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AUTHOR’S NOTE

MARBLEHEAD, Massachusetts, the background to this story, is typical of many New-England sea-coast towns, in the development and decline of two out of three of the industries which have supported it through the years, and at first I had no intention of naming it specifically. But as I began research over two years ago, I soon discovered that Marblehead is far too vivid, charming and fiercely individualistic to be flattened into a type. As I returned there again and again and studied the material more deeply, the town itself produced the story of Hesper and her family and the old inn. I have tried to be accurate in presenting every event which affected actual town history. There is a wealth of fine material, and I am extremely grateful to all the Marbleheaders, old-timers and (comparative) new-comers, who have generously given me of their help and interest. I also want to thank the staff members at the Essex Institute in Salem, the Abbot Hall library and the Historical Society in Marblehead for their co-operation.

There are many published works treating of the town, but for the period I was trying to cover, the most valuable were Samuel Roads’s History and Traditions of Marblehead and Joseph S. Robinson’s The Story of Marblehead; and of course the files of the Marblehead Messenger, and other contemporary newspapers.

For the early part of the story I studied dozens of fascinating source books, but I am particularly indebted to Sidney Perley’s and Duncan Phillips’s histories of Salem, and above all to Governor Winthrop’s own carefully detailed Journal, in which I was able to follow the day-by-day incidents of that historic voyage.

The Honeywood family and all the main characters are fictitious, though I have made use of some of Marblehead’s typical names.

A.S.


CHAPTER ONE

ON the night of the great storm, the taproom was deserted. Earlier, men had wandered in for beers or rum-flip—shoremen all of them now, too old to go out with the fishing fleet. They had drunk uneasily, the pewter mugs shaking in their vein-corded hands, while they listened to the rising wind. Ever more boisterous gusts puffed down the big chimney, scattering fine ash over the scrubbed boards. In the great harbour, two hundred yards away, the mounting breakers roared up the shingle, muffling the clink of mugs on the table and the men’s sparse comments.

Hesper, crouching on her stool in the kitchen hearth, could see into the taproom through the half-open door. She watched her mother’s face. Ma stood stiffly behind the counter at the far end of the taproom, and she was listening to the storm, too. Even while she made change for the beer drinkers or turned the spigot over a mug, her eyes would slide away to the windows and her big freckled face grow glum and watchful.

This seemed queer to Hesper, because she herself loved the storm. She luxuriated in the delicious feeling it gave her, because it was safe and warm in here. The kitchen and the whole house closed around and held her safe, the way Gran did sometimes when she was feeling good. Outside, the storm was roaring and stamping like Reed’s bull roared and stamped in the pasture over on the Neck, but the bull couldn’t get at you, nor could the storm. The house was stronger.

Hesper pulled her stool outside of the fireplace and leaned her head against the panelled oak cupboard where Ma kept the spare pots and skillets.

The kitchen smells lulled her. The molasses and pork smell from the bean-pots in the brick oven, the halibut stew bubbling softly on the trivet near the blazing pine logs, the smell of beeswax that had been rubbed into the long oak table and the benches, and the hard pine settle that was dreadful old fashioned, Ma said. The settle had been right there by the fireplace near two hundred years, an eyesore Ma said, all scarred like that from jack-knives and pitted with spark burns. But Pa wouldn’t get rid of it. He liked the old things that had always been here.

Another crash hurled itself on the house, and a new sound mixed in it. A slapping wetness. The window-panes ran with water.

“Rain’s come,” said old Simon Grubb, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand. “Dor-r-ty weather making. Don’t like ’em from sou’-west. Means they start in the Carib. This is goin’ to be worser’n regular September line stor-rm.” He heaved himself up from the table, slid three pennies on the counter by Ma’s arm. She picked them up and dropped them in the tin cash-box.

“Think it’ll travel up to the Banks?” she said. Her voice was just the way it always was, quick and rough, but a quiver ran through Hesper. The fear in her mother slid across the taproom, through the door into the bright kitchen. Now she saw fear in all of them, in the three silent old men who did not answer her mother’s question but filed out of the door, their steps slow and careful, feeling the floor as if they were pacing a heaving, slippery deck. While the door was open to let the shoremen out, the storm blew into the house with the boom of the waves just across Front Street.

“Ma,” whispered Hesper, “I’m scared.” She ran to her mother, burying her face in the brown calico skirts. “Maybe the sea’ll get at us—don’t let it get at us.”

Susan Honeywood shoved the heavy iron bolt across the door. “It might,” she said indifferently. “But the house’ll stand.” She gave the child a brisk shove. “Get the mop. Floor’s all wet. Nothing’ll happen to us.”

“But you was scared, Ma,” persisted the child, though already her panic had passed, the house closed around again, comforting and protecting.

Susan wiped the beer rings from the table in the taproom, shut that door too, and stirred the halibut stew before speaking. Her words when they came seemed to spring from an angry compulsion. “Have you so soon forgot Tom and Will?” she snapped over her shoulder to the puzzled child.

Hesper stared up at her mother’s face, hurt by the sudden hostility, and yet she had always known Ma loved the boys better.

“But they’re away off on the Banks with the fleet,” she whispered.

Susan slapped the pewter plates on to the table. “And so will this storm be—tomorrow or next. It’s like the one in twenty, afore I met your Pa.” Her full lips folded themselves into a pale line. She untied the apron from around her stout waist. “Call your Pa—supper’s on. I’ll go in and see if your Gran’s got enough wit for eating tonight.”

Hesper swallowed, listening to her mother’s heavy tread entering the kitchen bedroom. Ma didn’t like Pa’s old granny, but she didn’t usually sound so angry when she spoke of her—most times when Gran acted queer, Ma’d be kind enough, feeding her from the silver porringer with the special spoon Gran always used, even rocking her in the long cradle when Gran got one of those fits when she’d cry and cry and think she was a baby again. Hesper loved Gran, loved her stories and her warm comforting arms on the good days, and accepted the bad days without wonder.

Hesper walked across the kitchen and knocked on her father’s door. He spent the greater part of his life in that little lean-to room that had been built for a loom-room years before even Gran had come to the house. Only now it was just called “Pa’s room.” It had a desk and a Franklin stove, and so many books piled on the floor and up the walls that there was hardly any place to stand

Pa opened the door at once—sometimes he didn’t—and smiled down at the child. His near-sighted eyes puckered around the corners, and his stooping shoulders seemed too frail to hold up the long thin body.

“It’s a wild night, Hesper,” he said dreamily, lingering over her name. From the moment of her birth in an April twilight he had loved this child as he loved no one else, and he had over-ridden his wife’s impatient objections and named the baby Hesper, after the evening star.

He touched the child’s red curls with his bony ink-stained fingers and, shambling after her into the kitchen, sat down at the table.

Hesper filled his plate with the steaming halibut stew which he pushed away absently, still held in the dreams that enriched his solitary hours. He repeated slowly:


“Rough wind, that moanest loud

Grief too sad for song;

Wild wind, when sullen cloud

Knells all the night long. …”



Hesper was used to his quotations, and usually she liked the sound of them and the enchanted pictures they made in her mind; but tonight she felt Kinship with her mother, who entered the kitchen to hear the last lines.

“God-blost it, Roger,” she cried, “I’ll not stand for that quiddling poetizing tonight. What do you know of grief, or knells, or aught else, for ever shut up in your room with them books?” She shoved his plate back in front of him, and banged the coffee-pot down on the table.

Roger Honeywood lifted his head and looked at her. “I merely thought, Susan, that Shelley had rather well expressed the mood of the night.” His tone strove to be sarcastic and to show a gentlemanly reproof, though his hands trembled and he looked towards the child for the eager response she usually gave him. But Hesper was staring at her mother, who made a strange rough sound in her throat. “To hell I pitch your Shelley, whoever the bostard may be. D’you hear that storm out younder? D’you have wit enough to know what it may mean, you buffleheaded loon?”

Her shrewd green eyes were blazing, her freckled face suffused with dull red.

Hesper saw her father retreat, seeming to shrivel into himself, but he said, “Spoken like a true Marblehead fishwife.”

Again Susan made the sound in her throat. “’Tis what I am. I come from fisher folk, and so do you for all you never set foot in a dory near thirty year—for you weren’t no good as a fisherman—nor no good at being a tavern keeper, neither; nor at being a fine gentleman at the college.”

Hesper saw the colour leave her father’s face, and she hoped for anger to replace it—anger to match her mother’s. Why couldn’t he shout too—hit out, even strike at that flushed, furious face across the table?

But there was silence in the kitchen except for the woman’s heavy breathing. Then, outside, another gust threw itself against the house and a branch crashed off the big chestnut tree.

Susan’s hands unclenched, she lowered her head. “Don’t mind me, Roger,” she said dully. “Eat your supper. I’m grouty tonight with the storm.” She walked to the fire and poked the smouldering logs. “But they be your sons, too,” she added very low.

It seemed that Roger had not heard. He sat staring at his plate, his thin hand turning and twisting the tin fork. Around and past the child there flowed an emotion which she dimly felt. There had been anger, as there often was, and now it was gone, replaced in her mother by an unexpected appeal—that carried with it the hopelessness of true answer.

But Roger did answer after a minute. “I see no cause for worry about the boys. The fleet’s weathered many a storm, if this should reach to the Grand Banks, which I doubt.”

Susan carried her plate and Hesper’s to the wooden sink across the room. “I saw old Dimond on the Burying Hill last night,” she said. “He was waving his arms and beating about the gravestones, pointing towards the Banks.”

Hesper felt a thrill of awe. All the children knew about Old Dimond, the wizard, and his queer daughter, Moll Pitcher, who lived long ago.

