Chapter IV
Marriage to Mary Harris

1924 - 1926

First Child
Building a New Home
Law Practice

Member, Newfoundland House of Assembly
While Mary Harris and Bill Browne may not have been an average newly married couple in
Newfoundland in the mid 1920’s, many of the issues they faced were those of any young couple.
They disagreed about money, Bill disliked some of Mary’s relatives, and they soon had a baby
with all the joy and work that parenthood entailed.
Mary did have her own money, inherited from her Father, but it wasn’t until Mary consulted a
lawyer following her marriage that the executors - her aunt, Agnes Tobin, and uncle, Thomas
Harris - began to settle the estate amongst Mary and her sisters. The couple was fortunate to
have maids to help with the work in the home, although some of this help was necessary due to
Mary’s heart condition related to her damaged heart valve(s). The couple was having a house
built throughout 1926. Bill practised law as a sole practitioner during this time.
Bill was a Member of the Newfoundland House of Assembly, elected in 1924 as one of three
members in St. John’s West. The three were referred to as C. L. B. - Crosbie was Capitalist,
Linegar was Labour and Browne was Brains. Bill’s party, with new leader Walter Monroe, won
a majority and formed the Government. The House of Assembly opened just as Bill got married’.
There are very few letters from these years; most of the entries are from Bill’s diary of 1926.

'"Browne, William J., Eighty-Four Years A Newfoundlander, (Hon. W. J. Browne, St. John’s,
1981), pp. 122-127.
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Mary Harris Browne on honeymoon, 1924
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Elm House
Lawrencetown
Annapolis County
July 22, 1924.

My dear Mrs. Sullivan,

Today is the first wet day we have had since we left Newfoundland, so I thought it would
be a good idea to take advantage of it and write some letters.

I think it was from Halifax that Bill wrote you, and since then we have been having a
wonderful time. There is a wonderful river behind the house here, about seven miles long
altogether, and the man who lives next door owns a canoe which he lets us have whenever we
wish. We have spent four or five afternoons or mornings on the river and it is glorious for
canoeing. I got a frightful dose of sunburn the other day and it is just at the peeling stage now.

We have done a lot of motoring too. One day we went down to Annapolis and saw the
old Fort with all the historic souvenirs connected with early Canadian history. It was most
interesting as was the drive down there. Apple orchards and comfortable modern dwellings line
both sides of the road part of the way, and for some miles the river winds along with its banks of
yellow sand. Almost every inch of ground is cultivated. Another drive we took was out to the
shore of the bay of Fundy. That is more rugged and would remind one of Newfoundland. The
drive over the mountain into the valley is exquisite and all the roads are splendid. Of course they
are used a great deal by tourists and we have seen cars from several of the States passing through
here daily. We went down to Digby for the weekend and enjoyed it thoroughly. While there we
stayed at “The Pines”, a lovely summer hotel owned by the Dominion Atlantic Railway. It is on
a hill overlooking Annapolis Basin and it is surrounded by thousands of pines and spruce trees.
We drove all around the country and saw everything that was to be seen in or near Digby. Bear
River, one of the places we went is a regular land of cherry orchards. It happened to be Cherry
Sunday and that meant that anyone who wished could buy a cherry tree for a dollar and pluck all
the fruit they could carry off it. Sunday afternoon we motored to Weymouth and Church Point.
They are French settlements where the real descendants of the Acadians, who came back after
the Expulsion, live. They keep to some of the old customs and some of the women still wear the
costume of 150 years ago, the peasant costume I mean. They speak rather peculiar French but
we could understand them and Bill enjoyed himself immensely talking to them. They are
building an immense Church at St. Bernard, near Weymouth, and so far they have been at it
twelve years and they say it will take twelve more to finish it. The material they are using is
granite which they find it hard to get, so they add just one round every year.

Yesterday we motored to Grand Pré and saw Evangeline’s own land. It is awfully sad to
see only signs to mark the places where a prosperous and happy people once lived. There is a
beautiful statue of Evangeline looking back with tears in her eyes, over her loved country. They
have built a memorial park and a Church to mark the places of greatest historic interest. There
are the old willow trees still there, planted by the French over a hundred and fifty years ago. We
enjoyed the day thoroughly and only got back in time for supper.

