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  PART ONE: OUT OF THE GREEN


  — 1 —


  They’d bounced along the rutted track for more than an hour. The back axle creaked, complained and held.


  Keith had never been more thankful for the University’s efficiency in maintaining its trucks. They had been lucky at the pound; this pickup was newer than most, a big GM beast. It roared like a bull-moose, guzzled gas like a thirsty elephant yet cruised at a hundred and twenty like a cheetah in its prime.


  Five hours into the trip and he hadn’t felt tired or stressed. It was like traveling in a comfortable armchair and was by far the most pleasant driving experience Keith had ever had, or at least it had been right up until they’d driven onto the rutted track.


  They hadn’t met any other traffic since turning off the blacktop at Buchans, which was probably for the good as there was nowhere on this stretch where they could easily turn around. The track was only as wide as their truck, a deep ditch ran along the passenger side and thick birch scrub filled the view outside Keith’s own driver’s side window. Keith took it as slow as he could although some of the ruts and holes were likely to see them brought to a standstill if he tried to take them too carefully.


  The Professor looked completely unconcerned about the terrain. The older man in the passenger seat kept up a stream of talk for the benefit of the three students in the back, giving them details about their destination and its history and what they hoped to find. Keith had to keep his eyes ahead; the track was narrowing even more. Damp branches clutched at his wing mirror and slapped on the roof as they went under the canopy.


  “How much farther, Professor?” he asked. “It’s too tight here. If it gets any narrower some those branches are going to tangle up in the wheel arches. I know this truck’s a beast but there are limits.”


  “Not long now.” The professor had a map out on his knees and measured the distance between thumb and forefinger. “Two, maybe three kilometers, no more than that.”


  “I’m not sure we’ll get there,” Keith said but the Professor had already returned to talking to the students in the back.


  “This is your heritage, lads. You’re all from local Irish families, aren’t you? I know Keith is German from way back and I’m from Scottish stock myself. So, this trip is for you.”


  It was the smallest and normally quietest of the three, Gerry who spoke up first. Keith had been surprised when Gerry volunteered for the long weekend trip; he was normally the reserved one in their class of twelve and last to put himself forward. Yet here he was piping up again. Some students worked better in smaller, more intimate groups. Gerry was possibly one of them. If so this trip was going to prove it, one way or the other.


  “Yeah, my family came over in the famine years, about eighteen fifty,” Gerry said. “Dan here tells me I’m an interloper as his family has been here since God knows how long before that.”


  Dan spoke up next. In contrast to Gerry, Dan was the brash one. He was popular and he knew it, self-confident, maybe a touch too much so for Keith’s liking, for it sometimes came with a bragging swagger that looked too much like bullying.


  “My great to the sixth or seventh great granddad came over as a whaler and stayed, sometime in the late seventeen hundreds, according to my ma.” He playfully punched Bill on the shoulder. “Beats this one’s family by twenty years at a guess. Yeah, we’re all Irish in the back here, to be sure, boyo.”


  Bill said nothing. Keith wasn’t surprised. He was usually the foil for Dan’s jokes, loyal sidekick in the main but only speaking up when Dan wasn’t around to dominate the conversation.


  “The men who worked the mine we’re looking for were all Irish too,” the professor began again and went into the louder yet softer toned voice he used while lecturing. “Or so we’ve been led to believe by the report Keith and I found.”


  Keith had heard this bit several times before. It was why he’d agreed to the trip. They’d uncovered the possibility of an old mining camp of Irish prospectors from the eighteen seventies, a mystery to solve and the chance to get out of town for a bit and away from his troubles. It was almost too good to be true.


  The Professor hadn’t said anything about driving through terrain like this though. The track was only marginally wide enough to accommodate the truck now and more branches tugged and whipped at it. The paint job was going to be scratched and scuffed all along the driver’s side. Although they hadn’t had to put down any kind of deposit on the vehicle, there had been dire warnings of consequences if it didn’t come back in the same state in which they took it out.