“Nonsense,” said Roger, standing up. “There aren’t any ghosts. It’s not like you to be fanciful, Susan.”

His wife pumped water into the sink, and the pewter plates rattled against the spout. “He came to warn when our men’re in danger, same as he always did. You know naught about it. You’re a landsman.”

“I’m a Marbleheader, the same as you. Eight generations of Honeywoods have lived in this house. Don’t forget that, Susan.”

The woman’s massive shoulders twitched. “I’m not like to,” she snapped, “with you dinging at it day in day out.”

The child stared anxiously from one to the other. Now Ma was getting angry again. Not on account of the Honeywoods exactly; Ma was a Dolliber, and her family had been here as long as any, but it was because Pa …

Hesper went to her mother and tugged at her skirt. “I wish the boys was here at home, Ma,” she said earnestly, trying to fill the need and forestall the renewed attack.

Susan frowned. “Well, it wouldn’t be fitting if they was. Men must go far to work and fight—and the women must bear it. Most men,” she added, looking at Roger.

The child’s hand dropped. Her impulse had done no good. Pa’s face had its cold, shut look. He walked back to his room, and the books and the pages and pages of writing that he never talked to people about. They heard the bolt slide in the door.

Susan trod around the kitchen, placing the pewter dishes behind their racks in the old built-in dresser, adding water to the bean-pot in the brick oven, scattering the embers in the great fireplace.

“Go to bed,” she said to Hesper, who had long been expecting this command, and could measure by its tardiness the extent of her mother’s preoccupation. She obediently picked up the candle her mother had lighted. It flickered wildly in the draughts that blew down the chimney and from under the door.

“Here, give it me. You’ll burn the house down.” The big middle-aged woman and the small red-haired girl mounted the stairs. Susan waited until the child stood in her long cotton nightgown.

“Say your prayers.”

The child knelt by her cot. “Now I lay me down to sleep …” And at the end she added timidly, “Please, dear God, keep Tom and Willy safe.” And looked up to her mother for approval.

By the guttering light she saw the grim face above her soften. “Amen,” said the woman, and Hesper crept into bed, comforted. Her mother bent over with a rare caress, and as she did so they heard a muffled thud below, and the house trembled a little.

“What is it, Ma?” cried the child, struggling up again. Susan went to the window and pressed her face against the small panes.

“It’s the sea,” she said. “The water’s over the Front.” Hesper crowded to the window beside her mother; together they watched the heaving blackness outside. There was no lane, nor yard; the thin film of shiny blackness lapped up to the great chestnut tree before the house, showing the jagged points of rocks pushed up from the cove. “Ma, what’ll it do?” whispered Hesper. The woman lifted the child and put her into bed.

“The house’ll stand,” she said. “Go to sleep.” And Hesper knew instant security. Ma was always right. Ma was strong. Strong as the house that had been here so long. Gran was strong too—even when she cried and wanted to be rocked. You felt it wasn’t really her, it was as if she was making believe. And Pa—he wasn’t strong, but he had Ma and Gran and the house—and me too, she thought.

All night the storm blew, and sometimes waves swirled around the rock foundation of the house and poured into the cellar, but Hesper slept.

It was three weeks before they got the news, and for Hesper the night of the storm was only a shadowy memory. Driftwood had been gathered, rocks rolled off the road, and seaweed thrown back to sea. The small craft which had been blown high on shore and on the causeway to the Neck had been salvaged. At the Honeywood home no sign of the storm remained, except the scar on the big chestnut tree where the limb blew off.

The news came to the Honeywoods first. A boy flew into the taproom crying that a schooner had been sighted off Halfway Rock. Zeke Darling, the lighthouse keeper, had sent word it looked like John Chadwick’s Hero.

Susan shut the taproom, threw a shawl over her shoulders, and ran to the nearest high ground, on the ramparts of ruined Fort Sewall. She paid no attention to Hesper, who trotted after her, much interested. All over town people were hurrying to vantage points, up to the look-out on the Burial Hill, and crowding up the steeple on the Old North. Silently the women and children watched the schooner round the point of the Neck and glide into the Great Harbour. Some of the children started to cheer, greeting the vanguard of the overdue fleet in the traditional manner. But there was no answering cheer from the men on board. The tiny figures on the deck seemed to move about in a listless and mechanical way.

Susan made a sound under her breath and began to walk down the path. Hesper looked up at her curiously, but did not dare speak. They threaded their way around the fish-flakes at Fort Beach, and up Front Street past home, and then Lovis Cove and Goodwin’s Head, and at each step others joined them, silent, shawled women like Susan, excited children held in check by the tension of their elders. They reached Appleton’s Wharf as the Hero made fast. No one spoke, and Captain Chadwick walked solemnly down the plank, the plod of his heavy sea-boots thumping like hammer strokes in the stillness.

“It’s bad,” he said, shaking his head and not looking at anyone; “tor-rible bad.” Above his beard his face was grey-white as a cod’s belly.

The crowd stayed silent another minute, then Susan pressed forward into the empty space near the captain.

“How many lost?” she asked quietly, as she had been quiet since the night of the storm.

The skipper pulled off his sou’wester. “Eleven vessels I know of, ma’am. All hands.”

“The Liberty?”

He bowed his head. “I saw her go down not half a mile away. We could do nothing. Our own mains’l went like a tor-rn pocket handkerchief.”

Susan stepped back, and others filled her place. The air grew harsh with despairing questions. The Sabine, the Pacific, the Trio, the Warrior—the agonizing list grew. Sixty-five men and boys had been lost. Scarce a home in Marblehead that had no kin amongst the drowned, and from the crowd behind a woman’s voice raised in a long moaning wail.

Susan turned and pushed her way back through the people. Hesper followed close. She was awed and excited. Ma had been right. The great storm had got the fishing fleet—and Tom and Willy. She felt no special sorrow. Her brothers had been big men of sixteen and eighteen, away fishing half the year, and with no time for her when they were home. Cousin Tom Dolliber’d been on the Liberty, too. So he was gone with the others.

Hesper trotted along behind her mother, filled with a sense of importance and drama. By Lovis Cove they met her father hurrying towards them, his thin face anxious, his vague eyes peering into their faces.

“What is it, Susan? Why didn’t you tell me there was news?”

The child watched them, nervously expecting her mother’s ready anger, because Pa had somehow failed again. But Susan was even quieter than she had been on the wharf. She laid her hand on her husband’s arm. “Come back home, dear.”

He gave her a startled, uncertain look, as surprised by this gentleness as Hesper was. They moved away from the child, and though Susan’s hand still rested on her husband’s arm, it was as though he leaned on her, his long body drooped over the broad figure beside him.

Hesper trailed after them. She paused at Fort Beach a moment to watch a sea-gull catch a fish, and felt a rough hand on her hair and a painful tug.

“Don’t,” she cried, whirling around, tears smarting her eyes. Two boys had crept up behind her—Johnnie Peach and Nathan Cubby. It was the latter who had pulled her hair, and he now began to caper around her jeering: “Gnaw your bacon, gnaw your bacon—little Fire-top’s head is achin’.”

Nat was a skinny boy of eleven, with watery yellow eyes and a sharp nose. Already Hesper was used to being teased about her flaming red hair, but she had not yet learned any defence. She shrank into herself, and tried to keep the tears from rolling out of her eyes.

“Oh, let her be,” said Johnnie carelessly. “She’s just a little kid.”

He was a year younger than Nat, a handsome boy with curly dark hair. He shied a stone at the water and watched it skip.

“What for you’re blubberin’—Fire-top?” taunted Nat, coming closer. “Blubberin’ ’cause your head’s on fire?” He made another grab at her hair.

Hesper ducked. “I’m crying ’cause Tom and Willy’s gone down with the fleet,” she wailed.

Johnnie turned. He raised his arm and struck down Nat’s outstretched hand. “That’s so,” he said. “They was on the Liberty. My uncle’s lost, too, on the Clinton. Reason enough to cry without you roiling her.”

“Oh, whip!” said Nat contemptuously, using an obscene Marblehead expletive. “I betcha my Pa’s lost, too. Leastways, he hasn’t come in from the spring fare yet. Ma, I think she’s given him up.”

Young as Hesper was, she was conscious of an obliquity in Nat, and that his speech about his father sprang from something stranger than bravado or the callousness of childhood. Though he was of normal height for his age, he had a hunched and wizened look and malicious, brooding eyes. He reminded her of a picture of an evil dwarf in the Grimms’ Fairy Tales her father had given her.

“You shouldn’t talk like that,” said Johnnie severely, “and you shouldn’t say ‘whip’ in front of a little lass. Run along home, Fire-top.”

Hesper caught her under-lip with her teeth, though she didn’t much mind the hated nickname from Johnnie. She looked at him adoringly, but the two boys had lost interest in her. They had sighted Peter Union’s dory pulling around the rocks to his landing, and they clambered down to the beach to see what luck the fisherman had had.

Hesper wiped her face on a corner of her white muslin pinafore, threw the trailing ends of her shawl over her shoulders in a gesture duplicating her mother’s, and continued homeward. The old house awaited her, and she thought, as she often had when approaching it from the water-side, that it looked like a great friendly mama cat. Its unpainted clapboards had weathered through two centuries to a tawny silver, and the huge brick chimneys, one on the old wing, one on the new, stuck up like ears. And the sign above the taproom door swung back and forth like a cat’s tongue. There had once been painted emblems on the sign, a pair of andirons and a flying bird above the letters “The Hearth and Eagle”; but they had all faded into a rusty red blur.

