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Verse


A woman’s heart, though delicate, is

strong,


      Like virgin-gold it takes the furnace

heat.


Giving to history and immortal song


      A glow of heroism pure and sweet.


 


Great men have sought the battle in their

pride,


      Hewing a path to glory as they

fell;


But women, braver still, have grandly

died


      In silent struggles—fame may never

tell.









Dedication


TO MRS. GEORGE H. PENFIELD, OF HARTFORD, CONN.


 


Dear Lady,


One of the sweetest privileges connected with the authorship

of a book is, that it can be made the landmark of such love and kindly feeling as

have united us from the day that we first met till now. Believe me, it shall not

prove my fault if this dedication fails to link the future with the past, in one

perfect and life-long friendship.


Ann S. Stephens


 


New York, April 8, 1865.









Chapter 1


THE SHIP IN A STORM


A storm had been lowering all day over

the harbor of Boston, heaping the horizon with vast leaden embankments of heavy

vapor, and shrouding the hills with dense floating fog that clung around them in

waves and masses like draperies sweeping around some old monastic ruin. As the night

approached, a sharp wind came up from the east, accompanied by a drifting rain that

cut through the fog like a storm of silver shot. The force of the tempest swept

this away only to reveal the harbor in wild turmoil, its waters heaving shoreward

filled with muttering thunders from the far off ocean, and each hill reverberating

hoarsely to their impetuous charge against its foundations.


It was a terrible hour for any unfortunate wayfarer who dared

to be abroad. The streets of the town were almost empty, and the wharves utterly

deserted save by a half dozen poor fishermen, who struggled to keep their boats

from being dashed to pieces against the timbers to which they were chained. But

the turbid waves leaped around and over them, tearing the cables from their hold

and beating the little crafts to atoms or hurling them away like nutshells in the

stormy riot.


As the day wore on, even these poor fishermen retreated in-doors,

leaving their little property to the tempest, and both earth and ocean were given

up to the storm. But on the heights which look seaward stood two men thrown together

even in that tempest into a strange and what seemed an almost unnatural companionship;

for in age, character, and appearance each was a direct contrast to the other.


The storm beat heavily on them both, and though one from his

age, and the other from an education which had been almost effeminate, seemed unlikely

to brave a tempest like that without an important motive, it would have been impossible

for either of these men to have told what brought them on the heights that boisterous

day.


The old man had reached the hill first, and stood with his face

to the storm, looking out upon the turbulent waste of ocean with an anxious, almost

wild gaze, as if he were expecting some object long desired and watched for to rise

out of that leaden distance and reward his steady encounter of the elements.


The young man came up the ascent with a quick, struggling step,

for the storm was in his face, and he was compelled to fight it inch by inch. He

had shaded his eyes from the pelting rain, and cast an earnest gaze into the distance,

as if he, too, expected something, when the old man’s cloak was seized by the wind,

and borne out with a rush and flutter like the wing of a great bird, which made

the youth conscious of another presence. He looked around suddenly, and stepped

forward, lifting the hat from his head, with grave respect.


“Another man here, so far from town, and in all the tempest?

I thought that no one but a harum-scarum youngster like myself would venture forth

in a storm like this!”


“And I,” answered the person thus addressed, sweeping back the

iron gray locks, that fell wet and scattered over his forehead, with a hand like

withered parchment, “I, too, believed that nothing but an old wanderer, impelled

by the spirit which he can never resist, would dare the wind on these heights. Look,

young man, for the rain blinds me: discern you nothing in the distance yonder?”


The young man again sheltered his eyes with one hand, looking

earnestly forth towards the ocean.


“Nothing,” he said at last. “I have searched that pile of clouds

before and find only deeper blackness now.”


“Searched it before! Did you expect something, then?” questioned

the old man, turning a pair of bright, gray eyes upon his companion. “Did you expect

something?”


As he spoke those eyes grew wild, and the penetrating glance,

which he bent upon the youth from under his heavy brows, struck to the young heart,

which was open to a new impression every moment.