Tomorrow we are going to Bear River again for the Cherry Festival and to Middleton in
the Evening for a Baseball game. So you see our time has been pretty well filled and there hasn’t



been much opportunity for writing. We are both thriving and I have gained four pounds, while
Bill has gained five and a half (he says seven!). Bill has made this blot so you’ll have to excuse
us for acting like children.
The people at the Hotel are very nice and obliging and the meals here are awfully good.

We will see you in the not too distant future. In the meantime thank you a thousand times for all
your kindnesses to us both

Love

From

Mary G. Browne

and Bill















South West
Port Blandford B. B.?
Dec. 10, 1924

My dearest wife,

Is this the first time that I address you as dearest wife without having you near enough to
kiss you too? How are you? I hope that you did not feel too badly over my absence. It was such
an unpleasant time to leave that, (as you were) you must have felt dreadfully cold. I was O.K.
although the Sleeping Car does not appear to be as comfortable as the Smoking compartment of
the ordinary first class car. It is too stuffy. This was compensated for by the excellence of my
travelling companions. Bernard Norris and his brother were accompanying their mother and the
remains of their father down to Three Arms, N. D. B.* Sir Patrick McGrath was proceeding to
Montreal as the advance agent for the Commission appointed to deal with the Labrador
Boundary Question, who will leave tomorrow. We had a chat in the Compartment he was
occupying. Having worked very hard for several days & nights previous to his departure he was
taking things easy. He was lying on the bed with a blanket around him, and had his meals served
there. Our conversation was not very spectacular as he was drowsy so that after a little while, as
I could see he was making an effort to keep awake I left him. I saw him later. He came to where
I was playing bridge with Mr. & Mrs. Goodyear of of [sic] Grand Falls and Major Baird of the
“Twin Lakes” & “Skull Hill” pit prop fame and wished me a Merry Xmas. He informed me that
these conversations were to be of a reconnoitring or skirmishing character i.e. nothing definite is
known as to the direction they will take or what propositions are likely to be forthcoming. Those
passengers with whom I discussed the matter seemed to consider it a good thing to sell the
Labrador if we received a good price.

There was much talk about Quirk and H. J. Crowe as Bernard Norris lost about 9 to
10000 dollars as a result of the latter’s tricks. I had two excellent meals on board and only
touched the bottle once. The conductor had the train stopped at South West right opposite Mr.
Pelley’s house. It was this gentleman’s shop which was burned, and, as he seemed to be the only
person upon whom I could rely for accommodation I wired him. He met me at the train and
escorted me into his sitting room where a boy of about 15 with a pale face was sitting at a Radio
outfit and his mother was sitting in an armchair by his side patiently awaiting for coherent
sounds. I was invited to listen in and I heard Moncton and Boston speaking. Moncton Canadian
National Railway was broadcasting rather dry information about Xmas mail. Allow me to
inform you that you should use tissue paper & strong cord to send parcels in, that you should
place your own address at left hand corner and that if you exceed 5 words in your Xmas greeting
your correspondent will be charged a tax on letter rates. Moncton told us all that & more.
Boston was more interesting as I learned that to-morrow the wind will be W. & North West
growing colder. I heard a beautiful Soprano voice singing a familiar air but I was unfortunate in
not being able to discover the name of the song or the singer. A few selections on the Moncton
Jazz orchestra and a number of shrieks & yells and buzzes completed what was termed by all

’Bonavista Bay
*Notre Dame Bay



present one of the most delightful programmes yet given in Port Blandford.

I am most comfortable here. I have a lovely warm bed with heaps of clothes. Mine host
is a genial man. I intend taking his photo before I leave that you may be convinced. He has
several well behaved sons & daughters. He has a pony upon which I drove to his store over the
soft snow to-day and I expect to take a constitutional in the same direction tonight to send you
this missive of love.

I saw my learned friend King at about 11.30 am looking out the bedroom in Courage’s
house, in his shirt. King has met his match in Courage if he wishes a drinking bout. The
Magistrate is not yet here but is expected any time to-night. The trial may not finish to-morrow,
as there is a large number of witnesses. Courage looks like Rev. Bczone. He has that sinister
expression seen on some men - say R. A. S 44 Rennie’s Mill Road.  He looks capable of this
crime & worse. Perhaps I am harsh, but I was not impressed with his appearance.

