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One day my jeep took a fainting spell outside the white painted picket fence enclosing a sprawling old house on Ferryland's outskirts.


I went up to the house to ask for help and was met at the door by a big, heavy-set man smiling broadly. Before I could open my mouth he forestalled me.


"Come you in, Skipper Mowat," he boomed. "Come you in and have a cup of tay and tell me your troubles."


Howard Morry was then in his eightieth year, though he looked no more than fifty. Tall and firmly joined, with a rubicund and unlined face, he was the epitome of a farmer-fisherman from Drake's time. A widower, he lived with his rangy and laconic son Bill and voluble daughter-in-law Pat. Bill and Pat ran a general store and a small fish plant. They had two charming children, a boy and a girl.


From that first encounter until I sailed away from the Southern Shore the Morry home was mine. Pat fed me fantastic meals, bullied the hell out of me, and saw to it that I seldom went to bed sober. Bill made me part of the ancient fishing pattern of the harbour, sending me out with the trap boat crew, showing me the art of making salt fish, and subjecting me to his own fierce, unyielding belief in the importance of continuity. Young Peter Morry, age ten, took me on long, secret walks into the "country" over trails made by the Masterless Men, and up to high places like the Gaze, a long hillcrest from which, for centuries, women watched for the returning ships, or men stood guard to cry the alarm when pirate sails hove over the horizon.


However, it was Howard Morry who truly took me into the heart and soul of Newfoundland and Newfoundlanders. Howard was one of those rare people whose feeling for the past amounted to an intense and loving intimacy. His Devonshire great-great-grandfather had been the first Morry to reach the Southern Shore, and all the tales that had come down the long ladder of the generations had finished up in Howard's head -- and in his heart.


During his middle years he suffered a severe accident and had to lie a-bed for twenty months. he used this time to transcribe every memory of Ferryland he had ever heard into thirty school scribblers. When he was well again, and back at sea and at his trade, he negligently tossed this priceless treasure into a corner where some children found it and used the books to make a bonfire. When Howard told me about this incident, I was appalled. He only chucked. "'Twas of no account. I still have every word of it written in me head."


Howard not only knew the story of Ferryland during his own family's time but he knew it, and felt part of it, as far back as history can go. That was a long way back since Ferryland is one of the places in Newfoundland where the patina of human occupation is thick enough to really soften the bony face of the old Rock. 

