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Joy Green 

My name is Joy Green (Turnbull). I was born to Sam and Susie Turnbull 
on October 13,1964. We lived at Charlottetown, Labrador. I attended 
the Anglican School at Charlottetown until grade nine when I quit. I 
married Reg Green of Port Hope Simpson in 1984. I moved with him to 
his home town and remained there. We have two children, a daughter 
Kealie-Ann who is fourteen and a son Reggie who is nine.  

I joined ABE at Port Hope Simpson in May of 1993. I found it good but 
different. I really enjoyed it. I had always wanted to finish high school 
and this was my chance. I knew if I wished to help my kids once they 
were in higher grades I needed more education. I often felt like quitting 
ABE because it was hard keeping up to my housework, homework and 
family needs. My husband Reg was my pillar of strength and 
encouragement. When I would say I was quitting he would encourage 
me and tell me not to quit now that I was so close to graduating. I kept 
on going and I was proud I did when I graduated in 1996.  

My advice to others who are going to ABE and are facing the same 
difficulties as I did with trying to juggle your home life with your school 
life is, "Keep going, don't quit and you will make it through." 

Questions  
  

1. Why did Joy go back to school?  



    
2. What kind of difficulties did Joy run into while she was attending 

ABE? 
    
3. What did Joy refer to her husband as being during her difficult 

times?  
 
 

Caroline Morris 

My name is Caroline Morris (Turnbull). I was born on May 07,1970 to 
Gerald and Rosley Turnbull of Port Hope Simpson. We used to move to 
Ship Harbour to fish during the Summer but we would move back to 
Port Hope Simpson again in the Fall and remain there for the Winter. I 
went to school at Port Hope Simpson and received a grade nine 
education. I became ill with bowel trouble and an erupted appendix so I 
had to quit. I went back the next year until Christmas and then I got 
pregnant and gave up. I married Allan Morris of Norman Bay, Labrador 
on March 31,1988. We live at Port Hope Simpson and have five 
children. My oldest child Jerden, who is ten, lives with my mom. My 
other children are Georgie who is nine, Benny who is seven, Shawna 
who is six and Urcie who is five.  

ABE was offered at Port Hope Simpson and I joined in October of 1993. 
I found it hard at first because I had forgotten a lot of things since I was 
out of school for a while. Once I got back into it I really enjoyed it. My 
best friend Joy Green was also attending classes with me and I found 
that helped me a lot.  

I always wanted a grad ring. That was my dream. When I went back to 
school I think my dream was always at the back of my head and this 
made me work harder. I graduated in 1996 and so did my best buddy 
Joy. That was a proud day for us and my dream came true. I got my 
grad ring!  

My advice to others is simply this, "Keep going, keep trying. If you put 
your mind to it you can do anything."  

Questions  
  
1. Why did Caroline quit school? 



    
2. What inspired Caroline to go back to school? 
 
 

Peggy Earle 

My name is Peggy Earle (Penney). I was born on November 14,1962 at 
Mary's Harbour, Labrador. My parents are Hazel Parr and Roy Penney 
of Port Hope Simpson. I grew up at Port Hope Simpson. I attended D.C. 
Young Pentecostal School and graduated in 1978 with grade eleven. In 
1980 I married Nigel Earle. I had met him at Ship Harbour, Labrador 
while he was fishing as a shareman with Thomas Penney. We moved 
from Port Hope Simpson and went to St. John's where we attended 
university. I went for a year and a half and Nigel went on to get his 
Degree in Education. We later moved back to Port Hope Simpson and 
remained there. Nigel is a teacher at D.C. Young School where our two 
children, Lucy and Byron, are attending. Lucy is in Level II and Byron is 
in Level I.  

I found school hard when I attended and I didn't really like it much. The 
part that I didn't like was that I had to put so much extra time and effort 
into my studies. It seemed like my friends could go out and study very 
little but they would still get great marks. That used to make me mad on 
times because I had to work so hard. I am glad that I stuck it out and 
graduated. If I didn't have my grade eleven I know I would never be able 
to help my children at their homework. It makes me proud that I can 
give them the help that they need. All my hard work in school certainly 
paid off in the end.  

I enjoy listening to stories from long ago. My father is a great story 
teller, or at least I think he is. His brother John comes over to visit him 
every day and it seems that they always have a story to tell. I could just 
sit and listen to them for hours. I used to think these stories were great 
and should be recorded. Someday when these men are gone their 
stories will die with them. When I learned of this project I volunteered 
my time right away. It's a great opportunity to help record history and 
keep the old stories alive!  

Questions 
  

1. Why didn't Peggy enjoy school? 



    
2. Peggy stayed in school despite her dislike for it and she 

graduated. Why is this so important to Peggy today? 
    
3. Why did Peggy get involved in this Oral History Project? 
 
 

Robert Glover 

Hello my name is Robert Glover. I am 41 years old and getting younger. 
I am originally from Trinity-Bonavista Bay, Newfoundland. I moved from 
Trinity to Goose Bay, Labrador at the age of sixteen to look for work. I 
worked at a janitorial job for a while and then moved to Labrador City 
where I landed a job with I.O.C.(an Iron Ore company). I later went to 
Ottawa where I was employed as a maintenance man for Island Park 
Towers apartment building. I didn't settle in Ottawa. I found myself in 
Goose Bay once more working with Labrador Aviation who were a sub-
contractor with the Americans.  

While living in Goose Bay I met Daisy Rumbolt, the lady of my dreams 
and fell in love. Daisy and I were dating for some time when she went 
home to Pinsent's Arm, Labrador on vacation and I tagged along. While 
there I went out fishing with some of her family and really enjoyed it. We 
went back to Goose Bay, packed up our things and moved to Pinsent's 
Arm. Needless to say we later married and had two children. Our oldest 
is Christa who is now thirteen and our youngest we named Jamie. He is 
eleven. I have now been living in Pinsent's Arm, Labrador for eighteen 
years and love it. I wouldn't go back to Trinity to live but we sometimes 
bring the kids there for a visit.  

There was a moratorium put on the cod in 1992. This left me with time 
on my hands. ABE was offered at Pinsent's Arm in 1993 so I decided to 
give it a try since I had time to kill and only a grade seven education. I 
am proud to say that I graduated from ABE in March of 1995. I enjoyed 
ABE but sometimes on a nice sunny day my mind was outdoors and I 
had to work hard at concentrating on school. I had my mind set on 
graduating and I went all the way!  

In May of 1995 I went to Bay Roberts, Newfoundland and completed a 
six week certificate course in Heavy Equipment. My training later paid 
off and I landed a seasonal Trail Groomer Operator job with the 



Labrador White Bear Development Association that same winter. I am 
still employed by the LWBDA and enjoy grooming the snowmobile trails 
very much.  

As you know mineral findings at Voiseys' Bay has opened up new 
employment opportunities. I plan to submit my resume in hopes of 
getting a job operating some of the heavy equipment there. I may also 
seek work on the construction of the Trans Labrador Highway in the 
future. Now that I have educated myself I feel more positive about the 
future for my family and me. 

My advice to everyone is, "Nobody knows it all and we can all learn a 
bit. I encourage people to get all the education they can get. If you are 
already an ABE learner and you are finding it hard; study harder, get 
some extra help but don't ever give up trying!"  
 
 

Sarah Campbell 

My name is Sarah Campbell. I was born to Elizabeth Webber at Spotted 
Island, Labrador on May 07, 1952. I moved to Square Island at the age 
of twelve for the Summer months. We used to go to Pinsent's Arm, 
Labrador for the Winter. We did this for about four years. When I was 
sixteen we moved to Charlottetown, Labrador where I still live today.  

In 1959 at the age of seven I started school. I attended boarding school 
at Cartwright, Labrador for four years. From there I went to school at 
Pinsent's Arm and then at Charlottetown after we moved. I went to 
school until I had grade seven and then I quit. I found school boring and 
wanted out. I found some odd jobs babysitting and helping people with 
house work. There wasn't much work available back then.  

In 1972 on May 04, I married Donald W Campbell at Charlottetown, 
Labrador. We have a family of five, three girls and two boys. My 
husband is a fisherman and trapper. I spent a lot of time alone with the 
kids. Back then it was the normal thing for the husbands to be gone 
away a lot to trap furs. After the fishing season ended in the Fall, Don 
would leave for the country to go trapping. He would usually be gone 
until just before Christmas. We didn't have electricity back then so we 
used oil lamps. I used to bring the water in buckets from a well. I would 
cleave the fire wood and scrub our clothes on the wash board. I worked 



hard but I never complained because Don always worked so hard to put 
food on our table. We were never rich but we got along and we were 
happy. We didn't know what it was like to have the conveniences that 
we have today. I always say "How can you miss what you never ever 
had?".  

The whole family was involved in the fishery. I would work in the stage 
and the kids would always be there as well. When the kids got old 
enough they would help to put up the fish and that would be a great 
help. In 1978 I got my first fishing license. I had helped in the stage for 
many years before but had not gone in the fishing boat. After I had my 
license I started to go out in the fishing boat to haul the gear with my 
husband. At first I would get seasick and found it tough. After a while I 
got used to it and the sea sickness left me. Once I had my sea legs I 
enjoyed going out in boat. I would still be fishing cod with my husband 
today if the moratorium wasn't on.  
 
 
I am very proud that my husband still traps furs today. It is an old 
tradition in the Campbell family and I love to see it kept up. Our 
youngest, Wilfred, would go trapping with his father and enjoyed it very 
much. He has learned enough from him to know how it is done. I would 
like to see more people try to hang onto the Labrador traditions and 
ways. Labrador is unique and we should be proud of our heritage and 
not let it die.  

The things I love most about the Labrador is the freedom and clean air. 
I love my life here and can never see myself leaving. "The government 
would practically have to starve us out before I'd leave. This is living."  

I always felt sorry for quitting school and wished for the opportunity to 
go back and finish. My wish came true in the spring of 1989 when I 
joined up for night classes at ABE. The instructor was Carter Russell of 
William's Harbour, Labrador. We would go to William Gillett Academy 
for a few hours a night. I found school very enjoyable this time around 
and worked hard. I liked that I could work at my own pace and wasn't 
pressured into doing things that I didn't enjoy. I could choose the 
subjects that I wanted to take and there were no deadlines to meet. I 
didn't find ABE hard but it took a bit of effort to get used to school after 
being out for so many years. I graduated from ABE in June of 1994. My 
baby, Wilfred graduated from grade twelve that same year. Wilfred was 



mighty proud of me and made sure I knew it. My husband and my 
children had encouraged me always and were very happy to see me 
graduate. 

My advice to anyone who is an adult learner is, "Put your all into it and 
get whatever you can out of it. Everything seems to be getting tougher 
each day and the more you have the better your chances of getting a 
job are. You can never have enough education." I plan to further my 
education by doing some sort of course on sewing and clothes making. 
I love to sew and make clothes but I find it hard without patterns and 
just figuring it out in my head. I would love to get the proper training and 
start up my own designer business. The opportunity is out there for 
each of us to make our dreams a reality but we have to make it happen!  
 
 

Marilyn Morris 

My name is Marilyn Morris. I am originally from Carbonear, 
Newfoundland. I am presently living in Charlottetown, Labrador. 

I met my husband Bill while he was vacationing at Carbonear in 1972. 
We fell in love and were married in April of 1974. We moved to his 
home in Cartwright, Labrador shortly after we married.  

I can still remember the plane trip from St. Anthony to Cartwright, it 
being my first trip on Labrador Airways. The pilot was Lester Powell of 
Charlottetown. I remember Lester saying we had a full load of mail 
aboard.  

I have now been on the Labrador for 21 years and love it more each 
day. I would never go back to the Island to live. Labrador is now in my 
blood. I love the outdoor life and the freedom. The fresh clean air just 
relaxes you as you travel by snowmobile or in open boat. I love it here.  

I decided to go back to school at the age of 32 for several reasons. I 
had only a grade eight education and found it difficult to help my kids 
with their homework once they were in high school I hated the feeling of 
helplessness I got whenever they needed my help and I couldn't give it. 
I also knew if I ever wanted to get a decent job then I needed to have at 
least a high school diploma. My frustrations grew with each day and I 



decided to stop the insanity and went back to school in 1989.  

At first school seemed strange and a little scary but my instructor, 
Carter Russell was very understanding and helped me overcome my 
fears and I started to enjoy learning. I continued on from there and with 
the help of another caring instructor, Annette Eddison, I graduated from 
ABE in 1994. This was a very special time for me and my two kids who 
also graduated from high school that same year.  

I am presently trying to get a manpower seat to take a Continuing 
Business Accounting course. If I get accepted I will be doing my studies 
at home which is great. Now that I have a taste of the joy of learning I 
never want to stop.  

My advice to all learners everywhere is, "Keep at it, push yourself and 
you wouldn't believe the possibilities."  
 
 

Katie Ward 

My name is Kathryn Ward. Everyone calls me Katie. I was born to 
Laura Noel on May 05,1955 at Coxes Cove, Labrador which is near 
Venison Tickle. We used to live at Venison Tickle in the summer and 
move to Trout Cove near Norman Bay, Labrador for the winter months. 
We moved to Charlottetown, Labrador when I was eight. I went to 
school until 1968 and then quit. I was young and wanted to be out on 
the go. School didn't interest me at all then.  

I married Alfred Ward of Norman Bay on April 06,1969. We held our 
wedding in the Anglican School at Charlottetown. We moved to Alfred's 
home at Norman Bay and settled here. We have four kids; three boys 
and one girl. Our family is gradually growing, we now have an addition 
of seven grandchildren.  

I fish with my husband at Snug Harbour, Labrador. It is so peaceful and 
refreshing. I would hate to have to leave but someday I may have to in 
order to make a living. Work is very scarce here in Norman Bay. Us 
fisher people greatly miss the income we received from the cod fishery. 
I hope we can make new fisheries from the different species that are 
here.  



Norman Bay school only offers up to grade 10 or Level II as most call it. 
If this is not changed soon then we will see many families moving away. 
The kids are too young and don't want to move without their family. It is 
mighty scary for someone so young to have to leave home and go to a 
new place and a strange school. Many times the kids quit after grade 10 
because they are not ready for the changes that moving brings. I would 
like to see all grades taught here. It would give our children a better 
chance to make something of themselves. They would be a little older 
and would probably go away to college and university once they 
graduated.  

Education is at the top of my list of priorities. I have been involved with 
literacy for some time now. I am a member of the Literacy Management 
Committee and I also host regular Reading Circles for kids ages four to 
ten.  

I went to ABE at the age of thirty eight with the hope of receiving a high 
school diploma. I did my studies by mail through Labrador College, 
Goose Bay. I was very disappointed when the program ended in 1996. I 
had enjoyed ABE and was doing well. If the opportunity ever comes 
again I will jump at the chance to go back and finish my grades.  

My advice to today's school children is, "Stay in school, finish your 
education and never give up! You cannot afford to miss out on anything 
this day in age."  
 
 

Mildred Clark 

My name is Mildred Clark. I am a 37 year old mother of two boys. I live 
at Pinsent's Arm, Labrador.  

As a small child from 1959 to 1962 I lived in Newtown, Labrador and 
moved to Square Island, Labrador in the Summer where my family 
fished. In 1962 we moved to Pinsent's Arm but we would still go to 
Square Island during the fishing season. I remember as a child I would 
be very excited when we would load up the motor boat and move to our 
Summer home. We used to take everything that we needed for the 
season since there were no shops in the area.  

In 1966 at the age of six I started school in a one room building that 



used to be Uncle Dan Campbell's shed. There were fifteen or more of 
us kids from all ages and only one teacher. My first teacher was Watson 
Budden from Newfoundland. The school had no washrooms and was 
heated by an old Pot Belly stove. The boys would take turns bringing 
the firewood and the girls (10 and up) would do the cleaning each day. 
There were no luxuries as schools have today but we learned just the 
same.  

I always loved school but in 1977 with only a grade 10 education, I quit. 
Grade 10 was the highest grade offered in Pinsent's Arm and I was shy 
and didn't want to move away from home. This situation is still the same 
for the students today which I think is sad.  

I always hoped that someday I would be able to get my high school 
diploma without having to leave home. The long awaited day came in 
1993 and I eagerly started ABE at the age of 35. I didn't have any 
problem learning the different subjects. I especially liked Math. I 
graduated from ABE in 1994!!  

My advice to others like me who didn't finish school is, "Grab the 
chance when it comes your way. It can't hurt but it can help. You are 
never too old to learn."  
 
 

Yvonne Russell 

My name is Yvonne Russell. I was born to Louise and George Russell 
on April 27, 1973. I live with my family at William's Harbour, Labrador.  

After I finished grade nine at William's Harbour I had to move to another 
community because that was the highest education offered here and 
still is. I was very young and found it hard to adjust to being away from 
my parents, home and friends. I think everyone who has to move away 
from home at such a young age finds it difficult to cope with the many 
changes. I went to school at Charlottetown, Labrador for a year and at 
Port Hope Simpson, Labrador for two years. I obtained Level II and then 
quit. I only needed a few more credits to graduate so I was considered 
a part time student. This meant I did not qualify for any bursary. It was 
too costly for me to foot the bill myself so I stayed at home and found 
work. 



In 1992 Labrador College offered ABE at William's Harbour so I went 
back to school. My instructor was Tommy Flynn of William's Harbour. I 
really enjoyed it. I hadn't been out of school for long so it was not a big 
adjustment for me. I graduated from Level III in 1993. I am very thankful 
that Labrador College offered ABE to William's Harbour. Without them I 
probably would never have graduated.  

I would like to study Early Childhood Development someday. Right now 
I have small kids and the thought of moving to a larger place and 
putting them in daycare doesn't appeal to me. I am content to wait until 
they are a little older before I go to college.  

My advice to students who are finding school difficult is, "Keep on 
trying, pace yourself and you will do it! Education is very important and 
you should never let the chance to learn pass you by."  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why did Yvonne quit school? 
    
2. How do you feel about the fact that Yvonne did not qualify for a 

bursary because she was a "part time" student? 
 
 

STORIES COLLECTED BY 
LEARNERS 

 
 

A Close Call 
by Peggy Earle 

My name is Thomas Penney. I live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. My 
father, George Penney, and his brother Tom were once partners on a 
trapline at Alexis River. They built a tilt at Briffin Place, fourteen miles 
up, and another at the head of the river about ten miles up. The tilts 
were small. They were made from logs and were insulated with moss. 
They also put moss over the felt on the roof to help keep the cold out. 

One day in the early 1930's my cousin Alex Penney and I went with 
them on their trapline. I was in my mid teens. It was a Saturday in 



November. After checking the traps we went back to the nearest tilt. It 
was real cold so Uncle Tom put in a big fire to get the place heated up 
quickly. We hung up our damp clothing to dry by the stove. We put 
some rabbit on to cook for our supper, then gathered firewood for that 
night and the next day. We ate our rabbit and paste and sat around 
enjoying the heat and talking about what had happened that week and 
made plans for the upcoming week. This was all new to me and I was 
enjoying every minute of it. All too soon it was time to go to bed. I was 
very tired and was glad that we wouldn't be getting up early the next 
morning. Uncle Tom said he would stay up and tend to the fire 
throughout the night. Lying in my warm, comfortable bunk I soon fell 
fast asleep.  

I was awakened from my sleep by shouting. I was so sleepy that I didn't 
realize what was going on at first. Soon I was wide awake and I heard, 
"Get up! Get up the camp is on fire!" I quickly jumped out of bed and we 
threw all our belongings out the door. The fire was raging by now and 
we had to leave the camp immediately. There was nothing we could do 
except stand and watch the camp burn to the ground. There was no 
snow and the lake was frozen over so we didn't have any quick access 
to water to put the fire out. The tilt burned rapidly. The fire had started 
around 5:30 a.m. and was burned flat within thirty minutes or so. The 
fire had started when a flanker from the pipes had landed on the dry 
moss on the roof of the tilt.  

We sadly and slowly packed up our belongings and walked about four 
miles to the next tilt. As we walked I was thinking, "Boy, we were lucky 
that no one was hurt or burned because it had all happened so fast."  
 
 
1.  What is a tilt? What was the tilt in this story built from?  
    
2.  Have you or anyone you know ever been in such a life threatening 

situation as Tom described in this story? Using your imagination or 
a real life experience similar to this one, write your own story of 
escape.  

    



 
 
 

A Day's Work 
by Peggy Earle 

My name is John Charles Penney. I was born at George's Cove, 
Labrador on August 08, 1920. My parents were George and Annie 
(Fequet) Penney. I married Iris Baikey. We have a daughter named 
Alma.  

Years ago I used to work as a logger with Roy Penney, Tom Penney 
and George Parr. My job was teaming as I called it. That was man and 
horse working together to get logs out of the woods and to the sawmill. 

I would get up at about five each morning. It would not be daylight. I 
would take the kerosene lantern, go to the barn to feed the horse then 
go back inside to breakfast. After breakfast I harnessed my horse, 
hooked up the sleds and headed off for the woods at about seven. I 
used two sleds chained together, one towing behind the other. I could 
carry two cords of logs this way. I steered the horse by his reins. On the 
way in the woods I sat on the sleigh and coming out I sat on the logs. I 
would be hauling out my first load of logs around 9:30 or 10:00 each 
morning. I used to unload the logs, have a quick lunch and return for 
another load. When I returned with my second load it would usually be 
around twelve noon. After I had the logs unloaded I would feed my 
horse and have dinner myself. About an hour afterward I would go back 
for another load. I continued to haul logs until supper time which was 
around 5:00 p.m.. On a good day with no problems I used to haul about 
eight cords of logs out to the mill. Sometimes the amount wouldn't be as 
high because I had problems with the sleds or with the horse getting 



bogged down in the deep snow. I usually had another man working with 
me. Wilfred Burden of Port Hope Simpson once worked with me. We 
were a good team. My day didn't end at supper time. I would take a 
short rest. At about 6:00 p.m. I would take my bucksaw and get 
firewood for that night and the next day. Afterward I visited the mill to 
see if I could help out there. I sometimes burned the slabs, rolled logs 
or piled the lumber. My day usually ended around 9:00 p.m. or 10:00 
p.m.. I always had a lunch after a long days work and then went to bed. 
This routine continued for about three months during the winter.  
 
 

 
 
  
1. Do you agree with the last paragraph. Why? Why Not? 
 
 

A League of Her Own 
by Robert Glover 

My name is Maryann Snow (Turnbull). I am originally from 
Charlottetown, Labrador. I now live at Pinsent's Arm, Labrador where 
my husband holds the principal position at the local school. I was born 
at Mary's Harbour, Labrador on February 01,1963. My parents were 
Susie and Sam Turnbull.  

I completed grade 11 at the Jacques Cartier School at Charlottetown, 
Labrador. I left home at the age of 17, shortly after high school 
graduation. I moved to St. Anthony, Newfoundland where I worked as a 
babysitter. I found it a little hard at first to adjust to the change. I had 
been used to living in a little community of about 175 people and St. 
Anthony seemed so big to me. I soon got used to the change and 
enjoyed living there. I got to know a lot of people there and made some 
real close friends. I also had an Aunt living there and that helped a lot 
as well.  

After babysitting for about a year and an half, I went to college. I chose 
to enter the male dominated world of electrical. I attended the Western 
Viking College at St. Anthony for nine months. Then I went on to a 
combination of Apprenticeship training and schooling at the College of 
Trades and Technology at Pleasantville, Newfoundland. This was an 



extension from the main college. I used to work for 2000 hours with an 
employer and then go back to school to train for periods of six weeks. 
This routine continued on for four years. I then graduated as an 
Electrician. I was given a lot of publicity by the media because I was the 
first female Electrician in the province to get their Journey persons in 
electrical. My instructor at Pleasantville had pointed out this fact to me 
often. I was interviewed by CBC Radio, all my classmates got to hear 
me and my family and friends back home heard me also.  

I didn't find it unusual or uncomfortable to go to school with male 
classmates. I was the only female in my classes but that did not bother 
me in the least. I have five brothers, who are all older than me. I always 
liked working outdoors with them, doing physical things with my hands. I 
also liked to spend time around my father. He was kind of a handy man 
at motors and things like that. We used to have an old lighting plant or 
generator that we used for electricity before hydro came to 
Charlottetown. There were no parts to buy for it in town. If a part gave 
out on the generator then Dad would make a new part for it. Watching 
him, I became very interested in how that old thing worked. I also liked 
to pick apart old radios then and try to figure out how it worked. I guess 
I always had an interest in electrical so it was only natural that I became 
an Electrician.  
 
 
When I went to college I knew I was going to find it difficult financially 
because I didn't have any money. Mom and Dad never ever had much 
so I couldn't ask them to support me. I got some help from my brother 
Amenius who had just come back then from working in Alberta. He 
gave me $500.00 which I used to help pay my tuition and buy books. I 
also received a bursary of $100.00 a month. The people who I boarded 
with were real good to me and they helped me out financially more than 
once. I will be grateful to them always.  

There were times during college when I felt like giving up on my dream 
and throwing it all down. I think everyone who goes away to school gets 
that same feeling once in awhile. I was not a quitter. I always liked to 
finish whatever I started and this kept me going. I put my all into my 
training and I did it! I advise all college students and school students to 
do the same. Anything can be possible for you if you try hard enough.  

After graduation in June I had to participate in on-the-job training 



wherever I could get accepted. I was lucky and was hired on at 
Strangemoore' 5 Electrical in St. Anthony in August. I worked with them 
until I received my Journeyman. They were all males and I couldn't 
have gotten a better bunch to work with. They always treated me fairly 
and like one of the boys. I was never given little jobs because I was a 
woman. Whatever they worked at I was always included. Just about 
everyone in the area knew me and most did not have any problem with 
me being a female. But I remember one incident that took place when I 
was sent to a guy's house to do some wiring. When he saw that I was a 
woman, he decided he didn't want me to do the job. I explained to him 
that I had been trained and was very qualified and used to this type of 
work. He called back to the company and made his complaint. This was 
one of the many times when the guys really showed their support and 
belief in me. They told the man that if I wasn't good enough to work for 
him then they did not have anyone who was good enough for the job. I 
think the guy realised then how serious this was and he expressed his 
apologies to me.  
 
 
I have worked at many different sites and things during my career. I 
really enjoyed working at them all, especially the tourist site at L'anse 
Aux Meadows and the new airport at St. Anthony. But the one that held 
the most satisfaction and sticks out in my mind the most is when I wired 
the residential area at Norman Bay, Labrador. This was when Norman 
Bay received electricity for the first time. I felt good to be working on my 
own, so far away from any company. I think this was my biggest 
accomplishment yet! I also felt good because I was helping make life 
easier for those people.  

During my work at Norman Bay, Labrador, I met the man I later married, 
Phillip Snow. Phil was teaching there at that time. We are now happily 
married and have two beautiful children; James and Susanna.  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why did Maryann choose to go into such a male dominated 

career as she did? 
    
2. Maryann not only graduated as an Electrician but she made 

history. Explain. 



    
3. Why did Maryann's work at Norman Bay hold such meaning for 

her? 
 