  But that’s the Professor’s call, not mine.


  Keith concentrated on the narrow space ahead, feeling like too big a bit of thread trying to get through the hole of a needle that was getting increasingly smaller. Now the foliage crept closer on both sides of them as the ditch had gone, to be replaced with more of the tight canopy.


  Branches tugged at the wheel rims. He was ready to call it as a dead end and didn’t relish having to reverse all the way backward when the foliage ahead abruptly thinned out and the view opened up again. The track widened as it came out of the tunnel and approached a large dark pond to Keith’s right.


  The Professor clapped Keith on the shoulder.


  “See, I told you we were close. This must be the place.”


  They looked over a flat stretch of land rising up to a high rocky outcrop some two hundred meters away on the far side of the pond from them. The track ahead, little more than a slightly flatter bit of land now, ran around the edge of the water toward the outcrop.


  “Where’s the camp?” one of the lads in the back said. Keith had been wondering the same thing.


  There was no sign anyone had been here but themselves for many years. The ground was covered all around in thick myrtle and juniper shrubs interspersed with straggly pines and lanky over-stretched specimens of birch and mountain ash. It was slightly flatter along the line of the track but it wasn’t going to be too many years before there would be no sign a track had even existed. There were no recent tracks, large or small, no footprints or hoof marks; there weren’t even any of the piles of moose shit that were usually omnipresent in the wild spots on the island.


  “Are you sure we’re in the right place, Professor?” Keith said. “It looks like a dead end to me.”


  The Professor laughed.


  “If the report we found was accurate it’s been well over a century since the mining operation, lads. It’s here somewhere, trust me.” He turned to speak directly to Keith. “Follow the track around the pond here. Miners do the mining in rock, remember? The camp will be somewhere over by the outcrop or close to it. You mark my words.”


  Keith drove on, taking it even more carefully now. The ground was soggier here; it hadn’t exactly been dry on the way along the track and despite it being summer there had been deep puddles in some of the ruts. Here at the edge of the pond the puddles had gotten organized and soaked all the surrounding area. It was more of a bog than a track in places. The truck wallowed, even threatened to sink at one point but Keith kept his momentum up and plowed on. He saw in the rear-view that he had left a double line of brown tracks in his wake, filling with dank water as he passed.


  Black flies rose in lazy swarms around them, disturbed by the truck’s intrusion into their domain; there was no other sign of life. Keith had brought along his rod, line and gear in the hope he might get some fishing done. The pond itself looked even less inviting than the ground; it was too dark, somehow so stagnant even the black flies ignored its surface. A light shimmer of oily vapor hung over the water above a surface that was only slightly rippled despite a stiff breeze coming from the north. If he didn’t know better he’d have thought he was looking at a pool of old motor oil rather than water.


  All in all, this wasn’t quite the inviting wilderness to which he’d been hoping to escape.


  Matters improved, although only a little, as the track veered to the left, leading away from the edge of the pond and toward the rocky outcrop to the west. The rock, a large, almost semi-spherical plug that looked like it had been dropped into the landscape from a great height, loomed high over them. Despite the fact it was only early afternoon the sun had already passed over the top, leaving a deep shade across the land between it and the pond.


  At first it didn’t seem like an inviting spot in which to stop and make camp but the ground was slightly raised above the water line here and drier because of it. Keith drove up a short incline onto a flat and almost level patch of gravel and grit before bringing the truck to a halt.


  “As good a place as any?” he asked and the Professor smiled and nodded.


  “This will do nicely.” He turned to address the three in the back. “Get the tents up lads, Keith and I will scout out the area and fetch some firewood.”


  Keith switched off the engine, got out the pickup and stretched his back and legs. He took in a deep breath and let the quiet fill him up. Even the small slope up from the pond, five feet above water level at most, gave some protection from the black flies and the air was cold and bracing in his lungs. He felt the chill on his hands and at his ankles too but ignored it for now, taking in the view.