“Nay, I do not know. It can be nothing but that unaccountable

restlessness which never leaves me in peace when a storm is howling over the ocean.

I could not stay in-doors—indeed, I never can on such days—and, without knowing

why, came up here to look this whirlwind in the face, which, in return, is almost

lifting me from my feet!”


The old man did not heed him, but stooped forward, looking towards

the ocean, while the rain beat against his face, dripping down in great drops over

his gray eye-brows, and deluging the hand with which he strove to clear the blinding

moisture away.


“It is coming! the clouds lift—the darkness is cleft—the bosom

of the deep heaves with life! Young man, look again! See you not the faint outlines

of a ship, spars, hull, and sails, reefed close—there—there, riding in the bosom

of the storm?”


He broke off with this exclamation, and drew his tall figure

upright, pointing towards the sea with a gesture of almost solemn exultation.


“Is that a ship, I say, or a bleak skeleton of the thing I have

been waiting for?”


“Upon my life—upon my soul, ten thousand pardons—but I think

it really is a ship, or some evil spirit has penciled the skeleton of his devil’s

craft in the clouds.”


“Ha!” ejaculated the old man with a start, “see, see!”


The strange being might well cry out with astonishment. As he

looked the great embankment of clouds was torn asunder, and a burst of fire kindled

up its edges till it hung like streamers and tatters of flame around a vessel of

considerable size, which was, for the instant, lifted out of the cloud into full

view. The young man, whose sight was clear, could even detect persons grouped upon

the deck.


“It is a signal gun. She wants a pilot, or is in distress,” he

said, eagerly. “Ha! she blazes out once more—they are casting her anchor. Heavens,

how she plunges! There—there, the cloud swallows her again!”


The old man had fallen upon his knees, allowing his long, gray

cloak to sweep away with the wind. He locked both hands over his face and seemed

to be offering up either thanksgiving or entreaties to heaven; for his voice, sharp

and piercing, penetrated the storm too impetuously for the words to be distinguished.


The young man stood a moment, reluctant to disturb him. That

thin form was completely exposed to the storm, and he could not refrain from an

attempt to rescue the old man’s cloak from the wind and gather it about him. Besides,

the grass was completely saturated on which he knelt, and to remain upon it longer

might bring a death chill.


“Sir, forgive me, but this is a dangerous place for prayer. The

earth is deluged where you kneel.”


The old man struggled to his feet and looked down upon the crushed

grass with humiliation and wonder.


“Kneel! did I in truth kneel?” he said, anxiously, like one who

excuses himself from a grave crime, “and here, in the open day? I beseech you, remember,

my young friend, that it was the surprise of yon ship and the tempest which cast

me into that unseemly position. When a servant of God prays, it should be standing

upright, face to face with the Being after whose image he was made.”


“You were, indeed greatly overcome,” answered the youth, arranging

the folds of the old man’s cloak. “The ship yonder must contain some dear friend,

that its appearance should move you so deeply.”


“Some dear friend! Samuel Parris has no friends to expect from

the mother-land now. It is many years since he and all that is left of his kin took

root in the New World.”


“And yet you were looking for the ship so anxiously?”


“Aye, young man. I was looking for something which was to come

up from the east through yon gate of clouds; but whether it was a weather-worn vessel

or an archangel sent on some special mission, was not told me.”


“And you come hither expecting nothing?”


“Expecting everything, for Jehovah is everywhere,” answered the

old man, solemnly.


The youth was greatly impressed, his eye brightened.


“I only wish it were in my power to have expectations grounded

on so much faith,” he said. “Now I come forth like a storm-bird, because a strife

of wind and water fills me with some grand expectation never realized, but which

seems always on the verge of fulfilment. You may perchance smile, but it seems to

me as if I had been months and years watching for that very craft yonder, as if

my own fate were anchored with it in the storm. Nay, more, the guns, as they boomed

over these waves, seemed challenging me to meet some new destiny, and grapple with

it to the end, as I will—as I will!”