 

A MAN'S BEST FRIEND 
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Dwayne Russell. I was born on February 10,1968 at Mary's 
Harbour, Labrador. My parents are Freeman and Rosalind (Rumbolt). I 
am originally from William's Harbour, Labrador. I moved to 
Charlottetown, Labrador some six or seven years ago. 

I always had a liking for pets, especially dogs. As a child I would 
sometimes have four or five. I would hear Dad talking about his youth 
when he had dog teams and it really interested me. Sometime after, 
Graham Russell Sr. got some husky dogs and put together a dog team. 
I used to spend a lot of time helping with the dogs and enjoyed it. I 
decided to get my own team.  

I picked up dogs here and there and soon I had my very own team. I 
was so proud. I had my first race at William's Harbour when I was about 
seventeen. I continued on from there. Over the years I have competed 
in a lot of races, mostly at Sports Days in the area. I also participated in 
the Labrador Winter Games in 1983. My dogs really came through for 
me. We got a gold medal. I guess that was my biggest race so far.  

I have won 33 first place trophies to date. About three winters ago I was 
one of the five participants who raced in the Alexis River dog team race. 
It was hosted by Port Hope Simpson. It was a long race, 150 miles in 
all. Once again, my dogs gave it their all and we finished first. The prize 
was a trophy and $750.00 in cash.  

This past winter I had the privilege of entering the William's Harbour 
Dog Team Heritage Race. This was a first time event but it will be an 
annual thing from now on. It was a round trip. The course began at 
William's Harbour, passed along by St. Lewis and Mary's Harbour, 
through Port Hope Simpson, Charlottetown, Pinsent's Arm and back to 
William's harbour for the finish. It was a two day event, with an 
overnight at Port Hope Simpson. Luck was on my side, the weather was 
good and everything went as I had hoped. My dogs ran like never 



before and we crossed the line first. The prize was a trophy and 
$1000.00 in cash.  
 
 
I love my dogs and the feeling of relaxation I get each time I drive them. 
It's so nice to watch them work, they are such beautiful creatures! 
Sometimes when I drive my dogs I feel like I'm back in time to when 
Dad was a boy and I try to imagine how things were then. It's such a 
great feeling!  

All my dogs are important to me but I have two very special ones 
among them. One is named Watch. I got the name from listening to the 
stories Dad would tell about his dogs. I guess you could say the name 
was passed down from Dad's dogs to mine. Watch is a very faithful dog. 
We won 23, first place prizes over the years. I am very proud of Watch. 
Apple is another special dog. I got the idea for the name from Stanley 
Campbell Sr. who would always be telling a story about Mrs. 
Sweetapple, a lady who broke her arm. I had two pups at the time. I 
named one Sweetie and the other Apple. Apple is the best dog I ever 
had. He is a number one dog every day.  

Dog team racing like most competitive sports, costs money and uses up 
a lot of your time. I get seals in the Fall and freeze them for dog feed 
throughout the year. I also buy dog food for them. Despite all the time 
and money it takes to maintain my dogs, I plan to keep them for a long 
time to come. The thrill I get each time I drive them makes everything 
worth while!  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why did Dwayne start dog team racing? When did he start? 
    
2. How many races has he won over the years? 
    
3. Dwayne is very young. Do you think dog team racing is an 

unusual sport for such a young person to be participating in 
today? 

    

4. How does Dwayne feel toward his dogs? Name two dogs who are 
extra special to him? 



 
 

Back Then 
by Marilyn Morris 

My name is John Kippenhuck. I have a twin brother Paul. We were born 
at the head of St. Michaels Bay, Labrador on November 21,1930. Our 
parents were George and Ella Kippenhuck. Our mother didn't have any 
breast milk to feed us as infants. We were fed sweetened milk because 
it was the only milk to buy in the area. It must be good for you because 
we are still alive today.  

We didn't have a chance to get much education when we were growing 
up. We were in a remote area and it was hard to get a teacher to come 
to teach us. I remember when I was eight Mr. Simms from St. Anthony 
came to teach the older kids. I was too young and was very 
disappointed that I couldn't go to school. The next teacher that came to 
our little town was Owen Hawkins from Newfoundland somewhere. I 
was about ten and was able to go to school this time. He taught us for 
three months and then had to move to another part of the coast to teach 
others. We didn't get another teacher until I was about thirteen. We 
learned to read and write a few simple words. The teacher stayed for 
four months and then left. It was another two years before another 
teacher came to us. Bessie Campbell, Alexander Campbell's daughter 
from home was sent to teach us and we were all so proud. She was 
teaching us for a month when she received a letter saying that she 
could no longer teach us. The government could no longer afford to pay 
her. She stayed for another month and then left to work elsewhere. I 
can say I went to school but it was not a good system. didn't get enough 
education to be able to read and write today.  

We would spend our winters at the head of St. Michaels Bay and then 
move to our fishing place at Square Island for the summer. Some 
Newfoundland fishermen would move their families down to fish. We 
would be real happy to see them. We would have so much fun playing 
with their children. I have many happy memories from my childhood at 
Square Island, Labrador. The Newfoundlanders would move back to the 
Island in October. We would be sad to see them go. We would move 
back to our winter home shortly after they left. The older people would 
always call it "the long hard winter months." I guess they were referring 
to the big blizzards and the cold weather we used to have back then.  



 
 
From a very young age Paul and I would snare rabbits and trap for furs 
nearby. We always made a little money from the furs we caught. Dad 
would go to Rexons Cove, Labrador to sell his furs and ours, as well. 
Jacob Penney was the dealer who bought the furs. He was originally 
from the northshore. He had married a Russell girl and had set up his 
business at her home in Rexons Cove. Dad would trade his furs for 
food and sometimes got a little cash back as well. Our furs were traded 
for sweetened milk and candy. We would be eagerly watching for Dad 
to return home with our goodies.  

There were no shops at the head of the bay that I can remember. I 
heard the older people say that John Alexander Campbell had a store 
there in the mid 1800's. He used to sell "rough grub" such as flour, salt 
beef, salt pork and molasses.  

Nothing was easy when we were young. We had to work hard every 
day just to survive. We had to "lug" water in buckets from a brook 
nearby. We didn't have water and sewer as we have today. We hunted, 
trapped, fished and berry picked to keep food on our table. We couldn't 
run to the store and buy what we wanted like we can today. We didn't 
need much money to get by back then. We didn't have electricity bills, 
phone bills, grocery bills, water bills or any other bills that we have 
today. We pretty much lived of the land back then.  

When we reached 15 we would have to go to work and earn money for 
the family. Paul and I worked in the woods cutting pulpwood with the 
bucksaw. I remember that first winter meeting Bill Greeley, a lumberjack 
who was 6' 1" on our way in the woods. He asked where we were going 
and when we told him we were going to cut pulpwood he laughed. He 
looked at the bucksaw and said, "Little fellers yer only the length of the 
bucksaw." Paul and I were very small then and still are. Bill thought we 
were too small to be working in the woods because that was a man's 
job. When payday came we went down to Walter Cannings to get our 
check. There were three of us working together; Paul, brother Joe and 
myself. Walter liked to torment, he said "Ye fellers went in the hole." I 
was saucy and replied, "Yes sir, I just fell in a horse's hole coming in 
there then." My Uncle Tom Kippenhuck came along and told us, "Ye 
fellers got the biggest check here today." Sure enough we did. We 
made $300.00 and that was a lot of money back then. The company 



buying the pulpwood was J.O. Williams which was an English company. 
I think the boats that would come for the wood were from Europe. The 
company only stayed for a couple of years.  
 
 
In 1948 Paul and I were seventeen and out of work. Paul and my oldest 
brother Joe moved to Goose Bay, Labrador to work with the Royal 
Canadian Air Force. I stayed at home to help out because Dad had his 
appendix removed and was not feeling well. He was in his 50's then and 
it took him a long time to get over his surgery.  

In the winter of 1949 I moved to Goose Bay to work with my brothers at 
the Royal Canadian Air Force, as well. We would come back home in 
the summer to fish at Square Island and return to Goose Bay again to 
work in the winter. We were all making good money and kept getting 
promoted to a higher rank the longer we were there. The last year I 
worked with them I was manager of the north warehouse which was a 
big position. I had my own set of keys to the building which meant they 
must have seen me as a very responsible and trustworthy person. I had 
a contract with them stating that I had a job for as long as I wanted.  

In 1955 Paul wasn't feeling well and had spent some time in the 
hospital. I came home with him and decided to stay. A couple of months 
later on April 14,1955 I married Winnie Campbell. I was very lucky 
because Winnie is a good woman. 

I remember my first dog team trip from Goose Bay to my home at the 
head of St. Michaels Bay. It was in April of 1950. Travelling with me 
were: Bart Dyson from Batteau, Labrador, Herb Webber and myself. 
We left Goose early in the morning while the stars were still in the sky. 
When we arrived at North West River, about 22 miles, it started to snow 
heavy. We could barely see where we were going. In the evening the 
storm stopped. We made it to a tilt in the lowlands where we spent the 
night. Four days later we made it to Cartwright, Labrador. It was raining 
now. We did not have a very good trip. There was a Sports Day going 
on in Cartwright at that time. Daniel Campbell and his sister Daisy, 
Uncle Tom Kippenhuck, Brother Joe and Paul were there to the time. 
Brother Paul and Joe had come ahead of me from Goose Bay and had 
stayed at Cartwright and waited for me. The next day we all left for 
home together. The going was bad because all the weather had made 
the ice poor and slushy. It took us three days from Cartwright to home 



at the head of the bay.  

The next year it took me even longer to get home from Goose Bay. I left 
Bay on helicopter for Cartwright. The weather came down and we turn 
back. It was nine days later when I finally made it to Cartwright.  
 
 
Paul was already in Cartwright waiting because he had made it by 
helicopter ahead of the weather. We were stuck at Cartwright for a 
while. We left Cartwright on a Beaver plane that was doing the mail run 
but took some passengers as well. We were landed off at Port Hope 
Simpson, Labrador which was not too far from home. We left Port Hope 
Simpson on dogs and made it home before night fall. The trip had taken 
two weeks of my time and $200.00 of my money which was a lot of 
money back then.  

Today travelling is much easier and faster. Whenever I want to go to 
Goose Bay, I can board Interprovincial or Air Labrador and be there in a 
few short hours.  

Today Charlottetown has a clinic with nurses stationed here year round. 
I remember a time when the closest hospital was at Mary's Harbour, 
Labrador which is about 60 miles away. If we required medical attention 
then we would have to travel there by boat (before freeze up) or by dog 
team (winter). There were times when the weather was bad or the ice 
was in, when it was impossible to get to the hospital at all. 

I remember a bad accident that happened back when Ben Powell had a 
sawmill operation here in Charlottetown. A young school boy named 
Gerald Green whose father was teaching, came to watch the men work 
at the mill. He got over close to the motor key on the long shaft sticking 
out of the stationery motor. His mittened hand got caught and his arm 
was torn off and thrown out in the beach. There was no hospital here 
then so his father got a crowd together to try and get him up to Mary's 
Harbour. The ice was bad but they decided to chance it. They broke 
through the thin ice and got in the water out in the bay. They were wet 
and cold so they went to Newtown for the night. The next day they 
made it to Square Island. The ice was packed in tight and they couldn't 
get through it in boat. Clarence Perry prayed to God for help. The wind 
came to the northeast and the ice moved off. The people making the 
boat trip were Jack Shea, Henry Turnbull, Gerald Green, Hayward 



Green, Clarence Perry and myself. We arrived at Mary's Harbour Point 
at 1:00 o'clock that morning to find that the ice was too strong to break 
through with our boat. Jack and Clarence walked along shore on the left 
side to Mary's Harbour. There were no people living on that side of the 
harbour so they called out as loud as they could for help. Somebody 
happened to be up and heard them. They came across to where Jack 
and Clarence were in boat. One hour later they arrived back on dog 
team for the boy. It was a little after 2 o'clock when got the boy to the 
hospital. The nurse took good care of him and he lived.  
 
 
Many experiences such as this one where God showed his mercy and 
power has made me trust him completely. The old people would always 
say put your trust In God and he'll see you through and I believe they 
were right!  

QUESTIONS  
  

1. John has very little education. Why? 
    

2. Why does John trust God as he does? 
    

3. Using the information given here write a comparison of the 
services at Charlottetown then and now. 

 
 
 

Changes 
by Mildred Clarke 

My name is Daisy Clarke. I am 62 years of age. Many things have 
changed since I was a young woman.  

Today if you want clothes or anything else you can go to the shops and 
buy it or have it come through the mail by ordering from a catalogue. I 
remember a time when we did not have these privileges. We had to 
make our own clothing, pillows, mattresses and whatever else we 
needed. 

My oldest brother would go to Jacob Penney's store at Port Hope 



Simpson, Labrador on dog team. He would buy flannel, lots of wool and 
white canvas material called canvas duck for us. We would make skirts 
for ourselves and pants for the children from the flannel. We used to 
knit socks, mitts, gloves and long stockings from the wool. The long 
stockings were worn in winter to keep our legs warm. From the canvas 
duck we would make coats called dickies and also pants. We also 
knitted socks called Logan Socks. These were socks with a pattern at 
the top that was displayed by turning the top of the sock down over your 
logan boots. Mom used to make skin boots from deer and seal skins. 
She would tint and tan the skins herself. We also made slippers and 
mittens from these skins. 

Rev. Burry from North West River would sometimes send Mom things. 
He used to send knitted storm hoods which we would unravel and use 
the wool to knit mitts and gloves. When he sent her heavy wool 
blankets we made snow pants for the children from them.  

Flour was sold in one hundred pound cotton sacks back then. We 
washed those sacks, bleached, ironed transfers on, embroidered them 
and made table cloths, pillow cases, bed spreads, doilies and small 
table cloths which we called lunch cloths. The lunch cloths were only 
used on the table when we had company in. Also we used the flour 
sack cotton to make mattresses and pillows. The sack was washed, 
bleached and than sewn together to make mattress and pillow cloths. 
Each was rubbed with sunlight soap until a wax like coating covered 
one side of the cloth. This was done to keep the feathers from coming 
through. Each Fall the men went duck hunting and returned with 
hundreds of birds. The birds were picked and used to stuff the mattress 
and pillow cloths. They were very comfortable to sleep on.  
 
 
Mom made her own soap which she called lye soap. This was made 
from seal fat and wood ashes from the stove. The seal fat was boiled 
and strained. Ashes wrapped in pieces of cloth were than added to the 
fat and boiled again for several hours. When cooled it was cut into 
blocks. We used this soap to scrub the wooden floors and canvas 
clothes. You are probably thinking this soap must have smelled awful 
because of what it was made from. Surprisingly enough it did not smell 
bad at all and it did a great job.  

Questions  



  
1. People were very resourceful back then. Give evidence from 

Daisy's story to support this statement. 
    
2. Do you think the changes that have occurred since Daisy was a 

young woman were good or bad? Explain.  
 

 
 

 

Change May Not Always Be Best  
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Ralph Wentzell. I was born on September 08, 1925 at 
Portland Creek, Newfoundland. My parents were Asaph and Julia 
Wentzell.  

When I was twelve we moved to Hawke Bay, Labrador by motor boat. 
There were two other families there from Venison Tickle, Labrador. 
When we first moved we lived aboard our motor boat (trap skiff). We 
also had a cotton tent set up on the land. We took the motor from our 
boat and rigged up a sawmill to saw lumber to build a house. We cut 
the logs, split them in two and made studs for our house. We stogged 
the house with moss for installation. It didn't take long to build our new 
home.  

I had attended school in Newfoundland. A teacher from Trinity Bay, 
Newfoundland came to Hawke Bay to teach us. He stayed for one 
winter only. I didn't get much education (grade 3) but I can read and 
write. 



We made a living by furring, selling lumber and some sticks. We used 
to sell to Monroe Export Company of Bay Roberts and St. John's, 
Newfoundland. The company would send in a boat to Hawke Bay to 
buy our goods. We received ten dollars per thousand feet of lumber, 
twenty five cents per stick and five dollars per one hundred sticks of 
wood. We always had plenty to eat. All of our meat came from the land. 
There were plenty of partridges, porcupine, rabbits and birds around 
then. We hunted caribou in the winter at Hawke River and Gilbert's 
River. Sometimes we walked, other times we went by dog team. The 
caribou were plentiful sometimes but not always. Our father taught us 
not to destroy but to look after nature. We killed enough wild meat and 
birds and no more. We didn't believe in wasting.  

Some years after we went fishing. We moved to Tub Harbour, Labrador 
during the fishing season. We fished cod, salmon and seals. We used a 
row boat when we first started. The first year we fished salmon we got 
five cents per pound. The cod and salmon were plentiful then. The bays 
and rivers were full of seals. I don't believe the seals are responsible for 
destroying our cod as some say. Years ago the seals were plentiful and 
there was still lots of cod to fish. Once the fishing season ended we 
moved back to Hawke Bay for the winter.  
 
 
We would go to Snug Harbour or Frenchman's Island, Labrador by 
motor boat to pick up a stock of rough grub. We bought flour, butter, 
sugar, milk, molasses, etc. from Monroe Export Company. We made 
this trip in the Fall. We would buy enough to last us through the winter.  

When I was about twenty one I went to Cartwright, Labrador to work 
with the Grenfell Mission. I did labour work. I cut firewood and did other 
odd jobs. They burned wood and coal then. I would go up in the bay by 
dog team and cut down scow loads of wood. There were seven 
hundred in each scow. I sawed it up and packed it in piles. I also 
travelled by boat up and down the coast bringing patients to the hospital 
at Cartwright. Grenfell had three different boats for this purpose. I 
worked long hard hours but I enjoyed it. I stayed with Grenfell for four or 
five years. I was paid seventy dollars a month. I stayed in a dormitory at 
the mission. 

When I was about twenty six I left Cartwright and went to Goose Bay, 
Labrador. I worked with the Canadian Air Force. I performed different 



duties. I was a watchman and a truck driver. I worked for a contractor, 
transporting men and freight. My wages were about thirty five cents an 
hour. I stayed for five years. I liked working there very much. I lived on 
the base. My board was only fifty cents per day and that included my 
meals.  

I then moved back to Tub Harbour and went fishing on my own. The 
fish prices were getting better all the time and I could make a good 
living. I used a motor boat to steam to and from my gear. I used 
different types of gear; cod trap, gill nets, trawl and hand lines. I hired 
some sharemen to work with me. The cod and salmon were swarming 
then. We would salt and dry the fish. I sold the fish to Fishery Products 
at Snug Harbour and also to Earle's Freighting Services at Frenchman's 
Island. I received about three dollars per 112 pound of cod and about 
fifteen or twenty cents per pound of salmon. Each year the prices went 
up. I stayed fishing for a good number of years because I was making a 
decent living from it. 

I once had a tourist cabin in on Hawke River. I had it in operation for 
about five years. I brought in tourists from different parts of Canada and 
the United States. They salmon fished on the river. I found it too costly 
getting them in and out. I had to close down because I wasn't making 
any profit once my expenses were taken out.  
 
 
I remember several eventful occasions when I had the cabin opened. 
One time brother Asaph, an American tourist and myself were in on the 
river salmon fishing. When we arrived at the cabin we couldn't believe 
the mess. A bear had everything tore up and our food mangled. We 
cleaned up the mess and went back in canoe to the river to salmon fish. 
That night we came back, put some food on to cook and sipped on a 
hot toddy while we were waiting to eat. We heard a noise outside so we 
opened the door to have a look. We could see the bear's eyes shining 
in the dark. We had a .303 gun with one sight missing so we loaded her 
up. I got a flashlight and shone it on the sight of the gun while brother 
Asaph fired at the bear. We couldn't see much through the darkness but 
we heard the bear give a loud grunt and we figured Asaph must have 
shot it. The next morning we got up early and looked to see if we had 
killed the bear. Sure shot Mr. bear was dead on the ground. 

I had another run in with a bear. I was at the cabin with two sports 



fishermen. We went salmon fishing, brought back our catch and buried 
it in the moss. When we later went back to get the salmon a bear had 
taken them. We could see his prints everywhere. We caught some 
more but we didn't take the chance of burying them in the moss this 
time. We put them in a cooler in the cabin for the night. We had supper 
and after a bit we retired for the night. I was tired and soon drifted off to 
sleep. Some time during the night I was awakened by the sound of 
glass breaking. I jumped up and got my flashlight to take a look. I came 
face to face with Mr. Bear. He was in the cabin. He was standing on his 
hind legs in the kitchen. I started to swear on him and that woke up the 
others. I said, "There's a bear in the cabin" and they too began to curse 
loudly on the bear. The bear turned around and ran off through the 
door. The noise had scarred him off. I said to the boys, "That wouldn't a 
very big bear." One of them said,"He didn't look very damn small to 
me." That bear was mighty keen. He had to have turned the door knob 
and entered the cabin because we had the door well shut when we 
went to bed. 

In 1958 we moved to Charlottetown, Labrador. I went trapping for a 
couple of years. We would walk to our trapline. We would go in the Fall 
and wouldn't return home until just before Christmas. I trapped beaver, 
otter, mink, mountain cat and fox. The furs were not all that plentiful and 
there wasn't much money in it. During the summer we moved back to 
Tub Harbour again to fish.  
 
 
While living at Charlottetown I met Barbara Campbell. I thought she was 
the prettiest thing I had ever laid my eyes on. We dated a while and I 
fell head over heels in love. We married on August 24, 1967. We said 
our vows at the Pentecostal Church in Square Island, Labrador. Rev. 
Collins, a United minister, married us. We celebrated our wedding at 
Wallace Campbell's house in Square Island. Barbara and I have a 
lovely family of five, three boys and two girls. We named our children; 
Bertha, Rowena, Asaph, Harold and James. Our oldest, Bertha, is now 
living in St. John's where she works as a Hair Stylist. The others are still 
living here in Charlottetown. 

We still do the same; live at Charlottetown in the winter and move to 
Tub Harbour during the summer. The only difference is we can no 
longer fish cod because of the moratorium that has been placed on it. I 
wouldn't hear tell of staying in the bay for the summer. I love it at Tub 



Harbour. We are the only family there. It is so peaceful.  

Over the years I have seen many changes and I don't think they were 
all for the best. I think the people have it too easy now. Many folks do 
nothing but they still get money from the government. This is not good. 
People should have to work unless they can't. There isn't much of 
anything left in the wild now because people don't respect nature as we 
did. They jump on their ski doo or fast speed boats, take their new type 
guns and kill oft whatever they come across. They don't know how to 
only take what they need. They just kill for the fun of it. It's like they 
can't get enough of anything today. They want more money and are 
never satisfied no matter what. One time there wasn't much money but 
no one seemed to mind as long as we had food to eat. 

We had to work a lot harder one time then people today do. There was 
no such thing as getting your stamps then to draw unemployment 
insurance. In my opinion "everything is gone out of control." Technology 
and reckless people have ruined our fishery and wildlife. There 
shouldn't have to be cops, fisheries officers and wildlife officers around 
because we should know by now how to manage our resources and 
obey the laws of our land. I think things need to go back as they were in 
the days of the row boat when people didn't let greed control them and 
only took what they needed.  
 
 
I'm retired now from the fishery. I like the outdoor life. I get on my ski 
doo and go to Hawke Bay to hunt and trap in the winter. My son Harold 
also enjoys coming with me. In the summer I still go to Tub Harbour. I 
love the Labrador life. There's nothing like it!  

The cod fishery will probably come back in another twenty years or so 
but the people here have to think about the here and now. Roads need 
to be made to connect us to other resources such as our forest and 
other places. This would create jobs and also could attract tourists to 
our area. People have to cooperate more and be on the one mind in 
order to get things working and save our area. If we don't pull together 
now, our area will be doomed. 

Questions  
  
1. How did Ralph's family live when they first came to Labrador? 



    
2. What kind of jobs has Ralph worked at in his day? 
    
3. How does Ralph feel about technology? Give examples from the 

story to support your answer. 
    
4. What does Ralph believe needs to be done in order to save his 

area? 
 
 

Close Encounter 
by Bertha Russell 

My name is Greta Russell. I was born on November 22, 1936 at Mary's 
Harbour hospital. My parents were Elizabeth and James Russell.  

It was December and I was a child of about three years. We lived at 
Rexons Cove. My father was going in the woods to get some fire wood. 
He went by dog team, the only means of travel back then. It was recess 
time for the school children. Seeing "Uncle Jim Russell" (Dad) going by, 
some of the children ran and jumped on his komatik to go for a ride. 
They had only gone a short distance on Rexons Cove Pond when 
suddenly the komatik broke through the ice. Everyone including the 
dogs were in the freezing water.  

A crowd of people came and rescued the children but there was no sign 
of my father. Everyone was leaving when Uncle John Russell came 
along and started pulling on the dog traces and bridle. Then he saw my 
father who was tangled in the traces and bridle. My father had taken in 
a lot of water and had come close to drowning. They wrapped Dad in 
blankets and carried him to our house. He was in a great deal of pain 
but he survived.  

Dad often spoke off his near death experience. He said as he lay there 
in the water, he saw what looked like blue sky and he felt so peaceful. 
Many years later when Uncle John was ill and on his death bed my 
father would visit him. He was so thankful for this wonderful man who 
had saved his life!  

QUESTIONS  
  



1. How did Greta's father feel as he lay in the water near death? 
    
2. Who rescued Greta's father from the freezing water? 
    
3. Where did this event take place? 
    
4. Were you or anyone you know ever in such a life threatening 

situation as Greta's dad found himself in? 
 
 

EARLY ARRIVAL 
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Vera Russell (Burden). I was born on August 27,1945 at 
George's Cove, Labrador. My parents were Charles and Clarice 
Burden. I married James Russell of William's Harbour, Labrador on 
April 13, 1967 at Rexons Cove, Labrador. We have five children; 
Denise, Marilyn, Darrell, James and Perry.  

Back when I was a kid there wasn't much around in the way of prenatal 
care and hospital birth delivery. Everyone depended on midwives. My 
Aunt Clara Burden was a midwife and delivered hundreds of babies. 
She delivered all my mother's babies except my brother Oral. He was 
born at St. Anthony hospital. Oral is the youngest child and I think Mom 
ran into complications so she had to be air lifted to St. Anthony hospital 
where she could be cared for by a doctor.  

Today things are very different from back then. Now everyone goes to a 
hospital to give birth. Throughout the whole pregnancy the baby and 
mother is monitored by nurses and doctors. All my children were born in 
a hospital. I had the first four at St. Anthony hospital because I always 
had a heart murmur when I was pregnant and needed to be under a 
doctor's care. When I had my youngest child, James, my heart murmur 
was getting better and I was able to go to Mary's Harbour nursing 
station to give birth.  

