
Editorial Note:

The memoirs that follow were found in a typed transcript, one I had never seen before, which was in a file folder among Dad’s papers when he died. It had his brother Bill’s and his wife Pat’s name on it and I have no idea how it came into Dad’s possession or when. 
The date on one letter in the folder implies that the contents date back to 1965. It is therefore possible that this transcript and one other that appeared in the same file folder were undertaken by staff at the Provincial Library. I have copies of notes between the staff indicating that one of them had indeed borrowed some of Dad Morry’s diaries at that time with the intention of transcribing them but had fallen ill and not gotten around to it. Perhaps she did so once she recovered from her illness.
An identical copy was also found in papers that Fredi Caines inherited from her mom.
This memoir covers many of the old stories of Ferryland that Dad Morry repeated in other documents. There isn't a lot new here but it is worth a read and I put it on the Morry family website in 2008 once it was scanned and in digital form.

It seemed familiar when I began to read it and then it dawned on me. This was the memoir  that evidently someone gave to Stewart McLean as background material when he wrote a chapter on Ferryland in his 10th anniversary edition of the book "Welcome Home". Several of the tracts published in that chapter are taken word for word from this memoir.

I've made a few editorial comments as footnotes, mainly correcting some of Dad Morry's  incorrect notions concerning the history of the Morry family. These notes are based on research by Aunt Jean and later me, completed since Dad Morry died. I feel it is important that the straight facts be disclosed so that the old stories don't stand as fact when they are not.

At this time I have no idea of the whereabouts of the original diary from which the transcript was made.
MEMORIES OF HOWARD MORRY

1965

Things I remember which I know will be of interest to folks in years to come. I only wish I had to jot down all the stories I heard when we were young and in the long winter evenings. Poor folks would sit in the twilight and dusk up to 9:00 PM., perhaps later, in some cases to stretch out the little drops of kerosene they had, in others, like our own home, to sit and talk and sing songs and sometimes hymns.

My dad was a Church of England man and could play the concertina. I can seem him now by the glow of the fire, sitting and playing and singing out the old hymns: Nearer my God To Thee, Rock Of Ages, A Few More Years Shall Roll, etc., and his brows would go up and down with the tune. A good man he was, stern with us but fair. He did not know how to show affection, though I’ve seen the tears come to his eyes at some sad misfortune that happened. He didn’t drink or smoke. His pleasure was in his work and readings. He was fair with us and gave us some time to play. The boys of that time spent every spare moment at play. We played quoits, football, rounders, snig, scouting, pinking duck, and when all the boats were turned up for the winter - hide and seek - and what fun that was!
In the long winter evenings we used to slide over the hills and skate, young and old. And at nights there were always folks on the road. At each crossroad, the first fellow who came along would wait for his chums to come there from the other lanes. Then sometimes we had dances on the bridges, especially in the fall and lovely moonlit nights.

We’d go some nights to Aquaforte and Calvert; go some nights as far as Rocky Pond bridge which was wooden. The girls and boys would come over from Cape Broyle and we'd dance there and any fellow who had a girl would see her home. Other nights we'd go to the quarry bridge to dance. The Aquaforte crowd would be down there. The music was mostly accordion or mouth organ, but sometimes we’d have to lilt it for a dance, for hours. We danced polka, the bridges were too rough for waltzing, that was left for dances and fairs, etc., in the hall. We danced in the hall then reels, four, eight and sixteen handed reels; quadrille, eights, country dance, barn dance, mazurkas, step dances of all kinds, and there were some lovely step dances and Sir Roger de Coverly was generally the last. Or else the Lancers - begin dancing in the evening at seven and dance 'till daylight. Makes me sad now to see the kids. They don't know how to dance anything, only the jungle dances, and they are even letting their hair long to suit the dances - wiggling, twisting and flinging themselves about. Guess I’d be called a square. We had lots of house dances through the winter as well.

I loved to go to some of the old sailors’ houses and there were lots of them then. They’d talk about shipwrecks, foreign ports, brave deeds, etc., and sing “Come all ye’s” and ballads four hours. Some of the owners of the houses were very poor but that did not make you less welcome. If you could get a couple of pipesfull of tobacco or a few coppers and give them to him, or lay it on the window bench, ‘twould be thankfully accepted. Fellows that did not have anything else, and there were quite a few of them would bring a few sticks of firewood.

