
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Dedicated to my Beloved John.


Chapter 1

Todays’ events epitomized the best of a boat
builders’ life. With the scheduled launch of one boat on the
afternoons’ high tide, and the laying of the keel for another
commissioned vessel, it represented the satisfied end and the
hopeful beginning of work well done. In the past three generations,
Naugle and Sons’ Boatworks had seen many such days, and although it
was rarer now it still held a certain kind of magic. The difference
today was that there was a cloud overshadowing the festivities.

“It’s the fifteenth today,” Old Man Naugle said
around the pipe stem that was clamped between his teeth.

“Yup,” his apprentice replied.

“You remember today’s the day the boy’s comin’
home?”

“Yup,” She didn’t look at him.

“You gonna be alright with that?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Hurumph,” Lloyd concluded returning to his
task.

Maria ran her block plane along the edge of the
mold that was clamped into her bench vise, beveling it to bear the
ribbands sweetly across its surface. Whilst her hands were steady
at the task her thoughts tumbled: He knows! He cannot know! Well,
he does! It’s not possible, unless he told him! She
eyeballed the edge of the wood, measuring her cut line against the
one she had penciled along it. Then her monkey brain took over once
more. Calm down. No-one alive knows, besides, it was nearly twenty
years ago it’s not that big a deal! But this is a small community
and people have long memories! They didn’t know then, and they
don’t know now! Regardless of the insistence of these positive
thoughts butterflies had control of her stomach, so she opted for
caution and put her plane down. Anxiety is not the happy partner of
meticulous work. Besides, it was about time to tidy up before the
guests started to arrive for the afternoon’s event.

Unrolling the creamy, translucent, wafer thin
curl of spruce that she had just shaved off, she held it up to the
window. It gleamed with thousands of hours of sunshine that had
shone on the tree: light transformed by the slender green needles
to help create the glistening cells now exposed by her wickedly
sharp blade.

“A fine shaving is a thing of beauty alright,”
said Lloyd as he marked a line where station mold four would be set
up on the oak keel of the new boat which they had set on its strong
back this morning. His knobby hands were still strong and sure on
the three-foot rule that lived in the thigh pocket of his
coveralls, as necessary to him as a cell phone was to other people,
and used to measure the critical layout that would determine the
shape of the finished boat. Placing a mold one inch fore or aft and
the vessel might end up with ungainly lines and a sluggish feel
under sail.

“Me an’ Dottie were just talkin’, that’s all,”
he continued reverting to his initial topic.

“I’ll be okay,” she said willing him to drop
it.

“It doesn’t put your job in jeopardy, or
anything.”

She almost laughed out loud; that was what he
was talking about! He doesn’t know about the other…

The door of the long, heavily timbered workshop
creaked open. A man was silhouetted against the golden glow of the
August day before it thunked shut and both man and sunshine
disappeared.

“That’ll be him now.” Lloyd shifted his pipe to
the other side of his mouth. He straightened up and waited for the
man to reach them, nodded and then returned his attention to Maria.
“I remember hearing a story, now you listen…” he said “There was
this young ‘un apprenticed to a temple builder in Japan. His family
was poor, but they had saved up enough money to pay for their son’s
apprenticeship. It meant a great deal to them, for to have a temple
builder in the family was a great honor in those days.”

Maria looked from one man, so familiar after
five years of working here, to the other, who remained in the
shadows. David Naugle. After all these years.

“So, off the boy went and the family heard
nothing from him, not a peep, not for years. Naturally, they were
concerned; they began to think that he was dead. As more and more
time passed they were convinced of it. But, then one day they
received a small, carefully constructed box, dovetailed joints,
tight fitting lid, petal soft finish,” Lloyd used his hands to
model the piece into view, “and when they opened it they found a
single, perfect, tissue-thin shaving, twenty five feet long. It was
flawless and it glowed. And then they knew that their son had
graduated from his apprenticeship.” Turning suddenly, he announced:
“Hello, Davey boy. Meet Maria. Maria, David. You were in school
together. He’s been gone a while. Big city fella now, eh? You won’t
catch him sending no twenty five foot shaving home, he works in an
office.”

Maria jerked from the daydream that had been
spun around Lloyd’s story, dusted her fingers off on her pant leg
and offered her hand. She hoped that he would not remember her.

“Hello David, nice to meet you. Home for a
visit?”

“Yes. Nice to see you too.”

His grip was firm, his skin smooth. He smiled at
her and she resisted the urge to run her free hand through her salt
and sand hair in an attempt to smooth its perennial windblown
scruffiness. She met his gaze and allowed a smile to touch her lips
before she withdrew her hand from his grasp. “Well, have a good
time.” She turned away and resumed the safe activity of tidying her
work bench.

He was just as she remembered him, and, no
doubt, just as indifferent. Still, those saturated blue eyes
fringed with dark lashes set in a firmly boned face…phew. Good
thing that she and Lloyd were especially busy today; there was
plenty to keep her mind from dwelling on him, plenty to keep her in
good spirits. He’s put a bit of weight on around his middle, she
noted with a tinge of satisfaction.

Lloyd fired up a fresh bowl of tobacco and the
smoke caught in the back of her throat making her cough. “Hell’s
teeth, Lloyd that stinks! You're supposed to smoke outside!” she
said as she made a beeline for the door, the sound of first Lloyd’s
and then David’s chuckles following. Damn it! Out in the yard the
15 meter yacht on its launch cradle towered above her head; she had
helped build both. Pausing for a moment to enjoy the beautiful
lines of sheer strake and beam, she mentally tallied the tasks left
to be done before the three o’clock high tide, and made a decision.
“I’m just going home for a bit,” she called through the door to
where Lloyd and David were deep in discussion about the new boat.
Then she popped her head into the kitchen where Dottie was making
sandwiches. “Do you need a hand?” She grinned at her friend and
second boss.

“No, Dearie, I’m done after this plateful. Do
you want some tea?”

“Later, I’m just off home to let the dogs out
for a run. See you soon.” She swung her leg over the seat of her
bicycle and pedaled up the driveway onto the road. The fishing
boats were tied up at the wharves, their daily catches safely sold.
The water supporting their stout hulls was choppy beneath the
gusting wind. Just past the river bridge she turned left and
rattled down the iron hard dirt road that ran along the bottom of
the small sheltered valley where she lived. The tunnel of inky
spruce at the top of her mile long driveway had trapped the cool
morning air, but once she emerged on the other side in the meadows
that flanked her house, it was baking hot, and she began to sweat.
Riding the pedals, she glanced over at the gravesite: “Well, he’s
home. What do you think of that?” she asked those that lay there.
One by one the sheep raised their heads from where they were
nibbling the grass in the southern field and looked at her as she
coasted past and up to her barn door where the rest of her charges
were in mid-symphony of barks. Dismounting, she undid the top two
buttons on her coveralls and wiped the sweat off her nape.