  The pond, a long thin one, stretched away to the north, narrowing as it approached the horizon. It was completely encircled by vegetation, overhanging trees and thick shrubs. There was no sign of any jetties, housing or even a clear spot. Keith would have expected to see at least one beaver lodge on such a pond anywhere else on the island but there was only the thickly covered shoreline in all directions. Behind him, to the south and east of the rock face, was the flat piece of land they’d driven across and, beyond that, thick shrubs and twisted, stunted trees. If there had been a mining camp here, he couldn’t see any sign of it now.


  But he wasn’t going to let it bother him at the moment. He had to get the drive out of his system. Usually after a long time behind the wheel, the tension would take a while to wash away but the truck had been an easy ride for the most part and he was a country boy at heart. Being out in the wilds, even in such a lifeless spot as this, always lifted his spirits.


  The three students were already busy unpacking the gear from the back of the truck. Normally Keith would have volunteered to help with the tents but the Professor was already walking away, not toward anywhere they might get firewood but straight for the overhanging rocky outcrop some twenty meters west of where they’d parked.


  The Professor, Frank Duffett, was Keith’s boss, friend and the top man in the field of the industrial archaeology of Newfoundland. Admittedly it was rather a small field, the Professor having been the only man in it until he persuaded the University they needed a small faculty some ten years ago.


  Keith had only gotten into it in the first place after failing his first year of Engineering Studies due to a surfeit of partying and booze. Once the first semester began, the Professor’s infectious enthusiasm won him over and Keith discovered a calling. In following the Professor in his studies, he got to spend a lot of time poking around in quiet corners of the province, the paperwork wasn’t too onerous and the winter research, of necessity spent in the lab and library, was even interesting. When they’d found a letter stuck away in the Buchans’ mining archive referring to an abandoned mine farther south that had never been documented, Keith had been only too keen to help arrange the trip. Besides the thrill of something new, he also hoped there might eventually be enough in it to allow him to write up a paper with the Professor on the subject.


  It didn’t surprise Keith in the least to see the Professor eager to get to work straight away; he felt the same.


  “Hey, Keith. Which way up does this big tent go?” Gerry shouted from the rear of the truck.


  “You’re a big boy now. Figure it out.”


  He hurried away from the gravel parking area, leaving the grumbling students behind and followed quickly after the Professor, who was already grubbing around in the undergrowth between the truck and the rock face.


  “See here,” the Professor said as Keith arrived at his side. He pointed down to something at his feet but at first Keith only saw a stunted Juniper shrub before the Professor moved a branch aside with his foot. A heavily rusted piece of metal, two feet long, sat half-embedded in the ground, a fragment of an old rail or cart line.


  “We’re on the right track,” the Professor said and laughed loudly at his own joke before going on. “Even if that’s all we find, it’s evidence there was something here worthy of further investigation. That’s all we can ask for on this first trip up here.”


  It didn’t take them more than five minutes to find more evidence that they’d arrived in the right place. On the way down the slope to look for firewood, they quickly came upon rotted timbers, basic foundations, and a shallow hole mostly filled with old dried up pieces of all too human feces marking what had obviously been a rudimentary outhouse.


  More rusted tracks led from there back up the slope toward the rock face and in the other direction down the rest of the slope toward the thicker shrubs. There, behind a matted and twisted wall of ash and birch saplings, they caught a glimpse of what looked to be the remains of several rough sheds. Keith wanted to get in among those tumbled ruins and rummage right away but the Professor held him back.


  “Much as I’d love to get my hands dirty now, we need to document everything on our way through this site. You never know what we’d miss if we barreled in willy-nilly. Come on. We said we’d collect firewood so we’d better get to it. Don’t pick up any old timber if it looks like it might have been part of a building.”


  They reluctantly backed away from the denser shrubbery toward more open ground and hunted for dry wood for the fire. There were plenty of branches on the ground but most were too damp to be of use and they would have to cover a wide area before they gathered enough for a decent fire.