In fact at that time there were a lot of very poor people, always on the verge of starvation. We were too young to realize it at that time. The relief system was slow starvation. A widow with seven or eight children got from the government seven dollars a quarter and old folks, the same. Imagine old men and women who had spent their life-times slaving, being left to depend on that much money! Then the old age pension in the twenties carne to $12.50 a quarter, and the poor old folks had to wait for a neighbour to die to get his pension. There was only so much money granted for pension, and there were very few who sent their old folks to the poorhouse. Now with $75.00 a month at seventy, people are packing their old folks off to the poorhouse in hundreds. Real charity is gone from us and I’m afraid from our hearts as well in a good many cases.
I remember going around making collections with other boys, in the teens. Collecting for someone old and poor, too sick, or had made a bad summer. Five or six boxes and boards on a cart or slide, as the case would be. Also a keg or barrel for molasses, and we’d go to every house, not leave out one for you’d hurt their feelings if you missed them out.
We’d get a pan of flour here and a pint or so of molasses, a few handfuls of tea, a bit of butter to go in the box for collecting. Raisins and currants were sold loose then and very little sugar, people could not afford it. But folks gave all these things in the collection. Maybe even a pint of oil or a box of matches - sulphur that cost a cent for a pack with about ten combs of twelve matches each. And I know some of these folks were pretty near as badly off as the person we were collecting for. These folks are good and nearly all of us that remember them as well.
The times are changed so that hunger is unknown in our land. But still like many, many more, I always sigh for the good old days, for they were good in a way - people were better neighbours and more obliging and helpful to one another. They knew well that no one man live without his neighbour.
Well, I began to write about historic places and things see where I wound up? Well, now for the history.
My father was Thomas Graham Morry, son of John Morry-who was born here in Ferryland in around 1848
. He was the fourth generation of Morrys born here in Newfoundland. The first of them who was married to Mary Graham - a direst descendant of Graham of Claverhouse. She was buried in Dartmouth, England late in the seventeen hundreds
. He must have met her in France where a lot of the Grahams went to get away from the troubles in Scotland
. Mathew owned a lot of ships and his son Mathew had three brigs in the fishery over here in 1749
. The first of the Morrys came from around the Moray Firth
. My daughter
 who has spent years on genealogical research on the family has gone back to 1410. Our name in the church registers was corrupted sometimes three or four times in births in the church registers, as one in Dartmouth shows; Morrice, Morrys, Morys, Morrie and now Morry - all these spelled differently in church registers in Scotland.

My mother's father was John White from King's Bridge, Devon, her mother was daughter of Richard Sullivan, an Irishman who came over here in the 1840s. I'll just break off here to tell of my grandfather Sullivan.
His brother had a haberdashery over in Dublin and he was out here some years when he had a letter telling of his brother's death and that there were two large crates of goods left to him. They were being sent to him by the first boat coming to Newfoundland and calling at Waterford on the way over. Eventually he got word they arrived in St. John’s. Then a long wait. None of the boats calling here could get the bales down their hatches, so one brought it on deck. On the day of arrival all the harbour that could walk went down on Carter’s wharf to see what Sullivan got from Ireland.
Well there was another problem, there wasn't any horse or cart big enough to get the crates on to bring it to his home so he decided to open them on the wharf. First one, the biggest one was filled with - of all things, 10 dozen tall silk hats, so he knew he wouldn't sell them. He gave then around to the neighbours as they came along and his son told me, for years afterwards you'd see fellows fishing; with Beaver hats (he called them) and when it came to the squidding ground, to look around and see maybe 20 or 30 men squidding away and now and then get their hats knocked off by someone with a squid. For the squidding ground was always a place for jokes.
Well, back again to the family and things I remember. My father, Thomas Graham Morry had a good business and imported a lot of his goods direct from England, until the bank crash in 1892. That came in November or early December, I remember we were out sliding when the news came. My father had, as he always did, waited till he got all his money in for debts, and all his fish before he went to St. John's each fall and then go down and pay his debts and bring home his winter’s supplies. This fall as usual, he went down. But that night he was told the banks were closing tomorrow and he did not do what lots of folks did – go around to the small shops and buy and get change in silver. He was too honest for that.

So when the banks opened next day he got five cents on the dollar for his commercial notes and 28 cents for the union notes. Well, he had it. He came home an awful looking old man. I never remember anyone changing so much in a few days. Well, we were young, I was eight, my brother eleven. And so we had had it. My mother paid off the two maids and dad his winter man. Next fall he was trying to get back on his feet again, and sent 4000 quintals of fish by schooner to St. John's. To save money he did not  insure it and to finish him completely, the schooner ran into a gale and foundered.
When I was 10, my brother the oldest, 13, my next, 8, three of us, dad carried on a small store, he was busted flat, so he worked the farm and store with my mother’s help. He got lobster traps and he and my youngest brother Thomas Graham set them in the harbour and me and my oldest brother set them around the islands and up in Calvert. We made a few dollars that way but he just could not get a start in business again, for he did not declare insolvent, but kept paying his debts to the merchants he owed money to, and they took it, too, though they had got clear of their debts. Things went on like that for a few years. He and my oldest brother were working like dogs to help him pay his debts. Came 1901 I was in my sixteenth year. My brother Bert had been working with Goodridge and Company in Renews for over two years, keeping the books and tending store, for $160.00 a year.
Well this year and 1900 I was boiling oil with my dad. The oil came up to about $5.00 a gallon and we were cleaning up, he made about $6,000, for liver was cheap, only 15 and 20 cents a gallon. My God, how I worked that year! I had to bring the liver upstairs in pails - and the water, dip the oil and bring it down. Anyway I was expecting to get at least four or five hundred dollars. I got thirty. I was beginning to think then. The oil slumped down to sixty cents a gallon. No money in it any more, so I went back to lobsters on my own. The weather was stormy, lost a lot of traps and wound up with only eight cases - 481 pound tins to a case. I went down to town with then, sold them to George Brothers $17.00 for 48 one pound tins. After paying a few bills I had $108.50 left.