Hesper, moved by a feeling of special solemnity, went through the east door under the sign instead of around to the kitchen entrance as usual. The taproom door was closed, but she could hear her mother’s voice, slow and thick with long pauses. So Ma and Pa were shut in there. Hesper wandered into the kitchen. It was still warm with the sunlight from the windows over the sink, but there were clouds building and the wind rising on the harbour.

Beside a fire in the great hearth, Gran sat huddled in her Boston rocking-chair. She was wrapped in fleecy grey shawls, and she looked like a tiny old sea-gull. Her black eyes were sea-gull eyes, too. “What’s Roger doin’ in the taproom with Susan?” she asked querulously when she saw Hesper. “And why’d he run out before?” Her voice was high and thin, but on a good day like this it had a snap to it.

“There’s been a tor-rible thing happen to the fleet,” said Hesper importantly, imitating Captain Chadwick. “Tom and Willy aren’t never coming back. Ma’s telling Pa.”

The old woman’s wrinkled eyelids hooded her eyes. She stopped rocking. “They ain’t never coming back?” she repeated, seeming to consider. Her eyes opened and stared unseeing at the child. Her mouth drew itself into a pucker. “No more did Richard. He didn’t come back.” She shook her head. Her gaze slipped around the bright kitchen to rest on the hooked rug by the entry. “Right there I stood when I last saw Richard. I hooked that rug myself. Ship and sunset we called it.”

Hesper obediently stared at the rug on which she had walked a thousand times. “It’s real pretty.” she said; then drew in her breath. There was a queer noise from the taproom. A broken cluttered sound like someone was crying, and mixed with it Ma’s voice, firm and comforting. Pa was crying, thought the child in amazement, when he hadn’t seemed worried at all about Tom and Willy before. The sounds frightened her, and she puzzled over them until she found the answer. It wasn’t that Pa didn’t feel, it was that he lived so far away he didn’t believe in real things, and when they happened he didn’t know what to do, except turn to Ma and let her comfort him.

Old Sarah Honeywood did not hear the sounds from the taproom. She kept on staring at the rug, and the misty present dissolved into the vivid emotion of seventy years ago, emotion she had thought long outrun, and yet it was still strong enough to rush forward again and overpower the changed body and the dim mind.

She saw Richard as he had stood that July day, boyish and handsome in his regimentals. The “handsomest man in Essex County,” she had said to herself—that long-forgotten Sally Hathaway when Richard first came a-wooing to her father’s house in Cunny Lane. She had said it again on the rug, her arms around his neck, the tears running down her face on to her red linsey-woolsey. With the memory of the red linsey-woolsey, the scene grew sharper and brighter. From outside she heard the shouts of the other men in Glover’s regiment. Orders had just come from General Washington, saying the Marbleheaders must proceed to New York. Already half of them had sailed over to Beverley. Richard must hurry, yet she clung to him, begging and sobbing. He hadn’t wanted to leave her, an eight-months’ bride, and carrying his child. Yet he had been in high spirits.

“Us Marbleheaders’ll show the stinking Red-coats how to fight, show the rest of them quiddling farmers too from back country. And so be it they’ve water down around New York we’ll show ’em what a boat’s for, too.” He had said that even while he kissed her again, and pulled her clinging hands down from his neck.

“Fare ye well, Sally lass—I’ll be back by snowfall.”

But he hadn’t come back. He had helped row the retreat from Brooklyn to New York after the dreadful battle of Long Island, and he had written her a letter, cocky as ever—”We saved the army, us Marbleheaders, we muffled the ors and rowed the poor lubbers acrost that little mill-pond they got down here-along. Don’t fret, sweethart. It’ll be over with soon.”

How long had she kept that letter sewn into her bodice? Years it must have been, because she had nursed little Tom for two years, and long after that the letter was still in her bodice. It was the only letter she had ever got from Richard.

The Marbleheaders had rowed again on the night of December 25th. The old woman, caught by a single-minded urgency, got out of the rocker and walked gropingly towards her own room, the warm kitchen bedroom near the great chimney. In the bottom drawer of the pine dresser she unearthed, beneath piles of flannel nightcaps, an ancient tea-box, its purple roses and green daisies still glowing on the black lid after seventy years. Richard’s letter was inside, tied up with black ribbon and rosemary; but it was not that she wanted. She shuffled through other keepsakes until she found a yellowed newspaper clipping. It was headed “Speech by General Knox,” and she held it at arm’s length, squinting her eyes.

“I wish the members of this body knew the people of Marblehead as well as I do. I could wish that they had stood on the banks of the Delaware River in 1776 in that bitter night when the Commander-in-Chief had drawn up his little army to cross it, and had seen the powerful current bearing onward the floating masses of ice which threatened destruction to whosoever should venture. …”

The remembered anguish of a few minutes ago gave place to the old thrill of pride. Sorrow was a solitary business, but pride must be shared. She put the clipping on her knee, and called the child.

“Hessie—I want you should come here.”

Hesper obeyed slowly, a little rebellious. The strange noise in the taproom had stopped, and she had been amusing herself seeing pictures in the fire, the red leaping castles peopled by tiny golden fairies.

“I want you should listen to this. Set down, child.”

The high quavering voice read the first paragraph out loud, and went on from Knox’s speech. “‘I wish that when this occurrence threatened to defeat the enterprise, they could have heard that distinguished warrior demand, “Who will lead us on?” …’ That was General Washington speakin’, Hessie.”

Hesper’s attention came back with a jerk. She nodded politely. The clipping trembled in Gran’s hand. “And you listen what Knox says next. ‘It was the men of Marblehead, and Marblehead alone, who stood forward to lead the army along the perilous paths to unfading glories and honours in the achievements of Trenton. There went the fishermen of Marblehead, alike at home on land or water, alike ardent, patriotic and unflinching, whenever they unfurled the flag of the country.’”

The long words meant nothing to the child, but she was impressed by the way Gran looked, shining as if somebody’d lighted a candle behind her face.

“Richard was the first port oarsman right back of Washington, Bill Blackler commanded the boat. Josh Orne told me all about it months later. He said there was Richard, the sweat freezin’ on his face, and cussin’ something dreadful, but tryin’ to swallow his oaths on account of General Washington there.”

The old woman gave a sudden cackle of laughter. “Richard was a terrible one for bad language. Anything he didn’t like, he’d yell, ‘To hell I pitch it, and let the devil fry it on his rump!’ I used to beg him to talk gentle, but pretty soon I give up.” She sighed. “But he was a good boy.”

Hesper frowned, struggling with a new impression. Gran often told stories, often changed like this, going from sad to glad so they didn’t make much sense. Half the time she didn’t listen. But something in the way Gran had said “He was a good boy” made it real.

The child put her hand on the bony grey knee. “Who was Richard, Gran?” The old woman twisted her head. An immense futility engulfed her. Explanations—why didn’t people know without being told, why didn’t anyone remember. …

“He was your—no, he was your great grand-sir, I guess,” she said dully. “And he was killed at the Battle of Trenton.”

Killed, thought Hesper. A queer word. A quick rippling word, it didn’t sound very scary. Not like drowned—that was heavy and black.

Sarah had been wandering back again, not to clear-cut scenes, but to a long confusion of strivings. The striving to give birth here in this room—give birth to Tom. And forty years later his own hopeless striving for life, there on this very bed. Then the striving to make a living, running the tavern alone, until Tom grew up enough to help before he went off fishing with the bankers as a cut-tail. And another striving to give life, in this old Birth and Death room, the night Roger was born, and the niminy-piminy daughter-in-law, Mary Ellis, whimpering she couldn’t get through it. Nor did she. Death again. Open and shutting, open and shutting the door of this room. I wish it’d open for me, she thought, I’m getting mighty weary. And she looked at the long cradle which stood in the corner of the room. Built two hundred years ago for Mark, the first Honeywood, who had something wrong with his spine. Rocking would soothe him, ’n it soothes me, too. In the cradle you could let go all this memory of striving, the beautiful grey peace folded over you, you floated back and forth, back and forth in the grey peace, and sometimes the rocking brought your mother’s voice humming a soft little spinning song—and sometimes it brought Richard’s voice singing above the lap of waves against a boat in the harbour.

“He sang real nice,” she said out loud, and she began to quaver:


“A pretty fair maid, all in a garden

A sailor-boy came passing by

He stepped aside and thus addressed her,

Saying ‘Pretty fair maid, won’t you be my bride?’”



“Gran!” cried Hesper, tugging at the old woman’s arm, for Gran had got up, still singing, and was going towards the long cradle. Her eyes had sunk back in her head and there was a silly little smile on her face. She was sliding into one of the bad times, when she wasn’t Gran at all, just a helpless old baby wanting to be rocked.

“Gran,” the child repeated urgently, “don’t get in the cradle—Tom and Willy are drownded.”

The old woman paused, the appeal in the child’s voice reached her. Tom and Willy are drownded. Tom and Willy? She groped through the clinging grey peace, and shook her head, half in annoyance that the child’s voice was detaining her, half in sympathy. “Well, don’t take on, dearie. There’s a many drownded here, and off the Banks too. Hark! I can hear the keel gratin’ on the sand, that’s what folks used to say, when death’s comin’ for them.”

Death—the cool soft greyness floating down through peaceful waters that rocked you back and forth.

Hesper saw that the answering look had gone from Gran’s face. Shaking off the child’s hand, she climbed painfully into the long high cradle. She settled down with a sigh like a swish of wind through leaves.

“Rock Sally,” she whispered plaintively. “Sally wants to be rocked.”

Hesper looked down at the small face on the pillow beneath the sheltering oak hood. The wrinkles were smoothed away, the lips smiling in a secret and remote anticipation.