The young man stretched his arm towards the shadowy vessel, and

his slight, almost boyish form swelled with excitement, while the dark brown eyes,

usually bright and playful as a child’s, darkened and grew larger with the sudden

excitement that had come upon him.


The minister grasped his outstretched arm and fixed a steady

gaze on his face.


“And you also have been on the watch. Like me, you have come

blindfold through the storm, searching into the future for that ghostly ship, where

it spreads its shrouds of dull mist, and rocks upon the moaning sea. Has the spirit

of prophecy touched your young life also, that you say these things with a shortened

breath and white cheek, like one terrified or inspired?”


“I know not,” said the young man, “but, like you, I have expected

that visit long. In storm and darkness as it comes now have I seen it.”


“How—where?” cried the old man, breathlessly.


“In my dreams or reveries, I know not which, it has floated often,

shrouded as it is now, impalpable, a phantom of spars and fog.”


“And you have seen this?”


“No, not with my eyes; it comes across my life like a ghost whose

presence fills you with awe, but answers to no sense.”


“Like a ghost which you would fain flee from and cannot. Is it

thus the spirit deals with you also?”


“Nay, I would not flee, it arouses my courage. Even now my heart

leaps toward yon vessel as if some precious thing lay in its hold which no one but

myself may dare to claim.”


“This is strange—marvelously strange,” said the minister, forgetting

himself in the enthusiasm of the young man.


“What is strange?”


“That we two should meet here for the first time in our lives,

haunted by the same dreams, waiting together for the same revelation. Heaven forbid

that this should prove a device of the evil one urging us on to perdition. I trust

that you have not come forth without fasting and prayer, my young brother, for of

a verity there is great need of both in these latter days.”


The youth smiled, for solemn thoughts made but brief impressions

on him, and the idea of quenching anyone of his bright fancies by fasting or prayer

amused him exceedingly, notwithstanding the earnestness of the old man’s words.


The minister did not notice this gleam of levity, which would

have shocked him to the soul, for his eyes were fascinated by the strange vessel,

and he could not force them to look steadily on any other object.


While the two men stood together the wind had shifted, carrying

off the rain. Through the gray mists left behind came a crimson glow from the sun,

which was that moment sinking behind the heights and shooting its golden lances

after the storm as it rolled slowly back upon the bosom of the ocean.


“It is gone,” said the old man, mournfully, as the heavy clouds

settled back upon the vessel, “the vapors have swallowed it up as usual. Let us

descend the hill, brother.”


“Not yet—not yet!” cried the youth. “See! the storm is breaking

away; the sunset has drawn it seaward. Look, look how beautifully the vessel pencils

itself against that break of blue in the sky.”


The old man turned again, and clasping his hands, murmured, “It

is neither phantom nor mist, but a ship of sturdy English oak, with masts and spars

standing. Hush!—young man, see you nothing upon the deck?”


“Yes, surely, a group of persons standing together.”


“No, not that, nearer the bow!”


“It is the form of a woman alone, with her arms folded and her

face turned this way.”


“Aye, the form of a woman with an outer garment of crimson, beneath

which her arms are crossed as she looks westward, is it not?”


“Truly you have described the woman, for, though I cannot see

her features, they are certainly turned this way.”


“My sight is dim and will not serve me; tell me, stands the lady

there yet?”


“Yes, yes—clearer and clearer the sunset gathers over the vessel,

turning the angry waves to gold; the clouds are fringed with light, and grow luminous

around her. Sir, I entreat you tell me—who is this woman?”


“Alas, I do not know.”


“But the vessel, what is her name, from what port does she come?”


“How should I answer questions like these—I who never saw either

the vessel or the woman till now, save as shadows drifting through the night. If

yonder ship be, as it seems, of tough oak, and the woman a living soul, then is

the revelation complete and I may seek rest, sure that the end will come.”