Tea is ready so I must stop. The lights have been lit long ago. Please don’t forget me in
your prayers. You are ever in my thoughts and I look forward to Saturday when I hope to be
back with you, and I don’t think I shall leave home again this year.

With love & thousands of kisses & kind regards to your bedmates. Please ring up
mother & Aunt S. & tell them I am OK.

XXXXXXXX

Ever your affectionate husband

Bill

“Richard A. Squires



Some notes and letters following Marjorie Browne’s birth November 5, 1925
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Letter from Bill’s Aunt Polly, married to Bill’s Mother’s brother, Tom O’Reilly
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Diary
Friday, February 12" [1926]

Weather began very stormy, but mild. I have appreciated the street car service this winter
more than ever before. I feel less and less inclined to walk to and from the office on stormy
days. Mary & I had a little disagreement to-night over the destruction of certain decayed
sausages, which was only decided by calling upon the maid who stated they had been found in a
tin. Mary had thought they were for breakfast! We are both very busy, Mary attending to little
Marjorie, who needs much watching now, and I looking after the furnace below. We are
planning for a new house on the outskirts of the city where I hope to have a cow and chickens
and a man about the place to do the chores. It will be a great relief to be able to assign such
duties to another.

To-night Miss Foran® paid us a visit and entertained us to the usual idle gossip of the
town. She is living at the Cochrane Hotel, and has no relatives here. I dare say if she could
dispose of her property at a good figure she would leave for a gayer place. There is not much
fun in a place like this for an elderly spinster of unaccommodating disposition. How many
thousands like her inhabit the hotels of London in that semi-fashionable district of Bayswater.

Diary
Saturday, February 13" [1926]

Our unusually mild winter now gives us a fine day after a stormy one. This day was
exceptionally warm for this time o’year.

I strolled home passing Garland’s Bookstore. This place has such fascination for me
that although I did pass I came back and went in. The first book I noticed was The Dial (The Dial
is an American highbrow magazine, intended to do for America what The Mercury does for
England) in which I saw an article of W.B.Yeats on “Audacity in Thought” in which he referred
to the ignorance of the body of men who teach Irish children. Some Christian Brother
discovered a boy reading a poem on The Cherry Tree in which the Blessed Mother asks Joseph
to bend down the cherries so that she may eat. He tells her that “they who got you with child, let
them bend them down”. Then the infant in the womb spoke to the tree and a miracle happened.
Lo, the tree bent its branches so that the Blessed Virgin could pluck the fruit. In this matter I
must agree with Yeats. Imagine the Editor of Our Boys leading a mob of schoolchildren to a
bonfire of this poem in a Dublin Street. It is unfortunate that men of real culture are rare in that

SMargaret Foran’s mother, Margaret A. (Mrs. John W.) Foran, died June 1925. See
http://ngb.chebucto.org/Newspaper-Obits/news-1925-e.shtml (June 9 death notice). Later that
year her brother, Charles J. Foran, died. See
http://ngb.chebucto.org/Newspaper-Obits/news-1925-e.shtml (Tue. Nov. 10 - “British War Hero
Dies From Wounds”. Margaret Foran died in St. John’s September 24, 1941. See
http://www.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~cannf/dailynews miscnews1941b.htm (September 25 death
notice).




order. I have known some of them Bro Ryan of Cork & O’Connell of here, who would not do
that. Some day I should like to give a long description of Garlands bookstore.

Diary
Sunday, February 14™ [1926]

Last night I was tempted to buy a number of books at Garlands. Besides bringing home
The New Statesman 1 bought The Cantab a new book of Shane Leslie, and a volume of Essays
18™ Century Studies by Austin Dobson. I saw a student Edition of Gibbs for $3.00. This is a
bookshop where you must know the place to find the book you want. Books are scattered all
over the place and it is not unusual to find Chesterton & Gogol, Michael Arlen & Macaulay in
the same company.

Last night I played Curling and although the ice was heavy we had an enjoyable game. |
am gradually becoming convinced that young men ought to be better curlers than the old timers.
Yet, [ saw a game last week in which The Fathers defeated the Sons by the extraordinary score
of 17 —2. It is an agreeable game is Curling; gives a fair amount of exercise; makes no great
strain on brain or body; is played indoors and is easily learnt.

I read a good story in The New Statesman of a lady home from China who described the
splendid type of servants she had in that country. Fine, manly fellows whose only drawback was
that they “squeezed” her too much.