The child put her foot on the rocker and gave it one sharp push, but misery welled up from her tight chest. She jerked away from the cradle and stumbled into the kitchen.

Gran had gone back to her secret world. Ma and Pa were together behind a closed door. They were talking about Tom and Willy. It was an awful bad thing had happened. But I’m here, she thought, don’t they care that I’m here?

She crept on to her special stool on the hearth inside the fireplace, and leaned her head against the bricks, sobbing quietly.

The small flames kept shimmering and dissolving between the huge andirons; the black balls that topped the andirons stood quiet above the noisy little fire like two proud, strong people. She watched the and irons, and her sobs lessened as she began to think about them. Pa and Gran used to talk of them sometimes, though Ma thought they were dreadful ugly and liked the brass ones in the parlour lots better. Pa called these tall black andirons Phebe’s fire-dogs. Phebe’d brought them on a ship across the sea, so long ago that there wasn’t any Marblehead here at all. Phebe was Mark Honeywood’s wife. The first American Honeywood, Pa always said, though nobody ever would listen except Hesper. Most everyone in Marblehead had families that went way back, too.

But Pa thought there was something very special about Phebe, because of a letter. Pa said a great lady had written it, and it was something to be very proud of. He kept it wrapped in a yellow Chinese silk square in a carved wooden box in the secret drawer of his desk. He’d read it to Hesper on her last birthday; but she hadn’t understood it very well, even though he made her repeat some of the phrases about being brave. “She hath a most sturdy courage” and “It is such as she who will endure in my stead.”

Hesper had been much more interested in the embroidered yellow silk and the black box carved with the faces of slant-eyed men. These had belonged to Moses Honeywood, Pa’s great-great-grandsir, who had owned three schooners in the China trade, and made a lot of money. The only Honeywood who had.

But Pa wouldn’t let her play with the box, and he kept on talking about Phebe and Mark. He spoke of them as heroes and gods, comparing Mark to Odysseus and Phebe to a radiant all-conquering Hera. Sometimes he was bad as Gran, making her listen to old stories when she wanted to be playing hide-and-seek between the fish houses with Charry Trevercombe.

Hesper watched the andirons and the small leaping tongues of fire between them, when suddenly a thought struck her with the thrill of revelation. It was over two hundred years since Phebe brought those andirons here, but she must have sat just like this sometimes and watched them, too. Phebe was dead—all those others after her—Isaac and Moses and Zilpah and Richard, and now Tom and Willy, too. They were all dead. But the andirons were still just the same. They’re letting me watch them now, she thought, with awe. Then there were some things like the fire-dogs—the letter, the house itself—that went on and on even if people did die. Things that didn’t draw away from you and leave you alone the way people did. Things that didn’t change from day to day. Miss Ellison, at Sabbath school, said God didn’t either. But you couldn’t touch and see God.

She frowned, struggling with a further concept. For had not Phebe and Mark, being dead, become as enduring as the andirons? Neither could they change now, and yet it was because of what they had been that Hesper, sitting by the hearth in the old house, was as she was.

Pa had said something like this when he read her the letter; but she had not understood. Now a great yearning came to her.

What were they like, Phebe and Mark? Why did they come here? What made the great lady write the letter?

She rested her head against the brick facing, and her eyelids drooped. But it seemed to her that on the flagstone hearth she saw the image of a ship, the size of the schooners in the harbour but of a strange and quaint rig. And it seemed to the child that on the deck of this ship she saw the figure of a girl in blue. She could not really see the girl’s face, and yet Hesper knew that there were tears on it Frightened, anguished tears, and this seemed strange to her, for she knew the girl was Phebe, and did such brave people cry or shrink like that?

Hesper sighed, and the image on the hearthstone blurred and faded. Her head fell forward on her chest, and she slept. Outside, the noreaster ripped up the harbour, piling the leaden waves against the wharves and causeway. The rising storm brought restlessness and danger in its whistling blasts, but the house gathered around to protect the yearning dreams of still another Honeywood.


CHAPTER TWO

(The Beginning–1630)

THE rising wind brought restlessness and a sense of danger. Already Phebe Honeywood had learned that. It brought the crudest physical misery as well. Phebe raised her swimming head above the wooden rim of their bunk and groped again for the tin basin.

The Jewell rolled and lurched and rolled once more, and Phebe, still retching, fell back on the straw pallet. Mark had risen long ago and gone off to the fo’c’sle with the crew. These shipboard days he was always eager and interested as she had never yet seen him in their six months of marriage, nor was he seasick.

From the bunk above Phebe, Mistress Brent gave a long groan, followed by a grunt from her husband and little Rob’s wail. There were three of them up there, wedged into a bunk like their own, which, as Mark said cheerfully, was “sized exactly to a coffin.” But they had been fortunate to get space in the only small cabin. The other fifty passengers slept as best they could on layers of rickety shelves in the great cabin, or in hammocks between decks.

This was Friday, April 9th; they had been twelve days at sea and not yet quitted England, still near the Isle of Wight. Dead calms and adverse winds had prevented. Twelve days of cold and bad food and seasickness, and the journey not begun. It seemed to Phebe that already twelve weeks had passed since she kissed her father farewell and boarded the Jewell at Southampton, where she lay in the Channel with the other three ships in this vanguard of Governor Winthrop’s fleet—the Talbot, the Ambrose and their beautiful flagship, the Arbella.

Phebe raised her head again, then inched gingerly to a crouching position. The dark cabin swirled around her, and she leaned her head against the rough planking. She heard Mark’s laugh from the deck outside and he burst into the cabin.

“What, Phebe,” he cried between laughter and reproach, peering into their dark bunk, “not puking again?”

Over feeble protests from the sufferers in the top berth he flung open the wooden shutter of the deck window, to let wind and grey light rush through the noisome cabin.

“Aye, you do look green, poor lass,” he said, examining his wife. “But you should cheer now. We’ve a fair wind at last. Come, dress yourself—we’ll soon be passing Portland Bill.”

She tried to smile up at him, this great, swaggering, handsome youth in his red leather doublet, so tall that he must keep his dark curly head bent low to stand in the cabin. She loved him dearly, but his words brought her lacerating pain which he would never understand. Portland Bill was but a few miles from Dorchester—from home.

If they must leave England, she thought, turning her face from him, why could it not be clean and sharp as they had thought in Southampton—instead of this long-drawn, ever-renewed parting?

Mark, seeing her hesitant and thinking it the seasickness, scooped her from the bunk, stood her on the planks in her nightshift, and held up his scarlet cloak to screen her from the inert Brents above.

Phebe clenched her teeth and hurried through her dressing. Mark teased her for her modesty, but she suffered deeply at the public nature of all private acts on board the ship. She put on her everyday gown of French serge, blue as the cornflowers in the meadow at home, and her white lawn falling collar, whose points were embellished with rows of tucks, in elaboration exactly suitable to a prosperous yeoman’s daughter. The collar was limp from the sea air and hung badly. Phebe sighed, thinking of the care her mother had lavished on fine linen for the journey.

Mark impatiently wrapped her in her blue, hooded cloak and hurried her out on deck.

The easterly wind had not brought rain, nor was it cold this April day, as the little Jewell bounded across the waves, seeming as eager as Mark was to hurtle herself towards the western sea and be quit of old England for ever.

There was scarce room to move on deck, since all the passengers who were well enough had come out to wedge themselves amongst the water barrels, the chicken coops and the long-boat, and they were heartily cursed by the harassed sailors. But there was no other place to take the air. Only Mark, by dint of his exuberant interest and treats of strong water to the crew, was allowed on the fore-deck, and Captain Hurlston permitted no one but his officers on the poop.

Phebe leaned against the starboard rail, her eyes on the shadowy coastline. She was always quiet, even in their moments of passionate love, but Mark’s jubilance was checked by the expression of her face as they neared the headlands of Dorsetshire.

He put his arm around her. “Take heart,” he whispered, bending down; for she was small and her smooth brown head barely reached to his shoulder. “It’s a great venture, Phebe.”

Her indrawn breath dilated her nostrils. Her fingers twisted in the folds of her cloak. “I know,” she said.

How well she knew for him the restlessness, the discontent at home and the zest for the untried which had all compelled him to this venture. His nature was made for struggle. It had been so with their marriage. She had not loved as soon as he did, and her indifference had excited him as much as her father’s opposition had angered him.

Mark’s father was but a small Dorchester clothier, never prosperous, and of late oppressed by the new taxes, harried by imposts and restrictions to the verge of bankruptcy, while Phebe Edmunds was the child of a wealthy yeoman farmer, who was distantly connected with gentry, and freeholder of the same Dorsetshire acres which had been granted to his ancestor after the Conquest.

But when Phebe’s love had at last grown strong as Mark’s, her indulgent father’s opposition wore itself out Six months ago, on her eighteenth birthday, they had married and found great joy in each other. Yet she had known Mark still unsatisfied.

He detested Dorchester and the clothiers’ trade to which he had never given but grudging attention anyway, preferring always the wharves and sea eight miles away at Weymouth. That she understood, but she long fought against another realization. Her own beloved home, the great sprawling half-timbered house set in gentle meadows and warm with the affection of a close-knit family—this he detested even more.

“Yet what is it you want so much?” she had cried, as she began to see the extent of his unrest. “What can New England give us better than we have here? It’s not as though we were Separatists.”

Mark’s under-lip had jutted out in the stubborn way she had come to dread. “No need to be Puritan to build new and free in a new land.” He had thrown a resentful glance around the Edmunds’s great hall where they were sitting, at the sparkling casement windows newly curtained in a delicate rose sarsenet, at the carved oaken chairs, the gilded court cupboard, the polished floor-cloth painted like a chequer board and warmed by a Turkey rug.