The minister turned away as he spoke and gathering the cloak

around him prepared to descend toward the town, but the young man lingered.


“Stay, stay!” he cried, “the people on board that craft are mad!

No boat could live in these waves, and yet they lower one to the water, and men

jump in, flinging themselves over the side of the vessel. Come back, old man, she

is preparing to descend. Her mantle gleams redly against the black side of the ship;

she gathers it around her like the wings of a tropical bird, and settles down in

the boat, which plunges and rocks like a wild animal tugging at its chains. They

loosen the cable—a wave seizes upon the boat—it quivers upon the topmost crest—plunges—and—oh!

heavens! A man poises himself on the bulwarks and leaps into the boiling ocean—the

boat rocks heavily—turns to save him—they grasp at his garments and attempt to pull

him in—now the boat is hurled onward and the poor man is lost—no! they fling a cable

from the vessel—he snatches it and they draw him up the sides again. But the boat—another

wave seizes it! Old man, old man, gather up your strength and follow me. It is for

this we have been brought together.”


The youth ran forward as he spoke, taking the nearest path to

the shore. The minister followed after with a degree of energy that belied his years.

Now and then they caught a glimpse of the boat, struggling feebly with the waves,

and this gave them courage.


It was no slight distance that lay between the crest of that

hill and the broken shore at its foot; but space seemed nothing to the impetuous

young man. He rushed down the steep, calling out cheerfully for his companion to

be careful of the inequalities over which he bounded like a deer, and at length

stood panting on a curve of the beach, with his head uncovered and his wild, bright

eyes roving over the harbor in search of the boat.


It was struggling up the harbor, beaten to and fro by the wind,

which seemed to come from every point at once, and tossed fearfully by the waves

that were wrangling together and leaping after it like ravenous wolves.


It was evident that the sailors had lost all control of the little

craft, which fairly leaped in the water with a desperate strain, as if mad to escape

from its howling enemies. Suddenly the wind took it on the crest of a wave, whirled

it sheer about, and drove it on with fury towards the point where Parris and his

young companion stood.


A chain of sunken rocks girded the shore in that place, breaking

up the waves into innumerable whirlpools, and sending sheets of foam back upon the

storm. It scarcely seemed a minute when the boat made a plunge into the midst of

this terrible danger, and for an instant lay still, with the angry foam boiling

around it, and the white faces of its occupants in full view. One man held the stump

of a broken oar in his grasp, and with its splintered end beat against the waves,

as if this frantic exertion would do them good. Another had lost his oar, and sat

with his arms folded, calmly surveying the land, with his wild eyes sternly measuring

the danger before him. Two other men toiled on with the strength of giants, but

the oars were no better than rushes in their hands, and all their strength scarcely

more than the flutter of dead tree boughs against a wind like that.


All this the two men upon the shore took in at a glance. Then

the female, who had fallen forward upon her knees in the stern, absorbed their whole

attention. The face was turned that way, white and contracted. Her hands were clasped

and flung out with imploring anguish. Her eyes gleamed, her frame quivered and rocked

to and fro. The winds had torn the bonnet from her head, and the waters dashing

over the boat saturated her crimson mantle till it hung heavily around her and turned

purple under the scattered coils of her hair.


The boat gave a lurch: she started up; her white lips parted

as if uttering desperate cries; but if any escaped her they were swallowed by the

storm. Still their terrible eloquence broke forth in one wild gesture, as she flung

her locked hands upwards, and sunk down again, shuddering and cowering into the

bottom of the boat.


“She cannot live! she is lost!” cried the young man upon the

beach, frantic almost as the woman in her peril. “Is there no rope, no help, nothing?”


“There is a God above,” answered Parris, who stood with his gleaming

eyes fixed upon the boat.


The youth dashed out his arms against the wind, maddened by these

heavy words. Then, with a sudden cry, he darted forward and seized upon the old

man’s cloak.