My oldest daughter, Marilyn, had been working in Corner Brook, 
Newfoundland and came home on holiday. She was pregnant and past 
her seventh month. She was having problems with infection which she 
knew could cause her to have the baby early. She started having pains 



on a Friday night and this continued all weekend. By Sunday night we 
knew she was in labour. There is no hospital or nursing station at 
William's Harbour so we have to go to Port Hope Simpson or have the 
nurse come to us for medical care. It was late at night now and I did not 
want to bother the nurse. We watched Marilyn closely all night. About 
six in the morning I decided to call the nurse at Port Hope Simpson. 
Once I explained the situation to the nurse there she arranged for a 
medivac to come to William's Harbour. The nurse came to William's 
Harbour to check on Marilyn at about 10:30 that morning. Marilyn was 
well into labour by this time. The medivac arrived at about 11:30 with a 
professional midwife, Sylvia Phillips on board. Marilyn was about to give 
birth and so they decided it would not be safe to move her. Sylvia 
arrived at the house at about 11:45 and 10 minutes later Stephanie was 
born! Marilyn and the baby were medivaced to St. Anthony hospital for 
further medical care and examination. They were both well.  
 
 
Here is an excerpt taken from "Your Health Newfoundland and 
Labrador". This is what Sylvia Phillips had to say about the event: 

"The plane touched down smoothly, on an airstrip no bigger than on an 
aircraft carrier. Eyes closed, all I could think of as we approached the 
tiny fishing community of William's Harbour, on the southern coast of 
Labrador, was that if the pilot makes an error in judgement, we're in the 
sea! I had no worries; the pilots of air ambulance are very experienced, 
but this was my first medivac assignment since completing the course. 

Adrenalin pumping, bag in hand, I quickly transferred to a pick up truck 
that was driven, I later learned, by my patient's uncle. There was a 
small crowd of local onlookers, eager to help stow bag and stretcher 
and point us in the right direction.  

We quickly arrived at the house, the last one on the farthest edge of a 
picturesque hamlet, my mind still on the checklist all that I had been 
trained to do. There was no time to gaze in awe at the scenery. I was 
here to make an assessment of a young pregnant woman who was 
bleeding, and return with her to the hospital. 

I entered the tiny kitchen, barefoot after discarding my boots on the 
doorstep (a custom I have learned since I came here from England), I 
was greeted by warmth, good smells of cooking, and a room full of men 



of various ages. They mumbled greetings and pointed or nodded to a 
flight of stairs in the corner of the room, but I had already detected 
where my services were needed. Sounds that are familiar to any 
midwife reached me from above; sounds of a woman in labour and 
about to give birth.  
 
 
The looks on the women's faces gathered eagerly around the bedroom 
door were of relief. "The midwife's here honey," one called. I felt that I 
had stepped back in time to the age of the "granny midwife". No one 
was more surprised than me as I stepped into the cosy bedroom to find 
a young woman smiling up at me from a well prepared delivery bed. 
Encouraged by two women, and the nurse from the nearest nursing 
station who had arrived by boat on the rough sea, she was between 
pushes and the baby's head was 'crowning'. No one told me I was 
coming to a home delivery! In midwifery you're always ready for the 
unexpected, and soon after I arrived, a perfect little girl was born. She 
weighed about five pounds and was obviously a little earlier than her 
official birthday."  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. How has prenatal care and baby delivery changed over the 

years? 
    
2. What kind of complications did Marilyn suffer from during her 

pregnancy? 
    
3. How did Sylvia Phillips feel as the plane approached William's 

Harbour? 
    

4. What did Marilyn name her little girl? 
    
5. Is there any type of hospital or medical care at William's Harbour? 

Where is the nearest nursing station? 
 
 

EARLY YEARS 



by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Alexander John Powell. Most people know me as Sandy. I 
was born on April 07,1951 at Campbell's Cove which is six miles from 
Charlottetown, Labrador. My parents were Effie (Campbell) and 
Benjamin W. Powell.  

When I was nine days old we moved to Square Island, a small fishing 
village. We travelled by dog team. Everyone used to move in the Spring 
then so they could have more time to get ready for the fishing season.  

Jack Shea was driving the dogs that were bringing Mom and some of 
our family outside. Near Newtown area we broke through the ice. It was 
in late April 50 the ice was thin. I cannot remember this incident, of 
course, but I often heard Mom talk about it. We got in the water and had 
a rough time. It's a wonder that we didn't all drown. I guess you could 
say that I got off to a rough start. We made it to Square Island alive!  

In September of 1951, we moved to Charlottetown, Labrador and built a 
home. We were the first family to live there. "I wasn't much help with 
any of the carpentry work but I helped to increase the population by 
one." Charlottetown gradually grew from there and today there are a 
good number of families living here. 

I remember when my brother Ramsey was born, I was six years old. 
Aunt Loui Campbell was the midwife who helped bring him into the 
world. Aunt Loui liked to brag on me because I was so small to be 
helping to bring in the firewood.  

When I was a young boy everyone used dogs and horses as a means 
of transportation. There were no snowmobiles then. I remember 
sometimes I would take the horse and go to the brook to get some 
drinking water. There were no Artesian wells then. We would cut a hole 
through the ice in a pond and bring water in barrels or buckets. Today 
we have it much easier and just have to turn on the taps to get water. 
We have many modern conveniences such as this which should give us 
more free time. Instead it seems as though we have less time now then 
back one time. We are always rushing about. There are more things 
happening in our community to take up our time, I suppose. Life seems 
to be getting busier all the time.  
 
 



In the summer of 1962,1 left home to work for the first time. I was 
eleven years old. My brother Lester and Henry Hillyard were fishing on 
the Miss Charlottetown at Indian Tickle, Labrador. This is located near 
Black Tickle. The fish became plentiful so they sent a message for me 
to come down to help out.  

 

 
 
 

When a coastal boat, named the Nonia, came to Square Island I 
boarded it for Indian Tickle. There was a lady travelling on the boat who 
Mom knew so she asked her to keep watch over me during the trip. Dad 
and Mom brought me out to the boat by motor boat because the boat 
only came as far as the tickle. When they were leaving, Mom was 
crying. I guess it was hard for her to have to send such a young child 
away to work. I remember hearing one woman who had seen Mom 
crying, say, "She must think some lot about her little boy." Mom sent a 
message somehow to let Lester know I was coming. The message did 
not get to him before I arrived. When I arrived at Indian Tickle, Lester 
was no where in sight. On the east side of Indian Tickle there were 
mostly Newfoundland fishermen and on the west side there were 
Labrador fishermen. A boat from the Newfoundland side came out to 
the Nonia so I hitched a ride with them. I was small and a little shy. One 
man joked to another saying, "I think he's a spy that feller." I didn't dare 
open my mouth because I wasn't too brave being so young. They asked 
me where I was going. I told them I wanted to go to the Miss 
Charlottetown with my brother Lester. They dropped me off at the boat 
and I was relieved.  
 
 



Lester and Henry were busy putting away a load of cod when I got 
there. I pitched in and cut throat the fish and did what I could to help 
There was a lot of fish at that time. After a while the fish cut off and we 
went back to Square Island to ship the cod. Soon after we went to North 
River, approximately nine miles from Cartwright, Labrador. We fished 
for trout and salmon there. We salted our catch in barrels usually, but 
sometimes we would sell fresh salmon to a buyer at Packs Harbour.  

I didn't get homesick. I think I was too busy to think about being away 
from home. My brother Lester was only four years older than me. He 
was the skipper. He made me work all out at Indian Tickle but later on 
at North River I had more spare time. He would leave me on the boat to 
rest when they looked at the nets early in the morning. One morning I 
looked out the door and I saw something coming toward our boat. I was 
alone and I felt a little scared. Once it came closer I was relieved to see 
that it was only a herd of caribou. They swam around the boat and then 
went on. Another time I saw a silver fox and a porcupine near our boat. 
It seemed like there was more wildlife around one time then today. 

Two other men were fishing in the same area as we were. One man 
named Bobby Hillyard from Cartwright, Labrador was real nice to me. 
He was an elderly gentlemen. He rowed to his nets. We used a 3 HP. 
Evinrude outboard motor and a small speed boat. It was slow going and 
you needed lots of patience. We travelled at a speed of about four miles 
per hour.  

Today most fishermen use at least a 60 HP. outboard motor. We had 
another speed boat which had an 18 HP. motor and was a little faster. 
We only used this boat to bring our salmon to sell at Packs Harbour. 
There was a lot of sand bars in the area and the smaller boat and motor 
was safer to use.  

The salmon and trout were very plentiful then and we did well. Also we 
had some time to pick bakeapples to bring home to Mom. I arrived back 
home a couple of days before school started. My summer wages didn't 
come in the form of money. I really wanted a boat and motor so they 
gave me the 3 HP. Evinrude outboard. It had been used for four years 
by my brothers Lewis and Lester, but it was new to me. I was mighty 
proud to own it!  
 
 



I didn't have a boat at first. My buddy, Lloyd Campbell, would 
sometimes borrow his father's punt and we would put the outboard on it. 
We would go off berry picking on the islands, ride around or fish for 
sculpins. I remember one time, listening to the sound of the motor 
turning over and Lloyd said, " Boy we're really going fast." Looking 
back, I would say the maximum we were going was four miles per hour. 
Back then an outboard was new and exciting to us. We thought it was 
really something to be driving around on our own. There was probably 
only three or four other outboards on the coast then. Today people use 
fast outboards and the old 3 HP. is a thing of the past. What we once 
considered fast and new is now slow and ancient!  

Looking back now, I cannot believe how many changes have taken 
place since I was a boy. I have a son, Scottie who will be eleven soon 
and I cannot imagine letting him go away to work as l did at that age. It 
seemed like everyone matured earlier then. Also, modernization has 
made life easier but more complex. Today fast snowmobiles and boats 
have taken the place of the horse, dog team, motor boat and punt. One 
time there was fish and wildlife in abundance but today there is neither. 
I think over hunting and fishing is mostly at fault. Technology has made 
it possible for hunters and fishers to cover a larger area and kill off more 
species now than back then. Time brings many changes, some good, 
some bad. We must try to accept the changes and use wisdom to make 
something positive from the bad. Life is certainly what you make it!  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. What happened to Sandy when he was nine days old? 
    

2. Sandy and his family moved to a new area that later grew into a 
community. What is the name of this community? How old was 
Sandy when they moved there? 

    
3. Referring to some of the things that Sandy mentions in this story, 

briefly list some of the changes that have taken place over the 
years. 

 
 

FISHING ROOM 



by Marilyn Morris 

My name is Stewart Burt. I am originally from Birchy Bay, 
Newfoundland. I came to the Labrador in 1963 to work at Port Hope 
Simpson with Bowaters cutting pulp wood. I later fished at Triangle, 
Labrador. In 1972 Bay Roberts Fisheries was looking for a manager for 
their fishing room at Snug Harbour. I applied and got the position. I 
worked as manager/bookkeeper. We bought salt bulk fish, trout, 
salmon, mackerel and herring. I also managed a store selling supplies 
of all kinds. We sold hardware, dry goods, gas, diesel, salt and food.  

The manager was the overseer of all who worked on the room. I was in 
charge of the cook and five men. I helped out wherever I was needed. 
The hours were long but the pay was always the same. The cook and I 
never got paid for any overtime but the men did. We put in many hours 
of free labour over the years.  

We travelled by boat to different communities in the area to collect fish 
or to bring supplies to fishermen who needed it. We were always busy 
and there was never a dull day. Fall was the busiest time for me People 
would be returning to their winter homes and would come to pay their 
bill and collect their stamps from the fish they had sold us. This was 
where my bookkeeping tasks came in. 

I would start work at Snug Harbour in June and would remain there until 
late October or early November. The job was challenging but was very 
enjoyable. I learned something new everyday. My wife Frances and our 
three children would be on the room with us also. My wife was the cook. 

In the fall when the fishing season ended we would take inventory. 
Supplies would be left at the room. In 1981 when the business closed 
because of slow markets everything was packed up and sent to Fox 
Harbour, Labrador. Frances and I stayed behind and did this. We were 
sad to see the room close.  

When we worked on the room we were able to fish after business 
hours. Frances and I would go cod jigging and sell our fish at the room. 
It was a great way to relax out in the fresh air and also earn some extra 
money.  
 
 
After the fishing room closed we stayed on and fished for a living at 



Snug Harbour. We tried fishing at Triangle for a couple of years but 
ended up moving back to Snug Harbour and building a summer home. 
Our winter home is at Charlottetown, Labrador.  

Now that the cod moratorium is on we find it hard not to be able to fish 
each summer but rules are rules. We still go back and forth to Snug 
Harbour each summer, hoping soon that we will be able to fish cod 
once again.  

QUESTION  
  
1. Why do you think Stewart keeps going back to Snug Harbour? 

 

 
 
 

From a Boy to a Man 
by Sarah Campbell 

I was born in Campbell's Cove at the head of St. Michaels Bay, 
Labrador on February 23,1938. I am Sandy, the only son of Alexander 
and Lenora Campbell. I remember as a small boy at the head of the bay 
we could run off anywhere and get rabbits and partridges. Wildlife was 



plentiful then. Wild meat was our main source of food. Sometimes on a 
Sunday morning we would have fish and brewis for breakfast. For 
Sunday dinner mom would cook a spruce partridge for each member of 
the family. Meals were always planned ahead and each day we would 
have something different to eat. Towards Spring Dad would go caribou 
hunting. He would go to the White Hills which was 15 miles from where 
we lived. Sometimes he would walk or he would go by dog team. I 
remember Dad left early one Saturday morning in 1946 to look for 
caribou. Jim Dyson (our adopted brother) went with him. They did not 
return home that night and we knew they must have met up with some 
caribou. Early the next morning mom and Eliza were up early cooking 
breakfast. Dad still wasn't back. We were beginning to wonder if 
everything was alright when I heard Mom shout, "Alex is back and he 
got caribou." They brought home two caribou and left eight more at the 
White Hills. Dad got George Kippenhuck and Tom Campbell to go back 
with him for the caribou. Tom was from Newtown. There was plenty of 
meat for the rest of the Spring. It was shared around to everyone at 
Campbell's Cove and some was sent to the people at Newtown.  

 

 
 
 
The next Spring sister Winnie, Susie Roberts and I were out playing 
one nice morning when Uncle George Kippenhuck came running. He 
said, "Lenny (that is what he called mom) get the children off the cove 
because there's a big polar bear coming. Is Alex home?" Mom told him 
Dad just got home. George yelled out the news of the bear to Dad and 
told him to get ready. Dad told George to get his gun. Dad put on his 
white cassock and cartridge belt and got his 30.30. George returned 
with Tom Kippenhuck, Sam Kippenhuck and his son John. Each person 
was armed and ready to kill the bear. Dad took the lead and headed off 



down the bay. Not long after we heard several rifle shoots and we saw 
John coming to get a team of dogs to haul the dead bear back. I went 
with him this time. The bear was huge. The five men and myself 
couldn't lift it so we had to roll it onto the komatik. We skinned and 
cleaned the bear. We saw a team of dogs coming. It was Dan 
Campbell, John Campbell and Bart Tumbull from Newtown. They had 
seen the bear sign out by Square Island and were following it. Dan said, 
"If Alex is home he got the bear but if he's not then we got a chance to 
get it." Bart replied, "We'll go on up anyway and if Alex got the bear 
already I know he'll give us a meal." The bear meat was shared with 
everyone. Later that summer the bear skin was sent to Goose Bay, 
Labrador to be sold. The money received from the sale was shared 
among the five hunters. 

Later that Spring Wallace Campbell and myself were out on the bay 
when we saw tracks of another bear. We went home and told Mom and 
Aunt Loui Campbell the news. Aunt Loui was visiting from Newtown at 
the time. Dad and Jim were away taking up their traps. Mom and Aunt 
Loui got two guns and we chased the bear. The bear was gone in the 
woods so we didn't get it.  

I recall one of the last years at the head of the bay that Dad, George 
Kippenhuck, Tom Kippenhuck and myself went inside the White Hills to 
hunt caribou. The rest of the people from Campbell's Cove had moved 
to Charlottetown, Labrador by then. The caribou was very plentiful back 
then. There was also no shortage of ducks around in the Spring and 
Fall. I spent a lot of time trapping with my father. There was no school 
so I had lots of time to go hunting and trapping.  

Our winter supply of food other than what we got from the land would 
be purchased from Lewis Dawe Fisheries at Fishing Ships Harbour or 
from Monroe's at Snug Harbour. Once your fish was shipped to the 
merchants you could get your winter's food which would be about two 
trap boats full.  
 
 
The supply would include 100 lb. sacks of flour, sugar, butter, 
molasses, salt pork, salt beef, vegetables and oil for the lamps. Some of 
our vegetables were home grown but we would buy some as well. We 
would always have a large amount of partridges, other wild meats and 



berries for jam.  

Everything we had we shared with others. Everyone helped one 
another back then. People worked hard and sometimes had hard times 
but we were happy. Our little community at Campbell's Cove was like 
one big family.  

We left Campbell's Cove in the Spring of 1953 for good. We moved to 
Charlottetown so that I could go to school. I went to school in 1953 and 
1954. My teacher was Clyde Patey from St. Anthony, Newfoundland. 
The next year I went to night school. I received a grade six education. I 
worked cutting pulpwood and at the sawmill with Ben Powell in 1955. 
Working with me were Harry Marshall, Jack Shea, Frank Clark and Stan 
Toms. The logs were moved by horses. 

I used to fish with my father at Triangle in the summer. When I was 21 I 
started fishing on my own after my father died. I fished on my own for 
12 years. I married Laverne House of Daniel's Harbour, Newfoundland 
on August 31, 1966. We held our wedding at Triangle, Labrador. We 
operated the Bell Telephone "Over and Out" radio system in the 
summer at Triangle. We had five children, three boys and two girls. One 
of our boys, Ernie, died at 2 years 4 months with Meningitis. 

I remember years ago the cod became very scarce. A lot of the 
Newfoundland fishermen stopped coming down to the Labrador as 
before. In the mid 1950's the fish started getting more plentiful again. 
The cod fishery stayed good until the mid 1960's. In 1971 I went to work 
with Hydro. It looked like long term employment and the fish were 
getting scarce again sal took the job. I think I made a good choice 
because I am still employed by Hydro 25 years later. The cod fishery 
picked up again in the 1980's and seemed good until the early 1990's 
when it became scarce again and a moratorium was called.  
 
 
I think that there will be fish again. I believe the fishery has turned, as 
before, for a while. If the foreign fishing boats had smaller quotas then I 
think the cod would come back for the inshore fishermen. I don't think 
the Inshore fishers have destroyed the cod fishery but I believe the 
offshore draggers are mostly to blame. I think salmon is more plentiful 
now than 25 years ago. There is still enough salmon supply for salmon 
fishermen and the anglers too. My belief is that the commercial salmon 



licenses should stay as they are now. More rivers should be opened up 
to tourists.  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why did Sandy give up fishing? 
    
2. Sandy feels that the cod fishery will return again. Do you agree or 

disagree? Explain. 
    
3. Sandy says, "More rivers should be opened up to tourists." Do 

you agree or disagree? Why? 
 
 

Good Old Days 
by Marilyn Morris 

My name is Winnie Kippenhuck. I was born at the head of St. Michael's 
Bay, Labrador on March 21, 1934. My parents were Alexander and 
Lenora Campbell. I loved living in our little remote village. I thought it 
was the best place in the world. I always get a warm, cosy feeling when 
I remember our big old house. It had an upstairs and a loft. There were 
two big windows that opened like a door. We loved to look out the 
window at night and watch for Dad to return from his trapline.  

I have six sisters and only one brother, Sandy. I was the youngest and 
the seventh daughter. Everyone called me "the nurse". The old people 
believed that the seventh daughter in a row could heal people. I 
remember that Aunt Louise Campbell or Aunt Loui as we called her 
would always send for me when she had the toothache because she 
would say the pain would stop once I rubbed her face. If anyone 
experienced pain in their arms or legs they would send for me. Dad was 
so proud, he would always smile and call me his "little Scotch lassie". 
Dad would be amazed at me and would think it was great that I could 
help people. I can't explain why but I would get Dad to put sea lice and 
worms in my hand and they would die.  

I remember I loved music. I would listen to John Dillenger on the old 
time record player. I also liked to knit, sew and make clothes. Brother 
Sandy and I would go snaring rabbits and trapping together. We would 



walk to our traps and snares early in the morning. It would be real cold. 
Sometimes it felt like we would freeze to death. We used to catch a 
good number of rabbits. We would always do good with the furs. 

I loved the outdoors and I would take my Husky dog Touser and three 
other dogs and go for a dog sled ride. I would only be allowed to go as 
far as Longshore Point which was nearby. I recall one day the dogs 
wouldn't turn around at the point. They got on fresh tracks and brought 
me all the way to Charlottetown without stopping. My sister, Effie 
Powell, came running toward me because she thought something was 
wrong. I explained the situation and she helped me turn the dogs 
around. I was on my way home when I met brother Sandy and John 
Kippenhuck who were looking for me because they were worried when I 
was gone so long. John, who was my boyfriend at that time, wanted me 
to get on with him but I didn't because I loved to drive the dogs.  
 
 
In the Spring we would move to Triangle, Labrador to fish. We would 
load up the dog teams. We used to take everything even our hens and 
goats. Uncle Bart Turnbull and his family lived at Triangle too. We 
would be real glad to see them after the winter. Uncle Bart's daughter 
Mildred and I were the best of friends. We would have so much fun in 
the Spring jumping from one ice pan to another or cockyin' as we called 
it. In the summer we would play hopscotch or go looking for bird nests. 
We would never get bored as the kids today do. 

 
 

Often times Mom and I would go to Aunt Rachel Turnbull's house and 
Mildred would make some redberry jam real quick in her enamel plate. 
We would have white bread and hot jam for lunch. That would taste so 



good.  

Aunt Rachel used to have Ryan's things for sale. It was knick knacks 
something like Regal has today. We would be so excited to go over and 
buy something. We thought that was just great.  

My dad always did well with the salmon. We always had plenty of 
"rough grub" and all kinds of fish, wild meats and berries to eat. Mom 
was very careful and took good care of things. She always had plenty 
for us and some to give away to people who needed it. She loved to 
help others. She was so kind.  
 
 
I remember when Dad caught a caribou Mom would put a full leg in the 
Waterloo oven to bake because we would have company in. I would 
spend all Friday baking goodies and preparing for the crowds of people 
that would come to visit and have a meal with us on Sunday. We really 
looked forward to Sunday at Triangle because we loved having people 
drop by.  

Late in the Fall Mom and Dad would go to Fishing Ships Harbour to get 
our winters supply of groceries since there were no stores in our 
community. Sometimes they would be caught up there for days 
because there would be other people ahead of them and they would 
have to wait their turn. At other times a big sea would make and they 
would not be able to return home in their boat for a few days. We would 
sometimes get a message from them over the Marconi Station. Other 
times we would just wait and listen for them to come home. We would 
be so happy when they would get home safe and sound.  

The last night we spent at Triangle before moving back to our winter 
homes would be an exciting one. Since there were only Uncle Bart 
Turnbull's family and ours on the island we would have a hot supper in 
the night and say our goodbyes. There would be lots of wild meats and 
fresh vegetables from our gardens to enjoy. The next day we would 
move to the head of St. Michael's Bay and Uncle Bart's family would 
move back to New York, Labrador. We wouldn't see one another again 
until the next Spring. I would miss my friend Mildred throughout the 
winter months.  

Today I live in Charlottetown, Labrador which is just a few miles from 



my old home at the head of the bay. No one lives there now and all that 
remains of my favourite place in the world are my memories. I love to 
talk about my childhood at the head of St. Michael's Bay and I often tell 
my grandchildren stories about the good old days.  

QUESTIONS  
  

1. Describe a day in the life of Winnie Campbell at the head of St. 
Michael's Bay. 

    
2. Why did Winnie enjoy moving to Triangle so much? 
 
 

Hard Work and Low Pay  
by Peggy Earle  

My name is Israel Rumbolt, most just call me Dick. I was born on 
February 16,1918. I married Gertie M. Burden. We had only one child, a 
daughter. I now live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador.  

One summer in the early 1940's I fished as a shareman with Gill Russell 
at Francis Harbour Bight, Labrador. It was my third year as a shareman. 
We fished both salmon and cod. The cod wasn't very plentiful that year. 
Up until the eleventh of August we had only twenty quintals of cod. We 
had about thirty quintals of salmon. When we would get a quintal of cod 
or less then I would put it away myself because I wanted to learn to 
split. On the twelfth of August we had our first good catch of cod, five 
quintals. From then until the second of September we trapped and 
trawled two hundred quintals of cod. We also salted eleven barrels of 
rounders (small cod with sound bone left on).  

There were only Gill and myself to do all the work. We would haul our 
cod trap by hand and than head back home to our stage. One of us 
would prong the fish unto the stage head and the other would put it in 
the fish box or dead box as we called it. The box could hold about a 
quintal of fish at a time. I would cut throat and head the fish and my 
boss would split it. Both of us would salt it in piles and than clean up the 
stage. We would stop for a lunch and return back to haul our trap again. 
The trap was made from cotton which was very light weight so we 
would put rocks on the V's to sink it to the bottom. This made it harder 



to haul. 

One day it was announced that the salmon season was closed. Upon 
taking our nets out of the water we had thirty large salmon. We were 
lucky enough to sell them because the collector boat, The National, was 
still North. The National not only collected salmon and cod but it also 
brought gear and food to Fishing Ships Harbour for the fishermen. 

In the Fall we washed the cod good, making sure there were no blood 
stains left on them. We would spread the washed cod on flakes to dry 
outside. We sold our fish at Fishing Ships Harbour to Lewis Dawe. The 
price we got for our cod was very low and our salmon went for only 
eight cents a pound. I made $585.00 that year. This also included a 
raise we got for our cod the next spring.  
 
 
In the Fall of 1934 we heard that there was work available at Port Hope 
Simpson, Labrador. J.O.Williams was looking for workers to cut 
pulpwood for The Labrador Development Company. We moved from 
Matty's Cove, near Battle Harbour, Labrador to Port Hope Simpson. 
There were five families of us who moved. We transported our families, 
dogs and some belongings by motor boat (trap skiff). We shipped the 
rest of our belongings up on a boat named The Lighter. At Port Hope 
Simpson we set up our canvas camp on the point where Wilson Russell 
now lives. The next day we moved to Cow Cove to a big company 
camp. It was divided into five parts, one for each family. Shortly after we 
went to work. We worked and lived there for two years. I cut pulpwood 
and also helped boom down the logs to the bottom of the bay. We had 
to work the high tides. The logs were then boomed onto a large wood 
boat. The boom could hold up to 150 cords of pulpwood at a time. The 
pulpwood was later shipped to England.  

I worked very hard back then for very little pay. I would cut the wood, 
bring it to the land wash and pile it. I was paid $2.50 per cord.  

Questions  
  

1. Dick worked hard but got paid very little. Has this situation 
changed or stayed the same for working people today? Explain. 

    

2. How is the fishing gear that fisher people use today different from 



what Dick and Gill used back then? 
 

 
 
 

I Am a Survivor 
by Katie Ward/Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Frank Roberts. I am sixty-three years old. I was born at 
Coxes Cove, Labrador to May and John Mercer. My mother died when I 
was only a week old. Mom's sister Alice and her husband Amos 
Roberts adopted me and raised me up. I had two brothers, Harold and 
Ken Mercer who were sent to an orphanage at St. Anthony, 
Newfoundland. They never came back to Labrador again. I saw Ken a 
few years ago when I visited Carbonear, Newfoundland. He didn't know 
me but he cried when he knew I was his brother. I never saw Harold 
again. He is living in Toronto, Ontario. I intend to go and see him 
someday soon.  