  They split up to cover more ground so Keith was alone when he came across the copse of healthier growth, a rough circle of mountain ash that was lush and green and already, even this early in the year, showing a good crop of bright red berries. He didn’t find any dry kindling though, and he was about to turn away when a movement in the crook of the ash’s branches caught his eye. He turned toward it.


  It must have been a trick of the light.


  There was nothing alive there; but somebody alive had been in the area and not long ago by the look of it. A small figure made of twigs and leaves, no more than a foot tall, sat, legs dangling in the crook of the branches; the twigs and leaves it was made of were still fresh. The wood looked sappy, the leaves bright green starting to go yellow at the edges. As the ash’s canopy moved in the breeze overhead so too did the dancing shadows and it looked like the twig doll was swinging its legs, waving its hands and smiling, with tiny green eyes staring straight into Keith’s soul.


  Keith turned away. He didn’t trust the green-eyed smile. It reminded him too much of Joanna. He’d left her back in the city and she was probably still rightfully mad at him. The thought washed away all the good feelings he’d been building since he’d gotten out of the truck and reminded him again of the other reason why he’d agreed to come out here into the wilds with the Professor


  I came here to avoid thinking about that.


  He hefted the kindling in his arms tighter against his chest so he wouldn’t drop any of it and made his way back to the truck, hoping the students had remembered to bring the beer.


  — 2 —


  Gerry Paterson looked up from the makeshift round of stones he’d laid to encircle the fire as Keith, carrying a huge pile of sticks, walked toward the small camp they’d set up. The pickup and their three tents made a rough square around a central patch of flat grit and gravel with Gerry’s fireplace just off center.


  Gerry had ended up figuring out how to put up the tents; Bill and Doug were worse than useless, arguing until Doug decided he was bored and sloped off for a beer. Gerry got on fine once he figured out how the fiberglass poles fit together and it only took ten minutes to get the big tent up. The other two were easy, especially with Bill’s help.


  Once the tents were up, Bill made straight to the pickup to join Doug and now they were already cracking their second bottles. They were only here for the course credits; Doug in particular had already made that abundantly clear but Gerry’s interest had been piqued by the Professor’s spiel on the way here. The idea that one of his distant relatives might have been on this spot looking for anything that would raise him up in the world meant beer was the furthest thing from Gerry’s thoughts right then.


  He kept busy preparing the hearth, a reminder of happier days as a youth, helping his dad build much the same kind of fire in much the same kind of spot on childhood fishing trips. Once Keith arrived beside him and dumped a load of wood on the gravel, he helped arrange some of the kindling and get a fire going and was so intent on the job that he jumped when Keith spoke, his voice suddenly loud in the quiet of the campsite.


  “Where’s the Professor?”


  “I thought he was with you?”


  “He was,” Keith replied. “He should be back here by now.”


  They both looked up toward the rock face at the same moment.


  “He wouldn’t go down a mineshaft alone would he?” Gerry asked.


  “If he found one? Of course, he would. But I’m hoping he’s still gathering wood. I’ll go and find him.”


  The research assistant moved as if he was going to walk out of the camp but right then the Professor came through between the pickup and the tent on the outcrop side. He wasn’t carrying firewood. Instead he had a tin box in his hands, about the size of a shoebox but slightly taller. It was blackened on the side Gerry could see, as if the exterior had been burned at some point in the past but it was structurally sound enough for the Professor to carry it without it falling apart on him.


  “I found something,” the older man said. His smile was as broad as a kid’s in a candy store with money in his pocket.


  “So, the spiel about documenting our way in and out? What was that?” Keith said. He took the box from the Professor and carefully placed it down on the gravel at their feet.


  The Professor kept smiling.


  “I tripped over the damn thing. It was lying there under a fallen tree. I’ve made a note of where I found it,” he patted at his breast pocket where a small notebook and two pens showed at the top, “so there’s no worry. Besides… it’s Day One… and we found something.”


  His excitement was catching, enough so that the two other students left their beers in the pickup bed and came over to watch as the Professor knelt down and carefully pried open the lid of the box with his penknife.