Diary
Monday, February 15" [1926]

Weather — Cold — damp — stormy at night.

Still reading The Cantab, a story, as the name implies, of Cambridge. So far as I have
gone, the plot is weak, and incidents of no importance to the story have been dragged in. His
description of the seduction of a young undergrad by an incestuous-born was something which I
did not expect in a story by Leslie. He is a peculiar mixture. The article on “Garrick’s Grand
Tour” in Dobson was interesting. What a giant of an actor he must have been. I fear that Francis
Compton, who is now playing at the Casino, could not give us a true idea of what Garrick could
do.

I am at home keeping house to-night, and, sad to relate have no tobacco to ease my
tedium. As I have promised to deny myself its pleasures during Lent I am resigned to my fate. |
hope that it will not be too painful to other people, this sacrifice of mine.

The Trial of Eli Hayward set for to-day was postponed until Saturday because Annie, the
sister of Therese is suffering from sub-acute Bronchitis. What a lot of trouble H. is giving us.
His wife is weeping her eyes out although he treated her badly. To-day she threatened never to
allow her daughter to enter her door. What an unhappy home theirs must be, the father in jail
under charge of “Incest” — a most repellent crime, as it strikes at the family. It is an unnatural
crime. In a city like St. John’s one could hardly believe it would occur.



Diary
Tuesday, February 16" [1926]

Weather — Snowy, mild — heavy walking.

This was a very disturbing day for the household, owing to the presence of our old friend
Arthur Dessert whom we have not seen for a long time. He was storing an additional supply of
coal. Whether his methods were too violent or the coal was particularly dirty, I cannot tell. But I
do not know that I have ever seen everything in the house as black as it was to-day. The Kitchen
floor was black, and all the food more than a little coloured. The bedroom, bathroom,
sitting-room all received a coating. Arthur had lunch & tea with us and stayed late enough for
supper. He was covered with coal dust from head to foot, and only his eyes seemed to peep out.
He noticed his disadvantages for he remarked that he was almost too dirty to sit down to the
table.

A visitor from Deer Lake informed me that Doc. MacDonald had recommended me to
him. His son was severely injured by going into a room in which live cables were slung across.
The boy had a miraculous escape from death. He has since lost the sight of his eyes.

This was Pancake Night, and in accordance with the old observances pancakes were
served with a ring button and a 5 cent piece hidden in them. Altho Miss Northcott, who was
with us for tea, had two helpings, she was unlucky & did not get anything. Mary found the
money, which was quite appropriate. I found the button, for [ am always in need of one and we
had to search those left over for the ring.

I went down to the Star Hall after tea, and unexpectedly found a dance in progress. After
a long while hesitating I joined in. Had supper with the Band & Joe Murphy. The latter is a
violent anti-Monroe man.

Diary
Ash Wednesday, February 17" [1926]

Raw & chill but not unpleasant in the afternoon.

The beginning of Lent. I went to 10 a.m Mass at the Cathedral and I was surprised to see
the Archbishop on the Throne. I was amused at the sight of two young altar-boys bringing in the
collection-bags & bringing them back again. They were unconcerned. I think that Belloc notes
in his Path to Rome the happy feeling he used to have when the altar boys seemed inattentive. It
was not irreverence. If the incident had occurred elsewhere the boys would have behaved just
the same as when the eyes of 2000 people were on them.

After Mass [ went to the House of Assembly to search for The Debates on the
Workmen’s Compensation Acts, for yesterday Higgins intimated to me that he had found an act
more suited to our needs than that which I had drafted. This is the English Act to which he
refers. He is only seeking a way out. I met Davies the Analyst yesterday. He looks fat, also
shabby, & seems self-conscious. I attended a hockey match this afternoon St. Bon’s v. Terra
Novas. Terra Novas won 4-3. A lifeless game, heavy ice, and St. Bon’s without Halley one of
their principal players.



Also visited the Hospital & saw Bowdridge — a porky chap, blind. He seems to have a
case against The Armstrong people. Saw another man — the victim of a tubercular knee injured
on board a fishing vessel. He asked me to write for him.

To-night I was at Dr. Campbell’s & inspected his collection of old furniture. Most
interesting, particularly his candlesticks, buffets & bookcases. Talked over everything even War
till 11.30.

Diary
Thursday, February 18" [1926]

Stormy in the morning but fine & clear after noon.

