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I was born to William Green and Olive Jacobs and raised a fishermen son in Little Heart's Ease. 

My Dad and Mom did not encourage or for that matter, discourage me, about pursuing a life in 

the fishery. In 1978, the fishery was a fair living and a number of people were returning from 

the big city, Toronto, to enter into the fishery. At that time, the trap fishery, gillnet fishery, and 

mackerel/squid were returning to the waters of Trinity Bay. With improvements in technology, 

the fishery was destined for a boom period. The government, under Frank Moores, was 

encouraging people to enter the fishery because Canada had applied and gotten the territorial 

rights to administer the waters inside the 200 mile limit. Politicians, using information provided 

by scientist, were predicting a bright future 

and encouraging Newfoundlanders to return 

home and become involved in the new 

fishery.  

In the late 1960s and early 1970s, my Dad was 

fishing groundfish, mostly cod, using the 

handline, trawls and a more recent 

technology, the gillnets. He fished mostly 

inside the Southwest Arm area and the boat 

he used was a 20ft motor boat, that made a 

putt,putt, puttt... sounds which echoed of the 

cliffs of the harbour when he left  or returned. 

He also caught lobster and salmon. 

Our oldest brother, Wayne, and our sisters, 

Mary, Doris, Hilda and Irene, had gone to 

Toronto in search of their fortune. However, 

they soon discovered that the bright lights 

was no easy place to make a living and 

homesickness began to creep-in.  

An old motor boat tied-up on the Lowerside. The boat 

belonged to Gordon Jacobs or to my Dad, William 

Green. 



Wayne returned in 1974 and invested a small 

fortune, and I mean small, into purchasing a 

larger boat that was being used by a Mr. 

Letherbridge from Clarenville as a cabin 

cruiser. He purchased the cruiser and 

immediately removed the large house that 

was on the cruiser and modified the boat to 

become his first trapskiff. He also purchased 

an older cotton codtrap. Our family, 

especially my Dad, was proud of this new 

found interest by Wayne in the fishery. I 

joined the crew during the summer and we 

caught mostly cod using the codtrap and few 

gillnets. 

 I recall codfish coming up over the side of the 

boat and hearing my Dad remark, "It must've 

been cold last night, but that fish had a very, 

warm night rolled up tightly in the net." (It 

was common for codfish to be caught by the 

gills and roll continuously until one could barely see the fish) . During this time period, Wayne 

had borrowed our first bar seine from a Corbett Price, who was working away on the mainland. 

We  eagerly awaited the fall mackerel season. I don't recall getting any that season. Over the 

winter/spring of 1975, Wayne and Dad worked on a small, purse seine (the term "ring seine" 

was often used by local fishermen in those days) We joined forces with Robert Spurrell and his 

son in the fall of 1975. I 

can vividly recall chasing 

mackerel on Heart's 

Ledge. There was such a 

collection of boats, all of 

them searching and 

scanning the calm waters 

for indications of 

mackerel. We spotted a 

small school and shot the 

seine by encircling the 

school and were 

successful in closing the 

Wayne and Dad hauling gillnets in the cabin cruiser that 

he and Dad converted to a trapskiff. My little brother 

waits in anticipation for the next fish. Note the "Gurdy" 

that fishermen made from wrecked rear-ends and 

transmission of cars. 

Mackerel "ringing the water" on Heart's Ease Ledge. In the 70s, this was a 

common site and crews from different boats were scanning the water for this 

sign. 



bottom of the seine using the "tucking rope" and getting our first load of mackerel in the old 

trapskiff. 

His investments in 1974-1975 paid dividends, and in 1975 he purchased his first longliner, 

known as the Wells Brothers, from Gladstone Dean of Southport. Our family was now part of 

the new fishery and Wayne continued to invest. 

 Between 1976-1978, Wayne continued to buy new gillnets and added another codtrap. He also 

made a new seine because he now had a longliner. His crew consisted mostly of Dad and me, 

and we were joined by our brother-in-law, Everett Lambert, in 1977. 

 

Everett standing on the deck of the Wells Brother's hauling gillnets 

In the summer of 1976, I made the decision that I was going to the mainland (Toronto) and 

bright city lights. A number of my friends had already gone. So I, along with Louise Drover and 

Angela Jacobs, got our tickets and boarded the CN bus. We crossed the gulf on the ferry and 

boarded the train in Nova Scotia to continue our adventure. We arrived in Toronto and I was 

met by my oldest sister and her boyfriend, who helped me find work. My first and only job was 

working with a construction supply company called Marcus. It did not take me long to discover 



that those bright lights were not for a bayman like me. I was going home, not to make a living 

the way my ancestor did, but to carve a new path, University. 

I returned in September, 1976 and off to St. John's, I went. However, during the winter I began 

to think about how I was going to pay for my University education. The money I earned and 

saved helped with my first year, but how was I paying for the next four years. Then I thought of 

the summer fishery and how I could earn some cash as a crew member. I called Wayne and he 

said that I could fish with them that summer. Just before the Spring semester was finished, I 

was approached by a Geology professor, who had heard that I was a fishermen son, and 

wanted to know if I would be interested in field work during the summer. He informed me that 

the provincial government Department of Mines and Energy were always looking for students, 

especially ones that could operate smaller speedboats on coastal waters. My response was that 

I was already committed to the summer fishery at home. That summer we did great at the 

codtrap and gillnet fishery and I returned to University in the fall of 1977. 