I had it hard growing up. We were poor and had very little food and 
everything else. Mom used to tell me how she would boil spruce tree 
limbs and give me to drink in my bottle. There was no milk to get then. I 
can't see how I lived but I did. We used to live at Otter Bay, Labrador. 
There was only our family and my adopted mother's father, Johnny 
Green and his small family living there. We didn't have much back then. 
Our stove didn't have a oven. Mother used to bake bread on top of the 
stove. She would put her bread in a pot, put the pot cover on then take 
fire brands out of the stove and place on top of the cover. The bread 
baked good and tasted delicious. Mom would make all our clothing from 
flour sacks. She would make underwear, shirts, pants and coats that we 
called dickies. The sacks used to have a buffalo head on them. Mom 



would put it on the front of my shirts. The dickies were white but Mom 
would sometimes bark them with spruce buds to make them brownish. I 
thought I had the best of clothes then. 

I remember one Christmas we had raw tea and dry bread with no butter 
for dinner. That was all we could afford. There were no toys around to 
buy then. Mom made me a rag bear with buttons for eyes. I was real 
proud of it. I played with my bear until it was completely worn out.  

I never went to school There were no schools in the area and mom 
didn't want to send me away to school. We moved to Trout Cove when I 
was about ten years old. I would go in the woods and learn to cut wood 
with my adopted father, Amos. I didn't have a very sharp axe but I used 
to chop down the wood just the same. Since then I have cut a lot of 
wood. I still use an axe today. I never used a chain saw in my life and I 
don't plan to.  
 
 
After Amos died we moved to Norman Bay, Labrador which is near 
Trout Cove. I built a small house by a pond for Mom and me. We lived 
there for a year. Mom's brother Johnny Green Jr. moved to 
Charlottetown, Labrador and we moved there because she wanted to 
be near him. The first year we moved I built a small temporary house 
out of some scraps of wood that I gathered from people. Ben Powell 
had a sawmill but he had all his lumber sold so there was none to buy 
at that time. The next year Mom bought a house from Paul Kippenhuck 
for fifty dollars. I tore it down and used that material and some other 
lumber that I got from Ben Powell to build a new house. Ben let me take 
the plank from an old boat that he had and I used it as flooring for our 
house. When it was completed it was a cosy little place with three 
bedrooms and a pantry. Mom was very good at doing things up nice 
with very little. She had it painted and wall papered. I thought it looked 
lovely. We lived there for a good many years.  

After Mom died I moved to Norman Bay again. I lived with Mr. Raymond 
Ward. He's dead now. He was real good to me. I had fished with him for 
fifteen years in a row at Snug Harbour, Labrador. I was with him again 
afterward on and off. The younger race will never be the man that 
Raymond was. 

I also spent a good number of years with Ralph Wentzell at Tub 



Harbour, Labrador. We used to fish there and also I would help Ralph at 
his tourist cabins in on Southern Backwater. Ralph and his crowd were 
very good to me then and they still are today.  

I am living at Norman Bay today. I have built a new house. I live alone. 
It is only small but I plan to build a piece on. I like living here very much. 
The people are good to me. I cut my firewood with an axe as always. I 
don't have a snowmobile to haul it out of the woods. Ralph Wentzell's 
son, Harold came down this winter from Charlottetown and hauled my 
wood out to my house for me with his Ski doo. Ralph's boys always help 
me out.  

I plan to go to Tub Harbour or Snug Harbour for a month or two this 
summer. The flies are too tormenting here at Norman Bay in the 
summer. I would rather move on the outside land where they are not as 
plentiful. I also like to go berry picking and the berries grow better in 
those fishing areas.  
 
 
Questions  
  

1. What was Frank's childhood like? 
    

2. Why didn't Frank go to school? 
 



 
 
 
 

It's a Mystery 

by Peggy Earle  

My name is Wilfred Thomas Burden. I live at Port Hope Simpson, 
Labrador. My parents were Fredrick and Clara Burden. I never married. 

In the late 1980's I worked as a shareman with Gordon Penney at 
Murray's Harbour, Labrador. One evening while we were busy pulling 
the cod trap we saw some fish meshed in the trap twine. Gordon's son, 
Dale started pointing and saying, "Look, look, just look at all the fish." 
He was teasing us. I was standing near him. I moved my head to look. 
At the same time he was pointing and he hit the side of my face, 
knocked my glasses off and they fell into the water. Dale said, "Never 
mind that. You'll get them back the once when we gets the trap hauled." 
When we did get the trap hauled the glasses weren't there. I was very 
disappointed about losing my glasses. 

We continued to haul the trap everyday for about two weeks or more. 
One day we discovered that an iceberg had been in our trap and had 
torn a hole in it. We pulled the damaged part up to mend it. It was about 



two fathoms from the area where I had lost my glasses.  

Soon after we were hauling the trap as usual. I looked down and there 
was my glasses caught in some twine in the trap. I shouted "Look, my 
glasses." Gordon's son Glen said, "You never lost another pair of 
glasses." "No, no" I said, "I have the glasses that I lost a couple of 
weeks ago." It puzzled me how they managed to stay there all that time. 
I took them in and washed them and they were fine. I was surprised and 
glad to have my glasses back again. 

 
 
 
Another year Gordon made a new cod trap during the winter. When the 
fishing season opened we put the trap out. The first haul we didn't get 
much fish. Skipper Gordon said that we didn't have it in the exact spot 
and we had to move it. We went out in two speed boats and a motor 
boat to straighten the trap leader and put it in the right depth of water. 
Soon after we hauled the trap. We couldn't believe our eyes. There was 
fish everywhere. From that single haul we got four boats loads of fish, 
about seventy quintals in all.  

It seemed that everyone in the harbour was excited about our catch. It 
looked some good to see four boats all loaded down with fish coming 
into Murray's Harbour. That was the most fish I had seen caught in the 
one trap for a long time. I guess our skipper had been right, the trap 
was in the wrong spot that first haul.  

Questions  
  
1. What happened to Wilfred's glasses? 
    
2. Has anything mysterious ever happened to you? If so, what? 
 
 



It's in the Blood  
by Peggy Earle 

My name is Simon Thomas Strugnell. I was born at William's Harbour, 
Labrador on September 07,1944. My parents were Andrew and Ida 
Strugnell. I later married Violet Pearl Burden and we had a family of six; 
three daughters and three sons. 

At the age of twenty in 1964, I had my own horse and a liking for 
working in the woods. I received a subcontract from Roy M. Penney. He 
had a contract from Bowaters to cut some four foot pulpwood. We were 
cutting up in Alexis River. I started around the last of September and 
worked until the last of March. Also working with me were eight loggers 
cutting the logs. Uncle Harold Russell worked with me as well, pulling 
the wood to the bank. We had two horses, Jeff and June and some 
chainsaws to work with. We used to work eight to ten hour days, six 
days a week. The cutters received five to six dollars a cord and two 
dollars for pulling it to the bank. I was making good money then. I would 
pull around ten cord out a day. Sometimes if we needed extra help the 
company would send us a man. His wages were twelve dollars a day 
and he was paid by the company not us. We stayed in two log cabins 
measuring 15' x 20' each. Five men stayed in each cabin. We used to 
go home on Saturday, around four or five o'clock in the evening and 
return Monday morning around eight o'clock. We boomed down the 
pulpwood in the Spring. We cut about a thousand cord year. This was 
my first experience with contracting and I really enjoyed it. 

For the next four years I had my own contract with Bowaters to haul 
wood. When Bowaters left Port Hope Simpson I spent some time 
fishing. I also had a few years building boats. I built speed boats, 
motorboats and longliners, ranging from sixteen feet to thirty five feet. I 
continued to work in the woods during the winter. I had my own sawmill. 
I would cut the logs saw them into lumber. I used it for personal use and 
also sold some locally. No matter if I was fishing or what I was at I still 
hoped I would get a job in the woods. It seemed when I was in the 
woods I was a content and happy man. 

In 1992 I received a contract from Abitibi Price of Stephenville, to cut as 
much as 5000 cord of eight foot pulpwood. I was real happy. My wish 
had come true at last.  
 



 

 
 
 

Now five years later I have my own pulpwood and sawmill business 
going a few miles from Port Hope Simpson. I have named it Strugnell's 
Woodworks. I have $250,000 worth of equipment invested in my 
business. I have a boom truck, two porters and have made some major 
improvements to my sawmill operation. In the run of a year I have 
twenty five people employed. The wages can be up to one hundred 
dollars a day. They get twenty four dollars for each cord of wood that 
they cut. My business is a year round operation but some months are 
busier than others. The wood cutting takes place about fourteen miles 
behind Port Hope Simpson. The wood is no longer hauled out by 
horses. Trucks now do the hauling. The wood is no longer boomed. The 
chainsaws are much lighter and more powerful than years ago. The 
cabins are much more comfortable too. We usually come out to Port 
Hope Simpson every Wednesday and Saturday.  

There has been some major changes and improvements since my first 
contract job but my love for the woods has stayed the same. I really 
enjoy my work and hope to continue my operation for many years to 
come. I guess you could say when I'm in the woods I'm one happy man!  
 
 

I've Been There  
by Ardena CadwellIYvonne Russell  

I am Norman John Russell. I was born on March 03,1931 at Rexons 
Cove, Labrador. My parents were Lavina Beatrice Russell and William 



Thomas Russell. I have a grade six education. My family and I lived at 
Rexons Cove during the winter and then moved to William's Harbour in 
the summer to fish.  

Years ago, Labrador Development opened a lumber business at Port 
Hope Simpson, Labrador. Dad went to work in the lumber woods so we 
moved to Port Hope Simpson. "When his last fish was put aboard of 
Lewis Dawe's boat, he grabbed the bucksaw."  

When I was about fourteen, I went river driving logs for J.O. Williams at 
Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. A boy's wage then was forty cents an 
hour while a man's wage was eighty cents an hour. I lied to my boss 
and told him I was seventeen so I could get a man's wage. I was paid a 
man's wage with no questions asked. One young fellow who was older 
than me received only a boy's wage. He became angry when he 
learned that I was getting a man's wage and we got into a fight. I told 
him if he was any good to work then he would be getting the same as I 
was. 

Sometime later, brother Bill Russell and I distributed the mail by dog 
team. We travelled from Battle Harbour to the head of St. Michael's 
Bay, Labrador. Once Ben Powell started a lumber business at 
Charlottetown, Labrador they were given a post office. Then we 
travelled only as far as Charlottetown.  

I fished with Stanley Campbell at Square Island, Labrador for two 
summers. "I lived next door to Ben Powell. He became a good friend of 
mine. His wife Effie was real nice also."  

I later spent a summer at Frances Harbour Bight fishing with Charles 
Russell. Fishing was something that I had learned from my father at a 
very young age.  
 
 
I also worked with Hayward Green and Peter Power who were wood 
surveyors. I was paid $78.00 a month. Hayward Green later became a 
Wildlife Officer. I worked with him again. We travelled from Lewis' Bay 
to Spotted Islands. In the summer we went by boat but during the winter 
dog team was our transportation. It was during this time when the first 
moose was spotted at Lewis' Bay. Hayward was the Wildlife Office that 
filed the report. I worked with him for a little over a year and then he 



moved to Newfoundland. 

On November 09,1955 I left home and went to Goose Bay, Labrador to 
seek my fortune. I worked as a mechanic for the American Air Force. 
My pay started at $1.29/hour and increased to $ 4.40/hour. I worked 
seventy hours a week at first but later received a cutback. I then worked 
40 hours a week. This meant a cut in pay also. I stayed on at Goose 
Bay for fifteen years and then decided to return home. I had left to seek 
my fortune but went home broke. 

In the 1970's I was home at William's Harbour, working as a fish 
collector and a plant worker. I worked with my brother, Freeman. Our 
employer was McCains Fisheries. We bought and packed salmon, cod, 
herring and mackerel. Two boats from Charlottetown; Lady Wentzell 
and Miss Charlottetown carried fresh fillets from William's Harbour to 
Black Tickle, Labrador. Black Tickle had a blast freezer and with their 
help we were able to keep the fillets preserved until we could ship them 
to our buyer. 

I later became self-employed. I went jigging cod and enjoyed being my 
own boss. I fished until the cod fishery closed in 1992. 

All in all, I worked in the fishery for fourteen years. I was both a 
fisherman and a plant worker. When the government placed a 
moratorium on our cod the affected fisher people were given an 
allowance. It was first called NCARP but was later renamed TAGS. The 
later stands for The Atlantic Groundfish Strategy. After all those years of 
fishing and working as a plant worker I did not qualify for TAGS. The 
government has a strange way of deciding who qualifies and who don't 
as far as I am concerned. I worked in the fishery but I didn't qualify. I 
know of people who are receiving TAGS and they never worked in the 
fishery in their lives. Until now I have always believed in our 
government.  
 
 
I believe our cod fishery will return again. The cod are out there, but we 
have just lost track of them for a while. We are not scientists but we 
have our own technology and will find out where the cod are. The fish 
have moved oft in deeper water somewhere and we have to explore 
around in order to find them.  



My advice to people everywhere who have it hard is,"Don't give up! A 
person should never give up living until they have no other choice but 
die. Some people think they should give up once they start getting old. I 
always say, you're only as old as you feel. I am still as young now as 
when I was thirty!"  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why has Norman lost faith in his government? 
    
2. What do you think Norman means when he says, "...l am still as 

young now as when I was thirty!" 
 
 

Jack of All Trades  
by Ardena Cadwell 

I am 66 years old. My name is Paul Kippenhuck. My twin brother John 
and I were born at the head of St. Michael's Bay, Labrador. I remained 
there until I was seventeen and then went to Goose Bay to work with 
the Royal Canadian Air Force. I worked at Goose Bay for three winters, 
then came back home. I used to return in the summer to fish at Square 
Island, Labrador. 

One Fall I went to visit my Aunt Mary Crane at Tilton, Newfoundland. I 
met Florence Hutchings and knew it was love. I went back to Goose 
Bay to work but I never forgot her. We wrote to one another that winter. 
That summer in 1952, I sent Florence the money to come down to the 
Labrador to meet my family. My brother John was on the Island and he 
travelled back on the S.S. Kyle when Florence did as well. They got off 
at Square Island because that is where we were fishing. That following 
Fall Florence and I went to Goose Bay to work. We stayed for three 
months only because Florence didn't like living there. We moved back 
to Square Island in October on the S.S. Kyle boat. We went up to the 
head of St. Michael's Bay with my family for the winter. Florence and I 
later married on July 13, 1953. We had a large family of eleven. Our 
little girl Valerie died when she was only eleven months old. Every time 
I think about her I cry but I wouldn't wish her back into this old world. 
She is in a better place now. 

In 1953 we went to Newtown, Labrador. Our oldest daughter Marion 



was born there on December 17,1953. Aunt Loui Campbell was the 
midwife. Aunt Rachel Turnbull helped us out a lot as well. She was a 
very kind woman. She washed clothes and helped out with our baby. 
She was like a mother to Florence.  

In the Spring of 1954 Frank Clark and I went to Churchill Falls to work 
with an engineering company. We worked constructing the big power 
plant at Churchill Falls. There were twenty of us Labradorians there. We 
cut the lines and helped the engineering crew. The workers were from 
all over the world. Some were from Scotland, Sweden and France. Our 
foreman was Don Login from Ontario. I worked at Churchill Falls until 
mid September and then left.  
 
 
 
Our first home was an old log house. Frank Clark and I tore down my 
father's house at the head of the bay and brought it down to 
Charlottetown by boat. We lived in our little home for six winters.  

The next year Walter Roberts, my brother-in-law and I cut the framing 
for our homes. This was the first home I built on my own. We sold our 
home to Lewis Powell when my family and I moved six years later to 
Carbonear, Newfoundland on the resettlement program. I built a home 
and we stayed for six years, then moved back to Charlottetown, 
Labrador again. I built another house which we are still living in 23 
years later. 

I am also a boat builder. In the late 1950's Ben Powell asked me to 
build a longliner for him. This was the first one I had ever constructed. I 
built smaller boats before. I didn't know much about the set of plans he 
gave me. My Uncle Sam Kippenhuck and I cut some of the logs for the 
framing. We didn't really know what we were to get but we guessed at it 
and it turned out right. Around the last of April Max Burry came in from 
Newfoundland to inspect the longliner. I had her framed out and the 
beams put across her. He said it was a good job. I chopped everything 
with an axe except the slab that was taken off the crooked wood at 
Ben's sawmill. The next Fall I planked her but had to give up before she 
was completed because my wife took sick and needed me. Henry 
Hancock came down from Forteau and finished the boat. This was the 
first longliner ever built on the Labrador!  



A few years later Ben asked me to build another longliner for him. It was 
63 feet long and had 16 foot beams. Harry Marshall and I worked with 
an axe and an electric drill which we operated from Ben's lighting plant. 
We put all double frames in the boat. Some frames had 16 pieces of 
wood in them and was bolted together. The next summer in early July 
we had her framed out and the beams put in before we left to go fishing. 

I have built fifty boats in my lifetime. I have built longliners, trap skiffs, 
speed boats and dories. I love boat building!  

Berry picking is also something that I enjoy doing. I remember when we 
were young our parents would always try to get a flour barrel full of 
redberries or partridge berries as some call them. We would go by boat 
and camp out on Juniper Island for two or three days until we filled the 
barrel.  
 
 
Usually we would pick soft bakeapples, but if they were scarce we 
would pick them while they were still hard and let them npen. We 
couldn't keep fresh berries for long because they would spoil. We didn't 
have good bottles or a deep freeze to preserve them in. We would 
usually make jam from them.  

Today we can freeze berries for all winter in our deep freeze. They taste 
almost as fresh when you thaw them as when they were first picked.  

In the early 1980's I got a loan and had a while picking and selling 
bakeapples. It was not a good year for the bakeapples but we did well. I 
had seven teenage girls and two boys hired on to help me. We picked 
80, three and four gallon buckets full. We pitched a tent at Sandy Bay 
and picked berries on the Island of Ponds which is at the back of Black 
Tickle, Labrador.  

The young people found it hard camping out and me cooking for them. 
Some quit and went home but others stuck it out. I think if it had been a 
good year we could probably have doubled our amount of berries. 

Bakeapple picking is a very uncertain thing. Some years there are very 
few bakeapples and other years there are more than you can pick. 
Sometimes they grow on marshes which makes picking easier. Other 
years they grow in among the trees and are harder to get at. Berry 



blossoms have to be pollinated by flies. If it is too cold for flies when 
they blossom than there will not be many berries. It all depends on the 
weather. Berry picking and selling would be too big of a gamble for the 
ordinary person to make a profitable business from. 

Right now Charlottetown people can no longer fish cod which was our 
main source of income in the past. The Atlantic Groundfish Strategy 
Program is now providing an income for many but people are getting 
cut all the time and the funding will soon run out. I believe in order for 
Charlottetown to remain in tact, a new industry or industries will have to 
be put in place here. One thing that would help us would be the 
construction of a multi-species plant. There are many species of fish in 
our area. If we could fish and process them here then we would survive. 
This would employ 110 or more people. The government should put 
some funding into this venture. It would cost them far less than a 
resettlement program!   
 
 
Charlottetown people are hard workers and would like to be able to 
work again for a living. We have many resources here such as berries, 
crab, scallop, whelk, sea urchin, salmon, trout, herring, caplin, 
pulpwood, lumber, etc. that could make Charlottetown prosper again. 
The only thing standing In the way of our success is the lack of 
government support. We hope in the near future the government will 
take a look at our needs and give us some funding. Resettlement is 
costly for the people and the government and is not the answer. It is 
always easier to quit than it is to solve a problem. If our government has 
any backbone at all they will not be quitters but will work with us and 
solve our unemployment problem by supporting our ideas for new 
industries.  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. What does Paul believe would create hope for the future of 

Charlottetown? 
    

2. What types of work has Paul been involved in? 
    
3. Do you think Paul is a resourceful person? Why? Why not? 
 



 

Labrador to Stay  
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Florence Kippenhuck. Before marriage I was a Hutchings. I 
was born at Blakes Town - Trinity Bay, Newfoundland on March 
07,1934. My mother was Beatrice Smith. Mom died when I was only 
three. My father married again. I grew up in Tilton, Newfoundland. I got 
a grade eight education. I always loved school because there were so 
many fun things to do. I remember we would have a Christmas Concert 
every year and it would be so much fun. We would be served hot cocoa 
in the winter for recess. We also had to drink cod liver oil everyday. TB 
was on the go then and this was believed to keep you healthy and 
prevent you from getting it. 

When I was fourteen I went to work for Noah Barrett and his wife at 
Spaniards Bay, Newfoundland. They were real good to me and I stayed 
with them for three years. I moved back to Tilton again. I met Paul 
Kippenhuck at Tilton while he was visiting his Aunt Mary there. He went 
back to Goose Bay, Labrador to work but we kept in touch. We wrote 
letters to one another that winter. The next summer I came to Labrador 
on the S.S. Kyle passenger boat. I stayed for the summer and then 
moved with his family to the head of St. Michael's Bay for the winter. 
We moved out early that Spring to Square Island on ice. On July 
13,1953 Paul and I were married by Pastor George Roberts at George's 
Cove, Labrador. We went back to Square Island and held our reception 
there. Ethel Butt from Carbonear made our wedding cake and her four 
year old daughter Lorraine was our flower girl. There were a lot of 
Newfoundlanders fishing at Square Island back then. 

I always loved Square Island. My first son Samuel was born there on 
September 16,1956. I remember everyone was drying their fish at the 
time. I loved to see the fish spread on flakes. The fishery is closed now 
but we still go to Square Island sometimes for a visit or to berry pick. 
When we go berry picking I think about grandfather Kippenhuck and 
how he always talked about the good boil-ups they would have when 
they went berry picking on the different islands.  
 
 
Paul and I had eleven children but one little girl died when she was only 
eleven months old. All ten of our children are married and have families 



of their own now. We have 23 grandchildren and one great 
granddaughter named Ashley Cole. Now that Paul and I are older we 
like to travel a lot to visit our children who are away. We also like to go 
to our cabin at the head of the bay. It's so peaceful and beautiful up at 
the head of St. Michael's Bay.  

Things have changed a lot over the years. Our cod fishery has failed 
but thank God people here are still getting by. Labrador is a wonderful 
place to live and raise a family. If I had to live my life over again I would 
still chose Labrador for my home. God has been real good to us over 
the years and I thank Him for that. Charlottetown is certainly a blessed 
community.  

I would like to leave this motto with you: 

"The beauty of the house is order. 
The blessing of the house is contentment. 
The glory of the house is hospitality. 
The crown of the house is godliness." 

QUESTIONS  
  
1. What do you think the line, "The glory of the house is hospitality" 

means? 
    

2. Why did Florence move to Labrador? 
    

3. Why do you think Florence enjoys her life on the Labrador as she 
does? 

 
 
 

LIFE THEN AND NOW  



by Ruth Cadwell 

The Spring of 1992 was a beautiful one in Newfoundland and Labrador. 
It was cold, but this wasn't unusual. The Arctic ice drifted along the 
coastline making travel by boat a bit difficult. In Square Island, Labrador 
everything was a beehive of activity as fishing crews got ready for the 
summer ahead. Little did people know that life would soon change.  

The summer of 1991 had been a little different from recent years. The 
drift ice had stayed around the harbours and inlets until the second 
week of August. Salmon fisher people had a difficult time keeping the 
ice out of their nets. Mending gear seemed to be a never ending task.  

It was late in August before any cod fish came. Traps were set and 
slowly the fisher people started picking up a quintal of fish here and 
there. Reports came from North of Square Island. People were unable 
to find any fish North of Triangle (7 miles north of Square Island). 
Stories of the body of fish in the Square Island area began to spread by 
CB radio and word of mouth. Boats came from Newfoundland as well 
as from different parts of the Labrador coast. Traps were set and 
everything became very busy. Local fisher people found more gear on 
the fishing grounds than they desired. 

Everyone tried to catch a share of the cod. The cod fish were still 
around the gill nets in November. Some who had Japanese type traps 
were successful also. Because of the short season many people had to 
supplement their income by working on projects in the various 
communities along the coastline.  

During the winter of 1992 many fishermen made Japanese type cod 
traps. Some constructed several, thinking this was the gear to use. In 
the Spring after the fishers moved to the fishing village from 
Charlottetown and Pinsent's Arm everyone was busy. Cod traps, gill 
nets, salmon nets and other gear were mended and the boats and other 
fishing equipment was ready for the fishing season ahead.  

Many fisher people had become a little discouraged with the decline in 
the salmon fishery. It seemed that every day nets and other gear was 
torn up or lost. This had gone on for several summers because Arctic 
ice and Icebergs stayed around for most of the summer. Mending and 
buying new webs and other supplies seemed to be endless. When the 
Fisheries Department offered a buy-back for the salmon license, many 



fishers took advantage of the offer. It was a chance to receive a few 
extra dollars whereas they had only been losing money at the fishery 
anyway.  
 
 
Fisher people began to hear rumours of a closure of the cod fishery for 
the summer of 1992. This seemed very far out and could not be taken 
as truth by most. Fisher people had been telling government officials for 
a number of years that the winter offshore fishery would destroy the 
Northern cod stocks. Fish were taken during the spawning season. The 
fishers warned that this was bad news but nobody listened.  

There was no doubt the water was cold and dirty, causing the cod to be 
later coming closer inshore. The older fisher people felt this was not the 
sole reason for the decline in the cod. They were certain this was not 
the only problem. 

Everyone had boats launched. Some fishers had built or bought new 
boats and fishing equipment. Finally it was rumoured that a big 
announcement regarding the cod fishery was to be made by the 
Honourable John Crosbie, Minister of Fisheries. Sure enough, a few 
days before the end of June, it was announced that the cod fishery 
would be closed for a two-year period, to be reviewed at the end of that 
time.  

Needless to say, fishers were dumbstruck! They could not believe that 
they had heard such an announcement and at such a late date. With no 
other Jobs available, where would they find employment? It was later 
announced that an income support would be set up for the fisheries 
involved. Emergency money was sent out to the fishers. What a mess 
and muddle it was! People who had been involved in the fishery for forty 
years waited but no check came. It was next to impossible to get in 
contact with the office in St. John's to make an inquiry. In fact, people 
stayed by their phones for hours and days before they were able to 
reach anyone at the office. Certain Fisheries offices were contacted to 
ask for help, only to be told there was no record of them ever fishing. It 
was very confusing and upsetting to say be least.  
 
 
The fisher people of Square Island have always been hard working and 
independent. They were used to earning a good living, working long 



days and feeling fulfilled. Now they found themselves on "the land" all 
day doing odd jobs to pass the time and wondering where they would 
get the money to pay the expenses of the new gear and equipment they 
had purchased before the closure. The expenses would not have been 
incurred if Fisheries had made a decision earlier regarding the closure 
of the cod fishery. The fishers were now out money and out of work. 
Their whole world seemed to crumble at their feet and they felt helpless! 

