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“A story of love and longing and the ghosts that connect us." - Peter J Foote

Morgan Levi Spencer, an affirmed bachelor who lived his forty-one years with his parents, was sure that he would soon be living alone.

But a mystical force was about the descend on Dead Man’s Cove, a low valley that had no harbour to speak of. It was a force of destiny, that said that no man was an island, and that fate would make fools of their plans.

From the fog that surrounded the Cove came a presence that would change Morgan’s life forever.

Her named was Alasie. Her hair, black as a raven’s wing, hung down to her waist and swung to and fro as her body flowed in a rhythmic dance.

He would never be the same again.
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PROLOGUE
1943
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The room smelled of death: a heavy, nauseous stench that permeated the air and thickened itself as it forced its way inside your nostrils. 

The putrid green blinds were pulled completely over the windows to hinder any form of life on the outside from entering the deathly cavity. Yet, nature being the supreme being, life still insisted upon its presence being acknowledged, and would not be refused. Brilliant bursts of lightning forced their way through the hideous window coverings without apology. Continuous eruptions of resounding thunder shook the dwellings’ aged and dilapidated foundation to its very core. It howled and raged, seething with anger like unrequited grief.

Inside the abode, even death would not hold back secrets from being whispered. Like death, with all its mystery, thus were the final words spilt from parched lips of a clandestine soul. 

In time, as with death, all became silent. 

It was then she came...
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CHAPTER ONE
1903
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After the foggy days of July, Naomi was delighted to bask in the heat of the blazing sun under a cloudless azure sky that came with the turn of a calendar page. As Levi rowed his small blue dory across the sparkling waters of Cape La Hune Bay, Naomi was content just to sit and take in the beauty of the rugged landscape that surrounded her. Queen, the couple’s old, shaggy brown dog and Naomi’s constant companion, stood at the ready with her paws on the gunnel as she surveyed what was going on around her. Tail wagging and tongue panting anxiously, Queen stood eagerly, anticipating all the new smells and delights that this trip was about to offer her.  

“What a beautiful day. Perfect for berry picking,” Levi stated, breaking the silence. His oars cut into the calm waters creating the only ripples to be seen on the surface of the bay. 

“Yes,” Naomi answered, as she emerged from her relaxed trance. “I hope the berries are ripe and plentiful this year.”

She hoped to line the shelves of her cellar with as many jars of blueberries as she could. The sweet sapphire berries would be added to the many jars of the tart, amber-coloured bake-apples she had finished bottling a week ago. These staples would be a fine start to the provisions that would see them through the desolate winter months when such luxuries could not be obtained elsewhere. 

“It looked like there were going to be a good many berries when I was over here a few weeks ago. We didn’t get any lightning to dry up the flowers this spring so the blossoms should be okay,” Levi said. 

“Well, if we could get enough, I would put away a few bottles to give to Ruth. Having had her baby the night before last, she won’t be doing much berry picking yet for a while. With eleven other children besides baby Thomas, she’ll have enough to keep her busy.” 

Naomi’s youngest sister Ruth lived next door to her, and although her nieces and nephews were like her own children, Naomi had not been blessed with babies of her own. Even though her house was seldom empty of children and there was always one or more at her table during mealtime, Naomi still yearned for a baby of her own. Fate though, had so far been a cruel master and Naomi and Levi had never had their prayers answered. 

“I’m sure Ruth would love to have you do some bottling for her. It would be a great help to her and Luke for the winter. I guess Luke got his wish too. He told me the other day that if Ruth could have one more boy, he’d have enough to fit out his own schooner.” Levi laughed. “He said with the seven boys he has now, and then if he got one more, he would have a fine crew. I guess little Thomas did it for him,” he chuckled.

“I think it will be a few years yet before Thomas will be working aboard a schooner.” Naomi grinned. “But Luke has a fine bunch of young men growing up around him.”

“Yes, he certainly does, and I am pretty thankful for all the work they do for me too. I cannot remember the last time I’ve had to chop or split any wood. Young Cecil is almost a permanent fixture out by my woodpile. I can tell you that it’s a big load off me.” Levi paused and sighed pensively. “Yes sir, Luke has a good bunch of young men to be sure.”

As Naomi turned her head toward the sea and sighed as well, nothing more was spoken of children. It was an ache they both felt and an unfulfilled wish they each had been left with.  