Bess had run from the dark cave of the barn to
the very end of her rope and was standing up on her rear legs doing
a whole body wag and grinning from ear to ear. She was a big, black
mix of Newfoundland and Saint Bernard who had come to her five
years ago, just after her father died; a full grown dog with a
large appetite and a belly full of worms. Maria wouldn’t say that
she had hesitated to take her in but it was a challenge in the
beginning with the vet bills, and extra food costs, on top of the
expenses from her father’s illness and funeral. But somehow she had
managed; thanks to the job at Lloyd’s for which she had only
enthusiasm and no experience to speak of, when he had hired her.
And, there is something to be said for the whole healing-by-animals
thing that is popular in nursing homes and hospitals; Bess and Old
Bramble had helped her so much during those hollow, staggering
days.

Maria propped her bicycle against the shingled
wall and crouched down to stroke the creature’s dark, gentle-eyed
face. “Hey girl; everything shipshape at home?” She unclipped her
tether before rising to tend to the old fella in the kitchen
garden; Bess following at her heels. Old Bramble was standing
solidly, rear end swaying slowly, head lowered. Part Labrador, part
mutt, he had Maria’s heart, and knew it, had done since she had got
him as a puppy on her twenty fifth birthday. He plunked his butt
onto the ground and lifted his left front paw towards her in his
canine, but, oh so human, greeting. She kissed the top of his head,
and unclipped his rope and the trio walked back to the barn where
the pups were throwing themselves at the sides of the stall with
youthful exuberance. She opened the gate and they catapulted
through it as though their tails were on fire. Raymond led the
charge followed by Dozer and Achilles. Around and around they went,
into the yard and back to the barn, then out again towards the
fenced meadows where the sheep were grazing, and back again. Three
times they sped past before coming in to flop at Maria’s feet,
three panting windbags. They were the recent additions to the
place; two of them rescued dogs that her friend Dr. Davis, the
local veterinarian, had put her on to. Each with a sad story, and
they had yet to settle down.

Dozer, a fox terrier, had been badly burned in a
house fire and was unconscious from smoke inhalation when Mark
Davis had called and asked Maria if she had space to convalesce
him. The family was bunking on couches and floors around the
community, he explained, but no-one was willing to take the dog.
And when the mother, father and infant daughter had finally got
themselves together they didn’t want Dozer back, so Maria had kept
him.

Achilles, a whippet, had been the orphan of a
separation and divorce. And Raymond, poor Raymond? Well. Maria
traced her finger over one of the scars he had on his hide, left as
a reminder of what he had suffered…but she didn’t like to dwell on
when she had found him; today with the sun beaming down on his
smiling, happy, panting chops there was no place for such dark
memories. She laughed them off and led the way into the house. As
she was soaping up her hands at the sink she was interrupted by the
sound of a vehicle approaching, followed by the kitchen full of
dogs barking, to be let out to investigate.

She splashed water on her face and finished
rinsing her hands before pushing through the quivering bodies and
whipping tails to open the door and step out. The young dogs
hurtled past her to challenge the visitor, faces to tire and fender
but the two “B’s” paused with her on the top step.

“You always did like animals,” David said. He
stood in the open driver’s door of the spotless silver car, leaning
his elbow on the roof, his jacket bracketing his black shirted
body. Maria smiled carefully. He and his sports car looked as much
at home in her pollen yellowed yard as an alien and space ship.

“What did you know about what I liked?” she
blurted.

“Oh, I remember a lot of things about you, Maria
Kelly. I remember your beautiful smile and the way you used to wear
your hair with bangs and braids. But the thing I remember most of
all is how you used to jump to the defense of any creature, two
legged, or four, who was being mistreated. I remember the dressing
down you gave me once for picking on…what’s his name now? Blast,
I’ve forgotten it. Well, anyway, some pimply teen who was not like
me and so was fair game.” He locked gazes with her, “No one was
fair game to you, Maria. Are you still like that?”

Embarrassed she studied her feet, noticing how
scuffed her work boots were, the leather torn over the steel toecap
on the left one. Silence stretched out and she was aware of the
pulse pounding in her temple. He would talk again soon, she was
sure. But perhaps that was not a good thing. Perhaps she should say
something. It was un-nerving that he was here in her haven. But
what should she say? “No one was like you, David.”

He smiled, “How’s that then, young Maria?

“No one was like you,” she repeated, looking up,
“You always got what you wanted.” A question flickered through the
veil of her discomfort; why he was home now, after so many years?
Sure, she knew that Lloyd’s health was not what it used to be; knew
by watching that he was not as strong as he once had been. It was
visible in his not being able to lift as much, wield the caulking
mallet for as many hours as he once had; things like that, but he
was still a capable man, an able worker and a decisive boss. She
looked over David’s head at the split rail fence, at the undulating
meadows on the left and right of the driveway, and at the trees
beyond. It occurred to her in a flash of insight that it had
something to do with the letter she had received last month, from
the development company in Ontario. It was in the pile of bills on
the kitchen table. Yes! This man, this shadow from her past, must
be connected to that somehow. She laid a hand on Old Bramble’s
head. “I think you had better come inside.” Best to approach this
head on; find out what the deal was. He was surprised by her
invitation, or perhaps more by the tone of it, but quickly cleared
the expression from his face and said:

“I can’t. I just came over to see if you were
coming back. Dad, er, Lloyd, was wondering. He said there was still
stuff to do before the launch.”

A lacy cloud covered the sun bringing a slight
chill to the air. She stared at him. “I am aware of that.”

“Nice place you have,” he said looking away.

“It was my Dad’s, and his dad’s before that,”
she said. Perhaps if he had been wearing jeans it would have been
better. Her own faded green coveralls with patched knees fit with
the dusty colors of late August in rural Nova Scotia. And it’s not
for sale, she added under her breath. Aloud she added: “I’ll be
along after taking care of these guys. “Bess stood up suddenly;
hackles raised, but then wagged her flag-like tail as Clem emerged
from the trees. Maria watched the older man approach. He was
favoring his left foot as he walked the narrow track across the
flower filled meadow. He took care of the sheep for her every
afternoon when she was at work. She would have to offer him a cup
of tea; he would be thirsty from the walk in this heat. Where was
his old rattle-trap truck? Most likely broken again. She looked
back down the steps at David: “I will meet you there then,” she
said. If they weren’t going to get right to business then she
needed him gone, needed a moment to process her thoughts around
this revelation before her duties drew her back into the Naugle
sphere.

“I’ll drive you…”

“No, I’ll take my bike.

“Thanks,” she added turning back into the house,
seeing for the first time in months the peeling grey-white paint on
the crooked shingles, the sag in the porch roof and taped
windowpane that had gotten broken earlier in the summer. She had
been meaning to fix that. She ran a hand through her short hair.
There was just so much to take care of!

Bess stayed put on the step when Maria went
inside. Old Bramble got to his feet and swayed stiff-legged after
her. Raymond and his gang stood at various points bristling and
spiky. Only when David fired up his engine, backed around the front
of the house and drove down the lane did they charge in after Maria
slip-sliding in a rattatat-tatt of doggy claws on the old linoleum
kitchen floor. And only then did Bess relax her guard and enter to
take her place in the snack line beside Old Bramble. None of them
gave a hoot about Clem; he was family. Maria handed each one a
single biscuit, “Good dog,” she complimented each of them as they
variously nibbled and teethed the treats out of her grasp. Shades
of rusty brown, silver threaded grey, pitch black, golden, and
blotched black, brown and white; oh how she wished, not for the
first time, that she were an artist with a brush and a talent to
capture the colors and vibrancy of this group of friends. Dog
friends were so uncomplicated; unlike humans.

