tense, to present ideas and descriptions in a concrete, 

specific, personal and direct manner whenever possible. Adjectives, adverbs and 



24 I 

compound verbs demand special care. Then, too, you must use metaphors, images and 

symbols in a manner which is meaningful and which helps to tell your story. All of 

this adds up to plain, simple, good writing. This is the vehicle which carries your story 

and thought in a logical, consistent and congruent manner. Call it style if you wish, 

without it, the reader is lost. 

Part of this presentation is the craft of storytelling and you need to use this and 

you need to use the genre's armamentarium for your purposes. Is your chronology 

clear? Is the dialogue, particularly the dialect and idiom, helpful? Do the characters 

speak like real people? Or do they talk with written words? What about the use of 

Literary storytelling devices? One which came to my mind was whether or not you 

should tell this story through a raconteur who could be yourself? This would be very 

effective. And is your presentation style consistent throughout? 

In all, you have a good start which calls for some strenuous rewriting. 

All of that sounds fairly heavy and it is. So I must add that I wouldn't have 

kept on reading and written this commentary if I didn't think there was something 

worthwhile in it. You do have something to contribute to Grenfell and Northern 

literature. There is a good story here. Obviously, you have done good research and 

have excellent knowledge and feel for the people, the time and the place. There is lots 

of local colour in the descriptions of the people, the places, the boats, the land and the 

local ways. It is convincing and accurate. Through brief and passing references, you 

clearly have an awareness of some of the ideas I've wondered about above. Though 

you don't labour on the historical context, you obviously know it and set the story 
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properly. Most importantly, you have a good sense for the people; on the whole, they 

are believable and they behave like real people. Each of these elements is important 

and I don't find fault with any of them. In short, you have a good foundation to build 

upon. 

So, what does all this add up to? Encouragement, I hope. Encouragement to do 

your own thinking about your message, the story and the themes. Then, most 

importantly, rigorous rewriting to present them in an attractive manner which achieves 

what you want - a good story and a satisfied reader. 

I hope all this helps. Whatever else, keep at it and you will succeed. 

With best regards, 

Yours sincerely, 

Peter Robens 

April 13th, 1995 



Appendix # 35. 

16 Topsail Road 

St.Johnls Nfld. 

A 2AS 

March 21, 1995 

Dear Tony Newell, 

Enclosed is your manuscript which I did read fiom beginning to end. Aside 

from a few remarks in the margin or on the page, I have the following to add, keeping 

in mind the questions in your covering letter. I an not the proper person to critique a 

work of fiction, far fiom it, however. Also, these are very quick comments, made after 

a single reading late at night. 

I think you did a good job on the history and got it 'right' as they say. I can't 

actually recall a single instance where I thought, 'no, he has that wrong.' 

Somewhere along the way, towards the end, you took me by surprise when you 

showed your hand on Maud (or Maude) Bussell. I bad thought she was to be your 

protagonist, but suddenly you became very ambivalent or worse, about her, and rightly 

so. The whole subject matter is one hught with uncertainty and you handled it well. 

The style is your own and I had no problem with it. The way you have handled 

the quotations is however annoying and I think will annoy most readers. Can't you 

clean that up? Some of your imagery I liked a lot, occasionally I put a check mark 
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beside something I particularly liked. It was fresh. Some points of confusion I have 

noted in the manuscript. Why not take the opportunity to insert more description of 

people and places? I can tell fiom what you do write that these people and places are 

very familiar to you as they are to me through my extensive reading of the Grenfell 

material. But not everyone is like us, and essentially I think you may be aslung too 

much of your reader. Give them more, require less of them, tell them what Indian 

Harbour Hospital looked like, etc, etc. 

Finally, it struck me very odd that in the very early years of this century a man 

and a woman, unmarried, worked together the way they did. I personally think that is 

one of the most unusual aspects of the story, although I agree it is not germane to 

your own. Did they have a chaperon or chaperons? How many other people worked at 

the hospital with them? 

Good luck with it. 

Regards. 

Patricia O'Brien 

P.S. Perhaps I should add - I enjoyed it. 
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