Fisher people were accustomed to being busy during the summer and it 
seemed very strange not to be in a rush. None of the fishers were used 
to having vacations during the fishing season and this idleness was a 
big adjustment for them. Many would go to Charlottetown for the 
weekend and be in a hurry to get back to Square Island for early 
Monday morning when they would normally be fishing. 

After some time, many of the mistakes at the Fisheries Office in St. 
John's were corrected and more people received the income support. 
However, some who had a lifetime attachment to the fishery did not 
qualify. These people had done nothing else all their lives but fish and 
now they were told they had never fished. They were angry and 
frustrated but were unable to do anything about it. Rules were rules and 
the Fisheries held the book of rules and regulations regarding this 
matter. They found themselves without work and an income. They could 
not find work and had families to feed so they found themselves as 
never before on social assistance. Who a man has worked all of his life 
and he suddenly is without an income and on social assistance, he 
doesn't feel very proud of it. 

Many fisher people tried to fish for whelk and scallop. However, they 
found more often than not, they didn't make enough money to pay the 
expenses or as fishers say, "break even". Even though these fisheries 
did not really work out, fisher people continued to fish these "new" 
species. At least, they were out on the water where they belonged and 
were doing something natural to them. 

Of course, the fishers had so much property to take care of that they 
always found odd jobs to do. Many fishing stages and wharves got 
damaged by the severe Fall and winter storms. There is always repairs 
to be done. Houses, sheds and stages need a fresh coat of paint every 
couple of years or so also. There is also wood and "splits" (kindling) to 
get for the wood stoves at the summer homes. Labrador has some hot 



weather during the summer but being so near the ocean there are 
winds from the North which can be very cold at times. Often there is ice 
around until mid-August. Consequently you may be dressed in shorts in 
the morning and by mid-afternoon need to change into warmer clothing 
such as jeans and a sweater, maybe even a parka. The house will then 
need to be warmed by the wood stove.  
 
 
People on the income support were very confused on times. In fact, 
they still are. Training was made available at various institutions. Funds 
were made available for tuition, books and travel. However, rent or 
board would come from one's own income. Often fisher people who 
moved to go to school found they were barely able to make ends meet. 
Many received only the minimum support of $225.00 gross before 
deductions. Because of the hardships in paying rent and the many 
expenses of moving, many young people became discouraged. In the 
meantime many courses of 25 hours or so were offered in the 
communities. Some of these were beneficial while others were felt to be 
a waste of time because the course was too short to learn much. With 
all of the equipment, supplies, instructors, and renting of buildings, the 
fishers felt the government was wasting the funds. They felt some of 
this money could have been better spent by setting up industries for the 
future such as fish farms, sheep farms, utilization of other species of 
fish, and making use of waste products from shell fish and fish offal. 

The summer of 1994 brought drastic changes for the Labrador coast in 
general. Many communities along the coast were now literally ghost 
towns. Some villages had one family or a crew while others had none. 
Square Island was no longer a bustling community. Some families did 
not even bother to move out there but stayed at Charlottetown. The few 
salmon fishers were a little busy for a short time and a few people tried 
to fish other species. One fish plant which had been in full swing when 
the cod fishery was open, was now closed. Fisher people packed many 
of their salmon and shipped to merchants in Newfoundland via Marine 
Atlantic. The second fish plant at Square Island which is owned and 
operated by a local company, Powell's Fisheries, collected salmon by 
longliner as far north as Styles Harbour and remained open for a few 
weeks only. 

The salmon were later than usual coming to Square Island waters. 
When the second run of salmon started, the fishery was abruptly closed 



because the quota for the area (2J) had been caught. The major part of 
the quota had been caught south of Square Island. This was another 
blow to the fisher people. Many were depending on the salmon fishery 
to supply them with enough money to pay their expenses and a few 
insurable weeks which, along with the stamps collected from the scallop 
and whelk fishery, would qualify them for U.I. It seemed this was not to 
be. By the time school reopened in September, most people had moved 
back to Charlottetown.  
 
 
On the fifteenth of May, 1994, the fisheries income support was taken 
over by Human Resources Development. This meant that every plant 
worker and fisher person had to file another application to apply for the 
income support. The deadline for applications was the last of June. By 
mid-September only a few had received a reply. One by one the replies 
came mail. Many were told they would qualify until May of 1996; others 
who had been in the fishery for years were turned down! Many didn't 
receive any reply until January 1995. Then suddenly they received one 
week of income support which was dated for December 31st and 
nothing more. After many calls to Outreach workers, they were told they 
did not meet the criteria. They received no previous notice at all. What a 
mess! And so it goes... 

Canadians in general are people who do not give up easily or become 
easily discouraged. During times of crisis this has come to the forefront. 
People have learned to adapt to drastic changes and to get by as best 
they could. 

It is sad to think about life as it was before the Moratorium. The fishery 
in Square Island was family-centred. Everyone from the children up 
worked the fish. Many young children had a special spot in the fishing 
stage such as a fish box which was clean and not used to hold fish yet. 
They would play with toys in the box while the rest of the family worked. 

Women were used to getting up early to do laundry, bake bread and do 
other household chores before going in the fishing boat with their 
husband or in the stage to help with the catch. There would be shouts 
of joy and much happiness when a boat came around the point, sitting 
deep in the water because they had a load of fish aboard. After the first 
boat load arrived, you would see traps, buoys and moorings being 
loaded aboard many other boats. The quiet village would come to life as 



fishers shouted to one another, "They're come boys, they're come!"  
 
 
Today no one or very few, know where the next years' livelihood will 
come from. Many are training but will there be a job? Young people are 
moving away. Many others are being encouraged to move but where 
will they find work? Fishers' lives are in turmoil. Fishers still do repairs 
and keep up their property at Square Island but sometimes they think 
why do I bother? I guess they do it because it is hard to let something 
they worked so hard to build be gradually destroyed. Also they keep 
hoping the cod fishery will come back again. As many say in spite of the 
circumstances, "Where there's life, there's hope!  

QUESTIONS  
  

1. What happened in 1992? What kind of changes did this bring with 
it for fisher people? 

    
2. Why do fishers keep up or repair their fishing premises now that 

the fishery is closed? 
    
3. Do you agree or disagree with the statement in the closing 

paragraph, "Where there's life, there's hope!"? Explain your 
answer. 

 
 

Mat Hooking  
by Marilyn Morris 

My name is Marjorie Powell. I am originally from Red Bay, Labrador. I 
married Lewis Powell and moved to Charlottetown, Labrador. I am a 
Ticket Agent for Air Labrador. In my spare time I like to hook mats. I 
started to hook mats in the early 1960's for the Grenfell Regional 
Handicrafts. I learned to do mats by watching my mother. My sister Effie 
also does mats. I remember at first she would get upset with me 
because my work wasn't very good. I kept on trying and soon I could do 
them easily and nicely. Most women in Red Bay hooked mats back 
when I started. It was a good past time and a way to earn some money.  

I have hooked mats of all kinds and sizes. I have made mats of 



Eskimos, dog teams, flowers, light houses, animals and much more. 
Back when I first started selling mats we would get paid some cash and 
the rest would be clothing. We would be given nice clothes and boots. 
We could choose what we wanted. 

There is money to be made from mat hooking today. I sometimes send 
out my mats to be sold at an auction but I mostly sell them to tourists. 
Occasionally a local person buys my mats for a wedding gift or 
something special like that. My mats sell like crazy to tourists who come 
here in the summer. I made good money from the sale of two mats of 
the light house at L'Anse-au-Moir which is the oldest light house in 
North America. I have orders for others as well. This summer alone I 
sold eleven mats to tourists travelling on the coastal boats that come 
here.  

Mat hooking isn't hard once you have been at it for a while. You draw 
your picture on bren and hook the mat with a hook using coloured wool 
to outline and fill in the picture. It is fun to do. I wouldn't mind teaching 
anyone who is interested in learning to hook mats. I think a craft shop 
would be the ideal thing to set up in our community. We could teach 
others to do mats and other things to sell to locals and tourists. This 
would be good for our little community.  
 
 

Memories  
by Mildred Clarke 

My name is Daisy Clarke. I was born on December 23,1933 at St. 
Michael's Bay, Labrador. My parents were Tom and Louise Campbell. 
There were eleven of us in the family, seven boys and four girls. I had 
twin brothers who died shortly after birth. We lived in a two story house. 
Upstairs there were mostly beds while downstairs there were two 
bedrooms, a kitchen and a dining room. My father died when I was 
eleven months old and my oldest brother John became the head of our 
house.  

Each summer my family would move to Square Island, Labrador for the 
fishing season. We would move back to St. Michael's Bay for the winter. 
After moving back to the Bay in the fall my mom and older sisters would 
spend their time getting things ready for my brothers to take in the 
country where they trapped. They would bake bread and buns, knit 



socks and mitts, mend clothes and do whatever else needed to be done 
before my brothers left for their three month trapping trip. 

After the men were gone in the country my mom and other women 
would have to take care of all the things that needed to be done inside 
and outside of the home. They would get firewood, bring water from the 
brook, house clean, cook, bake, sew, knit, look after us children and 
also look after the dogs.  

I can remember going to school at St. Michael's Bay. We would write on 
slates and we had a reader called Dick and Jane. I only went to school 
for two years. I would have gone to school longer but while we were at 
Square Island fishing, someone destroyed our home at St. Michael's 
Bay They broke out the windows and everything else that they could 
break. When my mom heard the news she was too scared to go back 
there again. We moved to Long Harbour, Labrador which is now called 
Newtown.  

I lived at Newtown for twenty-one years, eleven of which were after I 
was married to Cyril Clarke. We still moved to Square Island each 
spring to fish. When my mom died in 1963 my family moved to Pinsent's 
Arm, Labrador so we could put our children in school. The oldest girl 
was eleven and there were three others who were of school age as 
well.  
 
 
Us women worked very hard then but we didn't receive any pay at all. 
We would get a family allowance each month from the government. It 
would amount to six dollars a child. The men would support the family 
by fishing and trapping. Many winters we struggled, especially if it had 
been a poor summer. We always made the best of what we had and 
never went hungry. 

I did work for pay when I got a chance. A fish plant opened in 1982 at 
Pinsent's Arm where I now live and I went to work there each summer 
until the fishery closed in 1992. I also work as a janitor at the local 
school. In three years I will be able to retire and get by on my Old Age 
Pension.  

Questions  
  



1. How is the way that women worked back then different from 
working women today? 

    

2. What was it like going to school in Daisy's school days? Compare 
this with schooling today. 

 
 
 

My First Job  
by Peggy Earle 

My name is George Lewis Penney. I was born at Light Tickle, Labrador 
on March 06, 1936. I married Sarah Burden and we had five daughters 
and two sons. I now live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador.  

At the young age of fifteen I found a job with my brothers Roy and John 
Penney. I was a big man now, making my own money and all. I worked 
at Saddlers Arm. We started in October. We cut logs, pulled them to the 
site and got the sawmill ready for operation. In January I had a new job, 
scaling lumber and taking the slabs away from the mill. I was glad to be 
working and I enjoyed it. 

If I wanted to go to Port Hope Simpson, 6-7 miles away then I had to 
walk. I remember walking a couple of times, along with two or three 
other men. We would boil up about half way there. I continued working 
until late in the Spring, around mid April. I then went to Port Hope 
Simpson with my parents. During the summer I fished with my father. 
Sometimes in the summer a boat would come to pick up the lumber and 
bring it to Newfoundland to be sold. I would go up to help my brothers 
then. I didn't get paid until late in the Fall. You can be sure that I was 
proud to have my own money. I can remember it was a real thrill for me. 

Can you imagine today if people started work one Fall and didn't get 
paid until the next. That was the way it was then because we couldn't 
get paid until the lumber was sold. I don't know now how much money I 
earned but I do remember that I bought a set of blocks for pulling up the 
boats. I still have those blocks today and they are still being used.  

Questions  
  

1. How old was George when he started work? What kind of job did 



he have? 
    
2. How often did George receive a pay check? How has this 

changed over the years? 
 
 
 

My Life  
by Sarah Campbell 

My name is Wilton Turnbull. I was born to Bart and Rachel Turnbull in 
1931 at Newtown St. Michael's Bay, Labrador. We moved to New York, 
Labrador when I was two years old. We moved because it was closer to 
Dad's trapline. When we moved there were no other families there for 
the first three or four years. In late Spring we would move out to 
Triangle on dog team to spend our summers fishing. We would move in 
the Spring because it was the prime time for hunting. Dad was a 
fisherman and a trapper. We were a family of thirteen but Dad always 
had plenty of food for us all. We grew all our own vegetables and had 
our own goats and hens. We ate a lot of fish, birds and other wild 
meats.  

When we moved out to our fishing village we would take nearly 
everything we owned; table, chairs, stove, dogs, goats, hens, food, etc. 
Back then everyone made the best of things from the little that they had 
and helped one another in any way they could. There was no such thing 
as government support in any form then. 

Dad was a very handy man. He made all his own tables, chairs, 
drawers, put bottoms in bread pans and made mugs from tin cans. 
Even tin cans were scarce then. Nothing was thrown away.  

Mom made all the clothes for the family. She made warm clothes for 
Dad from seal skins. Mom worked very hard looking after us kids and 
keeping house. Dad would spend weeks at a time on his trapline trying 
to get food and money to support the family. Mom spent many hours 
alone with the family while Dad was away. 

Christmas when I was a child was very different than today. We didn't 
get a whole lot but we appreciated it. Most stocking stuffers were things 
that Mom would bake or knit for us. Nowadays children get everything 



they dream of but still are not satisfied.  

Mail was handled much differently then than now. We got mail about 
once a month by boat in the summer and by dog team in winter. In the 
winter the mailman would come to New York on dogs and would usually 
stay at the house for the night. People who lived at the head of St. 
Michael's Bay had to walk fourteen miles to get their mail from us.  
 
 
When I was sixteen we moved again to New York. I was glad because 
there were five or so other families there. We had some great times and 
I will remember them always.  

We used to go to Port Hope Simpson, Labrador by dog team for the 
weekend sometimes. I met Elva Burden there and knew I had found the 
woman for me. We dated for nine or ten years and later married on 
February 15,1952. Pastor Roberts led the marriage ceremony. You 
didn't have to have a marriage license back then but you had to pay a 
fee of ten dollars. I gave Pastor Roberts twenty dollars. I told him the 
other ten was a bribe to get him to stop tormenting me. He loved to 
torment. He was a real nice guy.  

The next day we set out for my home at Newtown. On a good day it 
would take three or four hours by dog team. We had to spend the night 
in a snow hole because we got caught in a snow storm. There were 
sixteen of us travelling so we were not alone. The storm calmed and we 
made it home the next day. 

We moved to Charlottetown, Labrador in 1953 where we remained to 
this day. I worked in the woods cutting logs for Ben Powell's sawmill. 
We cut the wood in Garden Pond. Charlottetown was called Old Cove 
back then.  

We used to move to Triangle in the summer to fish. I fished on my own 
ever since I got married. Elva and I fished by ourselves for three or four 
years. We fished cod and salmon. I had two cod traps which I would 
sometimes haul two or three times a day if the fish was scarce. I hauled 
the traps by myself. I was young and I didn't mind that at all. After four 
years or so of fishing on our own we hired some sharemen to help us. 
We dried all our fish on flakes. In the 1950's we got about seven dollars 
a quintal which was 112 lb. I remember when Elva and I fished on our 



own we dried 400 quintals ourselves one summer.  

 
 
 
The cod fishery was good for quite a few years but in 1964 the fish was 
very scarce. We had to fish herring and mackerel that year to make 
ends meet. The herring was cleaned head off and gutted but the 
mackerel had to be split. We would salt them in 100 lb. barrels. It was a 
lot of hard work but it paid oft in the end. The mackerel sold for about 
fourteen dollars a barrel and the herring for eleven dollars a barrel.  

After 1964 there were many years when the cod fishery was booming 
again. I remember one year in the early 1960's I sold eight hundred 
quintals of dried cod. As soon as my boys would get about seven they 
would fish with me and that was a big help.  

The cod fishery always had some good and bad years. I don't think the 
cod are gone for good as some people are saying since the moratorium 
was called. I believe that in eight or ten years the fishery will return and 
fishermen will be able to make a living at the cod once more. 

In earlier years when the cod fishery would fail for a year or so the old 
people would always say that the whaling factory at Hawke Harbour 
was to blame They believed that all the wastes being dumped into the 
sea from the factory was destroying the fish. I've seen the fish go for 
three or four years sometimes and then return again. I believe all the 
offshore draggers and gillnets are partly to blame for the failure of the 
fishery these last years. I also think the seals eat a good amount of cod. 
Now that the seal fishery has been opened in our area I believe the cod 
will come back sooner than expected.  

Until the cod fishery comes back there isn't much work for the younger 
generation in Charlottetown. Even the mining operation at Voiseys' Bay 
has not created any work for the people here. Most of the jobs seem to 
go to people from outside of Labrador. If there is to be hope for 
Charlottetown's future then we will have to find some minerals here. I 



believe if you knew what you were looking for you would find something 
of value among all the rocks we have here on the coast. If something is 
not done soon to create work here, you will see many of our younger 
people leaving to seek work some place else. I think it would be too bad 
if people had to move. There are many hard workers here and we 
should be able to come up with something to keep the people here.  
 
 

Past to Present  
by Sarah Campbell 

My name is Asaph Frederick Wentzell. I was born at Daniel's Harbour 
Newfoundland in 1930. When I was eight my family and I moved to 
Hawke Bay, Labrador. We lived there from 1938 to 1948. In between 
those years we spent two winters at Hawke Harbour and another two at 
Tub Harbour. There were five families of us at Hawke Bay the first year 
we were there but for many years afterward we were the only family 
living there. I had attended school for two years at Daniel's Harbour and 
continued on to grade seven at Hawke Bay. A teacher came in from 
Newfoundland to teach is during the winter months. We would move to 
our fishing village at Tub Harbour in the summer. Our main source of 
income came from the fishery. We also sold lumber from our sawmill 
and would cut wood and logs for sale as well. 

In 1948 there were no radios or televisions to keep people informed of 
the news. The only kind of news you received was the gossip that 
travelled from settlement to settlement by word of mouth. The old 
fellows would tell us that there was always caribou on the mountains at 
Hawke River. Six of us geared up and left to hunt caribou there. The 
hunters were Bobby Williams, Sam Turnbull, Walter Turnbull, Bill 
Wentzell, my father Asaph Wentzell and myself. We rounded up a 
couple of dog teams and left from Hawke Bay on the first day of 
February. We walked all the way to Mountain Brook. The snow was 
deep, making travel bad and so the dogs could only pull the food for 
themselves and us. Four of us walked the whole time and the other two 
handled the dog teams. After we got to Mountain Brook we decided to 
go further because there was no sign of caribou there. We walked 
about another ten miles in on the main river but there were still no 
caribou tracks. We walked back out to Mountain Brook again and went 
up on the mountain but found no caribou to hunt. We left there and 
walked over to Gilbert River to the Blue Hill Marshes but were not in 



luck. We walked back to Hawke River again. There were plenty of 
porcupine and partridges to hunt but we didn't see any caribou at all. 
We had been gone for weeks and decided it was time to return home. 
We arrived back at Hawke Bay on February 28.  
 
 
Five or six years later I was talking to Ches Lethbridge, a hunter from 
Paradise River, Labrador. I told him about our unlucky twenty eight day 
hunting trip. He knew the area well. He told me if we had went just 
another ten miles in on Hawke River we would have gotten all the 
caribou we wanted. I was disappointed to say the least that we hadn't 
known this information before. This only goes to show that we can 
always learn something new from someone else, if we would just take 
the time to ask.  

When I first moved to Charlottetown in 1958 it had a population of about 
fifteen families. The homes were nothing more than little shacks built 
close to the water. It seemed to me that the people didn't have the 
equipment or materials to work with. Pastor Gillett, a Pentecostal 
minister, came here in 1958. He set up a sawmill and allowed the 
people to use it to saw lumber to build new homes, etc. Pastor Gillett 
was a good carpenter and boat builder. He used his talent and taught 
others how to properly build boats and houses. He also introduced 
Charlottetown to speed boats and outboard motors. At that time the 
school was in bad condition. Pastor Gillett and the people worked 
together and built a new school which I believe improved our 
educational system. People from smaller settlements moved their kids 
here to go to school and Charlottetown continued to grow in size and 
modernization.  

The main reason I moved to Charlottetown was to look for a female 
companion. I found it very lonely at Hawke Bay because there were no 
females living there and I was at that ripe age. In 1959 I went to work 
with Fisheries and Oceans and stayed at Charlottetown. I always 
wanted to marry a Labrador woman because I loved the Labrador life 
so much and wanted to settle here. I met Maud Williams and knew I 
had found the lady I had been longing for. We dated for a while and 
were later married in 1963. We stayed on the Labrador and had a family 
of five, four girls and one boy. We settled in Charlottetown so our kids 
could go to school and are still here today. I am still working with 



Fisheries and Oceans as a Fishery Officer but plan to retire soon.  

Maud and I are all alone now. Our children are grown up and left home 
to make a decent life for themselves. They wanted full time jobs and so 
they had to leave. They have all done well for themselves and have 
found good jobs. Two of our children are in Holland, one is in the North 
West Territories and the other two are living at Goose Bay. We were 
sad to have to let them go but I thank God for what they have all 
accomplished. They have made us proud.  
 
 
Questions  
  
1. Asaph tells of a man who contributed much to Charlottetown. Who 

is this man? What did he do for Charlottetown? 
    
2. How many years has Asaph been working with Fisheries and 

Oceans? 
    

3. Asaph says we can learn a lot from others if we would take time to 
ask. Do you agree or disagree with this statement? 

 

 



 
 
 

Reason to Hope  
by Sarah Campbell 

My name is Mary Clark. Most people just call me Aunt Mary. I was born 
on a Friday evening on March 31,1933. My parents were George and 
Ella Kippenhuck. I lived at the head of St. Michael's Bay, Labrador from 
birth until age 13. At thirteen I went to Cartwright, Labrador and 
attended boarding school for three years. I finished grade 7 and then 
went to North West River, Labrador to work. I worked with Rev. Burry 
as a house maid for two years then came back home again. I met Frank 
Clark at Square Island, Labrador in the spring of 1952. We were 
married at Square Island on September 07,1953.  

In the fall of 1953 Frank and I moved to Wild Bight which is about two 
miles southeast of Pinsent's Arm, Labrador. There was only one other 
family there besides us, Stanley and Mildred Campbell and their two 
children Harrison and Bernice. We had some great old times, I'm telling 
you. My first child, Herbert was born at Wild Bight. 

We moved to Charlottetown, Labrador in the fall of 1954 and settled 
here. We moved outside to Square Island for the fishing season then 
moved back to Charlottetown or "the bay " as we call it, for the winter 
months.  

I helped in the stage and went out in the fishing boat. I guess you could 
say that I fished all my life. I fished with my husband Frank for 35 years 
and enjoyed it to the full. I loved fishing.  

Even though I fished every year I didn't draw any Unemployment 
Insurance until I worked on a six week project in 1988. We made fish 
boxes and splitting tables. I worked on several other projects in 1989, 
1990 and 1991. We worked hard. We boated rocks and sand, built 
ballast blocks, poured cement, constructed buildings, painted and rind 
logs for slipways. I had some great times. I remember being pretty 
excited when I got my first pay check from the project of 1988. "I felt 
right proud about having my own money. I think I earned something like 
$221.00 a week. Oh, my girl, those were the good times." 

I would love to see the cod fishery return as it was but I don't think that 



will happen in my day. Once again I would like to see the beauty of fish 
spread on flakes to dry. There's nothing like it.  
 
 
Even though the cod fishery is closed I still think there is hope for our 
community. There could be a good lumber business set up here in 
Charlottetown. There is plenty of good wood here to do this. Lumber 
seems to be something that everyone is looking to buy.  

Another resource that we have is berries of all sorts. I do not see why 
we couldn't make preserves and sell them. "People will go to the store 
and buy all kinds of jam. I tell you that don't grow in bottles."  

I think a lot about gardening. We could set up a community garden with 
sections or plots so that everyone could buy one plot for about $30.00 
and grow our own vegetables. We have to pay too much for vegetable 
now because of the high costs of getting them flown in or as freight on 
Marine Atlantic. A community garden would save us people a fine lot.  

Some people say our future is mighty bleak. I believe we can use the 
resources that God gave us and we will come out smelling like a rose.  

QUESTIONS  
  

1. In your own words explain the last paragraph. 
    

2. Do you think Mary is a positive thinker? Support your answer 
using examples from the story. 

 
 

REFLECTIONS  
by Daisy Glover 

My name is Daisy Glover (Rumbolt). My husband is Robert Glover. We 
have two kids; Christa and Jamie. I was born at Charlottetown, 
Labrador in 1958. My parents were Sarah (Campbell) and Albert 
Rumbolt. I was delivered by a midwife, my great Aunt Lenora Campbell. 
She was my grandmother Louise Campbell's sister.  

When I was two years, my family and I moved to Pinsent's Arm, 
Labrador from Charlottetown, Labrador. In 1960, Pinsent's Arm was just 



beginning to become a community. Today it is a year round community 
with fifteen families living here. The first settlers were Uncle Stanley 
Campbell, Uncle Daniel Campbell and Uncle Tom Campbell. A couple 
of years later, Uncle Cyril Clarke moved here also. These families 
settled at the mouth of Pinsent's Arm, referred to by them as "out in the 
bottom." Our family, Uncle Walter Canning's family then came a year 
later and were followed by Wallace Campbell's family. We settled in the 
very bottom of Pinsent's Arm, referred to as "up in the bottom." These 
terms are still used today to distinguish between locations. All those 
families were closely related. The house we lived in then, as well as 
some of the others, were towed here from other places nearby. That 
was the natural thing to do then. If families decided to move from place 
to place, and that was often back then, they would tow their house by 
small boats and haul it ashore close to the waters edge in a well 
sheltered community. 

I was seven years old when I started school. Children didn't have to be 
in school then until they reached the age of seven. My first day of 
school was on October 02, 1965. My first teacher was Thomas Oldford 
who was from Newfoundland. I was always late in the fall starting 
school because my father was a fisher person who fished at Square 
Island, Labrador. We would usually move to our fishing village in May 
and return to Pinsent's Arm in October. Very little time was spent in 
school most years. The school had no washrooms, only an outhouse. 
You can imagine how uncomfortable this became during the cold 
winter. We had no running water in school then. Teachers then had 
very little instructional materials, just a handful of books on a small shelf 
at the back of the classroom. There was no library. Our classroom was 
a very small room and contained all grades, kindergarten to grade nine. 
The flooring was nothing more than rough lumber. We didn't have 
electricity The only lighting was what little shone in through the small 
windows. There was a wood stove centred in the middle of the room. 
Everyone wanted to sit near the stove because it was the only place 
where you could feel any heat at all during the cold weather. Often 
when it rained the roof would leak. There were no ceilings in the school. 
Us students were responsible for supplying the firewood. I lived 
approximately one mile from the school but I wasn't given any special 
treatment. When my turn arrived, I had to bring wood along with my 
books. It was hard on a small child walking with this load in the deep 
snow. I can remember a couple of times forgetting my books at home. I 
was sent all the way back to get them.  