The fare to Victoria was $105.00. Bought a ticket, had $3.50 for food. I lived to get there, can't tell you how. When we pulled in to the wharf in Victoria the Capt. Pat Hickey from Torbay was on the other side looking for a man. First took my grip, went across the wharf and got on board. $40.00 a month, 28 hours a day.
So now I’ll begin on the historic places, far as I know them.
I built my house on the ruins of Sir Arthur Holdsworth’s store house. The front sill of my house runs along on the front foundation of Holdsworth's. That house was of stone. There are pictures of it in the archives. It was about seventy feet frontage and including the servants’ quarters, about sixty feet wide. It was of 3-foot stone walls and partitions, and the halls were 10 feet high. The rooms were about the same and large windows with small 8 by 10 panes. I remember I loved to lie on the window bench in the kitchen when I was a small boy. It was two stories and the attic was one large room. The servants’ quarters were on the back and they had their own staircase. The well that we are using today was in under the same roof. One end of the servants' quarters had a cobble stone floor that sloped away from the well. This room was about 20 feet square and was used as a waste room as well. It had a cobble drainway to let out the dirty water and was always kept thoroughly clean. There was a basement with an open fire place and the crane and pots hanging on it though it was not in use. They (my great grandmother) kept a little Eng1ish boy hidden there for seven months to try and smuggle him out of the country. He was getting hard treatment on the warship he was on and ran away. All the time he was here my great grandmother fed him and let him out late at night for exercise. But someone told on her and only for one of her sisters or daughters, I don’t know which, being married to a port captain, was all that saved her from being transported. Anyway the boy was taken back and only lived a short time. My grandmother often spoke of him, I've forgotten his name.

The house was damaged by the French and Dutch and got a thorough repair in 1825. In 1840 my grandfather, who was married to a Windsor from Aquaforte got it as wedding present
 as well as all the Holdsworth property, including three stores 100 feet long, three stories high and thirty through and 113 feet wide. The waterfront extended from Anchor Dock under the Hill, you still can see where the ringbolt was fastened in the rock. Well from there to a granite boundary stone with an H for Holdsworth on it - it was the mark between Holdsworth’s property and property at that time owned by an Englishman named Wright, who went over to England in his ship in the fall and was never heard of or seen again. He was supposed to have been captured by pirates.
My mother’s father John White carried on the business and eventually owned it all, as the heirs never turned up. The eastward boundary is marked by another granite boundary stone. These stones, so tradition says, came from England.
My son Bill carries on the fishery business now rafter a lapse of years. The part of the store still standing must be very old, for John Rositer, who lived to be 92 told me when I was a lad that his father, who was ship's carpenter on the Victory at Trafalgar same to this country and the oldest man in Ferryland could not tell him when the store was built. It is still in good condition and the beams up to a few years ago were kept in place with wooden trenails. That's almost all I can tell of Holdsworth’s property – Bill’s now.
Oh yes! I can remember when I was a kid to see three cannon lying on the beach here by the store. They were taken and used as ballast over the years. I dit not think it right and said so, but I was a voice crying in the wilderness like I am today about all the guns lying around and gradually falling in to the water on the Isle aux Bois. There is one gun in the grazing ground here in our pasturage meadow. A few years back a bulldozer clearing out the drain, found it, but the ground was too soft to lift it so there it lies on the west side of the river about twenty-five or thirty feet from the fence. After you pass the two boundary stones go over across to the field where once there was a five gun battery. Now the battery is almost gone and only one gun left and that is on the beach. The field where Thomas Grant lives now is believed to be the original field where Captain Powell had the corn in ear in July 1623, for it is right in the eye of the sun and at that time of course, surrounded by trees, would have made it very sunny indeed. According to my grandfather it was always called Cornfield as it is to this day.
The next point of interest is Fox Hill where Peter Easton, the pirate, lived for two years waiting for his pardon. No one knows the exact spot and some of his treasure is supposed to be buried by the side of the river up there. The Gaze next this high hill. When the fish merchants got permission from the home government to leave men behind to look out for their property through the winter - once April came they a1ways had a man up there clear days to report any ship coming from England. Also all during the fishing season a look-out was kept there for strange vessels. Then the fishermen on the ground were warned and at once made for the land. And if they were young, took to the woods to escape from being taken by pirates to make up their crew, by British or American men of war and by pirates Seems they had quite an exciting time of it. Farther along on the Gaze right up South Side there are still to be seen places where houses were built. Tradition has it they were lived in long before Lord Baltimore same and the reason they built up there was, they could take to the woods in a minute.
I was often going to dig there but never got round to it. A bulldozer might uncover something there. Further in past Kavanagh’s land there was a store house. They say it was built by a stone meson named Coleman and in by Long Hill here there was a house built by Norris in a lovely place. You can see the remains of the big stone fire place yet. He brought in his household goods on a donkey. This family were fairly well off and I believe some of the family live in St. John’s.
Before I go any further, the place where the five gun battery was over to the Battery was called Fort Arthur. The coat of arms of Lord Baltimore are over the door in the RC Church. The motto is in Latin but reads; “Words are for women, deeds for men”. Off this church the main anchorage was, and the cove there is the Judge’s Cove (Judge Carter). All their property has been taken by different folk. Just past the convent, between that and Costello’s there was an old RC Church built, and burnt about one hundred and thirty years ago. I have not any doubt that where the big school is was the yellow brick mansion, but it was extended another thirty or forty feet past that to where the road from the Pool joins the highway. There was a small garden where Baltimore’s private chapel was, before the highway took thirty or forty feet of it and the road to the pool was widened. It was a nice little garden and was called the Chapel Garden. All the older people in my day called it that. And another reason to prove that Baltimore’s mansion was there is on the top of the Judge's Hill ant back of the school in the old days there was a water fountain with a lion's head and the water coming out of its mouth. One old lady, Mrs. Jane Keefe, (who was a Miss Mountain) told me when she was real old and I was only a boy, that when she was a little girl coming to school, that she often drank from it and when the railroad went through they uncovered a stone drain that came from a hollow farther up the hill. What an awful shame. No one had taken any interest in those things when they were comparatively fresh in people’s minds. I was with Dr. Brooks when he took the measurements of the foundations; the ruins of the out houses etc., and the direction the island lay in. But I have not any doubt that the original house was over by the pool where it was marked out a few years ago. I got a present of a book from Mr. Nimshi Crewe a few weeks back called Doctor Yonge’s Journal, who made quite a few trips to Newfoundland with the fishing fleet in the 1640’s and 50’s. There is a crude map of Ferryland that shows Lady Kirke's house right where the first house was supposed to have been built. Some of the paved road is still to be seen up there. I can well remember when what was then called the Store House Lane around Holdsworth’s house where I live, was paved right to the main road. I remember my dad fighting with the then head of the road board asking him not to dig up the pavement. The answer, “by me sawkins, Mr. Tom how do you expect poor devils to wheel their barrows of heads and bones over than cobbles”. So it went, like so many other historical things, in the name of progress. I cannot for the life of me see how the Historical Society continues to neglect Ferryland, its scraps of historic interest both by tradition and fact.