She sighed. “Okay fellas, and lady, time for
tea, and then I have to go back to work.” As if on cue, Clem
grunted up the steps and into the kitchen practically falling into
his customary chair. Maria watched him wheeze his first taste of
tea and hoped that it wouldn’t be today that he choked on it.

“Strangers around today,” he muttered after
three mouthfuls and a gusty sigh.

“David Naugle’s home.”

“Huh!” He shrugged. “Mighty big coincidence
that.”

So he had gotten a letter too. “Change is in the
air.”

“We’ll see.”

They continued their tea in silence. “Olive is
off her food,” he stated as he finished up and levered himself out
of the chair and turned towards the door. Olive was one of Maria’s
ewes. She’d lambed in April but it died and she had sickened from
an infection right after. She was healing slowly, but surely; up to
now. “Good tea.” His left foot scuffed across the linoleum as he
went and he grasped the iron handrail as he limped down the
steps.

“Okay,” said Maria, “see you tomorrow. Thanks
for looking after them.” Clem would get them all safely in the
barn, out of the heat.

“Well’s low,” he added before slipping through
the fence into the meadow.

“Ah, yes,” she said to his retreating back, “I’m
going to have someone come and look…” but he was not listening and
she ended the thought to herself, “and probably have it dug
deeper.” It was something she had been meaning to get to. Is that
an effect of this climate change they’re all talking about on the
radio; lower water tables? It had been a bloody hot summer. Shaking
her head she put the milk in the fridge and followed Clem out into
the yard. “Come on Bramble,” she said. With one last look at his
food bowl, he joined her and his canine brethren. “See you at
three,” she called out to Clem as she mounted her bicycle to ride
back to work.

Maria had no time to spare for thinking or
worrying that afternoon and she was grateful for the hectic pace,
or she knew that she would have been chewing over the suspicion
aroused by David’s visit, confirmed somewhat by Clem’s cryptic
comment. Instead, it lurked in her subconscious, waiting. The
workshop needed to be cleaned up, the beautiful shavings she had
been making that morning, burned. Red, blue and white bunting had
to be unfurled and draped around the boat, the slipway greased,
Dottie to be helped in the kitchen. The time sped past like the
wind, which she noted was picking up alarmingly. She was in the
tiny bathroom just inside the door of Lloyd and Dottie’s house
changing out of her coveralls and into jeans and T-shirt, giving
her face and hands a wash, combing her hair and trying to quell the
butterflies that were back with a vengeance. Some wind was okay,
heck; here on the ocean it was always windy or about to be windy,
or had just stopped being windy for a few minutes, but this onshore
blow was piling the waves against the shore. It would be difficult
for them to get Aeolean safely in and tied up.

“Okay, Dear?” Dottie’s voice was cheerful from
behind the bathroom door.

“Yes, fine.”

“Tea’s ready. You’ll have time for a quick
mug.”

“Great.” Maria’s response was heartfelt. Why
should she be nervous anyway? Lloyd was in charge. Aeolean would be
fine if he said it was fine. Yes; that was how to handle it. She
straightened her spine and glanced at herself once more in the
mirror. She looked presentable.

Dottie’s kitchen was crammed. Platters of finger
food were on every surface, all neatly covered with plastic wrap,
awaiting the post launch reception. The scent of hot spiced apple
cider made Maria’s mouth water and if tea had not been in the
offing she thought she might have succumbed to its promising aroma.
But tea would relieve the dryness in her mouth better than the
sweet nectar of last fall’s apples. Later, she would indulge.

“Oh, don’t you look lovely, my Dear. That color
suits you to a tee.”

Maria went over and put her arms around the
plump, smiling woman. She kissed her on the cheek and flipped her
long grey braid over her shoulder so that it hung down her back.
“Thank you. But, more importantly, how are you?” searching Dottie’s
eyes even as she heard the answer:

“Just fine; don’t you worry now,” and had to
believe it to be true as the older woman’s gaze remained steady and
warm. She stepped back.

“Now, let’s look here. Wow, all this food looks
amazing. I can’t wait to get my fingers onto that plate of veggies
and dip.”

“Are you hungry? I can fix you a sandwich…”

Maria held up her hands laughing, “No, that’s
not what I meant. You have quite enough to do today.”

“Are you sure? It’s no bother, none at all. I
have to make one for Lloyd and David anyway.” Dottie frowned, “Come
on, I’ll make you one too. It’ll help with those nerves.”

“Okay, yes please, a sandwich would be lovely.
The scent of the apple cider did me in. I just have to go and set
the tables up against the back wall. I’ll send the boys in.
Okay?”

“Sure thing, Dearie,” Dottie replied and then
pointed with her knife, “Would you take that envelope out and put
it on Lloyd’s desk? Tell him to give it to Mr. Tomkins.” How Dottie
could think about invoices and such like while preparing all this
food, was beyond Maria, she was a marvel this woman who was both
her boss and her friend.

Mr. Tomkins, their new client, was an ex-navy
Brit, whose pores, from head to foot on his solid, square body
oozed sea knowledge. He arrived right on schedule an hour later, to
inspect the keel of his dream boat, a Roue inspired sloop, after
the famous Bluenose schooner of the great Grand Banks Fishing
Schooner age. Maria watched as Lloyd, pipe in teeth, showed the man
around pointing out this and that, painting the picture of the
finished vessel with his hands. He did not smile much, she noted,
but instead exuded a quiet and professional confidence.

“Maria?”

She jerked out of her silent reverie.

“This is my second in command. She will be
building your boat with me. We will bring in others, including
perhaps my son, at various times, but we are it. We’re a small,
family run shop and quality is our byword. I think you will be
happy with the result and I thank you for your business.”

Ha! You old coot, Maria thought, trying to make
up for laughing at me earlier, but she did tuck the pleasure of his
words away in her heart as she stepped forward.

Tomkins stood with his hands clasped behind his
back and gazed into the space that was empty right now except for
the blocked up keel from which his vessel would spring. There was
no way of telling what he was thinking, or seeing, but Maria felt
Lloyd’s faith in her settle deep and knew that whatever this man
wished for she would do her utmost to fulfill.

“Now, if you would like to join the festivities
outside, my wife and I would be glad to be your hosts.” Lloyd
gestured for Tomkins to proceed through the shop and out into the
bright sunshine, giving Maria a sly wink once the man’s back was
turned. She grinned in reply, then schooled her features to a
confident calm that she thought perhaps she might truly be
comfortable feeling one day.

Outside the number of people already gathered
surprised her. She glanced around quickly; even the fishing fleet
was in evidence, anchored in a semi-circle just off the wharf,
woven through back and forth by a buff dory rowed by two in the
traditional manner. David was talking to Sam, from the corner
store; he must have closed up for the afternoon. Ah, yes, there was
Clem hanging back from the crowd. Others from the Cove were there
too, and the herd of boys who usually ruled the playground was now
in charge of the rocks down on the water’s edge, eyes wide at the
spectacle of the boat that had only been hauled out of the workshop
a few days ago. She was a sight to behold, Maria thought. David
glanced her way just then. He smiled, and she nodded in response
before turning to say hello to the young woman standing beside
her.