“Give it me—give it me!” he cried, rending it from the minister’s

shoulders. “God expects his creatures to work when he sends danger—knot these strips

together if you would not see all those souls perish before our eyes. Work, old

man! Save that woman, and I, too, will kneel down anywhere and give thanks to God

honestly as you. Tie them firmly and tighten the knots with hand and foot—see—as

I do.”


While he spoke, the youth tore the old man’s cloak into long

strips, using his delicate hands and white teeth simultaneously in the work; to

these he added his own short cloak, rent into fragments with equal impetuosity.


The old man obeyed him, and began to knot the fragments together,

while the youth pressed his foot upon each knot, drew it firmly, and proceeded to

the next. A cable of some length was thus produced, which he tied around his waist,

while he flung the other end to the minister, who, fired with sudden energy, followed

the directions given him in stern silence.


“Now come with me into the surf and hold firm, or you will have

another poor wretch to pray over,” cried the young man. “Now, while that wave goes

out—ah! she strikes!—she falls apart!—there! there!—that red heap in the foam!”


The youth plunged headlong into the waves. The old man stood

waist deep, with the end of the cable grasped firmly and wrapped around his right

arm. The winds dashed in his face and swept around his feet, striving to uproot

them, but he stood firm; the waters might as well have beat against a pillar of

iron. He felt the cable tighten with a jerk; for an instant he saw the youth upon

the crest of a wave, then all was roar and darkness. A wave had rolled in and out

again, straining at the cable till it almost broke the old man’s arm. Another rush

of water. The cable slackened, it was broken, or—wild hope—the waters which came

roaring in might bring the youth in their bosom.


The old man turned and fled up the shore, shouting a thanksgiving

as he felt the cable tighten in his hold. Like a monster that bears a child on its

bosom, the wave rushed up, and surged back again, leaving two human beings struggling

in its spent foam. A mass of dull crimson broke up through the white froth, and

tresses of long hair floated on the foam wreaths.


The old man rushed back, seized upon these two lifeless creatures,

and dragged them to dry land. His iron energies were all aroused now; other human

beings were yet in the waves. He left the strange female and the youth, helpless

as they were, and went back in search of other lives.


It took time, for the poor boatmen were struggling hard for life,

and the storm fought them inch by inch, sweeping one man into eternity, and washing

over the others every moment.


While feelings of humanity transformed this dreamer into an activity

that would have astonished anyone that knew him, the two persons he had already

saved lay senseless on the bank of ferns where he had cast them down. It was not

yet dark, and a black shadow from the hills rolled over them, making their white

faces ghastly as death. The woman was the first to move; she struggled a little,

clasping and unclasping her hands with quick spasms of pain. Then the violet tinge

grew to a faint flush on her eyelids, and they quivered open, allowing two large

gray eyes yet filled with dull affright to look upward with vague wonder upon the

sky.


Directly other senses awoke from their lethargy. The boom of

the ocean struck a shudder through all her frame; she began to tremble beneath the

cold sweep of the winds and felt vaguely about with her hand for something to fold

about her.


Instead of the garment she sought, her hand fell across the pale

face of the young man and struck a fresh chill to her heart. She began to remember

where she was, and what had happened. Her first thought was that one of the dead

seamen had been cast to her side, but, for a time, she had no strength to rise up

and look at the cold horror.









Chapter 2


THE OLD STONE HOUSE


It must have been a death-chill, indeed,

that could long restrain the warm heart of Barbara Stafford. Her first real impulse

was to arise and see if the poor man at her side was indeed dead.


The effort was a painful one, but, to her, will was strength.

She lifted her two hands, parted the wet locks from her face, struggled up to a

rest on one elbow, till her eyes fell on the pale, beautiful face of the young man.

Slowly her lips parted, and her large, wild eyes filled with holy wonder. She was

like a spirit just landed on the shores of eternity, doubting if her companion were

in truth an angel.


She held the dripping hair back from her cheek with one hand,

for the sight of that young face had arrested it there, and slowly over her singular

features dawned a pale, soft light, that illuminated her countenance without leaving

a tint of color there.