There were some wonderful stories from the old folks when I was young. For instance many of those folks could remember four of the members of Kerrivan’s gang - a bunch of masterless men who had their headquarters back of the Butter Pots inside Renews. These men were runaways from warships and all kinds of ships. They came out now and again and took what they wanted. There were quite a few expeditions sent after then but always without any luck, till this time the warship came in the winter and caught them unawares.
There was a well marked road to Salmonier from their headquarters back of the

Butter Pots. We had an old man living here, Bob Yetman, who with his wife went over this road to Salmonier several times to visit their son who was living there. My grandmother Windsor (of A.G.) who lived to be well over ninety, told me that she remembered well coming down to see the four men hanging from the yardarms and swinging back and forth with the motion of the ship. They were left there three days as a warning to evil doers.
My grandmother also remembered being with her parents to a dance out in a large house on the Downs on the way to the light house on the Harbour side of the road. I could never find out who owned it but they must have been wealthy as there was a ballroom thirty by forty feet. She said all the officers from the ships went there and she could well remember their white stockings and shoes with big silver buckles on then. Dave Sullivan owns this property and it would be interesting to see what a. little digging would uncover. I am (or will be) 80 in July. I’ve spent my lifetime trying to interest people in this old Ferryland of ours. I've brought an awful lot of people out to the island and a lot of Canadians and Americans and the latter were horrified to see so much North American history be lost. The Americans especially, on account of our direst connection with Ferryland and Baltimore in particular. They even haven't a replica of the fortifications in the Confederation Building, though the plans are in Halifax - strange.

A few years ago the remains of H.M.S. Hazard were dredged up in the pools. She caught fire and burned there. Mr. Fraser at the museum said they could not get any records of her in England in the naval records. Well, I knew a man named Reid, whose son and another boy were flogged on board of her for stealing two iron bake pots and selling them for rum. Then there is the Hazard’s Path where the Hazard’s crew cut and hauled their winter firewood for the ship. It's up the north side of Merry Meeting Pond. My grandfather often told me about then. There would be about 20 sailors and a big slide and they’d go in day after day for wood. So that is proof enough she wintered here, and not so very long ago, maybe the beginning of the 19th century. She was built of oak and there is not a scrap of her left though there were tons of it dredged up about five years ago.

There was a battery on the downs too and about 20 years ago a fellow tried to steal it. I saw the crane he had rigged up to hoist it on board the truck and went out to see what he was doing. He had sawed a couple of bits off it before he was going to take it. I told him I'd phone to the police in St. John's if he took it, so its still there. On the way to the lighthouse there is another gun belonging to a battery that was on the making of the narrows on the south side. The way to get to it - after going up the narrows drive for about 50 or 100 yards. Get out of your car and go to the point of land, you’ll see where the battery was. There is a deep gulch there and on a rook just about level with the sea you'll see one of the guns. You can see it better from the water at low tide. If you go by boat to the Isle dux Bois ask the boatman to take you there and also ask him to show you Dead Man's Gulch, which is really worth seeing. You’ll see it better by land, take a path from the battery and go in it about 150 yards in from the battery and follow up till you come to the end of it, and look, and it's surely a sight. Tradition has it that in the early days a bunch of fishermen went in there for shelter out of a storm and it foundered in on them and over thirty were buried in. After seeing the Gulch you can readily realize how it could happen.
Now to the Isle aux Bois. If you land in the cove turn left and there is a battery where the guns are still in their emplacements. One or two of them sank out of sight in the ground and one on the eastward end of it, about slipping into the cove. Then you continue going left till you come to a place called the Kill.
There is an arched rock there, it's facing Calvert. This battery had four guns all but one have fallen down and are buried beneath a slide at the foot of the cliff. Still going left you come to the corner of the island, it is called the one-gun battery. I can remember when I was a small boy, there were three guns there. Some American fishermen were blamed for taking them off (no one interested). Just back from the battery there are the ruins of the forge, cook house and other buildings. Straight over at the foot of the hill you’ll see the old stone well that supplied the garrison with water. It's built with stones and a real good job. There is one up in Boston that they take great pride in, not half as good as it, I told them so when they showed it to me and were bragging about it. I said we have one in Ferryland Newfoundland that is years and years older than that and built much better.