“Hello. Is this your first time at a launch? I
haven’t seen you around before.”

“Er, yes, is it that obvious?” She extended her
hand, “Hi, I’m Patty Naugle. “Maria chuckled.

“Well the name sure fits, but the style,” She
stepped back a little way to admire the cream linen pants and navy
boat-neck tee-shirt: “is far too cosmopolitan.”

The girl returned the gesture, “And you must be
Maria the boat-builder. Who would have ever thought my Grandpa
would break with tradition? Good for him!”

“Grandfather? Oh shoot, you are David’s
daughter! How lovely to meet you at long last. Your grandmother has
spoken about you so often I feel like I almost know you. Wow! First
your dad, now you, Dottie is going to be ecstatic to have you both
here. Have you seen her?” Maria looked around quickly.

“No, I just arrived.”

“Well, come on then, we’ll go and find her.
Follow me” and she plunged into the throng. “She’s probably in the
kitchen. Excuse us, please. Excuse me.” She wove around shoulders
and backs, purses and hats gamely clamped onto heads against the
gusts of wind. She caught sight of a flash of white and knew that
the priest had arrived. Soon the real event would begin, but first
she had to get Grandmother and Granddaughter together for a moment
alone. She was right; Dottie was in the kitchen. She had changed
into a peach linen dress, and pinned her long grey braid into a
figure eight knot at her nape. She was standing in front of the
tiny round mirror hanging inside the door of the mug cupboard
putting on some lipstick. “Guess who I found in the crowd out
there?” She pulled the young woman into the room, and with the look
of delight on Dottie’s face a memory to take with her into the
future she left the two of them to themselves. Their squeals of
pleasure followed her outside.

She worked her way through the crowd again to
David’s side. “Hi there,” she said, “Your daughter just arrived.”
His head jerked up at her words and he scanned the crowd. “She’s
inside with your Mom,” she said.

“I have a confession,” he bent to whisper in her
ear, “I haven’t seen her in almost ten years; I was worried I might
not recognize her.”

“Oh, you’ll recognize her; she looks like you
with brown eyes,” she said. She was dying to ask: Why? What kept
you apart? Why is she here now? She found all the words were on the
tip of her tongue ready to spill out but someone jostled her from
behind before she could speak, and she bit them back. “The ceremony
is about to begin, I have to go to work,” she said. For one who had
no family left, all these Naugles sure were overwhelming.

“Oh, Maria?”

She turned back.

“I’d like for you to meet my business partner,
Neil Pratchet,” he said indicating a slender, blonde haired man
beside him.

“Pleased to meet you,” she said. They shook
hands.

“Nice boat you’ve got there.” Brown eyes looked
into hers

“Yes, she is. Thank you. Please excuse me,” she
said and she turned away, “Got to go to work.”

“Yes. Okay. We’ll talk later.”

As she walked off she wiped her hand on her pant
leg. Iain, the vessel's owner, his wife and the priest, Father Jack
from Saint Patrick’s parish in town, were gathered at the bow.
Anticipation was palpable. Maria ran her fingers along the sister
garboard, one of the many planks that she had sawn, planed,
hollowed out, beveled, fastened, caulked and recently painted as
she cast a quick prayer heavenwards for safe passage into the
water. Naugle and Sons’ had not been able to afford the premium for
the Builder's Risk Insurance, so Aeolean was about to pass through
the no-man’s-land of the boat building industry; that transition
between being stationary on her blocks and floating in the water
and then completing her sea trials; the period when neither the
boat builder's terrestrial nor the owner's marine insurances
covered the vessel against damage. That done she took up her pin
maul and stepped into position awaiting Lloyd’s signal.

A hush descended on the crowd. Only the wind and
slap of waves could be heard. Then the priest was intoning the
ancient words of Psalm 107, spoken over seafaring vessels and their
folk for hundreds of years.

“Those who go down to the sea in ships,

Who do business on great waters,

They see the works of the Lord,

And his wonders in the deep....”

Maria let them wash over her, shaking herself
out of reverie when he concluded…. “May the Lord bless and keep her
and all those that sail in her.” There was a crack and she found
herself beneath the spray of champagne. Lloyd’s whistle sounded and
she swung her hammer and knocked the first chock from under the
keel. She swung again and a second oaken block flew off into the
weeds. She heard the matching crack of sledge against oak from the
other side of the boat. One more and Aeolean would be free to go.
Maria hoped she had put enough grease on the ways.

The bright blue cape island fishing boat
offshore began tooting its horn, and the red one answered in the
age old cry of “home again, and glad of it.” The crowd began to
cheer and clap and Maria took one last moment to savor the dormant
beauty that swept in a sweet curve above her head from the able
keel before her feet, then she stepped back and wished the boat
well as dormancy shifted to animation and she shuddered and began
her descent.

Birthings are rather ungainly affairs, only
forgotten afterwards by the glory of the newborn. Such was the way
with Aeolean. Her passage down the ways was as smooth as could be
expected on eight kilos of vegetable shortening; she groaned and
complained all the way and did a belly flop into the water. Oh
sure, she actually went in stern first, but she somehow managed to
stick her bow a long way up into the air before gravity righted the
imbalance. So, the overall effect was of one gigantic belly flop.
Maria chuckled as she ran to accept the line and make it fast to
the wharf beside the slips. The crowd loved it. They went wild,
even those who were close enough to get a soaking; for them it was
a launch worthy of celebration, a little slice of bygone times in
this water based community that was tugged and pulled by modern
commercial indifferences. Let them party and enjoy it. She caught
sight of Lloyd watching her and knew that he knew. She smiled and
saluted him with a hand to the brow, before completing her task of
securing the vessel. Then she hopped on board to check the bilges.
Excusing herself around the bodies that were cheerfully toasting
their boat with glasses of champagne she slipped down the
companionway into the cabin. The smell of fresh paint and varnish
was still strong below decks and she took a moment to soak in the
atmosphere of sparkling newness. Then she bent down and untied her
boots, slipping them off, before proceeding across the highly
polished floorboards in her socked feet. She felt a wave of
gladness that Aeolean was not hers; for, if she was, she knew that
the first scratch would bring tears to her eyes, the first chip or
ding devastate her. The party on deck clattered and moved and she
leapt into action; she did not want to be below when they came
down. She started her round of inspection.

Yes, there was some leakage; no surprise in
wooden vessel whose seams had not swelled, but the caulking was
keeping most of the ocean out and by tomorrow she would be as tight
as a drum. Maria primed the pump and turned it on to take care of
what was coming aboard and slipped above decks into the sunshine
and crowd.

She filled her lungs with clean salty air,
expelling the scents of newness that she had so enjoyed just
moments before. She felt a lightness of being and knew that she was
ready to let go now, and move onto the next project. She jumped
back onto the wharf, crouched to put her boots back on and laced
them up. Then after taking a moment to peruse and enjoy the
sweetness of the boats lines from this new perspective, emphasized
by the smart blue stripe beneath her gunwale, the trim, smooth
white painted planking, and spotless varnished brightwork, Maria
slipped away to the kitchen to carry platters of food and to
restock the punch bowls. Now she would allow herself a sip or two
of that apple cider before it was all gone.