“Soon, perhaps,” she suggested timidly, “we can build for ourselves.”

His face had blackened, and he flung his head up like a spurred stallion. “Aye, on your father’s land! Where he’ll o’ersee all I do.” He jumped to his feet and began to pace the Turkey rug. “Look, Phebe. I mean to be my own master. Nor account for what I do to king or bishop or commissioner or father—yours or mine. I’ll never make a clothier nor”—he glanced contemptuously towards the window—“nor sheep farmer.”

Phebe’s family after the first dismay had accepted Mark’s plan. For was there not fear and insecurity everywhere, now that the King had rid himself of Parliament and gave ear to his Papist Queen who might yet force back the terrible days of Bloody Mary?

“Aye, times are mortal bad,” Phebe’s father agreed, wagging his grizzled head. “Were I younger, Phebe sweeting, I mought come with ’ee.” Yet even as he spoke he cast a complacent look about his comfortable house and through the window to the rolling downs, dotted with his sheep. And she knew that come what might, her parents would never leave home. They would bend a little here and there under necessity, and conform to any order, secure in the hundreds of years which had rooted them to these acres and this life.

And I, too, she thought, as she had thought many times during the weeks of preparation; though once the decision had been taken she had never troubled Mark with her doubts. Her love for him deepened as they became isolated together by their shared enterprise. She listened anxiously while he spelled out the planter’s list of requisites suggested by the Massachusetts Bay Company—bellows, scoop, pail, shovels, spades, axes, nails, fish-hooks and lines. All these were Mark’s concern; for their purchase, and the passage money of six pounds each, and the freightage costs, he used most of the hundred pounds left him by his mother. To buy the remaining requisites, warm clothes, household gear and provisions, Phebe used her dowry, since Mark stubbornly refused any help proffered by his father-in-law.

In only one thing had she combated her husband’s will. She had insisted upon bringing her wedding andirons. They had been made for her by a master blacksmith of more than local fame. They were tall and sturdy, fit to hold the greatest logs, yet graceful, too, in the deceptively slender shafts and the crowning black balls.

Fire-dogs were not on the planter’s list.

“But I want them, Mark,” she insisted, near tears. “I want them in our first hearth wherever it may be.”

He had given in at last, though he had not understood. Only her mother had understood, that the andirons ordered in love for her by her parents to grace a new hearth would always be a link with home, the twin guardians of the precious flame; like man and wife. English-born, transplanted and yet enduring with steady purpose. But indeed those were womanish thoughts, unfitting to a man, and standing now on the Jewell deck beside him, she shifted her weight and pressed against him, glorying in his strength and bigness, waiting for the quick response of his arm to the pressure of her body.

But Mark was not thinking of love. He made a sharp movement, swinging on his heel, and stretching his hand above his head. “God blast, the bloody wind is slacking off again!”

She followed his scowling gaze up to the sails that now were flapping fitfully, where they had been taut-bellied before. She turned and looked again towards the land, and saw, jagged and sharp against the sky, the crenellations of Portland Castle where she and her sisters had played a hundred times, gathering moss-roses around the ruined walls, then galloping over the strip of shingle on their little moor ponies. Behind the castle and over that rounded ridge of hills—lay home. Mother would be in the still-room at this hour, sugaring the new cowslips for her famous wine, or maybe helping the dairymaids skim the cream. And painted clear against the sky Phebe saw the sweet comely face, rosy as an apple beneath the greying hair, heard the loving admonishments and the ready laughter. She’d had a bad cough when they left home a fortnight back, what if it had worsened and gone down into the lungs, what …

Phebe clutched at the wooden rail and shut her eyes.

“Satan himself must be in it,” said Mark morosely, staring across the league of water to the north. “Back where we started. One might lower the long-boat, row ashore and be at your father’s in a couple of hours.”

“Oh, don’t!” cried Phebe so loud and sharp that Mark started and gaped at her. She held her head rigidly turned from him, her small brown hands clenched on the rail, but beneath her cloak he saw her shoulders shaking.

He leaned over her with clumsy and puzzled tenderness. “Phebe—what ails you, sweetheart?”

She gathered herself tighter and whispered through her teeth, “Let me be. Let me be a while.”

He patted her shoulder and left her, heading forward to the fo’c’sle.

After a few minutes the capricious wind returned, the sails filled and the Jewell gained headway. Phebe moved her body so that she might no longer see the diminishing shore, and stared ahead doggedly towards the other three ships of their company, all drifting still becalmed almost within hailing distance. She had no interest in the Ambrose and the Talbot; her brooding gaze rested on their flagship the Arbella, and gradually, as she fixed her thoughts on it, she felt a dawning solace.

The Arbella was by far the largest ship of them all, near 400 tons burden; she had been newly painted for the voyage in gay reds and whites and shining black, and her figurehead, the flying gilded eagle on her prow, glinted proudly in the uncertain sunlight. There were great folk aboard—Governor John Winthrop, who was to head their colony; Sir Richard Saltonstall and his children. These were gentry indeed, but she knew little of them except a glimpse in the distance when they embarked at Southampton. In the most noble passenger of all, however, Phebe felt vivid interest, because she had talked with her.

Three days ago whilst they still awaited favourable winds off the Isle of Wight, many from all four ships had put ashore at Yarmouth, that they might walk about and refresh themselves. Mark had been away at once, eager to explore the little town, but Phebe found no such energy. She was content to walk along the beach, relieved by the feeling of earth beneath her feet. She had wandered a short distance around the bend and up the mouth of the Yar when she came upon a low bank covered with beach grass and shaded by the ruin of an ancient look-out. She prepared to sit down on a block of fallen masonry, when she saw a young woman standing nearby. The woman was richly dressed in garnet-coloured paragon, somewhat stained with sea water, and beneath the fur-lined walking hood her shadowed blue eyes gazed out to sea with an expression of both yearning and resolution which touched immediate understanding in Phebe. She was too shy to accost a lady, obviously high-born and still further protected by intense preoccupation with her own thoughts. But the lady heard and, giving a slight start, turned. Seeing a girl some years younger than herself, staring with admiration, she smiled and made a gentle gesture of welcome. “You are on one of the ships, mistress?”

Phebe smiled too and curtsied. “Yes, your ladyship. From the Jewell.”

“You know who I am?” asked the lady in some surprise.

“I guessed,” said Phebe gently. “For I’ve heard that the Lady Arbella is tall, has golden hair and is fair as the mayflower.”

Arbella withdrew a little. The words touched memory of many venal flatteries. But she examined the quiet young face upturned to hers, saw that the brown eyes were honest and dear as brook water, and she smiled again.

“Sit down, mistress, and tell me of yourself, since we are fellow-travellers.”

Phebe hesitated. “I intrude, I fear. A moment alone is so precious now. Already I’ve learned that.”

Arbella nodded and sighed, but checked herself. “Our gracious Lord has harder lessons than that in store for us, but with His Mercy we’ll conquer.”

Why, she is homesick as I am, thought Phebe with sharp sympathy. “It means much to us all to have you venture with us, your ladyship.” said Phebe earnestly. “It gives us courage.”

“Ah, child—only God can give you that.” But Phebe saw that her words had pleased. Arbella took the girl’s hand and drew her down on the stone beside her. “Are you with your husband, mistress? You’re not truly of our Puritan congregation, since you wear a wedding-ring.”

“No,” said Phebe, glancing at the gold band on her finger, then at the lady’s ringless hands. “Forgive me, but I can’t think it wrong.”

“Nor I,” said Arbella faintly. “But it’s a Papist symbol for all that, and we must purify our Church. My beloved husband thinks it very wrong,” she added half to herself, thinking of Isaac and his burning zeal to cleanse their form of worship from corruption. He had denied himself even his hour’s respite from the ship, and was now, as usual, closeted with Governor Winthrop, planning and praying for the success of their colony in the New World.

She turned to Phebe. “But tell me of yourself, mistress.” She was much interested in this girl, who obviously came from a class she hardly knew. Neither gentry nor of the lower orders.

Phebe, always self-possessed, willingly answered Arbella’s questions, and when she spoke of Mark, Arbella smiled, accurately building an image of a handsome, impetuous youth, eager for adventure, but well knowing how to hold a woman’s love.

“But if it’s not for conscience’ sake he emigrates, what is it he hopes to find in the New England?” she asked at last, and Phebe, who had herself often been troubled by this question, found the answer promptly.

“Freedom, milady—and”—her lips parted in her rare smile—“and—I believe—fish.”

“Fish! Is he then a fisherman by trade?”

“No, milady—a clothier, but he hates it. He has been much influenced by the clergyman, Master White at Dorchester, who believes that in fishing New England will find great fortune. Mark is drawn to the sea, he ever loved the docks and boats at Weymouth.”

“But you—mistress,” said Arbella, frowning. “You’re bred to gentler ways. I cannot see you as a fishwife.”

Phebe hesitated, fearing to seem forward. “I think, milady, there will be no gentle ways for anyone out there in the wilderness, no matter what we be.”

A darkness deepened the lady’s blue eyes. She rose from the stone. Phebe saw that the long pale hand which drew together her fur cloak wavered; but her answer was firm. “You’re right. I pray that I may have the strength.”

As they stood there, they heard the far-off boom of a cannon.

“The signal,” said Arbella, turning slowly towards the water. “We must get back to the ships. With God’s mercy, we shall meet again at Naumkeag. God keep you, mistress.”