As Levi and Naomi drifted comfortably into their own private thoughts, the oars of the tiny dory were pushing them closer and closer to their ultimate destination: Dead Man’s Cove.

Dead Man’s Cove was a low valley that had no harbour to speak of. It consisted only of a shoreline of flat rocks where a boat could very easily be hauled onto the shore. It was well situated within Cape La Hune Bay, and was trumped by towering hills on the end of the cove leading further into the large fiord. There were no trees, and the valley was covered with berry bushes and low shrubs. The proximity to the settlement of Cape La Hune made it the ideal spot to pick berries and was where Naomi and Levi usually went to fill their buckets on their annual berry picking trip. It was also the ideal spot for old dogs like Queen to have a playful romp and eke out any hidden tastes and smells that the place was hiding. 

Levi headed the dory to a flat spot on the shoreline and jumped over the gunnel. As quick as Levi was getting ashore, old Queen was quicker. She was out of the small boat and rolling in the brambles and tucks before Levi’s feet hit the rocks. Levi took the bow line and easily pulled the small dory onto the flat rocks of the shore. He then tied the line to a large, bleached driftwood log that was jammed between some rocks above the highwater mark. The flat surface of the shoreline made it easy for Naomi to step ashore.  

“Be careful not to slip on the rocks; sometimes the kelp can make them slippery,” Levi cautioned, as he held Naomi’s hand to help her out of the boat. 

“You would think I couldn’t get out of a dory on my own.” His sure-footed wife laughed. In an instant, Levi grabbed her from the edge of the dory and swung her around, causing Naomi to squeal. 

“You, my darling, are the best thing I have, and I only want to keep you safe!” And with that Levi firmly kissed her on the lips. 

Realizing they may be seen by others across the bay, Naomi gently but regrettably eased herself away from the kiss. “If anyone sees us, they’ll think we came here for more than berry picking,” she laughed playfully and lovingly smoothed her hand down the rough cheek of the man who held her heart. 

“Whatever you wish, my dear.” Levi grinned, totally amused by the slow stain of red that was colouring his wife’s cheeks. 

“Levi Spencer! Are you going crazy today? I am here to go berry picking!” With a quick turn of her back, Naomi, feigning disbelief, headed along the shoreline with her bucket in her hand, leaving a grinning Levi to find his own berry patch. Old Queen, looking as perplexed as it were possible for a dog to look, headed after her mistress and was soon caught up in fluttering butterflies and curious smells.

The morning’s show of affection had Naomi wearing a smile all day. As she and Queen slowly picked their way along the perimeter of Dead Man’s Cove, Naomi saw Levi on the far side of the valley edging his way behind a small knoll as he picked. She knew she was a lucky woman to have found a man as loving as her husband. If only their love had given them children as well. With a small sigh and a whisper of, “Maybe someday,” Naomi bent her head and continued to fill her bucket from a large patch of berries she had found. 

Totally preoccupied with all the fruit hanging rich and ripe from the bushes, Naomi rose suddenly when a low mournful cry reached her ears. Listening closely, the sound once more caught her attention. As she took a quick glance around the surrounding area, Naomi realized that Queen, whom she thought was right beside her, was nowhere to be seen. Thinking it may have been the old dog making the frightful sound, Naomi called to the animal.

“Queen! Queen! Where are you, girl?” 

Expecting the dog to come bounding through the bushes as usual, Naomi was surprised to not have received a sudden appearance from her constant companion. Instead, her answer came as a loud, whining cry, as if someone were hurt or sick. Naomi’s first thought was that Queen had fallen and injured herself. Naomi rushed toward the pitiful moan that seemed to be coming from below the ridge she was standing on. Scrambling clumsily down a steep rocky incline, Naomi saw Queen laying flat on her stomach beneath the stony outcropping. The dog was looking straight ahead at a small opening in the rocks and a low whine, as if something there was hurting her, was the only sound she made. 

Kneeling beside Queen, Naomi gently smoothed the dog’s head with her hand.

“What’s the matter, Queen? What is it, girl?” Naomi questioned the animal. Visually she could see nothing that was causing the dog any pain, but Queen lay motionless as she stared at the opening and whimpered pitifully. 

“Is there something in there, Queen?” Naomi knew if the dog had seen a small animal in the cave, she would not be lying still. Rather the poor little creature would be on the run with the old dog in hot pursuit. 