David strolled over while she was indulging.
“You should try some of this, it’s delicious.”

He grinned, “Oh, I remember Mom’s apple cider.
It was one of the best things growing up.” He helped himself and
they stood side by side in silence for a while. When she could not
stand it any longer and was on the verge of excusing herself and
moving away, he spoke.

“I just spoke to Patty. You’ll be happy to know
that I did recognize her; she looks just like her mother when I
first met her.” A flicker of sadness clouded his face. Then he
changed the subject. “That went well,” he gestured to Aeolean, “a
bit nerve wracking isn’t it? So many things can go wrong. How many
boats have you built with Dad?”

“Aeolean is the seventh,” Maria smiled,
“although the first two I didn’t do much except pass the tools.
Your dad is a very stringent teacher.”

“Hmm, I remember. Couldn’t stand it myself. You
must be made of hard stuff to put up with the barking,” He looked
over to where his Dad was deep in conversation with a guest,
pointing at Aeolean with the stem of his pipe. “Yeah, a stringent
teacher alright. Will you go on the sea trials?” he asked turning
back to Maria.

“No, you’re looking at the biggest land-lubber
around. I love boats, love building them, looking at them, I’m even
thinking of trying my hand at designing one someday, but I don’t
like the water.” She laughed, “silly, eh?”

“A bit strange. Maybe you just haven't had the
right teacher out there with you. How about Dad, does he?

“Yup.”

“It must be rather difficult for him now. He
seems much…smaller than I remember. Is he alright?”

“He takes his responsibilities very seriously.
You know him, he says that if he has the gall to put people out on
the water in something he built, he bloody well better be prepared
to test his handiwork with his own bones.” She grinned, “Actually
he says ‘sorry bag of bones.’ And, so to answer your next question:
yes, he is okay. Not as strong as he was, but hell, he’s eighty
years old next year; I’d say he’s bloody great! Now, excuse me, I
must mingle,” she looked around the crowd, “Where’s your
partner?”

“Oh, he had to leave. Flying out this evening
and wanted to go and look over the land.”

“Ah. He wasn’t really dressed for rambling on
the barrens. Those shoes of his…more like office shoes. Anyway,
bye.” She put down her cup and went to greet the MacDonalds from
across the street; saying hi, and thanks to Sam, who was apparently
thoroughly enjoying his afternoon in the sun; quite a switch from
his usual habitat in the convenience store. She spoke with Robbie
the Rigger, who said he would be down with his crew bright and
early in the morning. But all the while, at the back of her mind
was the question: what was he home for? Her house? Probably: And
the others on her roadway? No doubt. And that was probably where
his swanky partner was right now while they were all down here and
out of the way! But, if he was also intent on retiring his father
from “Naugle and Sons’,” well, he would have to go through her on
that front too! She bristled at the prospect: having his boats
taken away from him would kill the old man in short order. Of that
she had no doubt. Then, what would Dottie do? She looked over at
where he was standing gazing with a faraway look on his face. “You
just go right ahead and dream your dreams city boy, for a little
longer,” she whispered. “I’ll be watching you!” She blushed hotly
when he glanced up and stared straight at her. His face showed no
change in emotion but she felt the challenge spark across the
milling, noisy crowd as though he had whispered right into her
ear.

“I’ll be watching you too!” he said. “Don’t
underestimate me.”

Maria lifted her chin, squeezed a smile at him
and turned on her heel to hurry to the kitchen. She was disturbed
to find her hands shaking as she carried a storage container from
the fridge and started placing mini quiches onto a large floral
platter. Damn the man!


Chapter 2

Maria’s spirit was still buoyant from the
success of the boat launch when she got to work the next day
calling out a cheery “Good morning,” as she bounced through the
door into the boat shop.

“Morning, Girlie. Get yourself a cup of tea and
then we’ll talk.”

“Do you need a top up?” she asked.

“Of course.”

That task accomplished, she and Lloyd talked
while they drank. Yes, the launch went well. No, there was nothing
they had not considered. Yes, the station molds were the first job
of the day; then the transom. Yes, he’d be cutting the keel rabbet.
Their mood was light. They laughed often. Barring catastrophe it
would be days before they came down off this high

Back at her bench she clamped the second station
mold into her vise, lifted the plane down off the shelf and
adjusted the depth of the blade. The shape of the piece was already
rough sawn so now she had to shape it to the plans. It was exacting
work and as she did it she heard in her mind Lloyd’s voice
explaining that every step of building a boat relied on the
previous step being perfect, for the final vessel to be as close to
perfect as man can make it. Neither of them spoke while they
worked, CBC Radio One was playing in the background and morning
rapidly folded into midday. As she checked her final angle with a
bevel gauge the sound of slow, rhythmic clapping startled her.

“Well done,” David said.

“You should take lessons,” Lloyd’s voice came
from down in the building bay, “This ‘un would teach you good.”
David stepped out of the shadows shrugging his shoulders. “You
should be learning your trade, your rightful trade, else how are
you going to get on in life, eh?” Lloyd said jabbing the stem of
his pipe towards his son.

“I’m getting on in life very well thank you. I’m
very good at what I do.”

“Pah! What’s that? Shuffling papers? That’s not
real man’s work if you want to know the truth.” Lloyd put his
chisel down.

“Well, if that’s your truth, no, I don’t want to
know it!”

“It is good enough for this family, has been for
generations, but it’s not good enough for you.”

“Let it go, Dad. We’ve talked about this
before.” David warned.

The hairs on the nape of Maria’s neck prickled.
She crouched down to re-inspect her mornings’ work wondering should
she keep working, or leave. Was this the lead edge of a hurricane
or a micro storm that would blow over in a flash? She peered over
her left shoulder. Lloyd had taken up position in the center of the
bay where the vessel would grow, and David was in the passageway
between the desk and the cabinets full of boat plans. The door was
behind him at the end of that passage so there was no way to slip
out un-noticed.

“You never could understand anyone else’s way.
Not everyone is like you! Not everyone is satisfied with living the
dingy kind of life you live: working in this hole every daylight
hour, never taking any holidays. Mom never did, not before you and
maybe not after…”

“You leave your mother out of this you
little…you little…” Lloyd sputtered clutching his pipe with a
crushing fist.

“Go on, say it!” taunted David, “Say what you
want to say, what you really think.”

It was a hurricane. And it was time to leave.
She picked up her own, and Lloyd’s, empty mugs and made for the
door keeping her eyes down until the last minute when she glanced
up at David and said: “Excuse me.” But the sight of his out-thrust
chin, bulging eyes, and clenched fists stole her awkwardness. She
glanced over her shoulder at Lloyd who, she saw, mirrored the
stance and expression. They looked like a couple of Bulldogs one,
or both, of which was going to lift a leg and pee on something in a
minute. She managed to keep the grin off her face because there was
nothing amusing in their argument.

Their words raged and crashed in the rafters of
the old creaking building: “sleek racing
sloops…grandfather…hundreds of tern schooners…great
grandfather…West Indies trade…inshore fishery…stout ships, fastest
boats…in the woods up some Nova Scotia creek,” but she was
buffered. Fights, or the threat of them, had been a part of her
life since childhood and so she had learned early on how to avoid
the weight of them crashing down on her head. Not an issue here she
figured as she made for the door; they weren’t even aware she
existed. But as she thought it she heard her name being shouted
out. Her focus tightened.