“And you, milady,” said Phebe softly. She watched the tall, swaying figure walk down the beach, and she felt again the glow of pride she had tried to voice earlier. The Lady Arbella Johnson was the daughter and sister of an earl, the most noble Earl of Lincoln. What if many of the malcontents did now sneer at a title, what if the new dissenting creeds averred that all are equal in the sight of God, was there not special courage required of such a one as the Lady Arbella, sheltered, delicate and accustomed to delicacy? The first noblewoman to venture towards the New England. For conscience’ sake, thought Phebe, docilely echoing the Puritan lady’s own words. But from deep within her a surer voice spoke. Not only for conscience’ sake, she goes for love of her husband—even as I.

As if in answer, she saw Mark racing down the beach towards her, waving his Monmouth cap, his curly dark hair disordered, his eyes alight. “Phebe—Phebe—hurry; the shallop’s leaving. I couldn’t find you.”

Warmth and gladness at the sight of him rushed through her body; she held out her arms and he caught her hard against him, kissing her on the mouth. “A fair welcome, sweetheart. But hurry.” She obediently rah with him down the beach, his arm around her waist. Those already waiting in the shallop eyed them sourly as they arrived, laughing, their cheeks flushed, and about them the glow of hot love.

Mistress Bagby, the midwife from London, made grudging room for Phebe on the afterthwart. “You pleasured yourself in Yarmouth?” she sniffed. “At a pothouse, maybe?”

Phebe shrugged, indifferent in this moment of new courage to the spiteful fat face beside her. “Nay, mistress. I only walked up the Yar a way, and there I met the Lady Arbella.”

Mrs. Bagby stared, then masked her envy with another sniff. “And being noticed by quality has gone to your head, I see. I’ve heard, she’s but a meaching, mincing thing.”

“She is very fair and winsome and brave,” said Phebe and, turning her back, looked over the other heads to the bow where Mark pulled on a larboard oar. He caught her eye and they smiled at each other.

This sureness and warmth between them sustained her that night through their first quarrel. As they lay cramped together in their bunk, she tried to tell of her meeting with the Lady Arbella, and he would not listen, speaking to her roughly and telling her that she was fool indeed to think that the daughter of an earl had shown true good-will. It was then that she remembered that he had cause to hate the lady’s class. Once as a boy of eight he had snared a rabbit on lands belonging to the Earl of Dorset. He had been caught and punished by the earl’s order, cruelly beaten and his left ear cropped. Of this he had never spoken but once. His abundant hair hid the jagged wedge-space cut from his ear, and she had forgotten.

She soothed him with soft murmurs and the tenderness of her body, but their disagreement was not yet ended. Mark, too, had something to tell of their stay in Yarmouth, and she felt sharp dismay when she found that he had spent some of their small horde of silver for a strange purchase.

He pulled his prize from under the straw at their feet, and made her feel sundry bumpy objects in the darkness.

“What are they?” she whispered, though the snoring of their cabin-mates, the creaking of the ship and the rush of water made secrecy needless.

“Lemons,” he answered triumphantly, stuffing them back beneath the straw.

“Whatever for?” she cried. She had hoped at least for sugar-plums to vary the dreadful sameness of their food.

“I met an old sailor in Yarmouth; he’s been fifty years at sea, to Cathay and back. He says if we suck one every day we’ll not get ship fever. He sold them to me for eleven shillings.”

“Oh, Mark—and you believed him! He was but diddling you to get the profit.”

He drew his arm from under her. “They’ve come from Spain,” he said with anger. “Lemons are always dear. You must not question my judgment, Phebe.”

“No, Mark, I won’t,” she said after a minute, hurt that he had turned from her again. “Forgive me.”

And she hid her worry. For it seemed to her ordered mind that his buying of the lemons touched things in him that her love would rather forget, a recklessness and improvidence.

But after they had at last bade final farewell to England, and the journey became a plodding, ever-recurrent nightmare of storm and sickness, it did seem that she and Mark were stronger than many of the others.

All over the ship the passengers complained of sharp pains in their bones, of swollen mouths and tongues, and teeth so weak they could not chew upon the hard salt meat the cabin-boy flung into the wooden trenchers. She and Mark had none of this, and now that her young body had become accustomed to the pitching and tossing of the ship, even seasickness no longer bothered her.

On May Day during a great storm and cold, Phebe helped a frantic mother tend her sick child in the great cabin, and while she wiped the little girl’s swollen blue lips, she mentioned hesitantly the lemons. “I don’t know if they do good, but Mark thinks so and we have kept well.”

Mrs. Bagby had also been tending the child, and now she hooked her fat arm around the upright of a bunk to keep her feet on the lurching floor, and said scornfully, “Lemons forsooth! You think the child doesn’t suffer enough already, Mistress Honeywood, that you must parch her poor mouth. Give her beer, Goody Carson, beer and wormwood. That’ll help her.”

And Goody Carson listened to the midwife, who was a determined woman of reputed skill; for Goody Carson was big with child and near to term, and she feared that she would need Mrs. Bagby’s good-will before the journey was over.

Phebe said nothing more. She was unsure herself if those shrivelling acid little fruits were contributing to their health, but each morning before they pulled themselves out of the damp, mouldering bunk straw, Mark split two lemons with his hunting-knife, and they sucked and swallowed the bitter pulp.

The journey went on and the weeks went by. Long since the memory of home had faded to a haze as unreal as the impossible visioning of the future scene. Nobody thought of either. The ship life alone was true and its incidents the only interest. Bad food, increasingly scanty, bad weather, bad smells, bad air and bitter cold. These made the dun thread on which the days slid by; but now and then it seemed to knot itself and pause for a more vivid pattern. There was the Sabbath service, held on deck if the weather permitted, or, as it usually did not, in the great cabin, smoky from the cook-fire and stinking from some fifty unwashed bodies. On the Jewell there was no ordained minister, but a godly little clerk, Master Wenn, from Norwich, made shift to read the Bible, lead the prayers and even preach. Mark always escaped the services; being welcomed by the sailors, where he listened to sea-lore instead. But Phebe perforce listened with the other passengers, and was much irritated by the canting nasal voice. She missed the candles and the rituals and prayers to which she was accustomed, and found Master Wenn’s bald manner of exhorting God shocking in its crudeness. But this and many other matters she kept to herself.

In mid-Atlantic a sailor died, one who had been increasingly drunk and blasphemous, and many thought it a judgment on him and were pleased.

It was a matter of comfort, too, that usually they were in sight of the other ships—the Arbella and the Ambrose, though the Talbot had disappeared after they left the Scillies. Phebe would sometimes push her way to one of the square portholes in the great cabin, and gaze across the heaving grey waters to the Arbella, thinking of the beautiful lady who was the ship’s namesake, and wondering how she endured the hardships. It seemed that the ships made no progress, gales and storms followed one another; the passengers, forbidden the deck for fear of pounding waves, became some quarrelsome, some apathetic.

On Thursday, May 27th, came a day of special trial. They had been seven weeks on the open sea, all night a stiff gale had harried them. The little Jewell climbed the mountainous waves, shivering as if in fear at the summit, then pitching down to drive her prow a fathom through green water. All night Phebe had dung to Mark, while his long legs braced against the sides of their bunk, and at dawn they dragged themselves to the great cabin for food, both bruised and dizzy. The glum faces of the few passengers who were on their feet announced a new disaster. The beer had given out. Nothing to drink but the slimy, fetid water which all knew was unwholesome. “We must ask Captain Hurlston to broach us a cask of spirits,” said Mark; “that alone can make the water safe.”

The others nodded and murmured. The sailors had beer, but their supplies, too, were running low, and to deprive them had caused mutiny at sea before this.

The gale had continued, and now the rain sliced like silver knives at the rigging. By noon the cold in the cabin was bitter as winter. Teeth chattered and faces turned blue and pinched. Many coughed from the smoke of the cook-fire, which could not escape through the closed portholes.

For dinner there was the watery pease porridge in which floated chunks of salt beef. Most had no appetite, and Phebe gave her portion to one of the young boys.

In mid-afternoon Mark came in with news. Since the sailor’s death, he and another passenger had been pressed into filling some seaman duties. The Arbella had managed to send over a skiff to borrow a hogshead of meal, and in return had sent back brandy. There was a feeble cheer, and anxious faces lightened a little.

By dusk all had forgotten themselves in pity and a new fear. Good-wife Carson suddenly started into active labour. Mrs. Bagby kept her head and habit of firm command, but matters were not going right. The labouring woman’s shrieks tore through the main cabin, even after Phebe, horrified by the public exposure of the poor woman’s ordeal, had helped to carry her to her own bunk in the small cabin. Two of the older women followed, crowding close in the cold, airless space, trying to help the midwife. Anguish and death crowded with them. Helpless, they watched the agonized body wracked not only by labour pains but by the violent tossing of the ship, too. In an instant between pains the woman lifted her head, the hair matted and wet, the eyes like an animal’s. “Can ye not make it still an instant?” she wailed. “An it were quiet an instant, I might …” But a wave so big hit the ship that her body was flung against the bulkhead, and again that thin animal scream splintered the air.

Phebe, repulsed by the midwife, stumbled into the great cabin and, going to the latrine bucket, vomited a little. I must get out, she thought. I must. And running to the ladder, she climbed it and pushed with all her strength against the hatch above. She pounded on it frantically. It would not move. She crouched on the upper step, clinging to the rail. The dreadful screams were growing weaker.

“She can’t endure,” thought Phebe. In the great cabin a steady murmuring had begun. She lifted her head and listened. Master Wenn was reading from the Bible.

Above the hissing of the waves, the creaking of the joists and the groans from the cabin, she heard the nasal voice intoning:

“Unto the woman he said, I will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy conception; in sorrow thou shalt bring forth children; and thy desire shall be to thy husband. …”

THAT will not help her, thought Phebe, with sudden hot anger. She ran down the ladder and burst in on them, the little group of women and children and a few shamefaced men who listened.

