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Chapter 1: 

Here Lies Martin Shea… 

 
 

     The sickening sound of cracking ice. A 

white-lined spider‟s web streaking from his feet. 

A moment‟s panic freezing him to the spot. A 

single, sharp, intake of breath. The silent certainty 

that there is no escape. The burst into the icy 

depths.  

This is how Martin experienced his mother‟s 

words. And like being plunged into a river of ice, 

Martin came alive in his struggle for life.         

“No! We can‟t!” 

“I know it seems difficult,” his mother said, 

“but it‟s not as bad as it sounds.” 

How could it not be as bad as it sounded?  

“But why?” he sputtered. “Why?” There was 

panicked force behind his words, as though this 

simple question would be enough to bring his 

parents to their senses!  

“You know why, Martin.” Even while trying 

to soothe, his mother‟s matter-of-fact tone was 

not absent. A drowning man could not be 

soothed! 

“To start a mission? In the middle of 

nowhere?” He looked from his mother to his 
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father, whose expression was hidden behind his 

thick, brown beard. “An Orthodox mission in 

Newfoundland?”  

“Listen-” Martin‟s mother said as she adjusted 

the thin scarf around her neck. 

“We can‟t move from Boston to Canada! To 

Corner Brook!” Martin threw his arms wide in 

exasperation! 

“You‟ve always loved Corner Brook,” his 

mother said. “We‟ve had great vacations there!” 

“Vacations! Not to live there!” Martin said. 

They mean it. He felt panic rise and begin to turn 

into hot anger. “I only said I liked it „cause it‟s 

Dad‟s hometown! You don‟t want to know what I 

really think of it!”  

“Martin…” his mother said, brows knitting 

into a frown; his father, dressed as ever in his 

long black cassock, sat oddly quiet. 

“Well, my life is officially over!” Martin was 

going to burst! He felt like his head was under 

water – that his lungs would explode from the 

pressure. “And what do you think of this, 

Brigid?” he said suddenly turning to his sister 

sitting beside him. “Tell them! Your life‟s over 

too, you know!”   

His younger sister, tugged on her long blond 

pony-tail; she had tears in her eyes. 

“Calm down, Martin,” his mother‟s tone was 

beginning to show a hint of irritation. Martin 
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didn‟t care. When your limbs were beginning to 

freeze to death, you did whatever you needed to 

survive. 

Martin tuned out as his sister began her 

protests. He stared across the dining room at the 

sun streaming through the patio doors leaving 

checkered patterns on the floor. How many times 

had he flown through those doors, basketball in 

hand, to spend hours shooting free throws in the 

backyard? During how many sleep-overs had he 

and Nick Zisis set up at the computer in the 

corner of their adjoining living room, the large 

floor lamp casting everything else into shadow as 

they conquered alien worlds and won World 

Series? How many Christmases had he spent 

sitting on the plush rug before the blazing 

fireplace, directing the perfect placement of tree 

ornaments? Martin had never felt so attached to 

the shelves of blue china surrounding him and the 

smooth surface of the long dining room table as 

he did right now.  

This was his home: with the sounds of cars 

and groups of laughing kids outside the front 

window, with joggers and their dogs passing, and 

the trees that neatly lined the sidewalks which ran 

the length of the brick houses on either side of the 

street. Home was not some northern isolation in 

the Canadian wilderness! Martin clenched and 

unclenched his fists as they rested on the table. 
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They were actually going to rip him away 

from his life in Boston to go traipsing about in the 

woods of Newfoundland! What, was he supposed 

to do? Become a… a fisherman? Or learn how to 

swing an axe and become a lumberjack? He 

shook his head, denying it. This was completely 

crazy! He had to reason with his parents before it 

was too late. But what?  

And then a faint ray of hope in the darkness: 

School!  

“I‟m finally fitting in at high school!” he said. 

“We can‟t move!  

Brigid huffed at being cut off. His mother‟s 

tight-lipped face grew stormy, and creases began 

to line his father‟s brow. 

“That was one of the reasons why your father 

and I decided that this is the right time for us to 

move.” Martin‟s mother held her intertwined 

hands before her just a bit more rigidly than 

before. “High school starts later there, so you 

won‟t be the only new student.” 

What had his mother just said? It was like 

Martin‟s brain was becoming too numb to 

register everything. “Start from scratch getting to 

know everyone? I already did that once, 

remember?” 

Martin,” his dad‟s voice was low and intense. 