Before I get along too far in my wandering I must tell you about that gun that is down on the rocks. It was thrown over at the orders of Mrs. Robert Carter, her husband was up in Halifax to try and get the British government to send the fleet down to protect Newfoundland. The fishermen would not fight so she got then to spike the guns and throw then over the cliff. You'll find that the gun on the downs has been spiked also.

It’s a pity an abler pen than mine would not write the history of all those old times. For me, I write when the spirit moves me, and. I've forgotten a whole lot. Which at this time and in the future would be interesting reading. My memory is not good any more and even events of the last war are not too bright. Sometimes I think of things and if I had pen and paper I could take a note of them. You know I can't remember too well about the battle of Beaumont Hamel and I should, for I had a front seat in one of the bravest displays of disciplined bravery that was ever known, where our regiment had only 68 left out of well over 800 men that went over the top that day. I can only remember a few - Charlie Parsons, Jackie Davis, Leo Delaney, Martin Kent and Paddy McDonald, D Company cook, “Paddy the bull” he was known by. It was just like a bad dream and the human mind could not take it all in and remember it.

Wel1, back to the island again.
After passing the gun and going up over the hill rou1ll see the old fort and magazine - a big pile of stone plain to be seen. Shame it's all gone to wreck and ruin for in my humble opinion, a country that does not talk and act and preserve the records of their forebears and take pride in them is no good. If you have not a past you take pride in, in my opinion you’ll never have a future. Newfoundland, my country, with all its brave deeds, rescue by sea etc., all forgotten and gone. Shame, shame on you, especially members of the Historical Society and the members of parliament who have both time and money to do a proper job of research, but just are too lazy and easy-going to bother about it. I’m away again from the island.
Wandering around, after leaving the fort, go down to the edge of the island and you’ll see the clay thrown up to form an embankment from that right around to Isle aux Bois cove, except in a few places where land slides have occurred. Now as I don't know if there is any one can show you, I’ve told my two grandchildren and showed them the guns, but being young, they may forget. Go down on the rocks right along and you'll see four guns down among the rocks. I could never find out why they are there. It's like a dream to me that when I was a boy someone told me that they were being taken off by some residents of Ferry1and to arm a privateer. But it got too rough and they had to give it up and had to get back to it again. But anyway it’s intriguing and I just cant figure it. Maybe 'twas when Cromwell ordered the guns to be taken off the island. Seems to me that there was a battery there just where the guns are. It’s very interesting.

So after that you’ll pass along to the eight-gun battery controlling the narrows. It’s a beautiful place and if it's a fine day sit down and think and try to realise the days that are done. You know, in our modern world people don't give themselves time to relax and look back. I think that Sir Bernard Shaw had something when he said "life is a wonderful thing, it's a pity there is so much of it wasted on youth". For since I’ve got old, I enjoy life and. think how short my time is.

After seeing this battery you look across the narrows and see where the old battery on the south side of the narrows was and also Deadman’s Gulch. Take photos of it, but better than all, sit and relax and let the world pass you by. You know, I'm eighty and I loved life and do so still and there were no happier people than us Newfoundlanders of the old days, spite of hard times and poverty. Some folks are ashamed of being poor. But rather than being ashamed they should be proud for where would you get a people that stood up under such difficulties and be so happy. Well, that's it. I hope you enjoy your visit and try and get the government and Historical Society interested for the sake of generations still unborn. That's about all I know about Ferryland for I've forgotten a lot.
Well, don't go home without going to Aquaforte. There is an American privateer sunk there and it would be an interesting place to go, it's easy to see her and any of the Windsors will show it. And get the view out the harbor from the highway up above Mont Windsor's. Then to Fermeuse. Go to Bill Trainor Senior's, tell him I sent you, it's a very historical place. They live in Admiral’s Cove. He'll show you around. Then to Renews - go to Steve Chidleigh or old. Jim Devine - but I expect that Jim is too old by now. There is a gun there, the oldest, I would say, in Newfoundland. It’s Queen Elizabeth’s time and is of brass. I warned Steve not to let anyone take it away. Please warn him too, for Renews is quite a historical place. Steve will be able to tell you, and there is a Miss Jackman was a school teacher in Fermeuse for a while, that knows a lot of history. That's all for today, I'm going to have a few drinks and for awhile think I'm forty instead of eighty. Bye now. I'll write a few little stories some day when I’m in the mood.
(Feb. 10, 1965) - There are a couple of places on the Gaze I often was going to investigate. One is up on the south side Gaze, in on the level, back a bit from the big gravel pit up. Farther in on the Gaze there was an old store house built by Coleman, Inside Phonse Kavanagh’s ground on the hill. Norris had a store house also, built at the foot of Long Hill. They brought their goods in on donkeys. There was a path up by the side of the river formerly called Carter's Brook, and the beach down in front of the priest's house was, and is still called Carter's Landwash. They had a house next to the priest's and judge Carter lived in it for years. After him, magistrate Ryan, after him, John Morry who went to Fermeuse and carried on business there. After him by Dr. Freebairn and I lived in it a few years after I came from overseas- it was finally bought by Mike White.
The Church of England was further along the road. You still, can see the foundation there. It’s a pity all the C of E people left or got intermarried for they were nice, respectable people. On the Gaze in Ferryland in the real old days my great grandmother told me that from the first, of April until the fishery was over and the last vessel was gone home (home of course meant back to England) they, the watchers had to hoist a flag or fire guns for to warn the boats out fishing that there was a strange ship or ships in sight. They all made for the land then, especially those that had young men in them for the British warships would press them in the service.