“Can you do nothing for her besides pray!” she cried.

They stared at her; Mistress Honeywood had seemed always so composed and aloof.

Mr. Wenn rested the ponderous Bible on his lap, his tight little face with its peaked grey beard seemed to consider her. His eyes were unexpectedly kindly. He did not rebuke her for interrupting the word of God, even though he disapproved of the Honeywoods as irreligious, careless conformists.

“And what can we do for her but pray, mistress?” he asked quietly.

The anger left Phebe and she bowed her head.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “Forgive me.” She shivered and, drawing her cloak tight around her, sank on the edge of a bench.

Master Wenn bent his head again to the Bible, screwing up his eyes to see the text by the flickering light of the iron lanthorn. Phebe tried to fix her mind on the droning voice, but she could not. From the small cabin now there came at times a long choking moan. Phebe’s hands gripped each other and she floundered through the black wash of fear. Fear for Goody Carson, that stupid but well-tempered woman reduced now to a thing less than human—and that other fear which she had not dared face. I, too, next February maybe—like that creature in there. No—it is but the hardships have delayed me. I cannot have conceived in that bunk where she lies now, conceived in the mouldy straw—the lice—the ignoble stealthiness, watchful even in the unguarded ecstasy because the Brents might hear.

The ships lurched onward through the falling night, though the howling of the wind had abated, and the motion. On the deck above her head heavy footsteps passed. She heard the muffled shout of orders.

Around Master Wenn a group still listened, their heads bowed. Phebe looked down at her wedding-ring, and into the confusion of fear there came the thought of the Lady Arbella. She would not give way like this, possessed of inner panic, resentful that her husband did not somehow divine a need and fly from man’s work to comfort her. The Lady Arbella was strong and invincible.

Phebe moistened her dry lips, got off the bench and went to the fire. No one had thought to replenish it, and the logs had fallen apart to smouldering ash. Yet food must be cooked for the children.

Her head throbbed as she bent over, but she shovelled the ashes into a heap, careful not to disturb the thick coating of dirt and brick dust which protected the wooden planking under the fire. She studied to lay each stick of pitchy kindling fair and square. As she finished and the flames, aided by wind from the bellows, crackled upward to the oak logs, a new sound came from the small cabin which had long been quiet. The acrid cry of the new-born.

Master Wenn closed his Bible. They all pressed through the door. Mrs. Bagby met them triumphantly. Her falling band was stained with blood, her fat face haggard, her hair in wisps. She held a swaddled bundle. “A girl. Never have I so needed my skill.”

“But the mother,” cried Phebe, staring at the still mound.

“She’ll do,” Mrs. Bagby shrugged, put the baby at the foot of the bunk. “Fair lot o’ trouble she gave me. Has the strong-water been broached?”

A sigh ran over them all. The moment of unity passed, they fell apart into their separate groups. Master Wenn and the two old men went to find the brandy. The children fell to quarrelling beneath the ladder.

Most of the women gathered around, asking the midwife eager questions, while she cleansed herself a little in a cask of sea water.

Phebe had no taste for spirits, but when the brandy came she helped the others to mix it with the river water they had taken at Yarmouth, and like them drank thirstily from the dipper.

Later, when Mark appeared at last, bringing with him the freshness of damp sea air, she had hidden all trace of her fears.

Mark was in high spirits and full of the day’s happenings on deck. The skiff from the Arbella had nearly foundered on her perilous trips between the two ships, but the wind had turned in the nick of time. They kept fairly well on board there, though many were dying on the Ambrose.

“And the Lady Arbella herself?” asked Phebe, braving Mark’s displeasure. But he was in an indulgent mood. “I dare say she bears up like the rest,” he said carelessly. “I heard nothing contrary. Is that woman and her brat to have our bunk?” He looked towards their cabin.

Phebe nodded. “We can’t turn them out tonight.”

“Well. Then I must have me another noggin, and you too, ’twill soften our couch.”

Phebe was grateful for the brandy haze as they lay down on the planking wedged into a space between a hogshead of dried pease and the forward bulkhead. The stink of the bilges was stronger here, and a rat scuttled about their feet. Mark put his arm close around her, and she lay with her head on his shoulder, trying to doze. But she could not.

The brandy and the stench brought back the seasickness she had thought conquered.

“Why must the ship for ever roll so?” she whispered plaintively, trying to control her twitching stomach and thinking Mark asleep.

“Why, it’s your thrice-damned fire-dogs, poppet,” he answered, chuckling. “No doubt they overbalance the ship, didn’t you know that?”

She forgot her stomach, happy that he should tease her, glad that she had forborne to trouble him with the panic and forebodings she had suffered.

Ah, we will endure, she thought, and all be well. It can’t be for much longer. And she closed her eyes.

But the journey went on. Another week of cold and sudden gales and calms passed by. There was more sickness, not only the frequent purging and gripes in the belly from which all suffered at times, but an epidemic of feverish colds that left its victims with a strangling cough and a purulent discharge from the nose. The daily food rations shrank; but few cared, for the pork had spoiled, the stringy hunks of beef induced a thirst which there was no beer to quench, and the hard biscuits were coated with blue mould. They lived on pease-porridge and water-gruel.

Goody Carson, the new mother, was up from child-bed, but her wits seemed befuddled; she neither spoke nor smiled, and she had scanty milk for her nursling, whose wails were incessant. The baby had been named Travail, and as the passengers’ tempers grew ever shorter, there was many an acid jest as to the appropriateness of its naming.

Everywhere on the ship small feuds had risen. Master Wenn led a clique of Separatists who joined in disapproval of those whose reasons for emigrating were not primarily religious.

Mrs. Bagby, from malice and boredom, headed another faction held together by resentment towards Phebe, because she kept herself apart, because she was young and more gently bred than they, because she wore a small lace ruff around her neck on Sundays, because she and her wild young gawk of a husband—naught but a tradesman either—seemed set far from the rest by a wanton show of passion for each other.

Phebe heard the whispers and knew herself shunned, but she was too weary and indifferent to care. She silently took her turn at the communal duties, the cooking of whatever food the cabin-boy flung in the trenchers, the emptying of chamber-pots and slop-pails, the care of the sick, and otherwise lived for the moments of dubious privacy in the bunk with Mark. She had not told him of her private fear, shamed that she should think it a fear. Besides, as long as it remained unvoiced, it remained unreal. And there might yet be a mistake. Time enough to face it when they reached land. If they reached land. That was the thought in all their hearts. Day after day the soundings touched no bottom. Day after day the endless ocean stretched on ahead. And then one day they could no longer see the water, for an icy grey fog, colder and thicker than any they had met before, swathed the Jewell in a sinister quiet. The incessant blare of the horn sounded muffled and impotent and no sound came back except the purling of the sea at the barely moving bow.

The passengers, at first relieved to find steady decks beneath their feet, soon caught the contagion of renewed and sharper anxiety. The sailors had turned surly and would not speak. Captain Hurlston, briefly glimpsed on the poop-deck, kept thereafter to his quarters in the round house, and returned no answers to anxious messages.

Even Mark lost his optimism, and from his few glum words Phebe learned their peril. They must be near the Grand Banks, there were dangerous shoals to the south. They had lost the other ships four days ago, and in the fog the captain was unsure of his bearings.

No, Mark answered impatiently to her frightened question, of course there was nothing further to be done, except wait. “And I dare say you women and Master Wenn might pray on’t.” He escaped soon to the fo’c’sle, where at least there were no foolish questions, and where he had become proficient at knots and splices and learned the knack of the marlin-spike.

The fog continued that night and on into the next day, which was June 6th and colder than any January day in Dorset. After a basin of porridge, Phebe lay down in her bunk, shivering. The matted straw pallet beneath her was damp as a dish-cloth, and seemed to have vanquished even the lice, which were less troublesome. She lay wrapped in her cloak and with their two bed-rugs piled on top. She shut her eyes tight, trying to escape for a while into sleep, when she heard the thumps of running feet on the deck and men’s voices raised in a resounding cheer. “Land ho! Huzzah! Huzzah!”

She jumped from the berth and went out on deck.

The fog had suddenly lifted beneath a pale watery sun, and far off to the north rose a black line of cliff. Her heart swelled with wild relief. “Oh, thank God it’s Naumkeag!” she cried, crowding with the other excited passengers to the starboard rail.

“No, sweetheart.” She turned to see Mark laughing at her. “You push us too fast. It’s Cape Sable, and many days yet ahead of us. But it is the New World at last!” He bent down and kissed her exuberantly, unnoticed for once by Mrs. Bagby and Master Wenn, who were united in the general elation.

They were indeed off the Grand Banks, the famous fishing banks to which European boats had been sailing for centuries. And the sea being most providently quiet, they lay to while the sailors and most of the male passengers commenced to fish. They were abundantly rewarded: in less than two hours they had taken near fifty giant codfish. The women retreated to the poop-deck, as the main deck became a mass of silvery flopping bodies. Phebe watched Mark, and ignorant as she was of the art, saw that he seemed more apt than the other landsmen. His movements in casting out the hand-line were quicker, he seemed to know by instinct the moment for the sharp jerk, he caught more fish than they did, and he caught the biggest of all—a yard long and near to that around the middle.

She thought of the Lady Arbella’s remark, “I cannot see you as a fishwife,” and smiled inwardly. And far across the water to the south-west the Arbella lay ahead of them, also hove-to, and doubtless also fishing. Later, when they had glutted themselves with the sweet fresh fish, so delicious a change in their fare, she thought of Arbella again, and said to her mentally, “You do not despise the occupation so now, do you, milady?”