 
 
We didn't have any fancy school supplies then like kids today have. We 
had a writing book called a scribbler and a pencil to write with and 
nothing more. On cold days we would sit with our jackets on all day. If 
the classroom was too cold for sitting first in the morning, we would 
have a few minutes to warm up. We would jog on the spot right next to 
our seat because space was limited.  

I remember the year of 1968 real well. We had a teacher named Wanda 
J. Sneel from St. John's. She came after Christmas to teach us. We did 
a lot of jogging at the beginning of each morning to warm ourselves. All 
the students got along well at school. I think it was because we were all 
related. We were really like one big family. During Gym period in winter 
we would play soccer out on the bay ice. In the fall and spring we 
played "Hopscotch" and "Tally High Over". There was never a dull 
moment! 

During winter I walked to school over the bay ice. It seemed like we had 
a lot of snow back in my early school years. We would often awaken to 
discover snow piled right up to the tops of the windows in our house. 
We would put on our snowshoes, my sister Louise and I, and begin our 
journey to school. There were times when we could barely make it on 
our snowshoes through the deep snow in the piercing cold mornings. 
There were no snowmobiles then and no groomer paths in those days 
to travel on.  

After a snowfall we would get up early in the morning so we could have 
lots of time to make it to school on time. I always loved school and I 
didn't want to miss any time. I would be very upset if I thought I was 
going to be late. A brisk walk, snow crunching beneath our feet and 
frosty temperatures that made our hands and feet tingle were quite 
often the case during winter. The beauty of a clear sunny day would 
make us forget all the bad days and struggles to get to school.  
 
 
Christmas was a very special and enjoyable occasion for everyone in 
the community. There would always be a special event at the school. 
Every man, woman and child in Pinsent's Arm would attend. First the 
school children would perform little acts, plays and sing. Next there 
would be fun and games for everyone. Once these events ended, the 



"Soup Supper" as it was referred to would begin. Every family would 
bring along a boiler of soup and any other goodies that they wished to. 
Everyone in the community would exchange gifts at this time! The gifts 
would be given out by Santa Claus who sat by the Christmas tree. The 
tree was decorated with paper decorations which the children made at 
school. Today Pinsent's Arm still hosts its traditional Christmas 
community gathering such as this one. 

In the fall we would have to walk home. The path was no highway. We 
had to climb up around cliffs so we would not get wet walking through 
the water in the path when it was dark. The walking trail was very 
dangerous and you had to be very careful if it was slippery because you 
might fall out over the cliff. The trail zig zagged back and forth around 
cliffs. Today the trails are not much better but no one lives "up in the 
bottom" now. Since Mom passed away some years ago we moved to 
another part of town. 

As I said earlier, school was something that I always liked. Once I had 
the highest grade offered at home, I moved away to continue on. I 
graduated from high school in 1976 at the Robert Leckie High School in 
Goose Bay, Labrador. I was the first High School Graduate from 
Pinsent's Arm. From 1976-1977 I attended the Happy Valley District 
Vocational School. I am a trained Clerk-Typing Accountant.  

Education became very important to me at a young age. I love to learn 
new things and enjoy volunteering my time to the different committees 
in my area. I also enjoy practicing my bookkeeping skills now and then 
when work becomes available. I believe that we must keep on top of the 
news and happenings around us. We need to keep educating ourselves 
and encourage others to do the same. I have tried my best to instill a 
desire for learning in my two children. There are so many possibilities 
and opportunities out there for our children and we have to encourage 
them to go for it!  
 
 
QUESTIONS  
  

1. Describe Daisy's classroom. Compare this with the school in your 
area today. 

    

2. How far did Daisy have to walk to school? 



    
3. In Daisy's school days what was the normal age to start school? 
    
4. How much education did Daisy obtain? Is education important to 

her? Explain. 
    
5. How many families live at Pinsent's Arm today? 
    
6. What is a traditional event that takes place at Pinsent's Arm each 

Christmas? 
 
 

Resettlement of Pitts Arm 
by Marilyn Morris 

My name is Earl Stone. I am 43 years old. I presently live at 
Charlottetown, Labrador.  

I was living at Pitts Arm, Labrador but was resettled by the government 
in the late 1960's (1968 or 1969). Before the resettlement my family and 
I fished at Henley Harbour, Labrador in the summer and moved inland 
to Pitts Arm for the cold winter months. 

Our little community of about 70 was broken up and moved all over the 
globe by the resettlement. My family moved to Forteau, Labrador. We 
stayed at Forteau for a year but couldn't find work so we went to Henley 
to fish again the next summer. In the fall the whole family packed up 
and moved to Corner Brook, Newfoundland. My father Victor Stone, my 
brother Calvin and I were lucky enough to find work. We worked until 
May and then went back to Henley Harbour on the first CN boat to fish. 
We moved back to Forteau again that winter. Mom and Dad are still 
there today.  

In 1972 I went to Square Island, Labrador to fish with John Campbell. I 
met Patsy Kippenhuck who I later married on November 02,1973. We 
settled in Charlottetown, Labrador which is only a few miles in the bay 
from Square Island. I have now been here for 23 years and hope to 
remain a lot longer. The cod moratorium has made me stop fishing cod 
but I am still fishing other species. I fish scallop, salmon and snow crab. 
My family and I move to our summer home at Styles Harbour for the 



fishing season and then back to Charlottetown for the remainder of the 
year.  

I sometimes sit and think about my youth at Pitts Arm and I get a funny 
feeling in the pit of my stomach when I remember my buddies that I 
may never see again. My friends and their families resettled in many 
different places. Some people moved to Corner Brook, St. Anthony and 
St. John's while others such as myself stayed on the Labrador.  
 
 
Sometimes I talk on the phone to some of them and we laugh and chat 
about the good times we had back home. I have many good memories 
from Pitts Arm, some of which are funny. I remember when I was about 
13, my best buddy Ian Stone and I liked to torment our teacher. One 
beautiful spring day we decided that we wanted to go partridge hunting 
so we came up with a plan to get us off from school early. It was my 
turn to light the fire. I filled the old wood stove to the top with green 
wood and pretended to be lighting the fire so the teacher wouldn't get 
suspicious. Ian came over and started to carry on with me and as 
planned I fell, hitting the stove pipe and knocking it off. The teacher got 
mad and closed the school for the day. We were happy our plan worked 
and were able to go hunting before dark.  

Another memory I have of Pitts Arm is when the first snowmobile came 
to our small community. The word came over the RT set, which was our 
only means of communication, that Ken Pye from Lodge Bay, Labrador 
would be coming to Pitts Arm on his snowmobile. An RT set or the "big 
set "as we called it, is similar to a CB radio today and people used it to 
relay messages along the coast. A large crowd lined up on the path and 
waited for Ken to arrive. "By and by we heard a noise, we thought it was 
a plane or helicopter. We didn't have a clue what kind of sound a 
snowmobile made but we figured it out when we saw the big double 
track coming in sight." This happened around 1965. It was a very 
exciting event and I don't think I will ever forget it.  

The resettlement was not a big thing to me when it happened because I 
was young and I liked change. Today as an adult I feel differently. A 
piece of my childhood has been destroyed and I can't get it back! It 
made me sad to say the least when I took my kids back home to show 
them the house where I lived as a child. The old house is getting 
shabby and is starting to rot away along with a piece of my past. I know 



now why the older people were so upset when they had to move and 
leave their homes, friends and a part of themselves behind to be lost in 
time. Before the government resettles people I believe they should do 
some research and see first hand the damage and devastation it has 
caused in the past.  
 
 
QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why do you think Earl is still fishing today? 
    
2. How does Earl feel about the resettlement? 
    

3. How do you feel about the government resettling people in 
general? 

   

 
 
 

Safe and Sound  
by Peggy Earle  

My name is Thomas Penney. I live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. I 
was born to George and Annie Penney at George's Cove, Labrador on 
August 02, 1925. I married Helen Hiscock of Port Hope Simpson. We 
have five daughters and four sons. 

From 1955 to 1956 my young family and I were living at Saddler's Arm, 
Labrador by Alexis River. I worked as a logger there. I remember one 
January when my wife was eight months pregnant and I had to bring 
her up to Port Hope Simpson (seven miles away) so she could be near 



a midwife. I went to check on the ice condition before we left. We had a 
lot of rain and I feared that the ice was unsafe to travel on. I went to the 
dog pen to harness my dogs. I opened the door and six of my nine dogs 
ran off. I couldn't catch them so I had to harness up the other three and 
use them only. Clayton Kippenhuck and I left Saddler's Arm and came 
up to Port Hope Simpson. We had to trim the shore and slowly pick our 
way across the bar of ice from Glooves to just below Seal Rock Cove. 
When we arrived at Port Hope Simpson I went to my in-laws, Bill and 
Holly Hiscock. To my surprise my other six dogs were in their yard. I 
had a lunch, harnessed up all my dogs and then returned home for my 
wife and kids. The ice conditions were bad so I borrowed a dory. 
Clayton and I sat in the back of the dory which stuck the front of the 
komatik up and we crossed safely. Going back we left the dory at a 
place called Human's Head because the ice was pretty good from there 
to home. 

The next morning we got up and prepared to go to Port Hope Simpson 
again. We had four small children, ages two to six which we had to take 
with us. It was not a nice morning. Rain was falling. To keep my family 
safe and dry I put a coach box on the komatik. I covered the bottom 
with a canvas tent. I put in a mattress and some bed clothes to keep 
them comfortable and warm. My wife and children got in the box and I 
added more bedclothes and put a canvas tent over them as well. Once 
everyone was ready we left for Port Hope Simpson. My brother Roy 
came along to help and to take the dogs back. Again we trimmed the 
shore. We picked up the dory and continued on by dog team as far as 
Black Head. We stopped there and had a boil up with roasted caplin, 
bread and tea to fill our stomachs. The ice was broken up and there 
was mostly open water from Black Head across to Seal Rock Cove 
which is about a mile. Roy and I launched the dory. My family got 
aboard then we put our things from the coach box in as well. Roy 
returned to Saddler's Arm with the dogs and I rowed the dory across the 
bay. The water was very calm, it took me about twenty minutes or more 
to cross. When we got to Port Hope Simpson I tied the boat on and put 
my family ashore and unloaded our things. By then my father-in-law, Bill 
Hiscock, and his brother Raymond were there to take us up to Bill's 
house. I was very relieved that we made it safe and sound to Port Hope 
Simpson. 
 
 
Later that day it got colder outside and I was glad because this would 



make the thin ice a little safer. The next day as I walked from Port Hope 
to return to work, I felt at peace knowing that my family was safe. 
Helen's parents would take good care of them and Helen was in good 
hands with the midwife by her side.  

Two weeks later I returned to Port Hope Simpson on dog team to see 
how my family was doing. We were very happy to see one another 
again. My wife gave birth that night on February 06,1956 to a beautiful 
baby girl. We named our precious little bundle Joyce.  

In those days there were no hospitals around. The women gave birth 
with only midwives to guide them along. After the baby was born the 
midwives wouldn't let the mother out of bed for eight or nine days. They 
took extra special care of the baby and made sure the mother was well 
rested.  

Heading back to work the next day was one very proud and happy dad. 
Two weeks later I returned to Port Hope Simpson and brought my 
family back to our home at Saddler's Arm by dog team.  
 
 
Questions  
  
1. Give some examples from the story that show Thomas's caring 

nature. 
    

2. Imagine you are Helen. Write a brief paragraph describing how 
she must have felt as she was in the coach box heading for Port 
Hope Simpson. 

   



 
 
 

Skin Boots  
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Jessie Clark. I am 64 years old. I was born at Partridge 
Bay, Labrador on March 21,1932. My parents were Lenord and Jemima 
Roberts. I married Stewart Clark of Bolster's Rock, Labrador in 1957. 
We had only one child, Sheila who was born on October 03,1951. We 
moved to Charlottetown, Labrador on the resettlement program and 
remained there. My husband died a few years ago and I now live alone 
in our little home.  

I sometimes recall my youth at Partridge Bay and wish I could get it 
back somehow. I would always help Mom around the house. I liked 
doing that. Mom also taught me to knit, sew and make things such as 
seal skin boots. I started making skin boots when I was about fourteen. 
Everyone wore them back then and it was only natural that I wanted to 
make them. 

Dad would bring home the seal skins and Mom and I would clean them. 
We would use a wooden board and a sharp homemade tool that we 
called an Ulu. We would put the skin on the board, scrape the fat off 
with the Ulu, turn it over and remove the hair. Sometimes we left the 
hair on and just removed the fat because some people preferred the 
black seal skin boots. We would wash the skins real well and put them 
on frames to dry outside. It usually took a week for the skins to dry. We 
would design our own patterns for the boots. Sometimes we made 
fancy boots with diamonds going down the leg but mostly they were 
plain. We would cut the pattern out and sew it together. The outside 



was sewn with a round topped needle while the inside was done with a 
square top. We used two different types of stitches. The inside was just 
straight sewing while the outside was puckered around the foot part. 
Once the boots were sewn inside and outside they were waterproof. 

I have made many pairs of seal skin boots over the years. I remember 
about thirty five years ago when my husband Stewart and I lived at 
Shoal Bay, Labrador I was kept very busy. Stewart would have to haul 
firewood nineteen miles by dog team each day. He would be running 
with the dogs and pushing the sled. He used to wear out a pair of skin 
boots a week. I loved making new boots for him and didn't mind the 
work at all.  
 
 
I think the old Labrador ways are being pushed aside by today's society 
which is a shame. I would love to see the young people learning the old 
traditions and making skin boots and old time dickies as we did. I 
wouldn't mind teaching them myself. Labradorians have always made 
our clothing from nature and I don't think we should let that tradition or 
any others die.  

Questions  
  
1. Do you agree or disagree with Jessie's statement in the last 

paragraph when she said, "...old Labrador ways are being pushed 
aside by today's society...". 

 

 
 
 



The Best Years of my Life  
by Betty Cadwell 

My name is Betty Cadwell. I live at Charlottetown, Labrador. The best 
years of my life was when our children were small. We would move out 
to Square Island on ice in April month. In earlier years we moved out by 
dog team, later years we used snowmobiles for travelling.  

Years ago when we moved outside to our fishing village we would take 
everything, even our beds and stove. What a mess! People didn't have 
much then so they had no other choice but take everything when they 
moved. 

The children would be very excited to move outside. They really 
enjoyed it out there. I also loved it out to our fishing village. There would 
never be a boring day. Everyone seemed to be much happier when the 
cod fishery was open. There was so much to look forward to then. We 
would be anxious to get our stage full of fish because this meant we 
had enough money now to get things for the winter. It makes me sad 
now to think about how so much has changed since our cod fishery 
closed in 1992.  

Back then we mostly lived on wild meats such as; birds, seals and 
rabbits. Also we ate cod, salmon, trout and other things from the land 
and sea. We picked berries of all sorts then to eat. We grew some 
vegetables in gardens as well. We didn't have so many store- bought 
meats and things back then. Nowadays, everything is getting scarce 
and our way of life is changing. 

Then we would get to go berry picking quite often during the summer. 
Everyone would get together and go off on the islands to look for 
berries. We would have boil-ups too. Sometimes we would camp out for 
a few days and nights. Everyone enjoyed this event. The children would 
take along their sail boats and toys to play on the beaches with. After all 
day playing happily in the great outdoors, they would be tired. We would 
put them to bed for a good nap and then we rested well ourselves, 
knowing where they all were. Those were the best years of my life!  
 
 

The Blizzard  



by Peggy Earle 

My name is Ronald William Notley. I live at Port Hope Simpson, 
Labrador. My parents were Rebecca and Alexander Notley. I am 
married to Gennie Butt. We have two children, a boy and a girl.  

On Friday, February 28,1992 there were about thirty of us Rangers who 
left from Port Hope Simpson to travel to Porcupine Bay on snowmobile. 
Rangers are a volunteer organization that the military can call on for 
help. The Rangers came from Mary's Harbour to Charlottetown, 
Labrador. Porcupine Bay is located some seven to nine miles from 
Black Tickle, Labrador. Our plan was to return home on Sunday. The 
going was good and we made it to Porcupine Bay in about three hours. 
It was snowing a little but nothing to interfere with our plans. 

On Saturday it continued to snow a little. My group of nine men stayed 
in a cabin about 12 'x 16'. On Sunday it began to snow and blow very 
hard. By four o'clock we were experiencing blizzard conditions so we 
decided to stay for another night. It continued to blow for two more 
days. What a blizzard! We were caught in our cabin. It was too bad to 
go to the other cabin about twenty five feet away. Everyone was fine 
and we did a lot of carrying on during that time. We had lots of wood to 
hold us over but the cabin next to us ran out of wood. They took the 
sheeting from the sides of the cabin walls and burned that. Some 
smokers ran out of tobacco and they found that bad. 

On Tuesday the blizzard calmed and we were very relieved. We went 
outside to check on our snowmobiles but they were nowhere to be 
seen. The snow had covered them completely. I would guess that three 
to four feet of snow had fallen during the storm. We used a stick to poke 
around in the snow to find our snowmobiles. We then dug them out and 
got them ready to be used the next day. 

On Wednesday morning we left for home but didn't get very far. It was 
still snowing and drifting so we had to return to the cabins again. At 
about one that afternoon we decided to give it another try. The weather 
conditions weren't too good still. It took us seven hours to get home. We 
usually did it in about three. On our way home we got our snowmobiles 
bogged down a lot in the deep snow. Sometimes we had to get off our 
snowmobiles to look for the markers which marked the trail. We had 
good going from Norman Bay to Port Hope Simpson because the trails 
were groomed.  



 
 
We were glad to be home. That was the only snowstorm I was ever 
caught in. We weren't in any great danger because we were safe inside 
the cabins. Our food and supplies had run low so it was good we didn't 
get stuck there any longer.  

Questions  
  
1. What are Rangers? 
    
2. Were Ronald and the other Rangers in any great danger from the 

blizzard? 
    
3. What was their trip back home after the blizzard like? 

 

 
 
 

The Life of a Trapper  
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Wallace Campbell. I was born on April 20, 1939 to Sarah 
Savella Campbell at the bottom of St. Michael's Bay, Labrador. When I 
was two we moved to Newtown. We used to move to Square Island, 
Labrador to fish in the summer. 

From a very young age I fished and trapped furs. I first went trapping 
with my Uncle John Campbell when I was fourteen. We left from 
Newtown and walked to Hawke River and trapped around the western 
ponds. The snow was deep and even with snow shoes walking was 



hard work. We walked about a hundred miles in and out. I had to carry 
my own food, axe, gun and traps on my back. Age was no excuse then. 
Everyone had to do his share and that was that. We took turns carrying 
the tent and stove as well. I found it hard at times but I did not give up. 
Uncle John had a dory left at Hawke River which we used to cross in. 
When we got to our destination we put up our tent which was made 
from flour bags sewn together. It was mighty cold. Our tent was so thin 
that we could watch the stars through it at night. If it rained then we 
would be soaking wet because the tent was not waterproof. We used 
tree boughs to lie on. We had a galvanised stove and pipes which were 
locally made. We didn't have much food with us. We would hunt mild 
meats and cook that to eat. We didn't carry much bread with us 
because it got stale quick and would also get crushed in our back pack. 
We took flour and baking powder with us to cook pancakes or "gandies" 
as we called it. Every second morning we would mix up the flour and 
baking powder. We would put it in a pan on the camp stove and brown 
each side evenly. It would taste real good. The flour used to come in ten 
pound tins then with a cover on it which was good to keep it safe from 
critters. We took salt pork to use for frying the wild meats in. This would 
put a good taste on it. We took a little boiler and an enamel plate with 
us to use for cooking in. There were lots of rabbits, mountain cats, 
porcupine, partridges and also some caribou and moose in the area. 

Looking upon our gear we were very pleased. We had seventeen 
mountain cats and other fur such as fox and mink. That spring we sold 
our furs to the Hudson Bay Company at Cartwright, Labrador. We were 
paid $2.50 for the large mountain cats and fifty cents for the small. They 
wouldn't buy our fox furs. We traded our fox furs for clothes at the 
Grenfell Mission in Cartwright. The clothes were second hand but was 
in good condition.  
 
 
Each trip in the country would last about two weeks. We would start 
trapping once the fishing season ended around the first or the tenth of 
October. We would trap until almost Christmas. After that we would 
prepare for the seal fishery. The seals would usually come around 
Christmas or New Years then. Today they are always around. This was 
not a very comfortable job, to say the least. It would be very cold, 
always between twenty to twenty five below zero and sometimes colder. 
We would haul the nets with our naked hands or wear a pair of woolen 
mitts which would freeze like a rock once they were wet. There were 



thousands of seals at Square Island back then. We would be about two 
weeks getting our amount which was about a hundred or so. We didn't 
use motor boats for fishing then. We had a wooden punt in which we 
would row to our nets. When it was slobby in late fall we would have to 
be extra careful not to get caught in the thick slob. Our last trip would be 
around dark. We would go up to the house, boil the kettle and have a 
lunch. Afterward we would take the seals ashore. Underneath them we 
would place some snow to ensure that the skins wouldn't burn or touch 
against one another. If they were not properly cared for they would be 
no good for making skin boots. We used the seals for many things back 
then. The meat was used as dog feed and also we would eat it 
sometimes. The skins were used to make boots, mitts and other 
clothing such as pants and parkas. The clothing was very warm and 
kept the wind out well. The skins were also used to make dog traces. 
There were no nylon traces to buy then. The traces were cut from the 
skins and were about an half of an inch in width. 

There were always companies of ducks around when we were out 
sealing but we would never take a gun in the boat with us. We were 
afraid that our guns would get knocked overboard or that we might have 
an accident. We would take a day oft for duck hunting and wouldn't tend 
any gear at all that day. Ducks and other birds such as turs and bull 
birds were plentiful then. Today these birds are very scarce. This fall I 
saw only one bull bird so far. I think they are over hunted. For years 
now there have been more people with better guns and faster boats out 
hunting. This means that they kill more birds than we once did. Oil 
pollution hasn't helped either. Many times oil spills or just oil wastes 
from machines and boats pollute the water and injure or kill our wildlife. 
Even back years ago we would sometimes see oily birds on the ice, half 
dead or dead. 

We didn't have any deep freezes nor the electricity to support them 
then. We would store our birds in ice and snow. They would keep for a 
long time. We would have birds all through the winter to eat. Birds were 
so easy to get then. You could go almost anywhere and get a meal. 
There were no stores in our area in those days. The handiest store was 
at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador which was thirty five miles from 
Newtown. We lived off the wild mostly. 
 
 
My best trapping memories are from later years after I was married and 



living at Pinsent's Arm. After Uncle John retired I kept on trapping. I 
buddied up with my brother Lindsay Cadwell and my cousin Harrison 
Campbell. On October 25,1969 we walked to the north west waters 
inside of Hawke River. We carried our things on our back. I had a 
canvas mail bag full of food and stuff. I had a hard time that first day. It 
seemed like the bag was taking charge of me. After the first day I got 
more used to it and didn't even notice it on my back. We walked all of 
the ponds. The ice was good and Hawke River was frozen as well. We 
started trapping once we got to the Laid of Ponds which is a series of 
five or six ponds. There were many beaver and rabbits but the mountain 
cats were very scarce. 

While we were in the country the weather got very mild. We had a great 
amount of rain and fog. We hung on there a while longer thinking that 
the colder weather would soon come and we would head for home 
then. We had to stay around camp because the ice was too bad for us 
to cross any of the ponds. We knew Hawke River was broken up by 
now and we did not have a boat to cross it in. 

To our disappointment it was getting milder all the time with no cold 
weather in sight. It was just like summer. There was no snow or ice 
remaining now. Weeks had passed. It was mid November but seemed 
more like July. The grass was out and millers, other flies and insects 
were flying about. Our food supply was getting low so we decided we 
had better try to get home somehow. We didn't have any rope or nails 
to use to nail or tie sticks together to make a raft to cross the ponds and 
Hawke River. I told the boys that I had once been to a cabin with Uncle 
John some twenty years ago and I thought I still knew where to find it. 
The cabin had been built by Lee Wolfe who had been travelling in his 
float plane in search of minerals around Hawke River. Sure enough we 
found the cabin with no problems. It was about three o'clock on a 
Sunday evening when we arrived here. In the fall there were not many 
hours of daylight after three o'clock 30 we knew we had no time to 
waste. We quickly chopped some nails out of the log cabin and went to 
search for some suitable sticks to use to build raft. By the cabin, near a 
river we found the perfect bunch of dry sticks that some porcupine had 
already removed the bark from. All we had to do was cut down the 
sticks and nail them together. We rushed about our work in hopes of 
getting across the river before dark and set up camp. After the raft was 
completed we tested it to make certain it could float us. It worked fine. 
The river was extremely high so we cut the poles for pushing extra long; 



some were between 12 and 15 feet long. We got in some alder beds 
while crossing the river which helped us to cut the tide and cross safely. 
On the way we looked at our beaver house which we had set up on the 
way in. We had only one trap in it but we got a beaver. We took it on the 
raft and continued across. Shortly after we made it to the other side 
where we set up our camp. 
 
 
Early the next morning we headed out on foot for the head of St. 
Michael's Bay where we had a boat waiting. We didn't have any other 
problems because there were no big ponds or brooks to cross from that 
point on. We arrived at Jessie's Lake which was about seven or eight 
miles from our destination. There we stopped to boil up. We ate the last 
of our food which was mostly crumbs left at the bottom of the bag. We 
continued after we ate and we made it to our boat that evening. It was 
late so we quickly launched our fourteen foot speed boat and left. We 
made it to Pinsent's Arm after dark that night. I have often thought since 
how lucky we were that I had found that cabin when I did. We probably 
would have starved to death in the country if I had been unable to find 
it. 

 

 
 

 
We were home a week when we decided to go back to our trapline 



once again. There was still no frost and we walked once more. This trip 
we were better equipped with more food and we had tied the raft on so 
we could use it to cross Hawke River. This time we didn't have as much 
tide when we crossed and the river was much lower. We spent two 
weeks tending our traps and beaver houses and then returned home 
again. We had some frost but not enough to do any good. Ice had made 
in Hawke River but the river had risen and burst open again. Coming 
back we used the raft once more. We had to break through some thin 
ice with our poles but we made it safely across. We didn't tie the raft on 
this time because we weren't making any more trips before we had 
more frost. We made it home shortly before Christmas. 

After we returned home we went seal fishing. This time we weren't 
getting them for dog feed or skin boots and clothing but we were selling 
their skins instead. We did very well. The skins were a good price; we 
received twenty dollars for the old seal skins and thirty dollars for the 
younger ones. We spent two weeks at this fishery and then the season 
ended. Once the season ended we spent some time securing our skins. 
We had to keep them until spring when Fisheries Products sent in a 
boat to collect them. Next we cut some firewood and hauled it out to our 
homes. 

We returned to our trapline sometime in February. We trapped beaver 
and porcupine and snared some partridges and rabbits. It was a very 
mild winter as I mentioned earlier. There was no snow left on the 
marshes. Hawke River was frozen up but the ice was too thin to ride our 
ski doo over it. We had to cut a path around every river and brook. We 
were a long lime getting to our trap line. The trails we cut were not a 
waste of time because we used them for many years afterward. 