Then there were French, English and Yankee privateers, last of all pirates who sometimes took men off the fishing boats. It's not much more than they took a youngster (Windsor) from Aquaforte and he never got home again. Nearly all the houses in the old days too were built on the front of the Gaze so that they could easily take to the woods, if a strange sail came in. Some runaways from ships built shacks all along from Freshwater, the Quarry River, and Ferryland to the mouth of Spout River. They fished out of Ferryland but never came down while there was a strange vessel in. They must have lived an uneasy life. A lot of those men were men brought over from Ireland and ran away when their time was up, sooner than go back home. Some of these had a hard time with their masters. Unless they got shipping papers before they hired on. Some of them were not allowed off the premises without their master's permission. Even I remember a case in my own time where a kid went to a dance and his master brought him before court and he was fined. I know of another kid, who my grandfather told me of who had lived with a man down in Burn Cove, between Tors Cove and Brigus South, for two summers and a winter as was the custom at that time.

When it came near the end of the second summer his boss and wife formed a scheme to get clear of him without paying his wages. So they, formed a plan and the man was to come in from fishing this morning and send the boy in to light the fire in the kitchen When the woman heard him she was to call him up to her bedroom and then when she heard her husband coning to start screaming and then they made a case of the man going to rape his master's wife. Of course he lost the case and was sent to Ferryland to be flogged on H.M.S. Hazard that was anchored in the Pool for that purpose and then transported, and that was a pretty hard punishment and the old chap had not to pay him any wages.

There were several very endurable tough men and women too in those old days. I remember one Martin Kelly. He was Kelly the school master's son who was an Irishman. One spring the ice came in and blocked the whole coast. No schooners could get to town for supplies. Martin wanted twine to knit a salmon net and he left here before day and walked to St. Johns bought the twine, ropes and cork for a salmon net, and slept on Lamanche Bridge on the way home that night (between 70 and 80 miles). Another time he wanted leather to sole his shoes and the children’s. He often told. me about that time He went up to grandfather John White's store on the south side, and he didn’t  have any leather, There were not any stores in Cape Broyle that had it so he set off for St. John's. Passing the crossroads, afterwards Henley's had a store there, anyway passing there he saw a nice piece of leather hanging up outside. He asked how much it was and the store keeper told him three shillings and sixpence. Be (the living) he said, that was an expression he used. Be the living Sir, I have only three shillings. How far did you come my man, he asked. From Ferryland Sir, I Said. Well you can have it then for three shillings. A grand piece it was, old. Martin said. So he bought it, set off for home, slept in a stable in Tors Cove that night and got home early next morning. He said, I got a meal from someone in Cape Broyle and I had three cakes of hard bread I brought from home. Tough they were, great workers and simple honest men who got their pleasure from their work and a few card games and dances, etc. He went up to Boston about 70 years ago when I was a kid.