Curiosity was getting the better of Naomi and whatever was causing Queen to be in this mournful state was worth trying to figure out. Standing and looking toward the other side of the valley where she had last seen Levi, Naomi realized he was no longer in her sight. She would have much rather her husband go into the cave for a look but seeing as how he was nowhere to be seen, Naomi decided she would check things out herself so as not to keep her beloved animal in such an agonizing state. Reaching down, Naomi lovingly patted Queen’s shaggy brown head. 

“I can’t see Levi anywhere, Queen, so I guess I’ll have to take a look and see what has upset you so much.” 

For the first time since Naomi had arrived at the dog’s side, Queen raised her head off the ground and looked directly at her mistress. Naomi felt a shudder run the length of her spine. Queen had a haggard appearance and what she could have sworn were tears on the silky fur beneath her soulful, brown eyes. She whined pitifully at Naomi before turning away to face the entrance of the cave once again. 

As she stood alongside her cherished friend and stared at the cave’s small opening, Naomi’s body trembled. Something was compelling Naomi toward the opening. She knew with a profound certainty that she had to go inside. Squeezing between the two boulders that created the narrow opening, the sunlight immediately died and like a lamplight that had suddenly been extinguished, a thick darkness covered Naomi. She blinked her eyes repeatedly as she tried to focus her eyesight from the bright sunlight to the semi-darkness that seemed to smother the interior of the chamber. A musty, dank smell stuck to her nostrils as it hung thick in the stale, damp air. As Naomi’s sight adjusted to her surroundings, she started to feel confined. The cave was underneath the ridge she had been previously berry picking on and although it was not large, it was quite high enough to stand straight inside. Trying to focus on the tight enclosure, a macabre chill penetrated the air, causing Naomi to shiver uncontrollably. Noticing what looked like a flat rocky ledge toward the back of the cave, Naomi grabbed the edge as she sat herself down. The ledge was covered with spruce boughs and branches that were greyed and bare with age. Naomi immediately felt herself getting dizzy as the air seemed to be thick and hard to breathe. Wrapping her arms about herself for urgent warmth and to control the incessant shivering she was overcome with, Naomi knew she should get out of the cave, but her mind was reeling. All she wanted was to sleep. To close her eyes and rest. 

At that moment and without warning, a feeling of warmth, like a quilt in the blazing sun, melted through Naomi‘s body. Laying down on the brittle tree branches as if they were a cozy feather mattress, she felt the anxiety and cold leaving her body and sleep like a shield blocking her thoughts from the world around her. In the far distance, Naomi became faintly aware of the sound of someone singing. Her eyes were too heavy to open, but the soulful melody would not let her completely give in to the sleep she so desperately wanted. Repeatedly, the melodic voice kept pulling her back from total bliss. Suddenly, as if she had been doused with a bucket of cold water, Naomi jolted awake. Trying to make sense of her surroundings, she felt the sharpness of the spiny boughs as they stabbed into her neck and back. The blackness of the rocky ceiling above her head brought her to her senses. As she shoved her way off the stone ledge, Naomi turned and found herself staring into the deep white hallows of a human skull. 

At that very instant, Levi heard a scream that filled the very air around him, while Queen eerily howled like a wolf on a night of a full moon. 
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Racing toward where he had just heard the terrifying sounds, Levi found Naomi laying on the ground outside the cave. Queen was lying beside her, protectively nuzzling his mistress’ hand. Shaking her gently, Naomi awoke as if she had been peacefully sleeping in her own bed. As Levi described his frightening ordeal, Naomi seemed totally unaware of anything that had taken place. Quickly, but tenderly, Levi led his wife back to the boat and settled her in place. He pulled the oars with all his strength, knowing in his own mind, he could not get home soon enough to try to forget the whole experience that had him totally unnerved. With no way to explain what had taken place in Dead Man’s Cove, Levi was completely mystified.

Naomi, sitting on the taut, her back to Levi and with old Queen licking her hand, could do nothing but smile. 
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CHAPTER TWO
1943
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Morgan Spencer bailed water from his flat-bottom dory when the sudden darkening of the sky caused him to stop what he was doing and look up. Glancing at the entrance to the harbour, the southern horizon looked black and ominous. A maelstrom of towering clouds billowed heavenward in what looked to transform into an early spring tempest, wild with wind and rain. 