Today I am still trapping with my cousin and friend Harrison Campbell. 
We still work the same area as before. We have a lot of good memories 
from our trapline that started back in 1968. My brother Lindsay Cadwell 
no longer traps with us. He moved to Charlottetown some years back 
and he now traps in a different area. 
 
 
I often look back to my first trips in the country with my Uncle John and 
think about the many changes that have taken place over the years. I 
once walked but now I go on my Ski doo which is much faster and 
easier. Our camps are now made of heavy canvas. Gone are the days 



of half freezing to death in the old flour sack camps. We no longer sleep 
on boughs but are toasty warm when snuggled down inside our 
sleeping bags which are said to be good up to forty below zero 
temperatures. We now have a log cabin on our trapline but we mostly 
use our camp because we are always moving around. We now take 
along a stereo and some tapes to listen to while we relax at the end of 
our day. 

Back in Uncle John's day we couldn't take much food with us because 
we walked. We now take a load of food with us since we use 
snowmobiles and can carry things in our coach box which we tow 
behind. Years ago we would always take caplin and some other fish 
with us but now we seldom have any because they are very scarce. 
There is still some fur to trap but it is a different kind than back when I 
first started. Mountain cats which once prowled the area are no more. 
There are no porcupine, very few rabbits, hardly any partridges, no 
caribou and very few moose to be seen. The number of wolves seem to 
have increased and I believe they are killing off the moose. We now 
trap martin, beaver, mink and otter. I still love it in the country. "A 
trapper's life is a great one. I haven't always had it easy over the years 
but looking back I have had a good life. There were no injuries or 
tragedies on my trapline. I have had good luck. My ski doo has 
sometimes had little break downs but nothing big. I love the Labrador 
life and the outdoors. My trapline is the best place in the world to me. I 
know every brook, hill and bunch of wood in the area. I am at home and 
at peace there. I have been going in the country for over forty years 
now and hope to for a long time to come." 

Questions  
  

1. How long has Wallace been trapping? 
    

2. How is trapping different today than it was when Wallace first 
started with his Uncle John? 

 
 

The Long Way Home  
by Peggy Earle 

My name is Thomas Penney. I live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. I 



was married to Helen. She died recently.  

When Helen was having our first baby in 1950 she had to go to the 
hospital at St. Anthony, Newfoundland. It was around the middle of 
November when the S.S. Kyle boat came to Port Hope Simpson so we 
boarded her. Travelling were Helen, her father Bill and myself. Helen 
was going to the hospital but Bill and I were going to Main Brook, 
Newfoundland. I had heard that there were jobs available for loggers 
and we were going to check it out. 

When we arrived at St. Anthony Helen went to the hospital and Bill and 
I looked for a ride to Main Brook. We were unable to find a ride for the 
first couple of days so we stayed at John Patey's boarding house. After 
a couple of days we were lucky and hitched a ride in boat with Bill 
Patey. He dropped us off at a camp near the work place. It was a 
meeting place where people looking for work gathered. We slept in a 
camp and the food was supplied as well. From there we jumped a ride 
to a pond. Next we boarded a boat to cross the pond. We then travelled 
by truck to the logging camp. There we met with the manager and 
asked for work. Luckily we were hired and started work the next day. 
Bill and I were paid $4.80 for each cord of logs that we cut with the old 
buck saw. We also received an extra eighty cents a day for lodging or 
board as we called it. 

I had been a little weary about going to Newfoundland to look for work. 
It was a strange place to me and I figured I wouldn't know anyone there. 
As luck would have it I was wrong. The captain on the boat that took us 
up the pond was a man named Jim Humby. I had met him before. He 
used to work at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador one time. I felt more 
comfortable now that everyone was not a stranger to me.  
 
 
After I had been working for a couple of weeks I received a telegram 
saying that my wife had given birth to a baby girl on December fifth. I 
worked for two more weeks. I was getting eager to see my family and 
Christmas was drawing near so I decided to go be with my family. I had 
heard that Garland Penney was hiring loggers at home and was paying 
$4.80 a cord as well. I would try for work with him. I left on the old 
Ranger boat and headed to St. Anthony where my family was at that 
time. When the boat arrived at my destination I was about to get off 
when I ran into someone I knew. She asked where I was going and I 



replied that I was off to see my wife and new baby at the hospital. She 
told me that my wife and baby were no longer at the hospital but were 
on the boat and were going back home to Labrador. There was a crowd 
buzzing about and somehow I had missed my wife when she had 
boarded the boat I was on. If I had been expecting her I would have 
been looking for her and probably wouldn't have missed her. I knew the 
boat wasn't going to Port Hope Simpson so I didn't think she would be 
on the boat. I found my wife and new baby at last. Needless to say I 
was very happy to see them. 

I had forgotten my long coat at the boarding house when I had been at 
St. Anthony earlier so I went back for it. The boat blew to announce it 
was soon leaving as I left but I ran and made it there and back again 
just in time. If I had been a few seconds longer I would have missed the 
boat.  

 

Getting aboard again I inquired about how far North the boat was going. 
I was told she was only going as far as Red Bay, Labrador. I got off at 
Red Bay. Helen and our baby went to the hospital at Forteau. It was 
another two weeks before we got any further toward home. We left on a 
boat called The Clarenville. Our destination was Mary's Harbour but we 
had to get off at Cape Charles because the harbour was frozen over at 
Mary's Harbour and the boat couldn't get there. At Cape Charles we 
were transported from the boat by someone in a motorboat. They gave 
us a ride from Cape Charles to Lodge Bay, Labrador by dog team. It 
was old Christmas day now. I had spent my Christmas in a boarding 
house at Red Bay and Helen and our baby had been at the hospital in 
Forteau. 
 
 
When we arrived at Lodge Bay it was a snowy day so we spent the 



night. The next day it was clear so we went to Mary's Harbour. I went to 
a boarding house and my wife and baby once again went to the 
hospital. We sent a message over the radio to our families at Port Hope 
Simpson to let them know we were at Mary's Harbour and needed a 
ride home. My mother-in-law heard the message but had some difficulty 
getting someone to come fetch us. The men were all busy working in 
the woods and then a big snowstorm came. It was another two weeks 
before anyone came for us due to these situations. While we were at 
Mary's Harbour the nurse there named our daughter, Marie.  

It was a Saturday night when my Uncle Tom Penney and Helen's Uncle 
Raymond Hiscock came for us by dog team. They each had a dog team 
and another man Bobby Williams was accompanying Uncle Tom. We 
were told that it was hard going. A crowd of men had walked as far as 
Sandy Creek Pond to beat the path for the dogs. 

At seven the next morning with my wife and baby safely inside a coach 
box and covered in blankets we left for home. At noon we arrived at 
Twelve O'Clock Head. There we stopped and boiled up. By five that 
evening we were at Bartlett's Path. I'm telling you we had a rough time 
getting there. They hadn't been joking when they said it was hard going. 
It was suggested that we stay there all night but after being away from 
home so long and now getting so close I wanted to go on. We stopped 
to have a boil up and got on the way again. We made it home about 
nine that night. You could say that us men had walked over half the 
way. Only one man could be on the komatik at a time and he had to get 
off when problems such as getting bogged in the snow or the dogs 
getting tired occurred. We would sometimes have to pull the dogs up 
and get them walking again when they got in the real deep snow. We 
were all very tired and were glad when we finally made it home where 
we could rest. 

A couple of days later I went to Garland Penney to ask if I could get a 
job as logger with him. He said he had all the men he could handle. My 
wife spoke up and said, "You knows you can handle one more man." 
Right there and then he said, "Yes boy, I got a job for you."  
 
 
It had taken us a little over a month to get home from St. Anthony. We 
were fourteen hours coming from Mary's Harbour to Port Hope Simpson 
by dog team. Nowadays travel is much faster and easier. You can travel 



to or from St. Anthony in an hour by airplane all year long. In the 
summer you can go to St. Anthony by passenger boat as well. It takes 
about two days of travel. You can travel from Mary's Harbour to Port 
Hope Simpson in about fifteen minutes by airplane or eight to ten hours 
by boat and during winter we can also travel there by snowmobile in 
about an hour or so. Time has certainly changed travel for us.  
 
 

The Misunderstood Letter  
by Ardena Cadwell 

Earl Stone of Charlottetown, Labrador was fishing in Henley Harbour 
about 25 years ago when he saw first hand the importance of being 
able to read well.  

It was in the early 1970's. The mail arrived by CN boat every two or 
three weeks. People who were away from family and friends would be 
waiting anxiously for the boat to arrive with news from home because 
there were no telephones in town.  

A Newfoundlander was fishing with the Stones and was very excited 
when he received a letter from his mom one day. He eagerly opened 
his letter and began to read. Soon tears were flowing down his cheeks. 
Earl, who was watching, asked what was wrong. The shareman replied 
that his uncle had broken his two legs and had to be shot to death. Earl 
knew this story didn't seem right so he asked to read the letter for 
himself.  

After reading the letter Earl explained to the tearful shareman how he 
had misunderstood the letter. It was the uncle's horse who had broken 
his legs and had to be killed, not the uncle. The shareman was very 
happy to know that his uncle was alive and well.  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. What might have happened if Earl hadn't been able to read well 

and explain the letter to the shareman? 
    

2. What do you think was Earl's purpose in telling this story? 
 
 



THE NAMELESS HORSE 
by Peggy Earle 

My name is Roy Martin Penney. I was born to George and Annie 
(Fequet) Penney on August 22, 1922 at George's Cove, Labrador. I 
married Hazel Parr on November 05,1947. We have seven daughters 
and six sons. Hazel and I now live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador.  

During the early 1950's I worked as a partner with John Penney, Tom 
Penney and George Parr. In the summer we fished at Ship Harbour, 
Labrador. We also had a sawmill operation about twenty miles up Alexis 
River at Saddler's Arm. We would only work at the sawmill during the 
winter. 

One summer we did very well with the fish so brother John and I 
decided to order two horses and a winter's supply of feed for them. We 
sent a letter to Saunder's and Howell's at Carbonear, Newfoundland. 
We asked that they would supply us with two good working horses, six 
tons of hay and fifty sacks of oats. The reply came saying that they had 
only good horses, no bad ones. The total cost for our order would be 
$800.00. The charges were: $350.00 for the horses and harnesses and 
$450.00 for the oats and hay. There was a slight problem with the 
shipping. The order would have to be unloaded at Ship Harbour and not 
Port Hope Simpson as we had requested. The S.S. Kyle boat did not 
have Port Hope Simpson as a port of call on her schedule.  

We called our member who at that time was Mr. Rowe to explain our 
situation and ask that he help us. The reply came that he was sorry but 
the boat had its schedule and it could not be changed. We were not 
ready to give up there. Next we called our premier, Mr. Smallwood, to 
ask for his help. His reply was that Mr. Rowe was right, sorry we cannot 
help you. 

Later that Fall the S.S. Kyle came into Ship Harbour and we unloaded 
our oats and hay. We went to Fishing Ships Harbour to take off our 
horse; only one came. It was blowing too hard to go to Saddler's Arm so 
we stayed at Fishing Ships Harbour for the night. The next day we 
returned to Saddler's Arm with the horse, oats and hay on board our 
thirty foot trap skiff. Upon arrival we unloaded the boat and put our 
cargo in the barn. I was very proud of my big greyish working horse. I 
did not tie her on. I left the barn door open so she would be free to roam 



and get used to her new home. Shortly after, John and I left again for 
Ship Harbour. We had to dry and sell the remainder of our fish. Looking 
back as we left, I saw my horse coming out of the barn and I realized 
she didn't have a name yet. 
 
 
A couple of days later I returned to check on my horse. She was 
nowhere to be found. Her food had not been touched. I saw her hoof 
prints in the moss and other places where she had been. I searched for 
her but didn't see her anywhere. I had to go back to Ship Harbour so I 
left some more food for her and than sailed off. I felt troubled. I 
wondered where my horse had gone and if she was safe. 

Soon after we all returned to Saddler's Arm for the winter. Hurriedly I 
went to the barn in hopes that my horse was there. Again there was no 
sign of the horse and the food wasn't eaten. For days I combed the 
area, desperately looking for my horse. At the back of my mind I was 
always hoping she would return home. Sometime after a light snowfall, 
our dogs came home looking very full and with some dried blood on 
their fur. Wondering what they had eaten, we followed their tracks. 
About two and a half miles inland near a brook I came upon my horse. 
Its head and some other remains were over a windfall. That is what we 
call a tree that has fallen across a brook. The horse must have been 
living on feed from the area. We checked her over and knew she had 
been dead for sometime. Maybe the dogs had frightened her and she 
had ran scared and had the accident or she may have just tripped and 
fell. No one knows for certain what happened. Needless to say I was 
very disappointed about losing my new horse. 

The other horse, Barney, came later that fall. We made do with the one 
horse that year. We used the horse to help us pull the logs from the 
woods to our sawmill. We would saw lumber from the logs and sell it. 
We usually sold our lumber locally but if we had the chance we would 
sell to Newfoundlanders as well. Our total lumber sawed each year was 
between 140,000 to 160,000 feet.  
 
 
Questions  
  

1. It was very difficult to have freight brought into Labrador back in 
those times. Do you think this matter has improved since then? 



Briefly explain why or why not. 
 

 
 
 

Trapping Still  
by Marilyn Morris 

My name is Bill Morris. I was born at Shoal Bay, Labrador in 1951. We 
lived at Shoal Bay in the winter and would shift out to Seal Island, 
Labrador by dog team for the summer. Dad was a fisherman so we 
would move on the outside to be close to the fishing grounds. 

We used to go to school for three months in the summer at Seal Island 
but there was no school in the winter. When I was five I was sent to the 
Lockwood Boarding School at Cartwright, Labrador. There were about 
65 or 70 of us kids boarding there. I often cried because I didn't like it. 
We were among strangers and were treated badly on times. We had to 
stay there. We couldn't leave. We had to eat whatever was on our 
plates or we would be sent to bed hungry. If we were saucy then we got 
a strapping and were sent to bed. Every weekend the older kids would 
have to mop and wax the floors. When I turned sixteen Nurse 
Greenfield said I could stay at home since I had no interest in school. I 
was real happy to be at home because I could fish and trap furs with my 
father. In the winter we would do a lot of walking since there were no 
snowmobiles back then. We hunted rabbits, porcupine, partridges and 
beaver. We trapped foxes, otters, minks, mountain cats and muskrats.  

When we left Cartwright we moved to Partridge Bay, Labrador. The 
resettlement program came in the 1960's and the government resettled 
our little community. Some people went to Cartwright, others moved to 



Charlottetown, Labrador. The older people didn't like the move. Two 
families stayed at Frenchman's Island which had an RT set for 
communication purposes. Our family and Frank Robert's family both 
stayed that first year. That's where I learned how to trap furs from my 
father. When I caught furs Dad would teach me to clean them myself. 
Dad would say, "You're a trapper now and you have to learn to clean 
things yourself because I won't always be around." Dad would always 
tell me once you learn then you never forget. 

When you skin a fox here is what you do:  

-cut him down his hind legs to his tail  
- pull his tail out and pull the skin back over his carcass to 
his front legs  

 
 

- cut his front legs to his elbows  
- pull the fur down over the butts of his ears  
- cut the ears oft and skin them out  
- pull the fur inside out over a board and nail it in place to 
dry.  

* Don't let the skin dry to the board because you have to 
turn the skin back out. 

A beaver is skinned like a seal: 

-split it up through the belly part  
-cut around the hind paws and skin him off  
-spread on oval shaped board  
-close up the leg holes by nailing the hind ones and tying 
the front ones 

Otter is the hardest fur to skin. You can't pull the fur oft like a fox. You 
have to cut it all the way.  

Fur prices are good some years and poor some others. We used to sell 
to the Hudson Bay Company at Cartwright years ago. Today the 
company is no longer at Cartwright and we have to send our furs out to 
an auction. Usually we send them to North American Fur Auctions at 



Toronto, Ontario. 

I remember one time I caught an old red fox with the fur gone from his 
legs. He must have been in a snare and escaped. I skinned him off and 
found that he had a snare around his neck which cut his head off. I cut 
around the snare and sewed his head back on. I sold him down at the 
Hudson Bay Company in Cartwright. I got $ 65.00 for him which was 
more than I had expected. 

I married Marilyn McGurk in April of 1974. We lived at Cartwright for 
several years and then moved to Charlottetown, Labrador. Today I am 
still living at Charlottetown and I still trap. I have a buddy who is also a 
trapper. His name is Donald W. Campbell or "Duck" as most people call 
him. Duck and I set out traps and snares together when the fur season 
is open. Nowadays we travel by snowmobile instead of walking or by 
dog team as we did years ago. 
 
 
There is not much to do for a livelihood since the moratorium was put 
on our cod. We usually trap close by but sometimes we spend a few 
nights in a camp during the winter while we set out our gear. In the 
nights with just the candle lit we have some good laughs as we tell one 
another stories. The times have certainly changed and it is harder to 
make a living today. Jobs are hard to come by and you need more 
education all the time just to keep up. I have never been on Social 
Assistance but it doesn't look good sometimes. Trapping helps me earn 
some extra money and I love doing it!  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. Why do you think Bill's family did not resettle to Charlottetown or 

Cartwright when the other families first did? 
    

2. Why did Bill's father make him clean his own furs? 
    
3. How is trapping different for Bill today as compared to his earlier 

trapping years?  
    



 
 
 

Turpentine to the Rescue  
by Peggy Earle 

Gordon Penney of Port Hope Simpson, Labrador can recall when they 
didn't have any medical clinic as they do today. Gordon says, "Most 
times we had to be our own nurses or doctors." The old people used to 
rub turpentine on cuts to stop the bleeding. Turpentine comes from fir 
trees. It's very sticky. Gordon would always get turpentine in the spring 
before he went to Murray's Harbour to fish. He would put it in a bottle 
and store it away just in case someone would cut themselves. He 
always hoped he would never have to use it. 

Gordon saw first hand how turpentine works fast to stop bleeding. He 
once had a shareman named Roy Bursey fishing with him. Roy's job in 
the stage was to cut throat the fish. Roy had just sharpened his knife. 
He needed to put the file that he used away so he stuck the knife in the 
splitting table. His hand slipped on the knife and he cut his little finger 
badly. It began to bleed a lot. Gordon's mom, Mary, took some 
turpentine and put it directly on the cut. She then put a piece of clean 
material over it and placed a layer of turpentine on that as well. It wasn't 
long before the bleeding stopped. Mary made a stall for his finger also. 
A stall is two sticks placed on each side of the finger with material 
wrapped around it. A string is tied to the stall and extended to the wrist 
where it is then fastened. Mary did this so that Roy wouldn't buckle his 
finger and make it bleed again. Roy didn't stop fishing because of the 



injury. He was very tough. He used one hand to put the fish in the dead 
box for a while but it didn't slow him down much. He was back to using 
both hands in a few days. The cut healed perfectly with no infection or 
other problems. The old home remedy seemed to do the job well.  

QUESTIONS  
  

1. Do you think that home remedies really work? Why? Why Not? 
 
 

What Christmas Means To Me  
by Marilyn Morris 

I was born on August 15,1937. I am Susie Roberts of Charlottetown, 
Labrador. In my opinion, Christmas isn't like it was when I was a child. 
Kids today get so much but still they are not happy.  

When I was a child we didn't get much for Christmas but we were 
always so excited Christmas morning. We would mostly get a 
homemade doll, woolen mitts or socks that were made from home spun 
wool and maybe a few peppermint knobs or some homemade molasses 
candy. We would be overjoyed if the molasses candy was in a fancy 
braid.  

I remember one Christmas when I was about nine years old because I 
was given a special gift. My sister Clara gave me a doll that would drink 
and wet in her diaper. I thought I had my fortune. I was the happiest 
little girl in the world. I used to play with that doll from daylight to dark. 

Another Christmas that stands out in my mind is when I was about six 
years old. Mom had this big red apple put away for my stocking but it 
never made it to my stocking. I was looking around and found the apple 
at the foot of Mom's bed. It was all wrapped up and looked so good that 
I had to take a little bite. When Christmas Eve rolled around Mom got 
the apple to put in my stocking and saw that it had a piece bitten out of 
it Mom thought a mouse had bitten the apple but I told her that I had 
done it. We would never lie to our mother.  

As children we were never bored as the kids today are always claiming 
to be. We would always find something fun to do. Our favourite thing to 
do was go sliding or randyin' as we would call it. We used little wooden 



komatiks usually but sometimes when we wanted to get a faster ride we 
would use seal skins.  

Today kids have too much to do and they can't decide what to pick. 
They have the television to watch, too many expensive toys to play with 
and too many machines to ride on. They have become lazy from all the 
pampering. They never have to walk anywhere and therefore sliding is 
too much hard work for them to enjoy it.  
 
 
 
  
1. Do you agree "The more you get the more you want"? Why? Why 

not? 
    
2. Describe the difference between Susie's childhood and children's 

childhood today. 
 

 
 
 

When I was a boy  
by Wallace Clarke 

My name is Wallace Clarke. I was born on January 06, 1956 at 
Newtown, Labrador. My parents are Daisy (Campbell) and Cyril Clarke. 
I am originally from Pinsent's Arm, Labrador but I now live at 
Charlottetown, Labrador during the winter. I move back to Pinsent's Arm 
again during the summer months.  

Things have certainly changed a lot since I was a boy. I would like to 



share a few of my memories from back then with you.  

CUTTING WOOD 

There were no snowmobiles back then. Everyone used dog teams as a 
means of transportation for work and play. I remember Dad would 
harness up his husky dogs to a komatik. He would take his axe and 
saw, get on the komatik and go look for some wood to cut. He would 
always go up to a side of a bay where the wood was most plentiful. He 
would cut his firewood and haul it out to a point where the water was 
deep enough for him to get close to the shore to collect the wood in 
motor boat later.  

Once the ice melted he would get some men to give him a hand to load 
the motor boat with the firewood. The wood would be taken to our 
summer home. It was later burned in our old fashioned wood range to 
keep us warm and for a good heat so Mom could cook things. We didn't 
have any electricity back then.  

MOVING 

Once the ice melted we used to pack all our things and prepare to move 
to our summer home to go fishing. Back then no one had very much 
belongings. When we moved we took all the beds, blankets, table, 
chairs, and even the stove from our winter home. Mom would also take 
her dishes and her "pots and pans" as we used to call frying pans, 
roasters and other cooking gear then. 

Once we moved and were all settled in, there was much work to be 
done. Dad would mend his nets and traps while he was waiting for the 
cod and salmon fishery to open. The salmon fishery used to open on 
the fifth of June and close again on the fifteenth of August. Once the 
salmon fishery ended Dad would set out his cod trap The next day he 
would haul the trap. The cod would be brought in to the stage where it 
was cut, gutted, headed, split and salted in a pile. Around the last of 
September the salted fish was taken from the piles and washed. A 
scrubbing brush was used by nailing a long stick to it for a handle. The 
cod was placed back-up in a tub of water and the pickle was removed 
with the scrubbing brush and water. 
 
 
The scrubbed cod was put in a large pile in the stage. When the 



weather was good the fish was spread outside to dry on flakes. The 
flakes looked like a large bridge made of round sticks. The fish was 
spread face up so that the sun could dry the water off the fish. After a 
few days of drying the fish was taken and stored in a shed until it could 
be sold. A boat would come to collect the dried fish. We used to call 
these boats Merchant's Boats or Fish Boats. Once the cod was shipped 
on the boat you would go to the merchant or buyer and he would pay 
you for the fish. The old people used to call this "getting straightened 
up."  

Today we have electricity. Snowmobiles have taken the place of the 
dog teams. We have more things about us and moving isn't such a 
hassle. The cod fishery is now closed so we can no longer fish that 
species. The government has given people the option of selling back 
their salmon license and many have. Things are changing everyday. 
Nothing is as it was!  

QUESTIONS  
  
1. How have things changed over the years, according to Wallace's 

story? 
 
 

Where I Long To Be  
by Peggy Earle 

My name is Gordon George Penney. I was born to Thomas and Mary 
Penney at George's Cove, Labrador on June 19,1929. I married Shirley 
Poole of Fox Harbour, Labrador. We have a family of six daughters and 
four sons. We live at Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. 

My family and I fished at Murray's Harbour, Labrador which is located 
some thirty miles south of Port Hope Simpson, Labrador. In the late 
1980's on the eighth of May we decided to move out to our little fishing 
village. We telephoned Williams Harbour which is near Murray's 
Harbour to ask about the ice conditions. We were told that the rough ice 
was in the harbours but it was not packed in tight and we might be able 
to steam through it in speed boat. With the help of my sons, Glen and 
Gordie, we loaded our thirty foot motorboat (trap skiff) with salmon nets, 
gillnets, other fishing gear and a large supply of food. We would leave 
this boat behind and come back for her when the ice conditions were 



better. The next morning we left in our speed boat to attempt to get to 
Murray's Harbour. It was a beautiful sunny morning with light winds 
blowing so we left early. I felt younger somehow because I was going 
on the outside where I loved to be. About a half of an hour later we 
arrived at Sandy Hook. We could see the ice was packed tighter now 
and we knew we wouldn't be able to get our boat through it. Glen asked 
me what we were going to do. I told him to land me ashore as close to 
Murray's Harbour as he could get and I would walk the rest of the way 
there. My wife said if I was walking then she was going with me. We 
moved slowly through the ice to Mosquito Point and Shirley and I got 
ashore. I took my backpack containing some supplies and we began 
our walk to Murray's Harbour. 

Glen and Gordie went back to Port Hope Simpson to wait for the ice to 
move off so they could bring out our motorboat and supplies. I figured 
this would take days. Shirley and I walked for a little over four hours 
before we made it to Murray's Harbour. About half a mile from home I 
saw two square rocks with broken corners and knew they would be 
perfect to tie onto my gillnets. I couldn't resist taking them with me. They 
weighed about eight or nine pounds each but I just had to have them so 
I didn't mind carrying the extra weight.  
 
 
Shirley and I arrived home around 4:00 p.m. or so. I was so glad to be 
at my fishing place again. We had a lunch and then I decided to go 
down to my twine shed and take a look. My wife was busy cleaning the 
house. I pulled out a salmon net and started to mend it. I felt so happy 
and content. There was nothing to worry about. We had plenty of food 
in the house and I could see lots of work for me to do. It didn't matter 
that we would be all alone for a while. 

As I was busy at my net, I glanced out the window. To my surprise, I 
saw a speed boat with two men aboard, trying to make its way in the 
harbour through the ice. I left and walked down to the wharf. I could 
plainly see the men now. They were Glen and Gordie. They later told 
me the ice had slackened a little with a change in the wind as the water 
rose. They had returned to Port Hope Simpson, taken the motorboat 
and towed the speed boat behind as far as Sandy Hook. They left the 
motor boat there and came across in speed boat to check on us. They 
would go back for the motor boat once the ice moved off a little. Around 
7:30 or 8:00 p.m. the boys went back for the motor boat. They could 



only steam slowly through the ice. We were relieved when they safely 
returned around 9:30 p.m. with the motorboat. We unloaded the fishing 
gear and food that night. 