Next spring he came home. Be the living, he said, no sea, and me reared on east point. I used to walk 9 miles to work and. home in the evenings he said. The fare was 10 cents each way, and he said he tricked the conductor by walking. He worked on a farm up there and they had the old scythes and he started then one after the other and he said if you didn't do your best the other fellow would mow the legs off the fellow ahead. He brought his scythe handle sawed in two and put down in his canvas bag with his clothes. He was quite proud of that handle for the majority of folks then had them made out of crooked sticks with a branch to suit the hands and all kinds of ways of binding the scythe to the handle. How poor were people then. I remember lots of kids with skates their fathers made for them. They were made out of condemned slide shoes cut off the required length and rounded in the ends and holes bored through then and fastened to a bit of oak which in turn had holes bored through them to pass line through to lash then on the feet - no circulation as they had to be tied on real tight to stay on. One could buy skates at that time, pretty cheap but money was pretty scarce. There were skeletons - skates that just screwed on the heels. There was a little screw on the back with a hole in it to put the nail in and you could screw then on real tight. Then when the leather would wear you'd put wedges in to keep then tight. Then there were Acmes with a lever in the middle that would tighten in the clamps on the heel and sole. A great advance.
I remember also the gals wearing buttoned boots - the last word. In fact men and women wore laced boots then. I remember one old man whose daughter got a pair of what they used to call box boots. They were of a softer leather than the boots ordinary folks wore. She was a maid with one of the merchants here end her wages were $5.00 a month. Poor kid, when she appeared home wit her month's wages on her feet, the old man nearly had a fit. Damn you now, Mag, with your box boots, he said. Yes, money was scarce.
I remember my father having fine men hired for the trap time. From the first of June to the 15th of August for $45.00 for the season, and four dollars a quintal (a bonus) - hundred money they called it. My father after the bank crash in 1892 I think it was, went broke and had to do all kinds of things to live. My brothers and I the oldest 13, and the youngest, 10, went lobster fishing, he taking my younger brother and my older brother ant I went together. The traps were set the first of May and many is the morning I cried with the cold of my hands. But all the kids, nearly, fished with their fathers at that time when they were eight or ten years old - had to live. The women worked on the flakes. I can see them in my minds eye with their big white sunbonnets and their bib aprons with a big white bow behind, clean and tidy. The women of that day worked awful hard, that is, the working class, and they kept nice clean homes. Had to scrub floors without any mats on them, with sand or soap made of fats and lye. Homemade too. The lye was made out of wood ashes. In a lot of the poorer homes there were not any mats, as what old rags there were, were used to mend old clothes. Nothing left for mats. Boy oh boy these old ladies did not have any time to get bored or fed up, they were too busy. You gals of today, think how lucky you are with your scrubbers and washers and floor polishers and all the modern doo dads, and all the time all you want is a can opener, then sit down and watch TV and get bored because your husband is not a movie star. Sit down and look back and think and then count your blessings.
Another thing my father did after the bank crash was to take fish to make for the Banking schooners. He got forty cents a quintal, and all the younger kids from ten to twelve or thirteen got thirty cents a day or three cents an hour. Boys above that age to about sixteen got six cents an hour. After that they'd hire out to men who did not have boys or did not have anyone. Again the younger ones got forty dollars and diet for six months, and the older ones sixty dollars. They were called man boys. After a year or two they got as high as one hundred and twenty dollars for six months. Think of it you guys who turn down good jobs, four or five hundred dollars a month down North and come home just as soon as you can draw the unemployment insurance. No matter to you about the injustice you are doing the steady workers who work day in and day out who never draw any insurance. What a God damn crowd of moochers you are. In our day ‘twas work or starve (die dog or eat a hatchet) and before our day it was even worse, and they who were unfortunate enough to get relief had to get a note from William Carter, take dogs and slide and go to St. John’s for a sack of corn meal. And there were some wonderful men and women of the generations before mine who had to do it and work for it too. The Injun Meal Road that went from Ferryland to Aquaforte in the early eighteens, they built, then got their note for the meal and molasses, no tea or meat. A cousin of my grandmother White by name of Sullivan often went to bed at five o'clock on a winter's evening, had one meal a day consisting of fish and potatoes and had a handful of Injun meal scattered over it. That chap joined the Mounties in Calgary in 1870, came home when he was old and he was a great story-teller. We all loved to listen to him. Yes, they were hard times and ‘twas really the survival of the fittest. Go to our cemeteries and you will see some of it. Men and women dying at thirty-five to forty-five, worn out and undernourished. Their life will never be known again - proud and poor and independent. Now where are we? Nothing but handouts from the Government, real charity is gone. We know nothing of it anymore. Old times no one went to the poor house unless their sons or daughters were sick. Even the old men who did not marry and work for family were kept by those families in their old age. My own grandfather kept a brother and sister called Sinnot in their old age, for both of then had worked with him for years. My great-uncle Robert kept his man servant, an Englishman called Lock, and my great uncle Matthew kept an Irishman called Kenny, those old men had care of the cattle, fish marketing and everything. I heard great-uncle Matt say often when I was a little boy if he wanted to kill a sheep or cow, he had to talk it over with Kenny. That was nice for these old folks for they were treated like one of the family. Well, enough looking backward for one day, will write again sometime.
.....................

(Feb. 18,1965) - A real nice day. Twenty-five degrees, wind north and rough.