Mass at the Cathedral to-day. Our baby is nearly 12 % lbs to-day. Mary & 1 visited
McCarter’s. Latter at home ill. We left instructions to change plan of house, so that new one has
study, living & dining room & kitchen below, & four bedrooms & bath above.



Sketches of Bill and Mary’s new home from Bill’s diary



This afternoon we inspected Mr. Drouin’s house on Forest Rd. It is very large; there seemed to
be an unlimited number of rooms in the place. The floors looked attractive, but the absence of
grates seemed a drawback. He has an electric cooker & washing machine. His son has made
some really good sketches, one being a pen & ink drawing of a marine landscape showing 2
vessels & a steamer close together at sea. His unfinished copy of a 16" century galleon is done
very well. The boy has ability.

Dr Anderson reports Miss Annie Hayward to be suffering from pleurisy & should have
hospital treatment. The mother looks terrible & will soon need treatment herself.

The Crosbie v Fishermen’s Advocate trial is on to-day. I heard T. Smythe giving
evidence. It seems different from previous accounts I heard. He seemed pleased with the way
he gave it. After tea I went to the Curling Rink where I met Crosbie who informed me that he
had been “Theatrical” in the witness-box, and that he had made “em all laugh” by his witty
replies to Barron. I skipped a game at curling & was doing well. Meeting Abbie Salter he
informed me that he had placed the club “on the pinnacle of fame”. Crosbie intimated to me
there would be a Pensions Bill, Libel Actions & Newspapers Bill & Amendments to Liquor &
Highway Acts.

Diary
Friday, February 19" [1926]

Fine & cold.

Mass at St. Joseph’s at 8 a.m. Crosbie’s trial proceeding to-day. He was in the
witness-box. Foley appeared for defense. Drove home with Crosbie & Emerson. Crosbie
seemed to consider Foley’s evidence as ineffective & Emerson considered them as perjury. In
the afternoon I heard Gibbs deliver part of his address to the jury. He spoke well, although a
little too much in the dramatic style of a missionary. He said that Crosbie behaved like a
buffoon, that he was a swindler, and behaved with treachery.

I was very anxious to-day concerning the trial of the King v Eli Hayward for to-morrow
morning, as one of my witnesses is ill. Last week we had a postponement on that account, but
am intending to proceed tomorrow if I am not checked by the Chief Justice. I hate continued
postponements.

Speaking to McCarter concerning our proposed arrangement for our house he informed
me new plan meant larger house & layout not so convenient. I dare say that as he proceeds he
will have further difficulties to put before me.

Mother caught a cold going into Aunt S.° yesterday.

Tonight Marjorie seemed determined not to be fed from the bottle. She spluttered, and
drewled, cried & was stubborn, and only after much petting, crooning & dancing did she yield.
She appears to be a young lady with great determination — just like her dear mother.

Jury retired at 8.30. Verdict of Guilty at 11.20.

®Likely Selina Sullivan



Diary
Saturday, February 19" [20] [1926]

Stormy & mild changed to very cold at night.

This morning’s paper contained the welcome headlines that the Advocate had been found
guilty of libel against my colleague Sir J. C. Crosbie. At 11 a.m a fine of $500.00 was imposed
which I think was very light. I trust this will be an example to the Advocate & Globe.

The Hayward case is postponed again, this time until next term, and, as usual, Judge
Horwood found it necessary to enquire from his colleague Kent as to the advisability of
proceeding & having a sick witness’s deposition read. Always he consults his junior.

Mary invested in a real celluloid rattle for our baby, but she has not shown as much
interest in it as she showed astonishment at the balloon which I bought for her Valentine.

Business very slack. Much comment on the verdict. All that I heard seemed to approve
altho believing Smythe grafted. Walking home with Professor Hatcher I met Capt. Billy Winsor
with his arm in a sling as a result of a fall whilst playing Curling lately. We met the Hon. W. J.
Woodford who seemed to be in a merry mood. We went into The Militia Bldg and I was
astonished at the rich smell of rum. I was later informed by Gerald Byrne that large quantities
are stored underneath the building. One would have thought it was the worst place to have the
Employment Bureau.

Our precious baby shows signs of determination in not taking her bottle. I was hoarse &
tired from singing to her, but of no avail.

Saw Crosbie at the Rink, and he was very pleased. We had a long discussion about Paris
et Parisiennes.