After a little, Barbara Stafford drew a deep, tremulous breath,

that was long in coming, for the holy depths of her heart could not be broken up

at once. She arose to a sitting posture and lifted the head of the young man to

her lap.


That moment Samuel Parris came up followed by the three sailors

his courage had rescued.


“Ah, me!” said the old man, clasping his hands sorrowfully over

the body. “The youth has gone to his last account; there is no life here.”


The woman looked quickly around; a spasm of pain contracted her

features when she saw the ocean, the dripping sailors, and that singular old man,

stricken with sorrow, and moaning over the cold form in her arms. She was still

of earth; this conviction left her gazing wistfully in the old man’s face; she was

trying to comprehend the connection of his words. At last, understanding them, she

dropped her eyes sorrowfully downward again.


“He is gone of a verity,” said Parris, dropping the hand of the

youth from his fingers, which had been tremulously searching for the beat of a pulse.

“He has gone, and those that have seen him shall see him no more.”


Again Barbara Stafford lifted a gaze full of mournful intensity

upon the old man’s face.


“Dead,” she echoed, in a voice that thrilled even that rough

atmosphere with pathetic sweetness. “Dead! what, does he belong to that shore and

I to this? Oh, would to God I had died also!”


Her head bent slowly downward as she spoke. With her two hands

she began smoothing the wet hair back from that pale forehead. Then, as if overcome

with unaccountable tenderness, she bent down her mouth and kissed it slowly, lingeringly,

as the first sigh of returning life had left her bosom.


Up to that moment the young man had lain frozen lifeless, without

a beat of the pulse or a flutter of the breath. As that woman’s lips touched his

forehead, a shudder ran visibly through what seemed marble a moment before, and

a low cry broke from his lips. Life had come back to him with a pang either of pain

or pleasure; no one could tell which.


“Behold,” said Samuel Parris with enthusiasm, “truly our Lord

has worked a miracle in behalf of this youth; for of a verity there was no life

in him when his hand rested in mine a moment since.”


Barbara Stafford had withdrawn her lips from his forehead; but,

as his quivering eyelids opened, the look of strange tenderness with which she bent

over him penetrated to every fiber of his heart. The same holy expression that had

crept over her features a little time before, came to his also, bringing warmth

and color, almost a smile with it.


“At last!” he murmured, like one just aroused from a dream, “at

last you have come.”


The words were uttered in a low murmur, but Barbara Stafford

gathered them into her heart unshared by the men about her; they heard a faint moan,

which spoke of returning life, nothing more.


By this time the whole group began to feel the cold insupportably.

The old man, without cloak or coat, shook in all his limbs, while the sailors could

hardly stand, so fierce had been their struggle with the waves.


“Tell me,” said Samuel Parris, addressing one of the sailors,

“to whom were you conveying this lady?—for such I take her to be.”


“We do not know,” answered the man, “she gave us a guinea a-piece

to set her upon one of the wharves yonder before sunset; that is all we can tell

you of the matter.”


“Lady,” said Parris, addressing Barbara directly, “we must find

speedy shelter or this new-born life will go out again.”


The lady lifted her face; it was cramped and so cold that a violet

tinge shadowed the mouth and lay underneath the eyes.


“Yes, he is very cold,” she said, gathering her wet mantle over

the youth, “have you nothing else?”


“Arouse yourself, lady,” said the old man after a moment’s perplexed

thought, “to remain here would be death to us all. It is impossible for you or this

youth to reach the town tonight. Around this curve of the hill is a farm-house,

where you can have rest. It is but a brief walk.”


“Let us go before this ice touches his heart!” she said, earnestly.

“I can walk; carry him among you. Which way lies the house?”


Her teeth chattered as she spoke; but even this chill gave way

to her resolution.