I like these sunny days but not too frosty - once I did but not now. I feel my heart a lot. Had a phone call yesterday from     He was asking me if I could tell him how Robert Carter got permission to fly the white ensign. I’m pretty sure it was when he drove the French fleet off. But I’m not positive. My memory is too bad. Could have been when he went to Halifax to get the fleet to come down and protect the place and in fact the whole shore from the French as they were destroying everything afloat. Again, it could be when he drove the four French warships out of Cape Broyle, or when he brought all the boats from Ferryland to drive the French fleet away from St. John’s. I did know one time but now I can't be sure. He also got the Isle aux Bois for some deed or other, but that too I've forgotten the particulars of. Shame. One of the worst things I do know is that Father Alfred Maher when he was a parish priest up here, he got all the old historic papers, private papers, law suits a diary of Carter’s trip to Halifax from Mrs. Michael White. She was William Carter's daughter (Kate). When Dr. Stanley Brooks was down here from Pittsburgh University in the late thirties he and I went to the priest here to see if he had them. No. Then we went to Torbay, no, the parish priest there had not got them, but one parish priest told us he had a kind of an idea. They were with lots of other old papers in the basement of the R.C. Cathedral. They were keeping them there till they got someone who could make a full-time job of sorting them out and writing a history. It may be the case, or it could be his housekeeper might have thrown then out as so many of our papers were.
When I was away in British Columbia, working one time, I heard of them condemning the old court house and moving in to what used to be the bank. I asked him to get someone to see all the records were saved, he did not, and the policeman who did the removing threw then all over the bank. So right down through the years we were unfortunate. Ignorant, lazy and careless people who had no interest in the place or its history just treated these old papers as junk and destroyed it. I remember reading some of these court records one time I was election clerk and we had to stay in the court house till the ballot boxes came from Trepassey and Bay Bulls which meant all night, for they came by horse and wagon at that time. One was about three young men who had stolen an iron bake pot to buy rum and they were sentenced to be flogged, each receive twenty lashes on board HMS Hazard which was stationed in the Pool. All those sentenced to be flogged, and there were many, were sent on board her. She was burned in the Pool. I don't know by accident - or by the French in 1762. (See next page)
Pat, next time you see young Cashin get after him first to pile right around Healey’s place to protect it from washing. Piles three feet above the ground are enough to keep the bank from sliding. Too tall are no good. Then start out on the reef. All the thousands that are spent on able bodied relief here in Ferryland, which you know as well as I do only helps to make people lazy and encourage more of them to go on relief, if there is such a thing as seeing from the other side of the grave, there must be an awful lot of honest, hard-working Ferryland men and women very unhappy. Was up to the mail yesterday and saw three or four of the regular relief crowd who are always on it. They had not shaved or washed for weeks - a disgrace not only to Ferryland but to the human race. Why not make them work? One of these fellows gets over two hundred dollars a month from the Government, so why work? But if the work was there like building a breakwater of concrete blocks of about ten or twelve feet square thrown this way and that way to break the power of the sea - like the breakwater in Malta- lots of sand and water. The only thing they need is a good foreman, a concrete mixer and a few bits of machinery. The rest of it would be money saved from the dolers and you’d find there wouldn't be so many on the dole for work is what they dread most. The thousand or so sent every year is only wasted. By the time everyone gets a few days out of it, an extra day or two fishing in the fall, or the setting of a barrel of potato or so like their forefathers did, would keep then all happy. I was intending to ask young Cashin and talk to him, for he is not a bull-shitter like his grandfather or the king of the bull-shitters Peter, he did me lots of harm. Not me all together but my sick wife for spite, because I did not vote for him but always worked against him. You can tell Ricky this. His grandfather and Uncle Peter ruined Ferryland district by having a few heelers in each place. Promising everything and giving nothing. We didn’t have a road even till Myles came along, now he’s fallen down on the job. Before elections the road was to be paved to Tors Cove. They drove pegs, measured and got it ready. After elections, no road. They were going to finish the highroads first, then look after our own highways, but I notice roads here and there and everywhere, none for Ferryland. Myles a1so fell down on the historic part of it. Not a replica of Ferryland forts in the Confederation Building, nothing about any historic sites. But they are surely backing up that bloody hypocrite Pearson, buttering up the French, change of flag, armoury at Castle Bill, Placentia - a French fort. Nothing for the oldest and most historic site in North America. Al Vardy, tourist director, what a laugh - tuna fish in his dish, fish every day and get paid for it. Here a direct connection with America. Al doesn't see that, I wonder why? William of Orange could have something to do with it for as far as he is concerned Newfoundland ends at Waterford Bridge. I do a lot of thinking and speaking too.

………………………

(The Hazard was lost) or whenever the French took Ferryland. Still Mr. Fraser of the Museum told me there was no such vessel in the naval records, which is wrong. For when I was young I heard lots of yarns of people who had been flogged on board her. Whoever had a look at the British naval records did not worry much or try very hard. It's a pity the powers that be can't get some smart and interested man or woman to go to all the museums and places they can get records overseas. The late George LeMessurier told me when he came back from gathering records to write a history of Placentia that he got hundreds of records of Ferryland. Both Dr. Brooks and I visited him and asked him if he'd let us copy them. He said first he'd have to sort them out from the Placentia records and that would take two years. So that let us out. He never lived to write his book. So where, oh where did these records go? I was after my cousin Helen LeMessurier to try and get them from George's wife but she could not. So round and round and round she goes - nothing but disappointments. Dr. Brooks tried to get a lease of the Isle aux Bois. He was going to form a company up in the States, rebuild not only the island but Kirke's House, buy some land in the pool, build a hotel, amusement places, a wharf on the island and have an escalator bring the people up. His cost was about four hundred thousand dollars and he said he'd get it back inside ten years. And he would. He could not get a lease and so here ends the sad story.
(I went over the plans with Dr. Brooks several times and they were good).

Howard Morry 18 Feb. 1965

� Stewart McLean borrowed sections of this memoir to use in his book Welcome Home, the 10th anniversary edition


� 4 December 1849


� 3 November 1796


� Actually the Grahams were an old Dartmouth family and the troubles in Scotland were long over by then.


� Matthew Junior was not born until 1791. Matthew senior himself was only born in 1750. There apparently were Morrys travelling to Ferryland at about that time, but not Matthew or his son.


� This is apocryphal; there were Morry ancestors in Devon at least six generations prior to Matthew and no record of their having come from Scotland.


� Jean [Morry] Funkhouser


� Jean’s records accredited by the Mormon Church do not go back to 1410 and do not show any connection with Scotland, except through her maternal line (the Mintys). Her earliest confirmed Morry ancestor was William Mory, born in 1624 in Stoke Gabriel, Devon. 


� This isn’t factual. John Henry Morry and his partner and brother in law Peter Paint LeMessurier bought it jointly from Arthur William Olive Holdsworth on May 3, 1844, four years before John Henry married Elizabeth Sarah Windsor. On May 15, 1853, Elizabeth Sarah’s mother, Anne [Coulman] Winsor, purchased the title from them and apparently allowed John Henry and his wife to continue their use of the property. I assume that it was this transaction that led to the belief that John Henry had received it as a wedding present. But it appears that in fact he was simply being bailed out by his mother in law from a bad debt to Holdsworth that he could not pay. 
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