“…so she will!” Lloyd stated with
satisfaction.

Will what?

“Over my dead body!” David fired back.

Whoa! Her mind snapped to attention. Whoa! Hold
on a minute! Blood hammered in her throat and ears. “Hey, hold on a
minute.” She turned back.

They ignored her.

“What did you want from me; for me to shackle my
life to yours? Sink myself in this dying business? So what if it
belonged to granddad, and great granddad, and they built great
ocean-going vessels; those days are past Dad? This place is on its
last legs: I am a businessman. I know!” David gesticulated at the
battle scarred place, “Don’t burden Maria with this dinosaur; she
hasn’t got the money to carry it judging by the state her own place
is in…”

“Hey, hold on a minute…” she said loudly. She
might as well have been a fly on the window.

He shifted suddenly to a reasoning tone, “You
should sell it to the Department of Tourism and Culture to run as a
museum. Get them to take it on, they can keep it open for tourists
in the summer and you won’t be saddled with the upkeep anymore.” He
sighed. “Sell up, Dad, and you and Mum can move to Florida and live
out your retirement years in peace and rest.”

Lloyd’s struggle for control was scripted on his
face. His eyebrows pinched together into a spot of white above the
bridge of his nose, his lips thinned to a line of disapproval, and
he opened his mouth to speak and then closed it again. His pipe was
clenched in his fist. Maria took a step forward to stand beside her
boss, but then to her horror Lloyd’s shoulders slumped and he
looked like the octogenarian that he was. She felt the blood in her
veins freeze as she watched all the vitality pour out of him and
soak into the floorboards. But not for long: in an instant she
flipped from ice to fire as fury rose and erupted.

“How could you? How could you say such things?
Just because this place doesn’t make a bank full of money; hasn’t
made your Mum and Dad rich over the course of the years, how could
you dismiss it so casually? How could you wipe out, with careless
words and sentiments, everything your Dad has worked for all his
life, and your Mom too?

“This is a good business, a thriving business
and just because it doesn’t meet your standards of success doesn’t
make it less successful!” She felt the power of righteous rage
surging through her. “You saw what happened here yesterday. You saw
the community, the pride in everyone’s faces. That! That is what
this is about! That is family! That is the life and soul of this
place and it is good for everyone!

“If you can’t see that, you are a fool…and you
are not family! If you believe what you just spouted, you are not
family! And I think you had better leave!” Her limbs were
quaking.

“No, Maria.” Lloyd roused himself, “No, it’s
alright, maybe he’s right. Maybe it’s time to leave off.” He laid a
hand on her arm.

Sick to her stomach she mumbled, “A son should
not betray a father that way, family should stick together.” She
turned away. “He is wrong, and it will take a hell of a lot to get
me out of here! This is the best job I’ve ever had, and you are the
best boss. So what if it’s a small trade? We make our customers
happy. We fulfill dreams years in the making. To me that is far
more valuable than many of the multi-million dollar corporations
out there, and just as valid as what you do,” she said jabbing a
finger at David, “scattering pennies to poor folk so that the rich
can get their way!

“Come on Lloyd, we have a paying customer
waiting for his boat. And we have the Traditional Trades students
coming tonight, remember?”

“Of course I remember!” he snapped, “I’m old,
not senile.”

She returned to her bench beneath the dusty
windows and Lloyd went back to carving the rabbet in the keel. His
pipe was firmly back in place between his teeth, and his footsteps
were firm. Good. She patted herself on the back. His shoulders will
lift soon.

It was no good though, she was still shaking and
her fingers felt like sausages with David watching over her
shoulder. “Why don’t you just leave me alone?” she hissed.

“What? I wasn’t doing anything.”

“Yeah, right!”

The tap of Lloyd’s mallet against chisel
stopped. “I’d say it’s about time for some tea, David. If you can’t
find anything useful to do around here, you can go and ask your
mother if she would make Maria and me a cup of tea.

“Otherwise I’ll put you to work, big city boy or
not.” He added in an undertone. Maria heard the ring of authority
in his voice and smiled. He might have been knocked down by the
storm, but his mast was not broken.






In the cozy, south facing living room that
danced with the reflected sparkles of sunlight on water, Dottie
listened to her son’s complaints as she sewed a patch onto a pair
of Lloyd’s coveralls.

“Well, David, your father is a busy man and
can’t abide slackers,” she said lifting her foot from the machine’s
pedal so that she didn’t accidentally put the needle through her
finger and turning to face him where he slouched on the sofa.

“I’m not a slacker, Mother.”

“But, he doesn’t understand what you do, you
know that. You work in an office in a city. A big city, thousands
of kilometers away, and you don’t come home for nearly ten years;
how do you expect him to have any idea?”

“Oh Mother! Why must you always defend him?”
David demanded, tiredly.

“I guess we are just a couple of old barnacles.
You and Diane would have become just like us.”

“Mother!”

She pushed away from the sewing table and led
the way to the kitchen. “Come on, let’s put the tea on. Get the
milk out of the fridge, would you Dear?” She filled the kettle and
put it on the burner. “Should I not mention her? I’m sorry, but the
part of your life that I know since you became an adult you were
married to Diane, so forgive me if I step on your toes. You’ll just
have to talk to me, I guess, to tell me about your life.” She
pulled a chair out from under the table, sat down and waited. But
David did not take the bait so she tried another tack.

“No sign of young Patty this morning. I remember
when you were that age…you used to drive me and your father nuts
with your staying up until all hours and then sleeping the day
away...I guess your daughter has inherited the gene. I remember
when she was born; your Dad and I flew all the way to Ontario to
see her…quite the trip that was…” Dottie patted his arm, “Your Dad
hated it; hated leaving here. Me, I always enjoyed a bit of a trip.
I still go to Maine once a year with my friends. The tour company
puts on a bus to Freeport. You know; to the factory outlet stores?
Ah, Davey, doesn't time fly?”

“She doesn’t go by Patty anymore; it’s Pat, or
Patricia.”

“Well, there you go, that’s the kind of thing I
need to know. When did she decide that?”

“As a matter of fact, I don’t know. Her
grandmother kept us apart. In the beginning after that horrible
fight in the courts, she gave one excuse after another for why
Patty couldn’t come on my designated weekends; school outing,
church picnic, and so on, so that eventually I gave up asking. It
just didn’t seem worth fighting the old bat. I didn’t want Patty
living in a battleground. So, I stayed away. It was just good
timing that she called me the day before yesterday, catching me as
I left to come here. It’s been six or seven years since I last saw
her! So, I am new to this too.”

David paced to the open kitchen window bending
down to peer out at Aeolean riding her lines at the wharf. The
rigger and deck crew were hard at it; stepping her mast and bending
on her sails, preparing her for sea trials later in the afternoon.
He enjoyed the sweep of the vessel’s sheer, the gleam of her oiled
teak gunwale. With a little stretch of the imagination, he pictured
her streaming along under her wings of white, a thing of beauty,
with the bone of wind in her teeth. He could almost feel the pitch
and roll of the deck beneath his feet, a sensation long forgotten,
and another memory from his youth.