Diary
Sunday, February 21 [1926]

Archbishop Roy of Quebec died.

Very cold.

It was terribly cold this morning and so windy that my wife was afraid to go to Mass
alone. Mass was delayed and I spent the waiting moments in observing the sleepy children in
front of me. There were boys with red hair and open mouths, and girls with pale faces and red
lips like a slash freshly cut. The storm howled outside and inside some fervent worshiper said
his prayers in an monotonous droning voice that could be heard in the lull of the winds.

Mother still has a bad cold and her voice was almost unrecognizable over the telephone
and she takes such little care of herself. 1 am dying for the afternoon to come so that I may go
and see her. If I had a cold she would constantly enquire as to its progress, and I am sure she
would always be thinking of me. There is only one love in the world worthy of the name and
that is mother’s love. Like mother’s milk it is sweet, rich and bountiful.

I finished The Cantab last night and must say that it is an extraordinary story. Parts of it
are well-written. The end is too extravagant. There is too much Religion & too much suggestion
of sin. Some of his epigrams are not worthy of a first year undergrad but others are very clever.
There is really no plot, no moral unless he means to continue the story in Babylon.



I have been to see mother and found her looking very much better than I expected. She
was dressed in her old brown sweater. Her voice was a little husky but her eyes were bright
when she greeted me with her usual “I love to see you coming in”. My father sat in his
accustomed place by the table and both of them must have been counting tickets and looking for
prizes.

On my way home, Connolly the undertaker stopped me as I was passing his shop. He led
me into a room at the back. Nodding towards his work he said “That’s a coffin for one of your
constituents Power, but it’s a pauper’s coffin. His people want some trimmings. Do you think
you can imagine it. $25. I promised to do the best I could, but I don’t see any sense in it.

I am reading Tolstoy’s grim description of Sebastopol during the Crimean War. It paints
a horrible picture.

Diary
Monday, February 22" [1926]

Colder & flurries.

One would have thought that the extreme cold weather would have kept people indoors
to-day. But it was remarkable what signs of business one could see on Water St.

My B’s wife and 1 B have had one of eur their vain quarrels that arise out of very little
things. To-day it was sy his criticism of her pastry, which was flat and soggy. She wanted me
him to praise it but  he would not. Later she evened matters by allowing a live ember to burn a
big black hole in eur their brown hearthrug. With the same ember f he made a quick sketch that
1 he said should be her effigy, and consigned it to the fire.  He daubed black a gaily coloured
calendar.  He wrote Mary Brewsne B on the wall, and by a series of cunningly conceived tricks
succeeding in working sy his wife into a frenzy. She tore the calendar into shreds. ¥ He tore up
the butcher’s bill - a much more harmless act. If one could satisfy his debts by destroying his
bills, more than half the world would be happy. But this vexed little woman refuses to let things
be. She tears her husband’s cap. Then he has his revenge. Stepping firmly to the piano he
seizes 4 songs, two of which had given him much pleasure and one of which had won his heart,
he tearing them all he scattered the scraps of paper on the floor. His wife more forgiving would
not let him go without his winter cap - torn as it was.

At tea-time he brought her a large box of figs, a brown loaf and a new book of short
stories by A.E. Coppard. They kiss & make up. The wife has a surprise too. She has improved
on her pastry and now presents to him the most delicious work of a pastry cook’s art.

Brought home a book in which I amused myself 1923-24 to pass an idle hour.
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Diary
Tuesday, February 23" [1926]

Not so cold.
Mrs. James might well be called a merry widow. She has been summoned again for
selling liquor. No liquor was found on her premises — it had been sent in next door. Her



husband is dead 5 weeks, so she is dressed in solemn black. She admits “she likes a drop of
stuff” often drinks a bottle even two a day but just the same she keeps a nice business and a good
home. The police found a man asleep in the kitchen. She came again this afternoon with her
friend Mrs. Joseph a well dressed, good looking woman who assists her as far as an outsider can
in running this good home. Both seemed to enjoy the prospect of a summons as a great lark.
Mrs. Joseph flashed her eyes, pooh-poohed her friends anxieties & Mrs. James giggled
nervously.