The fish were good omen, not only for the bodies which they strengthened, but for the voyage. The winds at last grew fair and the weather warm. Off to starboard high land and mountains streamed by. All might spend the day on deck in the sunshine, and pleasant sweet air drifted to them from the land, like the smell of a garden.

The strain relaxed from Mr. Hurlston, the ship’s master, and he who had been grimly aloof during those endless weeks at sea grew affable and gladly pointed out to them the landmarks they passed. Mount Desert, Agamenticus, the Isle of Shoals. Off Cape Ann a stiff south-west gale delayed them, but now so near to land and having weathered so many worse gales, the passengers scarcely minded.

On June 13th, the Lord’s Day, the Jewell slid gingerly through the passage between Baker’s Isle and Little Isle, and at two o’clock the whole ship’s company again let forth a mighty cheer, for there to the north of them, rocking at anchor, rested the Arbella, seeming as placid and at home as she had seemed so many weeks ago in Southampton harbour.

“And THAT is Naumkeag,” cried Phebe, staring with all her eyes at the wooded shore behind the Arbella.

“Nay, Phebe,” said Mark, laughing as he had laughed a week earlier when she miscalled Cape Sable. He took her by the shoulders and swung her around toward the south-east. “Down there is Naumkeag. Here is Cape Ann shore, we are still a league away. You must have patience.”

“I can’t wait to land,” she said, smiling that their characters should be thus reversed, she chafing at delay and he counselling patience.

“See,” he said, pointing to the Arbella, “they’re manning their skiff. They mean to waft us in, though being so much larger they must wait themselves for high water and a fair wind.”

At five o’clock of the soft June afternoon the Jewell reached Naumkeag at last, and dropped anchor in the south harbour. The low wooded shore dotted with people waving, and the huzzahs came now from their throats, not from those on the ship. These pressed together silently, gazing at journey’s end. Master Wenn raised his voice in a prayer of thanksgiving, and Phebe, caught like the rest of them by the solemnity of the moment, bowed her head while the tears started to her eyes.

Mark was busy helping to lower the long-boat, and she was in the first load to leave the Jewell. As he lifted her down from the ladder, she was astonished to feel a sharp nostalgia. The battered little ship which she had so much detested was now friend and home. She looked back at it with misted eyes, and the faces of those still on board, even that of Mrs. Bagby, seemed transfigured and lovable.

But it was good to set foot on the land, though it seemed to sway and heave beneath her like the ship’s deck. Delicious to refresh the eyes with the brown of earth and the brilliant green of the trees, loftier than any at home.

A score of men and three or four women had gathered at the landing-place to greet them, but they held back in respect for the two ministers. Mr. Higginson and Mr. Skelton, tall and solemn in their flowing black prunella robes, bowed to each arrival saying, “Welcome to Salem.” It seemed that the Indian name “Naumkeag” had been replaced by the Hebrew word for “Peace.”

Phebe held back a little, shy of these strange faces, and waiting for Mark to discover what was expected of them, and as she watched her joyous excitement dwindled. They looked haggard and ill, these people who had already been settled for a year in the land of promise. Mr. Higginson, though only forty-six, seemed like an old man. She noted the trembling of his hands, the eyes sunk back into the sockets, the unwholesome red on his cheek-bones. Nor did his fellow minister, Mr. Skelton, look much stronger. They were all thin, ill-clothed and hollow-eyed, these men and women of Salem, and after the first cheer they fell silent, drawing together on the bank and watching with sombre looks while boat-loads of passengers disembarked from the Jewell.

“Come,” said Mark, returning to Phebe, “we go to Governor Endicott’s.” They and the others moved along behind the ministers up a trampled path.

Phebe stared around her curiously, noted some rough earth dugouts roofed with bark, and tiny log huts beneath the trees, and thought with a thrill that these must be Indian dwellings. “I wonder how far it is to town?” she said to Mark. But Mr. Higginson overheard her, and to her mortification stopped and turned, looking down at her. “This is the town, mistress …” he said; his burning eyes showed reproof and a faint amusement. “This is the Highway,” he pointed down the path, “and these our houses.” His long thin hand pointed to the bark dugouts.

“Oh, to be sure, sir,” she stammered, turning scarlet. The minister nodded and continued to walk. Phebe followed silently, striving against dismay. On her father’s land these dwellings would not have been thought fit to house the swine.

They came to a clearing of uneven grassy ground, and near this clearing there were three wooden houses. The largest was two stories high and fairly built with windows and gables, almost like those at home. It was the Governor’s house.

John Endicott met them on his stone doorstep and spoke a few gruff words of welcome, but he seemed out of temper, a sharp frown between his bushy brows, his pointed beard waggled irritably. For he was Governor no longer, as he had yesterday discovered upon the arrival of the Arbella, with the royal charter, and his successor, John Winthrop.

“You’d best return to your ship,” he said, “till your new Governor lands and can regulate your proceedings. We’ve little food or shelter for you now, and there is much sickness.”

Even Mark’s enthusiasm was quenched by this, and after further consultation between Endicott, the ministers and the Jewell’s master, the new arrivals trailed disconsolately back to the ship. So Phebe and Mark slept again in the cramped cabin they had foolishly thought to have seen the last of.

The first day on shore was filled with a feverish activity. When the Arbella had been warped up to the town dock near the Jewell, the great folk on board, the new Governor, the Saltonstalls, the Phillipses, all moved majestically down the gangplank ahead of its lesser passengers. Phebe watched eagerly for the Lady Arbella, until she landed last of all, walking slowly, her tall figure swathed in the fur-lined cloak, though the day was warm. She was leaning on the arm of a tall, fair young man who was her husband, Mr. Isaac Johnson.

Phebe drew back shyly as the lady passed, but Arbella noticed her, and smiled with great sweetness. “Why, it’s Mistress Honeywood, Isaac; I told you of her.” She held out her hand. “How was the journey, my dear?”

Phebe took the thin white hand and curtsied. “I thought it would never end, milady. But now I scarce remember it, there’s so much to do here.”

Arbella nodded. Her blue eyes wandered past Phebe to the dusty lane which disappeared amongst the trees by the first earthen dugout. “’Tis good to be on land,” she said vaguely. “I’ll soon gain strength again.” This was to her husband, and Phebe saw the quick anxiety in his eyes.

“To be sure you will.” He clasped the hand which rested on his arm. “Do you know where we’re to go?” he asked of Phebe. “Governor Winthrop was to return for us, but he must have been detained.”

“Oh yes, sir; they’ve prepared a fair wood house for you, down by the green; ’twas built last year by some gentleman of Mr. Higginson’s party. At least,” she added, her lips indenting with a rueful humour, “it’s a fair enough house for Salem.”

Isaac nodded, and she thought how much alike those two were, both tall and fine-drawn, both informed with an idealistic courage.

“We don’t look for a castle in the wilderness,” he said. “Will you guide us, mistress?”

Phebe gladly complied, but as she trudged up the path ahead of them her heart was troubled. They did not expect a castle, but did they expect the hardship and the actual hunger which already Phebe had discovered in Salem. This morning, when filling a pot with water for the cleansing of their garments, she had talked with a gaunt middle-aged woman near the spring. Goodwife Allen acted half crazed as she told of the previous winter; the wolves, the savages, the bitter bitter cold, the hunger and the sickness and fear. Her high thin voice whined through her drawn lips as though against its will. She had no pity, nor desire to frighten either. It seemed she could not stop from touching again and again, like a festering tooth, the horror of her memories. And Phebe could not get away, for the woman followed her about until another woman came and spoke sharply.

“Hold your tongue, Goody. ’Tis cruel to so frighten the young mistress here.” And turning to Phebe she spoke lower. “Her two babes died this winter. She returns to England when the fleet goes—and so do I.”

Home to England! Phebe had clamped her mind down hard against the great leap of longing and envy she had felt, and hope too. Surely Mark would soon see how different all was from his expectation.

Yet now, watching the Lady Arbella and her husband, she felt some shame for her own faint heart. They would never falter, thought Phebe proudly, nor turn back home in fear and failure.

Governor Winthrop came hurrying across the green to meet them, and Phebe, curtsying and drawing aside, noted the lady’s gracious words, how she praised the beauty of the countryside, and even praised the compactness of the rough-planked two-room house which had been prepared for her.

The Governor and Mr. Johnson plunged at once into frowning consultation, and Phebe, warm from Arbella’s smile of thanks, slipped away, back down the lane to the South River. A hundred yards up the slope from the landing place, near to the burial point—Mark had found them a shelter. He had bought it for a barrel of meal from one of the men who wished to leave Salem. It was twelve feet long and eight wide, made from a sapling frame, the walls and roof were of woven rushes and pine bark. Its floor was the ground, its door a single batten of hewn oak planks, and its end fireplace of piled field stones cemented with fishshell lime provided the only daylight through its wide square chimney.

It had been copied, like its fellows, from an Indian wigwam. It was dark and damp and smoky, but it was shelter.

Aye—but how will it be alone here—she thought, entering the wigwam to start their supper preparations, and the new trouble which the sight of Arbella had momentarily banished came back to plague her. For Mark was leaving her to sail southward with Governor Winthrop and most of the company and search for better lands.

At no time had Winthrop considered permanent settlement of his company in Salem, but he had found physical conditions far worse than he expected, nor were spiritual matters to his liking. The ministers, Higginson and Skelton, had unaccountably changed during their year here. They had come over as Puritans, averring their loyalty to the Mother Church and interested only in freeing her from certain forms of Papist corruption.
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