“Oh, Davey…how awful for you; I never knew. You
should have told me. I’ll try and remember about her name. I hope
she’ll forgive me if I make a few mistakes.”

“You and me both,” he said. After a moment he
looked over his shoulder at his mother. “Sorry. This is going to be
tough on you, having me here, isn’t it? I thought…hoped that the
years might change things between dad and me.” A seagull cried as
it flew overhead and out to sea. “I was wrong. I should have stayed
in a hotel in town.”

“Well, you’re here now,” she said. “You and your
father will rub along and find a spot that’s comfortable one day.
Actually, you know what? You’re half way there already because you
want it. Before, you didn’t, you were just angry. I call that good
progress. Now, I’m going upstairs to wake that sleeping beauty.
It’s after noon and I want to start getting to know my
granddaughter! You brew up that pot and take a couple of mugs
outside, and then, when she’s dressed, we’ll all sit down for a
nice chat.”

The sound of his mother humming as she bustled
up the narrow creaking stairs and knocked on the door of one of the
three tiny bedrooms lifted his spirits. He emptied the dregs of the
teapot into the sink, made a fresh brew, and slipped the tea cozy
over the pot. He had forgotten about her indomitable spirit, how
she refused to let circumstance get her down, no matter how dire.
The murmur of their voices and the squeak of the box springs told
him that she had settled down for a natter. He would have time
enough to slip upstairs himself and get the things that he would
need for the day. The tea was ready by the time he got back down
with his briefcase and shopping bag. He set five mugs on the
counter top. As he turned from filling two of them he found Maria
standing in the doorway, and almost dropped the pot.

“Oh! Shit! You scared me! I didn’t hear you
coming in.”

“I’ll get out of your way. I just came to use
the washroom.”

“No, it’s not that…You don’t have to go…I was
just startled, that’s all.” Yes, she had startled him. He had not
expected her to be standing right there, right then. Anyone would
have been surprised. He heard her come out of the bathroom and his
hands stilled of their own volition. She brought something with her
into a room, something elusive that jerked at his nerves, something
he was not entirely comfortable with. Perhaps it was her
challenging stand with Lloyd against him. Perhaps it was the fact
that she was him; she was the son Lloyd had never had in him!

“Do you want me to carry the tea out, save you
the trouble?” She interrupted his thoughts.

“Sure. Thanks,” he said not meeting her gaze.
When she had gone he looked through the window again, over the
water to the other side of the harbor where the tumble of rocks and
tangle of jewel bright wild flowers clung to the edge of the land.
Yes, there was something about her; a memory perhaps.

“She’ll be down in a moment.” Dottie said
pulling her chair out from under the edge of the table and sitting,
and for a moment he was confused and wondered who she was talking
about. Then his thoughts coalesced and he handed her a mug of tea.
Ah, yes, Patricia.

“Thanks love.” She pointed to the neatly wrapped
package that he had left on the table. “What’s this now?”

“I brought you a present.”

“Oh, Davey. May I open it?”

He nodded and waited feeling, foolishly, like an
eight year old on Christmas morning. She slid her fingernail under
the tape on one side, then the other. She unfolded the crisp red
paper carefully and set it aside. Her efforts revealed a polished
cherry wood box with dovetail joints and a compass rose of rose,
gold, brown and chocolate colored wood inlaid into its’ lid. “Oh,
Davey, it’s beautiful. Where did you get such a thing?” She stroked
the satiny surface.

“Actually, I made it,” he said still feeling
shy.

“Really? Ooooh. I always knew you had talent,
love, but this, this…how did you do it?”

“I have a workshop in my spare bedroom.”

“But how did you learn to do this
patterning?”

“Inlay. I took a couple of courses at the local
community college. Actually, I came top of my class.”

“Well, it just takes my breath away. Thank you.
I will cherish it.”

Embarrassed, he cried: “Ah, here she is! Good
morning, Patricia. How do you like your tea?” He stood with the
milk carton poised over the lip of the mug, and his other hand on
the sugar bowl.

“Good morning, Papa. Just a little lemon,
please,” she said hugging Dottie, “Good morning Grandmere.”

David turned to the refrigerator and rooted. He
found apples, bananas, and a wrinkly grapefruit, but: “No lemons
honey, I’ll stop at the store later today and get one, but how
about milk for now?” he asked.

“Non, merci, I’ll just take it black.”

“How is school?” he asked handing her a mug. “Do
you have a boyfriend? Have you called your grandmother? ”

“Don’t be such an old man, Papa.”

“Hey! I worry, that’s all. And so does
Adele.”

Dottie reached across the table and patted his
arm. “No need, she was planning to call later tonight, when
Grandmere Adele is sure to be home. Right lovey?”

“Yes, that’s it.” Patty smiled.

How do they do that, become such confidants so
quickly, he wondered looking from one to the other and seeing the
collusion written all over their faces. “Very well. Then, if you
will excuse me, ladies; I have some work to do.”

“Ah, Papa, we have upset you. I am sorry.”

“No, I just have some things to take care of.
Please excuse me.”

“Ah, but we cannot. Can we Grandmere? We must
hear from you. What exciting proposal are you working on now?”

So, he sat back down and they listened politely
to his outline of the Brown project, for about ten minutes (it was
too soon to talk about Oyster Shell Estate,) after which he sat and
listened to them for ten minutes before attempting his escape once
more.

“This Monsieur Brown, he has three daughters,
and they each want a bathroom of their own?” Patricia captured him
again. “Oh, such luxury; but, one way to make sure that they get to
school on time and cannot use the excuse of being tied up in the
bathroom for their tardiness, oui?”

David smiled. Dottie stood up.

“I must get on with supper. You two just keep on
talking. I’ll be listening. Patty, oh, I’m sorry, Patricia, would
you like a sandwich?”

Oh, no, thank you. And please, call me Patty.
You have always called me Patty, in all your cards and letters.
Thank you for all the wonderful gifts over the years. I feel as
though I am quite spoiled.”

Gift! Yes, that’s what I should do; get her a
gift, David thought. There hadn’t been time, even if the thought of
it had crossed his mind, before leaving Toronto. He would find
something when he was in town later: maybe a nice pair of earrings.
He used to enjoy buying Diane jewelry. In fact, he should give
Patty…Pat, her mother’s jewelry box; he still had it at home.

The two women chattered above and around him,
Patty moving in Dottie’s wake. Soon the aromas of cinnamon, sugar
and apples filled the room making his mouth water and bringing more
memories floating to the surface; memories of happy times:
Christmas and Easter feasts when he was a child, and he and Lloyd
would put their differences aside to participate in Dottie’s joyful
celebrations. And they were joyful, he recalled. Her pleasure, her
spirit had colored the whole thing. He had missed that.

The back door opened and David rose from his
seat anticipating a request for more tea, but it was not Maria who
walked into the kitchen, it was his father. The smile slipped from
his face and he sat back down.

“Just in to pump the bilges,” Lloyd said with a
grin at Patty.

“Lloyd!” Dottie said, “What kind of talk is that
with a young lady in the house?”