  They all leaned forward to get a better look at the contents. Gerry was disappointed to see it was two-thirds empty and there was nothing in the bottom save for some slightly damp paper and what looked to be a small leather-bound notebook, similar in size to the one the Professor had in his pocket.


  Doug, obviously unimpressed, went back to the pickup and the beer and Bill shuffled away seconds later but the Professor was rapt. Slowly, almost unbearably so, he pried open the notebook.


  The pages looked crisp and dry and Gerry saw writing but was too far away to read any of it. The Professor read from the front page.


  “The diary of Joseph Patrick Donnelly, begun this day of our Lord 23rd May, 1874.”


  “It seems I have been appointed foreman for this stage of our expedition.”


  The Professor kept reading, alternately checking both the notebook and the sheaves of papers in the box but had gone quiet, reading silently until Keith and Gerry couldn’t take it any longer.


  “For pity’s sake, Professor What have we got?” Keith said.


  When he looked up the Professor’s grin was bigger than ever.


  “We’ve only got a record of the work a group of Irish prospectors undertook here in 1874. A complete record, consisting of finances, stores, supplies, building materials, a roll listing the men’s names, ages and addresses and Joseph’s personal diary for the whole summer by the look of it. We’ve got enough here to recreate the whole enterprise. And I tripped over it by accident. We couldn’t have hoped for a better start.”


  He looked down at the box of papers and the diary he still held.


  “We need to get these papers bagged and tagged, each one individually. Photographed too, although we can do that again back in St John’s. Keith, you take the pictures, I’ll take the diary and Gerry can do the bagging and database inventory. Are we all agreed?”


  Keith nodded and Gerry, still processing the fact he’d been included, managed a muttered affirmation.


  Gerry spent the next few hours in the largest of the three tents, their office and workspace while they were here on site. Keith removed the papers one at a time from the tin box and carefully smoothed each one out between two sheets of clear glass for easier photographing. Once Keith had finished with each sheet Gerry removed it from between the glass panes, bagged it carefully in clear wrappers, tagged it with a sticker containing its catalog number and entered the number and a brief description of the contents in the laptop database.


  For a while it was only Keith and Gerry at the camp table. The Professor had gone off with the journal to read it in private. They got into a rhythm so that the bagging and tagging went smoothly. Gerry had enough time to quickly look over some of the documents as he worked on them. The Professor had been right. It appeared they had a record of all the mining camp’s activity over a period of several months, consisting of bills, work orders, the roll of the staff, even three birth certificates for men born in Ireland in the early 1850s. Some of the papers were slightly damp and the ink had faded and run in places but it looked like they had more than enough material to keep them busy over the winter months ahead and there was still the small diary to come. Who knew what information that might hold?


  Gerry wanted to pore over everything there and then but the photography was going slightly faster than his tagging and he had to work fast to keep up with Keith. For a while he got lost in the rhythm of the work.


  In late afternoon, the Professor came into the tent.


  “I’ve got those other two making us something to eat,” he said. “It’ll keep them out of mischief and away from the beer.”


  He handed Keith the diary.


  “You had best photograph each page separately,” he said. “Although I’m not sure how much worth there is in it.”


  Keith raised an eyebrow.


  “I thought this would be the pot of gold,” he said.


  “As did I,” the Professor replied. “But I’ve had a quick skim and while there’s some good stuff at the start, it turns strange after a while. I don’t think the man was in his right mind. It merits a closer look but I doubt there’s much of anything of use to us there. I’ll read it more slowly once you’ve got it cataloged. Maybe it’ll make more sense on a second run through it.”


  Keith finished up photographing the single sheets from the tin box and moved on to the diary. That involved him taking two photographs, one for each facing page and it gave Gerry a chance to catch up on the loose sheets from the tin box.


  He was finished with the single papers by the time Keith handed him the small leather notebook to bag and tag. Gerry wondered what might be there that had so convinced
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