“Remember who you‟re speaking to.” Martin 

knew he meant business. 
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“But Mom,” Brigid said, momentarily letting 

her pony-tail drop. “don‟t they have to go to 

middle school until grade nine?”  

His mother‟s voice softened as she spoke to 

his sister: “That‟s true, honey. But on the bright 

side it will give you a chance to meet lots of 

friends before going to high school.” 

“This is so unfair!” Brigid said, slumping in 

her chair.  

 Martin couldn‟t stop himself from adding, “A 

huge, freezing, island, and nothing but trees and 

wilderness. On the edge of the world!” He 

gripped the edge of the table in his hands. “What 

makes you think anyone there even wants to 

become Orthodox? There‟s not even a church 

there!” There was a touch of spitefulness in the 

question. 

“You know your father has always dreamed-” 

“Dreamed about what?” Martin said. “Of 

becoming like St. Herman of Alaska? Of living in 

the wilderness and teaching the people? That was 

200 years ago! And he was a hermit! He didn‟t 

drag his kids there with him!” 

“Just think about it for a minute, Martin.” 

Martin ignored the comment. “Mom, what 

about your job at the school? Dad, the cathedral 

and your job at the university?” he asked, 

gesturing to each in turn. “You‟re both just going 

to drop everything?” 
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“Actually, your father‟s already found work in 

the Classics department of the university in 

Corner Brook. And I‟m going to start working 

full-time on my iconography.” 

“Well, I see you guys have this whole thing 

worked out. Just one problem – you forgot about 

me and Brigid! Our lives are ruined!” 

“Don't be so dramatic, Martin.” There was his 

mother's matter-of-factness back. “You‟ll see, 

you'll both be able to keep in touch with your 

friends-” 

“But my friends are all here! My real life is 

here!” Martin let the words burst free from his 

mouth as though letting out a final, fleeting 

lungful of air, in defiance of the icy darkness that 

was swallowing him.  

But he had pushed too far this time. 

His mother did not yell at him. But her eyes 

were flint striking stone and her words snapped 

like the crack of a whip: “Well you‟ll just have to 

make new friends then, won‟t you.” 

Martin may have physically winced. He knew 

one thing, though: Discussion-Was-Over.  

“And what about Facebook and all those 

messages you send back and forth?” his mother 

said. “You don‟t think you can do that from 

there?” She was staring so intensely at Martin 

that he wavered under her gaze. “You‟ll have 
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plenty of opportunity to stay in contact with your 

friends!” 

In a last effort of defiance – courageous or 

stupid, he wasn‟t sure – he obstinately crossed his 

arms on his chest, and looking away, muttered 

one final word under his breath: “This can‟t 

really be happening?”  

It wasn‟t meant to be heard, but it was. 

“Yes, Martin,” his mother‟s voice still 

crackled, “this really is happening!” 

 

* * * 

 

Things had gone worse than Martin had hoped 

– a lot worse. And so instead of a glorious 

evening of triumphant two-on-two with the guys, 

he was left for the evening reeling in his room.  

Despite everything that had happened, despite 

all his feelings, despite everything else he 

couldn‟t bear to even think about, one thing 

itched at him: his dad‟s silence. 

Martin had never experienced that before. His 

dad always did all the talking? So why had he 

said nothing this time? Why just sit there? It 

didn‟t make any sense.  

The question had loomed at the back of 

Martin‟s mind for the last couple of hours as he‟d 

tried to distract himself from the problems of his 

new reality. He‟d flipped through magazines, laid 
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on his bed staring at the trophies on his bookcase, 

listened with eyes closed to the tick-tick-tick of 

his wall clock; nothing worked. He was so 

desperate he‟d even tried cleaning out his desk. 

But it was there, avoid it as he might. It nagged at 

his thoughts.  

There was a knock at the door. 

Martin knew who it was before his dad poked 

his head in. “May I come in?” Martin had been 

expecting this from the moment he left the table. 

“Okay,” Martin said hesitantly. 

His father entered and sat at the edge of 

Martin‟s bed. Then he did the last thing Martin 

could have expected. 

“I‟m sorry, Martin,” he said.  

Martin didn‟t know what to say. His father 

apologized… to him! 

His father went on. “Martin, you always knew 

I hoped for this. Ever since I became a priest I 

wanted – if God ever gave me the opportunity – 

to return to my home, to offer to others the same 

gift that‟s been offered to us: the Orthodox faith, 

in all its amazing beauty.” His dad adjusted the 

folds of his long cassock. He was now staring at 

the icon of St. Martin of Tours that hung on the 

wall across from them. 