“What? She doesn’t mind, do you girlie?” He
winked at her. “Smells good, whatever you’re making.” Then his gaze
fell on the box. “What’s this now?” He picked it up from the
kitchen table.

“Davey brought it. He made it. Isn’t it
beautiful?”

David tried not to hold his breath as he watched
his father turn it from side to side as though it was something he
had just picked up from a yard sale table. It makes no difference,
what he says, he told himself as he felt color rise up his
neck.

“So, you can fit two pieces of wood
together.” Lloyd finally said. “Shame that we’re not good
enough for you to use your talents on.” And then he turned and left
the room.

“Oh, Davey, he…

David stood up abruptly, interrupting her. “It’s
okay, Mom, don’t bother. I must be off. I’ll be back in time for
supper.” Bloody man and his bloody digs!

“Five o’clock, Dear. Will you be all right?”

“Of course. Do you need anything from town?”

“Only a lemon. Thank you, Dear.”

“Sure thing. See you later.” Then with a smile
to his daughter and a squeeze of reassurance on the arm to his
mother he was gone.

Back in the workshop Lloyd shifted from one foot
to the other. He slid a sidelong glance at Maria. She had stood up
proud and strong beside him against his boy. Aye, she was a
good’un. “Everything going okay, lass?” he said.

“Yup. I took a look at the plans; she’s going to
be a pretty boat. I think Tomkins will be pleased.”

“Aye.” He looked at the window. “Must get that
pane fixed this week.” And Maria made a mental note to order the
new glass.

She was on the point of turning back to work
when he stopped her with his gaze. She waited. He shifted his pipe
from one side of his mouth to the other, looked inside the mug that
was in his hand.

“Would you like some more tea?” she asked, “I’ll
go and get you some if you like.”

“Nah, lass, it’s not that. Tea’s fine. You just
watch yourself! Okay?”

Maria frowned. “Yeah. Sure,” she said.

“He has problems in the heart department
since…since Diane died…never settled. Same as his father, Dottie’s
first husband, that’s why she left him and came here. She had an
aunt in the Cove…brought the boy with her...that’s how come I met
her.”

Maria stared at her boots. She reached blindly
for her plane and found comfort in having its’ cool steel solidity
in her hands. “Okay.”

“I loved him like he was my own,” Lloyd seemed
compelled to continue, “but, I see his faults. I ain’t blind, so I
caution you girl, don’t go do anything foolish.” He cleared his
throat, “There, I’ve said it. I told Dottie I would. I figure it’s
for the best. Like I said to him, you’re like a daughter to me.” He
twitched his shoulder at the mold in her vise.

Maria froze. He had said that? No wonder David’s
nose was out of joint.

“Glad I took you on, so I am.”

“Yes, well, me too,” she croaked, “Got to get
back to work now,” she added and turned her back on him. Her cheeks
were burning with, if she was honest, a mixture of pride and shame,
a complicated blend swirling around family honor and rightful
place. She had been told too much, had overheard too much!

“Aye,” Lloyd said and moved away. After a minute
or two she heard his lighter strike a flame and caught the whiff of
smoke that lingered after he had stepped outside with his pipe.

Regaining her equilibrium she glanced at the
door through which he had passed and frowned. Oh sure, she was
proud of his estimation of her skills, and she supposed that she
felt embraced by the feeling of acceptance as a surrogate family
member; it had been a long time since she had been part of a
family. But, there was a level of discomfort too. Would they expect
her to share her secrets with them in return? She could not imagine
Lloyd encouraging that. In fact, she could picture him squirming in
his coveralls, but Dottie? Yes. She could see Dottie wishing for
more information. So, why was it Lloyd who had revealed family
things, and not Dottie? Maybe it was a warning. She shook her head,
frowned again and got back to work. It was far too complicated for
her to sort out.

When Dottie called them to dinner late in the
afternoon Maria was a long way into her task. The completed molds
were stacked neatly against the end of her bench. So it was with
satisfaction that she laid her plane aside and went in to eat.

Dottie had outdone herself and the smile on her
face told of her pleasure at having the family all together.
Maria's stomach growled as she slipped into the bathroom and washed
her hands and face. She took her seat at the table, laid for the
occasion with a flowered cloth and matching napkins. “Hi, Patty, I
see the salt air agrees with you; you look well rested. Hello
David.” She nodded, acknowledging his presence. “Smells delicious,
Dottie, thank you.”

“Now, then,” Dottie said, “Lloyd, you light the
candles please. It’s all ready.” She indicated the heaping and
steaming serving plates as she took her seat.

Maria passed the mashed potatoes to David on her
left. Lloyd leaned over the table and lit the cluster of three
white candles marking the beginning of the celebration. Along with
the dressed table and stem glasses for their drinking water, it was
like Dottie’s Christmas table when the aromas had been of roast
turkey, stuffing, and plum pudding mingled with spruce.

“Oh, wait a minute!” Dottie exclaimed and jumped
up from the table. “I almost forgot something.” She opened the oven
and pulled hot jacket potatoes out with her bare hands. Two landed
in the bowl beside the stovetop, followed by two more, and more,
until Lloyd’s favorite food joined the other dishes already set and
being shared around the table.

“Ah, I thought you’d forgotten.” Lloyd chided.
“What with your boy and his wee girl home, I thought you’d
forgotten about your old man.”

She reached across the corner of the table and
took her old man’s hand. “Almost my Dear; but not quite,” Then she
let go and patted his arm. “I haven’t given up on you yet, so don’t
be getting any ideas,” she added with a sparkle in her eye. “I know
you have your eye on Mrs. MacDonald up the hill, now that her man
is gone. But, I tell you, she can’t have mine.”

Lloyd smiled at his wife. “Never could fool you,
eh? Pass the baked potatoes, please, laddie. They’re getting cold
sitting over there all alone.”

Time stretched, plates emptied, were refilled,
emptied again and conversation melted any remaining chill until the
atmosphere became quite balmy. Maria ate the succulent chicken and
gravy slathered potatoes and thought about her dogs.

“So, Davey, what brings you home? I’m sure it’s
not just to visit your old folks.” Lloyd said.

Maria sat up straighter in her chair, and she
did not taste the forkful of food she had just put in her
mouth.

“Business, Dad. My partner and I are expanding
eastward, so I’m here to work out some details before we make our
first foray.”

She found that she could not eat another bite.
“Please excuse me,” she said wiping her lips with her napkin “I
think I’ll just go home and check on the dogs before the students
get here. It was delicious, Dottie. Thank you very much.”

Normally she would have stayed for desert and
then helped wash the dishes, but with a rime of shame she slipped
away. She did not need to be party to any more family talks she
decided. She paused on the flagstone at the door and took a deep
breath of the evening air. Aeolean was just back from her trials.
The crew was swarming over the decks, one leaping for the wharf
with the bow line firmly in his grip. It only occurred to her then
that Lloyd had been supposed to go out too, to put her through her
paces. She glanced back at the house and frowned; he always went!
Just one more of the many shifts happening all at the same time,
she thought as she grabbed her bicycle. She needed a bit of a break
from Naugle energy and issues; needed time to prepare for teenager
energy and issues. It had been an intense two days and she no
longer knew what to think.
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