A lawyer’s life is rich in incident. To-day, too I conduct a preliminary enquiry into the
escape of Arthur Joseph Young from the Penitentiary last August. Young is a powerfully built
young man about 24, with black coarse hair hanging in a wave over his low narrow forehead.
His eyes were narrow and wide apart and the pupils seemed to peep out mischievously. He had a
very thick neck. He was handcuffed & wore a chain fastened to his ankle. He told of his escape.
He is a thorough thief incorrigible, & did not seem to understand or care about the proceedings.
The Chief Warden looked like a policeman & was responsible for the escape.

Mrs. Bragg & Mrs. Fields staged a Shylock scene in which I acted as a male Portia. I
surprised the latter lady.

Judges, even a Judge of the Central District Court should be well paid. The salary should
be such as would appeal to a good lawyer to give up his profession and go on the Bench. In St.
John’s we have two judges of the C. D. Ct. that are unfit for their office and their behaviour has
made Justice seem a mockery. Frank Morris has been absent for two weeks drunk. He were
better absent than drunk in Court - [ remember once visiting the Board of Liquor Control on
behalf of some poor fellows sentenced to 3 months for their second offense of drunkenness. At
the very moment of the interview the man who imposed the sentence - John McCarthy -
stumbled slowly along the sidewalk opposite, clinging to the wall for support. To-day he
convicted my client without evidence to justify it.

I have been skating and playing hockey to-day for the first time in 2 years. I spent half an
hour at it and came home very tired. Tonight my dear wife & I visited the Casino and witnessed
The Bells a performance in which Francis Compton plays the part of Mathias with great ability. I
am reading A. E. Coppard’s Tales some of which lack a theme. He writes well but is too
inclined to gloomy salients. I have thought of a plot for a short story and my wife to whom I
recounted it thinks it good. night

Diary
Thursday, February 25" [1926]

Weather: Fine & clear getting warmer
A good deal occurred to-day that I feel too ill to describe. In R. v. Smith the jury
returned a verdict of “Not Guilty”. There seems to be a great deal of sympathy for the accused.



Baby to-day weighed over 13 Ibs 1 oz net. She celebrated the occasion by a long outing
in the open air. For the first time she was placed outside by the window in her carriage, but after
a little while she pleaded to be taken in.

Mary Harris Browne and baby Marjorie Browne, 1926

Have learned to-day from a deputation consisting of Arthur Dessert & Abraham Martin,
two old-timers that there are employed at the Dock as watchmen 2 ex-policemen. From Higgins
K.C. Ilearned that more than these are employed at other government works. This is wrong. As
Arthur D. puts it, why should we be walking around without work “when these men to whom we
pay pensions are employed”.

I dropped into the Sheriffs office after the case and found Sir Wm Lloyd & the sheriff’.
Never before have I seen Lloyd under the weather. To night he was very congenial. It was
amusing to listen to him talking “the point about the matter is this” and No. 1. - and No. 2 -
Neither Blandford or I could complete a sentence for L would gently say “Excuse me for
interrupting but or as before. If good qualities are supposed to come forward under the spell of

7 Sidney Blandford.



liquor, Lloyd’s are congeniality and friendliness. He kept repeating that Dunfield’ was an able
man, a clever, a very clever, an exceedingly clever man, an intellectual man but he is a damn fool
all the same!

Curling to night with Warren & Higgins & returned with a headache to find Uncle Jim &
Aunt Molly here. Treat Jim to a whisky & water and then they go.

Higgins informs me privately that the W.C.B ° will be referred to a Joint Select
Committee of which I shall be a member.

Diary
Friday, February 26™ [1926] [The following entry was written by Mary Harris Browne]

Weather: Raw and wet: very windy towards evening.

Bill is not writing in the diary tonight because he is taking a holiday from work of all
kinds. Not feeling particularly well today he did not go to the office though he courageously
went out to Mass on my encouragement. I went downtown this a.m and ordered the weeks
groceries and came home laden with the usual number of small parcels,

8 Probably Brian Dunfield.
* Workmen’s Compensation Bill
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to find the baby crying to break her little heart because I think she was afraid of the wind. She
has been rather fussy today, and I would not be at all surprised if she were cutting a tooth. Alice
and Marge came down this afternoon and it was so stormy that we insisted on their remaining to
tea.

Bill is defending the man O’Rourke who was arrested for beating his wife. There is fault
on both sides.

The baby rolled off the Chesterfield tonight and gave me the fright of my life.