I slept well that night, not just because I was tired but because I was 
happy and content to be at my fishing home once more.  

Questions  
  
1. Why do you think Gordon is so happy to be at Murray's Harbour? 
    
2. Why was Gordon so surprised to see a boat coming in the 

harbour? 
    

3. Gordon's family seems to be very close. Give some examples 
from the story that portrays this. 

 
 

Where There's Smoke, There's Fire  
by Ardena Cadwell 

My name is Dave Thuroit. I was born at St. Theresa's, Newfoundland on 
July 05, 1915. I didn't get any schooling but I learned a lot from living. I 
worked as a lumber jack. 

I came to Port Hope Simpson, Labrador on August 24, 1956. Two 
friends of mine, Bernard Best and Phillip Hopkins and I came down in a 
small decked over boat. We saw it advertised that Bowaters wanted 
some experienced lumber jacks to work at Port Hope Simpson. I fit that 
description so I decided to give it a try. I was lucky and got a job with 
them right away. I worked cutting pulpwood about eight miles back in 
the woods from Port Hope Simpson. I was paid $1.50 an hour. The first 
thing we did was build some buildings on the site. We built a cookhouse 
60' x 20' , a bunkhouse 50' x 20' and another building for the skipper to 
live in. Our skipper or foreman was Howard Sneer. 

We shifted out to Port Hope Simpson on November 20, 1956. We 
repaired some old buildings and made a sawmill. I was still working with 
the same company. I stayed at Port Hope Simpson that winter.  



That spring I went to fish as a shareman with Samuel Kippenhuck at 
George's Cove, Labrador. In October the fishing season ended and I 
moved back to Port Hope Simpson again. 

The following spring I went fishing with Alex Penney at Sandy Hook, 
Labrador. Sometime around the last of July or the first of August a 
forest fire started at Port Hope Simpson. The fishermen figured if they 
left their gear and went to fight the fire they would lose their only source 
of income and so it would be better if they continued fishing and let their 
homes burn. They could always build a new house but it had taken 
them a lifetime to get where they were in the fishery.  

A fire chief and his men came to Port Hope Simpson from 
Newfoundland somewhere. They brought in a lot of fire equipment to 
fight the fire. They set up the equipment by the landwash at Mile Cove. 
Though I don't know why they didn't stay long.  
 
 
Garland Penney's boys, Ted, Lemuel, Ron and Bill left their fishing 
villages and went to Port Hope Simpson because their father wouldn't 
leave. The fire was ragging by now. The people were evacuated from 
the area. The boys found the fire equipment but there were no 
operators in sight. Ted operated an RT set. There were no telephones 
at that time. Every evening at four o'clock he would go on the air and 
everyone who had a radio would listen to his report. He asked for 
volunteers to come help fight the fire and save the settlement. When we 
heard the request for help we had twenty quintals of fish on the stage 
head. We quickly put it under salt and went in to help. A crowd of 
fishermen had heard the cry for help and were gathered at Port Hope 
Simpson. 

When we arrived the Penney boys were digging a trench with a tractor 
around the settlement. They had five pump engines going and were 
watering the back of the settlement. Everyone pitched in and kept 
hosing down the settlement all night. 

We shifted all the fire equipment down closer to the fire. We placed the 
water pumps in a pond. We soaked the place with water and waited for 
the fire to get to us. When it reached us it slowed down and we were 
able to douse it. We had everything under control by four o'clock that 
evening. The fire was not as close to the settlement now, but was two 



miles back. 

That day the fire chief of St. Anthony sent a message to the Penney 
boys to ask if they could come to fight the fire. A community meeting 
was called. It was decided that this was a good plan because it was the 
fishing season and everyone had gear in the water to tend to. They 
came in soon after and put the fire out but it wasn't easy to do. 

Two years later another fire started at Port Hope Simpson. It was a big 
fire. The people were evacuated to St. Anthony, Newfoundland. A boat 
came for the people. The fire was said to be three miles from the 
settlement. Gus Penney and I drove seventeen miles in the woods by 
truck and we could see that the fire was about two miles inside of that. 
On our way back about one mile from the settlement we met up with the 
fire chief, a Mountie and our J.P., Aldred Penney. They were looking for 
us. I asked what kind of crime I had done. The Mountie said we were to 
go on the boat with the others. 
 
 
When we arrived at the boat, I was not happy. There were youngsters 
on board crying with hunger pains. They had eaten about nine that 
morning. It was now three in the evening and they had not been fed. I 
went back on the wharf and found the fire chief and Mountie. I was very 
angry. I told them if they had cattle on board they would have to take 
better care of it than they were of those poor children. I demanded that 
the children be given something to eat. It was not long before they 
came on board and saw that the children were fed. The boat later 
brought the people to St. Anthony and put them up in hotels.  

Over the years I have experience many things and have learned a lot. I 
am getting wiser by living. I am still living at Port Hope Simpson. Once I 
got a taste of the Labrador I never wanted to leave. I love it here!  

Questions  
  
1. What do you think the line "I am getting wiser by livingg" means? 
    

2. Why was Dave so angry when he arrived at the boat? 
    

3. Why did Dave come to the Labrador? Why did he stay? 



  

 
 
 

Working for Wages  
by Mildred Clarke 

My name is Cyril Clarke. I am seventy years old. I was born at Caplin 
Bay, Labrador on November 26, 1926. My wife's name is Daisy. We 
have eight children, six girls and two boys.  

The first time I worked for pay I was only fourteen. I landed a job at a 
herring plant in Rocky Bay, Labrador. I had tried for work at the plant 
when I was twelve but the manager Mr. Johnson had said I was too 
young. When I became fourteen I decided to try again because a new 
manager took over the plant. I got a job this time, packing herring meal 
in one hundred pound bags and sewing them up. The local fishermen 
from American Harbour, Seal Island, Comfort Bight and Bolster's Rock 
would ship herring to the plant. We would work sixteen and eighteen 
hours a day, usually seven days a week. There were sixteen of us 
working at the plant. I would get paid one dollar a day when I first 
started. When the herring was packed and ready to ship, a boat would 
come from Newfoundland to pick it up. Sometimes the herring was 
shipped on the S.S. Kyle boat. I worked at the plant for three years. I 
liked my job very much. The plant was eventually closed. I believe bad 
management combined with the lack of herring were the reasons for the 
closure.  

After leaving the plant I went to fish with my uncle at Bolster's Rock. We 
would fish salmon and jig for cod. We didn't have much fishing gear and 
there wasn't much fish that year so we did poorly.  



The next two summers I fished with a man named Jim Stevens. Each 
fall after the fishing season was over my family moved to Caplin Bay for 
the winter. During winter I would trap for furs, hunt and get firewood for 
that year. There weren't any snowmobiles then so I would use a dog 
team and snowshoes for transportation.  

In 1945 I moved to Square Island to fish with John Campbell. I settled 
there. We fished at Square Island and moved to Newtown in the fall. I 
married John's sister Daisy. John and myself fished salmon and cod. 
Most of our fish was dried on flakes. We would salt the fish first and 
when it was cured we would wash it and spread it out in the sun to dry. 
Each evening it was picked up and taken indoors in case it rained. We 
would pull the cod trap twice a day. Sometimes we would be in the 
stage putting the fish away and cleaning until daylight the next morning. 
We would take a short break, eat breakfast and go off to the trap again.  
 
 
Some years after I went fishing on my own. I fished salmon and cod. I 
moved my family from Newtown to Pinsent's Arm to put the kids in 
school. While I was my own skipper I shared a cod trap with my brother-
in-law. We would pull the trap together and share the catch. I fished 
without a shareman and would sometimes work for twenty four hours at 
a time. My children were too small to help but my wife would help 
whenever she could. I would get three dollars for 112 pounds of dried 
cod. Later the merchants offered five dollars for 112 pounds of salt bulk 
cod so everyone started to salt their fish.  

In the summer of 1982 a fish plant was opened here in Pinsent's Arm 
and we were able to sell our cod fresh. The cod was plentiful and big for 
a few years after the plant opened. The cod got smaller and fewer as 
time went on until there wasn't enough to make a living and the 
government put a moratorium on the Northern Cod. We could fish cod 
no longer.  

I believe the cod became so scarce because the big offshore trawlers 
tore the bottom up and ruined the spawning grounds. Also they were 
catching large amounts of cod in a short time and this didn't give the 
fish a chance to spawn and increase. 

Since the closure I have spent a lot of time doing odd jobs around the 
house and I have built a couple of boats as well. I still like to go in the 



woods to cut firewood. I hunt now and then. The closure really affected 
most people's lives negatively but for me it wasn't too bad because I 
was 66 at that time. I don't think the cod fishery will ever return as 
before. People have to find other things to work at in order to make a 
living now.  

Questions  
  
1. How old was Cyril when he first worked with pay? 
    
2. What does Cyril believe happened to the cod? Agree? Disagree? 
    
3. Why wasn't Cyril affected by the closure of the cod fishery? 
 
 

Yesterday's Gone but not Forgotten  
by Caroline Morris/Joy Green 

My name is Madeline Kippenhuck. I was born at Bolster's Rock, 
Labrador on March 31, 1934. I moved to Port Hope Simpson in 1944. 
Dad died and Mom moved there to be with her people. I received only a 
grade four education. I married Samuel Kippenhuck some 45 years 
ago. We had eleven children. Samuel is now gone on to be with the 
Lord. I still live at Port Hope Simpson.  

First when we moved to Port Hope Simpson I lived with my Aunt Maud. 
Mom didn't have a house of her own so the family wasn't able to stay 
together. We were all spread out, staying with different relatives. After 
we were there a while Mom got a house of her own and we all moved in 
with her. It was on a hill and was called a company house. 

Our house wasn't anything great but it was home and as we say there's 
no place like home. We didn't have much home comfort back then. 
There was no electricity, no insulation in the house and we didn't have 
much of anything else. On cold nights we would all bundle into the one 
room and huddle together to try and keep warm. We didn't have much 
bed clothes or fire wood so we had to do what we could to warm 
ourselves. We would fill the bed and the others would sleep on the floor. 
We were all youngsters. I was thirteen and the oldest child. Mom 
worked like a dog then to keep us alive. We didn't get much help from 



the government. Social Assistance then wasn't like it is today. More 
than one night we had to stay on the hill with no lamp lit. The only light 
we had was from the stove. We just didn't have the money to buy oil for 
our lamp. I remember Mom trying to sew our clothes with just the light 
from the stove. During the summer everyone would move to the 
different little fishing villages. Our family would be broken up, staying 
with our relatives in the different summer homes. In the fall everyone 
would move back to Port Hope Simpson for the winter. It would be 
some good when we were together as a family again.  

I remember having to go to St. Anthony hospital one winter. It was first 
when the mission plane was flying passengers in and out of Port Hope 
Simpson. The plane couldn't get in all the time because there were no 
airstrips then. She would pitch down on the water or ice, depending on 
the time of year. In the winter if there was too much snow or the ice was 
unsafe then she couldn't land.  
 
 
It was in February and I was sick with appendicitis. I had severe pain. 
The mission plane was unable to get in. Uncle George Parr and three 
other dog teams took me to Mary's Harbour which was the nearest 
hospital then. I was in the coach box. It was very slow going. It took us 
many hours to get there. It seemed like forever to me.  

Once we arrived at the hospital in Mary's Harbour, the nurse examined 
me and said I had to go to St. Anthony hospital. The weather conditions 
or something were not good so the mission plane couldn't get into 
Mary's Harbour. There was nothing they could do for me. I couldn't get 
my appendix removed at Mary's Harbour. I just had to suffer the pain 
and hope to soon get out to the hospital. Around the last of February 
the plane finally was able to get in and take me to the St. Anthony. 
Grandmother Parr was in the hospital at the same time with a broken 
leg.  

I had my appendix removed but was unable to get back home. 
Grandmother and I were stuck over there all that spring. We had to wait 
until the boats started running. Once my surgery was healed I was able 
to leave the hospital but I didn't know anyone over there and I had no 
money to stay in a boarding house. They put me to work as a nurse's 
aide at the hospital. I would tend on the patients on the wards. I didn't 
receive much pay but it was a help. They also let me sleep in the old 



annex which is now a second hand store owned by the Salvation Army. 
A couple of girls would stay in a room. Mrs. Compton was the cook and 
her husband used to look after the place. She used to also cook for the 
men who worked at the power house there.  

One day while I was working as nurse's aide a lady was about to give 
birth. A nurse asked if I would like to go in and watch. I had never seen 
a baby being born before so I said yes. Once I went in and saw how 
much pain and suffering the lady was in, I was sorry I had. I was only 
young and this was scary for me. When the baby started to come into 
the world I got weak and everything went dark. I had to leave the room. 
I will never forget that experience.  

On June 26th, Grandmother and I boarded a freight boat and left for 
home. We got as far as Battle Harbour, Labrador the first day. There 
was freight to be unloaded so we had to stay the night. I enjoyed the 
stopover very much. The next day we went to William's Harbour. Again 
we had to spend the night because there was freight to be unloaded. 
Grandmother and I knew a lady there known as Aunt Live Russell so 
we had a night with her. The following day we arrived at Sandy Hook. I 
stayed there for the summer. Mom was there, staying at Uncle Bob's at 
that time. That fall we moved back to Port Hope Simpson again.  
 
 
Today things are very different than they were then. We now have a 
clinic and an airstrip at Port Hope Simpson. If you get sick and need to 
see a doctor you can get on a plane and be at St. Anthony hospital in a 
couple of hours or so. For minor illnesses you can be treated at our 
local clinic by a nurse. Our homes are much warmer and we have all 
the comforts of modernization. We have electricity and plenty of food. 
Mom is no longer alive but before she died she got to enjoy the 
comforts of life for a few years. 

Questions  
  
1. What kind of medical services were at Port Hope Simpson when 

Madeline first moved there? 
    
2. Why did Madeline's family move to Port Hope Simpson? How old 

was Madeline when they moved? 
    



3. Madeline describes the lack of home comfort she experienced 
back then. Compare this to today's modernization. 

 
 
 

DIS 
'N 

DAT 

 
 
 
 

POEMS 

 
 
 

The Typical Labradorian  
Ardena Cadwell 

Da typical Labradorian das me. 
I'm awful proud ah wad I is so knock off an' leave me be.  

I gotta language like no udder. 
I s'pose I gets dat from me fodder an' mudder. 

Da youngsters oft'n times pokes fun win we talk. 
We says dodge along and they say going for a walk.  

We says how is ya? and they say how are you.  
We says a scatter bit and they say a few.  

We says down narth and they say up north. 
We says knock off runnin' back an' fart. 
They say stop running back and forth.  

They say it is a beautiful day for a picnic outside and 
we says tis sum day fer a skoff on da rocks.  



We shuff on our vamps and they put on their socks.  

We says me work tis in slings while they say they are getting behind 
with their work today.  
We says me an' the misses is goin' cruisin' and they say my wife and I 
are vacationing away.  

We eats lots ah grub such is swile. 
They wouldn't think of eating food that isn't bought at the store or deep 
fried in oil.  

Grandpa an' Grandma calls it shockin' wat dat young feller done to dat 
poor maid my dear. If Grandpa wouldn't all crippled up I tell ya he'd 
straighten dat feller up in ah tear. When Grandpa was young he tore up 
more stuff din a bear.  
 
 
We knocked bout an' played games on da bawn win i wus a kid. 
Now if day can't play video games or look at the tv set de goes rite off 
der head.  

We'd go randyin' down da snow banks. 
Now kids go sliding on GT's with breaks. 
My I calls dat hard stuff fer a kid. 
One des days de'll all be dead.  

Gracious me one time we tot we had er fartchin if mom made us ah rag 
doll. 
Da kids dees days tis ner bit grateful dee wants it all.  

Da wirl she's gone arse up nowadays. 
My one time ya scarce hear tell ah da stuff the young ones bees up to 
er says.  

One time da b'ys wore out der wicker in da fishin' boat. 
Day wus too beat out da go gaily vantin' bout drinkin' licker an' actin' a 
billy goat.  

Makes me blood boil when I hears tell ah da b'ys makin' works and da 
young maids  
gettin' wile.  



Oft'n times I sits on me daybed an' tinks 'bout da good ol' days gone wit 
da win. 
I knows tis no good da sulk 'cause de can't cum agin. 
If me wish could cum true. 
I'd wish dim back fer you.  
 
 

Changing Times  
Lewis Cadwell 

I left my home in Labrador in 1995 
to spend some time in Corner Brook and make things come alive.  

My future was uncertain, the fishery had closed down. 
The jobs were very scarce in my little home town. 
I fished for many years along the rugged shore. 
Now that's all just history for I can fish no more.  

The beauty of the north land is plain for all to see 
Now there's just a memory of a life spent on the sea.  

Sometimes I sit and wonder where it all will end. 
Will this coast be fished again by our women and men?  

I walked around our fishing village as I often did before. 
This time it was different, for the boats were all pulled on shore. 
This lifeless little community that was once filled with joy was now so 
cold and lonely I could not help but cry. 

As I sat by my window and looked across the bay. 
My heart seemed to beat more slowly as I brushed the tears away.  

I was thinking of a little place located by the sea. 
Some people call it Square Island but it is home to me!  
 
 

The Tides Have Turned  
Lewis Cadwell  

We think about our fishery and what it used to be. 



Now it's just a memory, there's no fish left in the sea.  

The draggers they were out there, they fished all day and night. 
Now they have the fish all caught, there's not one dragger left in sight.  

There's no future in the cod fishery but it once used to be, 
The pride and joy of every fisher of the sea.  

Now the cod have been all caught and we're going back to school. 
Some people think we're crazy but we ain't nobody's fool.  

 

Yesterday's Fishery  
Lewis Cadwell 

I sailed out through the harbour and headed across the bay 
I saw the sun arising from a distance far away.  

It was starting to get daylight, I began to look around 
To see if there were any boats out on the fishing ground.  

I thought I saw a boat but she looked so very small 
When I got a little closer I saw it was Frank Martin on his trawl 
I said "Good mornin' Frank, is deer any fish da day?" 
He told me that the fish was scarce so we headed on our way.  

We went up to the twins to check our salmon nets 
The salmon they were scarce so we had a chat to Wince 
As we talked I glanced out oft the shore 
I could see the little fishing boats out there by the score.  
 
 

My Little Log Cabin  
by B.W. Powell 

There is a place by the mountain 
Where the grass never grows 

The flowers never bloom. 
And few trappers ever knew. 

It's the spot where I built 



My little cabin one day 
And it brings back old memories 

That won't go away. 

I remember the day 
I arrived at that spot 

The sun it was shining 
And the day it was hot. 

I paused for a moment 
Then looked around 

and a little spring of water 
was coming from the ground. 

The trees they grew tall 
And reached for the sky 
There was nothing in life 
That gave me more joy. 

I worked like a beaver 
The trees I cut down 

And my cabin was completed 
As the sun it went down. 

My cabin was small, just five foot ten 
From the top of my toes to the crown of my head. 

I couldn't stand up, I had to sit down 
Threw my clothes through the door before putting it on. 

That night in my cabin I huddled by the stove 
As I thought about my little family back in Campbell's Cove 

I thought about the war that was raging world wide 
And of all the soldiers that bravely had died. 

I thought about all the trappers 
Who roamed this vast land 

The only way to earn a living 
And live off the land.  

 
 

The Curse of Resettlement  
by Stanley Stone 

The curse of resettlement caused me to roam 
From the land of my birth, the place I call home 



No more being contented, no more feeling free 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

With it's tall lofty mountains, with their snow covered crest 
Where wild life abound, where the bald eagles nest 
Where the brisk westerly winds blow down on the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

With it's wide rolling plains, it's lakes and it's streams 
I ever so often see in my dreams 
It's deep bushy valleys away down below 
Where the spruce grouse takes shelter in the woods and the snow 
Where the porcupine feed on the bark of the tree 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

With its vast resources I often behold 
Water power, iron ore, timber and gold 
With its inlets , fiords and its rough terrain 
Such a beautiful scenery is not often seen 
Where the great ocean swell rolls unto the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

The long winter nights and the snow drift so high 
The full moon shines so bright in the star studded sky 
The northern lights appear and dance in their glee 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

The great sheltered bays, its islands and lakes  
Where salmon and sea trout are there to take 
Where great schools of cod swim by the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

Centuries ago our forefather came 
From England and Whales to seek freedom and fame 
And lived on the coast from Pinware to Nain 
They took fur from the land and they fished from the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 
 
 
For those who helped pressure and the lies that they told 
Helped uproot us all, the sick and the old 



The hardship it caused, a blind man could see 
May they ask God's forgiveness, His pardon may be 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

I long for the time to go back again 
To the land of my birth, some say God gave to Cane 
For me it is Paradise away in the north 
Where the strong and the brave, and the pure in heart 
wrestle a living from the land and the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me 

With its tall lofty mountains, with their snow covered crest 
Where wildlife abound, where the ptarmigan nest 
Where the brisk westerly wind blows down to the sea 
Old Labrador, home sweet home to me  
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TRADITIONAL HOME REMEDIES 

MYRRH PLASTERS 
Remove the gum like substance from the trunk of a spruce tree and heat in a 
pan until melted. Next strain it through thin cloth. This can be rubbed on a piece 
of material and applied to sprains, aching muscles and minor cuts. 

BREAD POULTICES 
Mix stale white bread with hot water and a dash of sugar and make a poultice. 
Place the warm poultice on a piece of material or cloth bandage and apply to a 
cut or sore to draw infection out. 

VITAMIN C 
Boil spruce buds to drink as a form of vitamin C. 

IRON SUPPLEMENT 
Pick rind from a Juniper tree, boil and drink as a source of iron to help you to 
fight off colds in the spring of the year. 



TOOTHACHE HELP 
Boil spruce limbs in water and drink to help clear up any infection of the gums. 

FEVER GONE 
Pick the Twin Flower which is two little bushes that grow side by side close to the 
ground and boil in water. Drink this liquid to get rid of a fever.  

GAS-X 
Boil some ground juniper and a small amount of water. Place in baby's bottle 
with his/her milk or alone and feed baby to help get rid of gas. 

This is also good to drink to clean the blood or fight off the common cold or chest 
infections. 

FIR BLADDERS 
Take the bladders that are on the trunk of a fir tree and apply to cuts. There is 
cleansing in this substance and it helps the cut to heal faster. 

WATER PUPS 
For fishermen who get sores commonly called "water pups" you can mix 
moistened stale white bread with a little sunlight soap. Apply this to the sore area 
and leave on overnight.  
 
 
APPETITE LOSS 
Cut branches from a dogberry tree and boil. Add a little sugar and drink to regain 
your appetite. 

SORES 
Mix sugar and sunlight soap together until a sab is formed. Apply this to the sore 
or boil as an ointment. 

COLIC BABIES 
Boil up Indian Tea Leaves and give baby to drink in bottle with or without milk. 

CONSTIPATION IN INFANTS 
Carve out a small pointed piece of sunlight bar soap and dip in warm water. 
Place in rectum to cure constipation. 

MIGRAINE HEADACHES 
Dip brown paper in vinegar and place on forehead. When the paper dries out 
remove from your head and reapply vinegar again. 

HACKING COUGH 
Mix two drops of kerosene oil with one teaspoon of molasses and drink to help 
stop stubborn coughs. 



Mix two drops of Friars Balsam with one teaspoon of sugar and drink as a cough 
syrup. 

SORE THROAT 
Mix one small drop of Minards Liniment with two drops of molasses and drink for 
sore throat relief. 

SEVERE CUTS 
Dip the cut into dry white flour to stop the bleeding. 

SCALDS AND BURNS 
Soak Indian Tea Leaves in warm water until they swell or enlarge and remove 
from water. Place on the scald or burnt area. 

INFECTED CUTS 
Place Indian Tea Leaves on the infected area to draw out the infection. Be sure 
the fuzzy side of the leaves are directly touching the infected area.  

BOILS 
Mix some white bread and molasses together until a paste is made. Place the 
paste on a piece of material and place directly on the boil. Fasten in place with 
tape or string.  
 
 
MINOR CUTS 
Place turpentine on a cut to help stop the bleeding of a minor cut. Another thing 
that works to stop bleeding is place a cobweb on the cut. 

GUM BOILS 
Boil ground juniper and gurgle the liquid in your mouth. Also try laying a raisin 
directly on the boil to remove it. 

FISH DOCTOR 
The old people would remove parasites from a cod and break apart and place 
the fluid that came from the inside on cuts and wounds to help heal it. They 
called this parasite the "Fish Doctor". 

DIARRHEA 
Boil whole milk until a scum or film is formed over the top. Cool and drink to get 
rid of diarrhea. 

SORE BOTTOMS 
To help heal a babies sore bum sprinkle a small amount of corn starch over the 
sore area and leave on until next changing. Keep reapplying until bum is 
completely better. 



WARTS 
Rub a penny over the wart, close your eyes and throw the penny away. 
Whatever you do don't peek! 

EYE STYE 
Rub a wedding band on the stye nine times to make it disappear.  
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HELPFUL HINTS 

INK STAINS 
Remove ink stains by spraying hairspray directly on stain. Wait a few minutes, 
wash as usual. If this does not work then soak the stain in milk overnight then 
wash as always. 

DANDRUFF 
Comb baby powder through hair. Leave in for five minutes then shampoo hair. 
Beer is also good for removing dandruff. 

BEER STAINS 
Rinse stain with cool water first, then sponge stain with vinegar. 

BLOOD STAINS 
Getting the stain off A.S.A.P. is the key. Soak in cool water. Never use warm or 
hot water since this will only set the stain more. If stain remains after soaking 
then pour 3 percent hydrogen peroxide over the stained area. Test first; peroxide 
removes colour. 

KETCHUP/ TOMATO SAUCE STAINS 
Dab off excess and soak garment in cold water for thirty minutes. Rub liquid 
laundry detergent or white bar soap into remaining stain while still wet. Then 
wash in warm water and detergent. 

CHEWING GUM 
Rub area with ice cube until gum hardens, or place garment in a plastic bag and 
put in the freezer for several hours until the gum has frozen. Scrape off frozen 



gum with a blunt knife. 

PET-URINE STAINS 
Soak stained area in warm, soapy water. If stain remains, sponge with solution of 
equal parts water and vinegar. This will also help get rid off remaining odour. 

PLAY PUTTY 
Remove putty by rubbing liquid detergent into the spot from underneath side of 
fabric; scrub well. If stain remains, try sponging diluted peroxide onto the area. 
 
 
RING-AROUND-THE-COLLAR 
Rub ring with hair shampoo. Let set for thirty minutes, then wash as usual. Use 
hottest water safe for fabric. 

CRAYON STAINS 
Rub all crayon stains with waterless hand cleaner. Wash garment in cold water 
and cold water detergent. Once wash cycle ends, stop the machine and let 
garment soak overnight. In the morning wash garment as usual. 

GREASE OFF HANDS 
Rub some dish liquid and sugar into hands. Rinse hands under tap. 

CLEAN SPARK PLUGS 
Oven cleaner is good for cleaning spark plugs. Try it!!  
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