“There are so many people there who have 

never even heard of Orthodoxy, let alone had the 

opportunity to encounter it. We possess such a 
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treasure!” His eyes were bright, though his voice 

was quiet. 

“I know this is difficult for you,” his father 

said tucking a long, dark strand of hair behind his 

ear and turning to Martin. “But the chance to start 

an Orthodox mission in Newfoundland, it‟s a 

prayer answered.” 

Martin just stared with a frown at the poster on 

the far wall. He wished he was a snowboarder 

right then, gliding away from his problems down 

some snow-covered slope. “Your prayer. Not 

mine,” he said. 

His dad, taking his long beard in one hand, 

sighed. “I knew this would be difficult for you. I 

had hoped that maybe you could at least 

understand a little why this is important to do.” 

His father stood to leave. “I‟m sorry, though. I‟m 

probably asking too much of you.”  

Martin kept his gaze fixed unsympathetically 

forward. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his 

father silently leave the room. To his own 

annoyance, Martin had to fight fiercely against 

the tiniest hint of something bitter in his mouth – 

the taste of guilt. 

 

* * * 

 

“Well, enjoy the snow, Dude!”  



Voyage to the Rock 
 

10 
 

It was a hot, muggy day, the kind that made 

Nick‟s joke an even starker contrast to Martin's 

life to come. Up and down the street were a few 

weekend early-birds packing trunks and loading 

roof-racks in neighboring driveways, trying to 

escape the city before the bumper to bumper rush. 

The irony was that all of Boston would be 

anxious to escape the city, while Martin would 

give anything to stay right there in his little 

driveway, beside his small patch of green lawn. 

“It‟s a shame you‟ll be up there ice-fishing 

while we‟re hanging at the pool all summer,” 

Nick Zisis said.   

Martin nailed him hard in the arm. “Alright, 

alright!” Martin‟s friend said holding up long thin 

hands to ward off the next blow. “I‟m just 

kidding”. 

“Well, you deserve it anyway!” Martin said 

pointing at his bean-pole friend. Then he sighed 

and leaned against the family car, staring off into 

the sky.   

“This really sucks!” Nick said as he leaned on 

the car next to Martin. “I never would‟ve 

imagined you‟d be taking off to Canada.” 

“You wouldn‟t have? I live with them, and I 

didn‟t see it coming,” Martin said, trying to keep 

from rubbing his temples. 

“Can‟t you talk to the Bishop or something? 

Go over your dad‟s head, I mean?” Nick said. 
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“He‟s a priest after all. He‟s gotta listen to the 

Bishop, right?”. 

“Don‟t I wish?” Martin pulled back his shaggy 

brown hair with his two hands and sighed. “It was 

a bishop that asked him to move to Corner Brook 

in the first place. Dad just happened to jump at 

the chance!” Martin kicked at a rock and scuffed 

a sneaker across the driveway. “Cue the music for 

the end of the world, would ya? Here lies the 

dusty old bones of Martin Shea. Died of boredom 

in the town of 20,000 people. Didn‟t even finish 

High School.” 

“But learned how to talk with a perfect Newfie 

accent!” Nick said with a laugh, his long legs 

giving him a head-start as he sprang away from 

Martin. Martin gave chase around the car. 

When they were both out of breath and sore 

from exchanging punches to the arms, they stood 

there together until the awkward moment was 

right in front of them. “Well, anyway, man, it 

won‟t be the same around here without you,” 

Nick said.  

“Yeah,” Martin said putting his hands in his 

pocket and looking down. “It won‟t be the same 

without you either.” The silence stretched out 

before them again. 

“So anyway, I should go pack the rest of my 

stuff.” 
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“Yeah, that‟s cool. I gotta get going, anyway. 

So… take it easy, bro,” Nick said raising his 

hand.  

“You, too,” Martin said as he grabbed it and 

they pulled each other in for a quick hug.  

“Don‟t go too wild this summer,” Martin said 

as Nick turned to walk away. 

“I won‟t,” he said looking back. “And that 

goes for you, too. Who knows, things might be 

better there than you think! Call me on Skype 

once you reach „The Rock‟!” 

“ „The Rock‟! Man!” Martin said shaking his 

head.  “I‟ll call…if I survive the five hour ferry 

ride! We‟ll be talkin‟.”  

“For sure!” Nick waved and then a few 

moments disappeared around the corner to the 

next street.  

Better than I think? Yeah, I doubt it! Martin 

gave a little slap on the railing post as he headed 

inside. 
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