In the summer of 1978, I worked with the Department of Mines and Energy in the Straits of 

Belle Isle using a Zodiac and assisted in mapping the Geological coastline from Anchor Point to 

New Ferrole. However, I often got the urge about the fishery. 

In the fall of 1978, I returned to University but came home on the week-ends. It was during a 

week-end in early October that I went out mackerel fishing. I remember it was a Sunday and my 

Grandmother was still alive. We were getting ready to go out in the longliner and search for 

mackerel, when she asked, "Where are you guys going? You're not taking that boat fishing." 

Please understand that this was still the '70's and fishing on Sundays was unheard off and by a 

number of people, a mortal sin. However, Wayne's crew had worked in Toronto and could not 

see any difference in making a living at the fishery on a Sunday. To ease Grandmothers mind, 

we told her that we were going for a Sunday boat ride (which was acceptable at this time) to 

look around and see if there were any mackerel. Then on a Monday, Wayne and his crew would 

know where to go to find mackerel. She seemed relieved and her mind was at ease, we were 

not committing a mortal sin.  

Off we went eagerly scanning the waters of 

Random, looking for the elusive mackerel. 

There was a slight breeze and the decision was 

made to cross the Arm and go in on the back 

off Ford's Head. We spent most of the day but 

had very little luck. I informed Wayne that I 

had to go back soon because I had to catch my 

ride back to University. As we crossed the arm, 

Wayne received a call on the radio from Jonah 

Crew preparing to "shoot" the seine for a spot of 

mackerel. 



Dodge that Little Harbour appeared to be filling with mackerel. He had called several fishermen 

but none of them would set their seines on a Sunday. We, however, did not hesitate and our 

excitement mounted, as we finished crossing the Arm. I reminded Wayne that I had to go back, 

NOW! They decided that I would be dropped off at the government wharf and they would 

return and place the seine across Little Harbour. The longliner barely touched the wharf when  I 

was ordered to jump. The boat was quickly pushed into reverse and disappeared with "smoke" 

towering above the muffler as it faded from the harbour view. I returned to my parents’ house 

and prepared to go back to University. During the entire drive back to St. John's, I kept thinking 

were they successful at barring the mackerel. I just didn't know. 

When I arrived in St. John's, I called Wayne and he informed me that the seine was in the 

water, after running the boat up on a sand bar because of the darkness. Using the speedboat 

they successfully landed the seine on the opposite shore and freed the longliner. However, they 

could not determine if there were any mackerel inside the seine on the Little Harbour side. On 

Monday it was determined that indeed there were mackerel. However, the amount was 

difficult to estimate because of the large amount of water and size of Little Harbour.  

 

The Wells Brothers at anchor in Little Harbour. The crew is preparing to "bar mackerel" inside of the seine that is 

blocking the mackerel from existing Little Harbour.  



 

Wayne's crew were joined by Jonah Dodge and his crewmember, Gary Stringer. In addition, 

Clayton Smith and Joseph Smith, who were partners with Jonah, formed a larger crew who's 

goal was to catch and remove the mackerel. By Tuesday, they were successful in barring and 

pulling close to shore their first quantity of mackerel. The time was late and the decision was 

made to remove them on the following day. 

 

The first lesson learned about Little Harbour was the very muddy bottom that led to their first unsuccessful 

attempt at retrieving mackerel. 

The first attempt at hauling the mackerel ashore proved to very disappointing. The cove that 

the mackerel were being corralled in was very muddy and the large quantity of mackerel 

"stirred-up" the mud causing  the mackerel to suffocate. The mackerel  were all dead the next 

morning. I recall that my Grandmother and Dad, God rest their souls, were sure that Wayne and 

his crew had committed the mortal sin and this was God's punishment. Dad wanted the seine 

removed but calmer minds prevailed and the crew continued over the next few months. 

 

 



Wayne and his crew; Jonah and his crew; and, Clayton and Joseph Smith went on that fall to 

remove close to 800,000 lbs of mackerel and were forced to give-up when the harbour started 

to freeze for the winter. They estimated that about another 200,000 lbs of mackerel remained 

and were freed when the seine blocking Little Harbour was removed. All of the crews had 

earned a good season wages. In the words of our forefathers, "The crew had a successful 

voyage" not on the Labrador or Southern Shore but at home in their backyard, Little Harbour. 

The following photos captured this event in 1978. 

 

Mackerel being scooped into a dipnet at Little Harbour after being captured in a "haul-out" seine. This process 

was repeated until the boats were filled with the daily catch. 



 

Once the mackerel were scooped in the dipnet, the fished were hoisted by hydraulics and released in the hole of 

the larger boat. 

 

A successful days work. The boats are filled to the gunnels with mackerel and off to the harbour at Little Heart's 

Ease to be unload and shipped to market. 



 

Mackerel being "dipped-out" using a traditional dipnet using "manpower." 

 

 

Wayne's trapskiff successfully loaded by the traditional method of hand-dipping. 



 

My Dad, William Green, proudly dipping mackerel in the traditional way at Little Harbour 

 

The following Photos illustrate Wayne's investment in his future, thanks to Jonah Dodge and 

the 1978 Mackerel Bar at Little Harbour: 

 

Early construction of his new boat, Rodney and Justin, at Trinity in 1978 



 

Nearing completion, Rodney and Justin, in spring of 1979. 

 

Rodney and Justin steaming towards port in the early 1980s. The boat is still being used today at the crab fishery 

and skippered by Irene and Everett Lambert. 