Morgan began moving a bit faster, to complete his work before the storm hit the tiny community of Cape La Hune.  His final task was to check his moorings to ensure they were secure against the impending gale. Once satisfied that all was fastened and holding firm, Morgan climbed the railings, toggled the stage door and headed up the gravel pathway toward home. A home where his mother lay dying. 

Morgan Levi Spencer, an affirmed bachelor who lived his forty-one years with his parents, was sure that he would soon be living alone. 

His father, Levi Spencer, had died peacefully in his sleep three years ago. At eighty-three years, Levi often said that his was a life well lived. Now his mother, Naomi, lay dying in the same bed as his father, and Morgan knew her well-lived life was soon to come to an end as well. A sudden stroke about a week ago had rendered her unable to either move or utter a word since it had happened.

As Morgan approached the house, he saw his Aunt Ruth by the gate door and his other aunt, Kitty Pink waddling her over-burdened frame down the opposite path toward her home. Kitty Pink, or Aunt Kitty as she was respectfully known, was the community mid-wife, as well as the official nurse in Cape La Hune. Getting on in age, Aunt Kitty possibly had a hand in every birth and death for the last sixty years. She had also mended more cuts, burns, scrapes, and pulled more teeth than Morgan could count, including his own. Even though she found it hard getting around these days, she made sure to see her oldest sister, Naomi, every day, though there was nothing she could do.

Ruth Barter, Naomi’s youngest sister, spent every spare minute she could by her bedside. They had lived next door to each other for the past sixty-three years and had helped raise each other’s family. The significant difference being that Ruth had an overly impressive brood of fourteen children, whereas Naomi remained childless until the age of forty-two when her one and only child, Morgan, was born. 

A baby born on the change, was how Aunt Kitty and the other harbour women described it. The only change, as far as Naomi knew, was the joy that her son brought to her life. Morgan was Naomi’s greatest love as well as her best kept secret. 

***
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“My boy, you look too tired to even fall down,” Aunt Ruth said as she swung open the gate door to let Morgan into the yard. “I have a dipper of stewed fish on the tail end of the stove keeping warm for you. There is also a fresh bun of bread on the counter, in the pantry.”

“You are a God-sent Aunt Ruth,” Morgan replied as he made his way up the walk to the porch door. “I don’t know what I would do without you.” Morgan walked around to the wood pile at the corner of the house and grabbed an armful of the stacked logs. “I’ll take a bit in now and get some more after supper. Hopefully before the rain comes,” he murmured to himself, with a nod to the threatening sky. 

“The wood box is already full and so is the water barrel,” Aunt Ruth said, indicating the large wood cask by the porch door. “Peter and Daniel came over about an hour ago and filled everything for you. With the bad weather coming, we figured you wouldn’t get time before you finished salting down your fish in the stage.” 

“Those two boys are wonderful workers that Naomi Jane and Gilbert have there,” Morgan smiled, referring to Aunt Ruth’s daughter and son-in-law and their two sons. “Tell both of the boys I‘ll take them out in the boat with me the next chance I get.” 

“I’ll tell them when I go in the house. Since Uncle Luke died and Naomi Jane and Gilbert moved in with me, they have taken a big burden off my shoulders, I can tell you.” 

Morgan glanced at the upstairs window above the porch door and with no reference needed asked, “How is she?”

“The same thing, my son. I think I saw her eyes flicker once but other than that, nothing.” Aunt Ruth released a heavy sigh before continuing, “I’ve talked to her and said every prayer I know but not a sound or motion. All I am sure of is that she can’t stay like that much longer.” Aunt Ruth wiped her eyes in the tail of her flour sack apron. 

“Well, you should go home now and lay down for a bit. This is hard on you too and Mam wouldn’t want you getting yourself down because of her. I’ll stay up with her tonight. That storm is getting pretty close, and I don’t think you should be out in this kind of weather,” Morgan voiced in concern. 

“Oh, Gilbert told me to tell you that he was going to lay down for a couple of hours after supper and then he would come over and stay with Naomi for you to get some sleep.” 

“Tell Gilbert I said that would be wonderful. Now go over and get some rest yourself. The Lord only knows what we will have facing us tomorrow.”

Aunt Ruth turned and headed across the yard toward her own white limed two-storey house. “Make sure you eat that stewed fish I brought over and don’t forget the bun of bread in the
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