We are having a very quiet night. Alice and Marge almost stayed for the night but they
had promised to go over to Margaret McNeil’s so they decided to face the storm.

Bill is playing Patience. We are going to bed early for a long nights rest.

Diary
Saturday, Feb. 27. [1926]

Weather — mild

Appeared in Magistrate’s Court to make application for bail on behalf of O’Rourke. Not
granted, because Dr. McPherson could not say that the woman was out of danger. I learned later
that he told her he “would hang O’R if he could, for he was down on this sort of thing”.

Whilst in Court I heard Cyril Fox making a very long winded oration in an assault case
on behalf of a longshoreman who attempted to assault Godden, the Stevedore at Harvey’s
premises. Undoubtedly his appeal had its effect for the deft. was let go on payment of costs.
Most of those sitting at the lawyers’ desk were highly amused at the extravagant language of
Cyril. He told of the prisoner’s deep regret, his sincere determination that it would not recur, his
heartfelt appreciation of the services done by Godden and so on and on, until everyone wondered
if the complainant should have to apologize to Fox’s client.

My friend Dick Howley, the newly-appointed Magistrate for St. George’s, was listening
to the cases. He replaces the late George Carty. In the afternoon the weather was sultry and
made me anxious to spend the time outdoors. I went to the Post Office, but old man Woodford
(whom Crosbie calls a politician) was not in. Thence I went to Percival’s and found 4 vols out of
5 of Gibbon’s Fall & Decline vols I -V for sale, but did not buy. He gets few good books
nowadays. Took in Chown’s antique shop on the way home. I saw there a collection of 12 large
engravings of Hogarth’s interpretation of Butler’s Hudibras for which he wanted $300.00. He is
very doubtful about the future of antique collecting in this country although he tells me the past
year was a most successful one for him.

Reading an amusing controversy on Prohibition in The New Statesman & surprised it has
supporters in England.

Diary
Sunday, Feb 28™. [1926]

YEdward Gibbon, The History of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.



Weather — Stormy, Terribly high wind. Calm towards evening

Piloted my wife to Mass at 9 a.m at St. Joseph’s through a desperately raging wind storm
that must have done havoc all over the country. Visited my Mother in the morning and my aunt
in the afternoon. An event of some importance should be noted. My wife cooked meringues for
tea, and they were very good.




Northeott, K. and Gallishaw, A., (no date, approximately 1926) C.L.4. Cookbook. St. John’s.
The Preface states ... recipes contributed by the members of the Columbus Ladies’
Association.” and the book includes a number by Mary Harris Browne (Mrs. W. J.). See:
http://collections.mun.ca/PDFs/cns/CLACookBook1926.pdf



http://collections.mun.ca/PDFs/cns/CLACookBook1926.pdf

I finished reading A. E. Coppard’s Fishmonger’s Fiddle a book that contains only 2 or 3
stories that I should care to read a second time.

After tea we went to The Speaker’s House where we met James Conroy and his fiancée
Betty McGrath. We passed the evening very pleasantly in discussing A. G. M. King, Compton,
and Dunfield. Our host entertained us to a good many stories, very humourously told, and
interminably prolonged, to which his wife listened in whole souled admiration and awe. Fox has
a big vocabulary, which is always ready to his needs, but his words are not always the best words
or the most appropriate.

Betty McG. was very quiet dressed in her suit of brown corduroy with the buttons down
the front a costume she has worn on nearly every occasion at which I have seen her lately.

Arch Sullivan showed me some clever sketches which he had made of several of the
teachers at St. Bon’s. He possesses talent in this direction and I should like to see him continue
his studies in this direction. Mike Sullivan is now home feeling much improved. He has been to
see his mother once. I have not seen him yet.

Diary
Monday March 1%, [1926]

Weather — Dull, cold, clear towards night.

I saw the sealing steamer Viking out in the Harbour as I was going to work this morning.
I remember now that last year she came down and anchored in about the same place. She has
been there all day, but no one knows why.

Speaking to the Archbishop over the telephone, he told me that he had been ill again; he
sounded anxious. I am going to see him to-morrow and shall try to cheer him up.

While I was at dinner Mr. Munroe, the Prime Minister rang up and asked me would I
oblige him by seconding the motion to the Address in Reply because he had been notified that
Tom Power was ill - whether from funk, he could not tell - and could not do it. I said “Well yo