Two of the sailors lifted the young man between them, and moved

slowly forward, following the lady, who leaned on the minister’s arm. After the

first few steps the youth planted his feet more firmly on the earth, and, though

staggering from exhaustion, insisted on supporting the lady, walking on one side

while she kept the arm of the minister on the other.


At last a farm-house of stone, low-roofed and sheltered in a

hollow of the hills, presented itself. Samuel Parris knocked upon the door with

his knuckles two or three times, when a voice bade him “come in.” He pulled a thong

which lifted a wooden latch inside and entered a low room in which a woman sat alone

spinning on one of those small flax-wheels with which our mothers in the olden time

used to fill up the leisure hours obtained from the general housework.


She was a spare, not to say gaunt woman, a little on the sunny

side of mid age; not exactly austere of countenance, but with a certain gravity

which was in that epoch considered an outward sign of experimental religion.


The woman arose in evident surprise when her strange guests entered.

Pushing back the spinning-wheel with her foot, she stood bolt upright, waiting to

know what had brought them under her roof. Mr. Parris stepped forward, and told

his story in a few terse words, during which the good wife was unbanding her wheel

and removing the checked apron which had protected her dress while at work.


“Walk in and make yourself to home, ma’am,” said the housewife,

opening the door of an inner room and revealing a fire-place filled with pine branches

which looked drearily cold that heavy day. “The hired man is out, but if one of

these sailor men will bring in some wood from the yard, I’ll get some pitch pine

knots and have a fire in no time.” Without more ceremony, the woman went to work,

and in less than half an hour Barbara Stafford was in a warm bed, with a bowl of

herb tea smoking on a little round table by her pillow, while her young preserver

lay in a smaller room equally well provided for.


For Samuel Parris and the sailors the good wife insisted on providing

a comfortable supper; and gave up her own bed to the minister, while she found room

for the unfortunate seamen in a loft of the house. In order to accomplish this,

she was sadly put about for blue and white yarn coverlets with which to restore

them to warmth, but stripped every bed in the house, and, when that resource was

exhausted, brought out all her linsey-woolsey skirts and aprons as a substitute.


Early in the morning Norman Lovel was aroused from a deep slumber

by the hand of Samuel Parris laid gently on his shoulder. The youth started up,

shook back his hair which the dampness had left crisp and curling over his forehead,

and cast an astonished look around, which ended in a long, half-angry gaze at his

visitor.


“Oh!” he said, sweeping a hand once or twice across his eyes,

then turning his face toward the old man, with a smile.


“This is no dream, I suppose—though you are here with the roar

of waters too—a minute since I was fighting them like a tiger; but this is a feather

bed, and you stand upon a good oak floor. Is it not so?”


“Yes, thanks to the Holy of holies, we are safe!”


“But that ship—the boat—the lady—tell me what is real and what

was dreaming.”


“We have had a strange meeting, my young friend, and have struggled

together in behalf of human life, peradventure with success.”


The youth again swept a hand over his face. “Yes, yes. I remember

a ship in the distance—a boat full of people rocking in the foam—a madman jumping

overboard—I—you in the waves. Tell me, old man, was this real?”


“Truly it was.”


“And the lady—this house—the woman at her spinning-wheel, who

brought herb tea to my bed. That lady—me, good friend, for I remember all—how fares

the lady?”


“She is safe—thanks to a merciful Providence—and sleeping profoundly

in the next room, at least such was the report of Goody Brown, in the kitchen yonder,

ten minutes ago. She must not be disturbed. I had not broken in upon your sleep,

either, but the sun is up, and perchance there is someone in town who may be grieved

at your absence. You must have friends, and I would cheerfully bear them tidings

of your safety.”


“Friends!” cried the youth, starting up. “Indeed, there is one

who will have wept her eyes out by this time. I pray you, sir, hand me such garments

as the storm has left. We must start together for the town.”


“Willingly,” answered the minister, bringing the desired garments

in from the kitchen fire. “But put on your garments in haste, for the morning wears;

meanwhile I will speak a word with our host.”


Half an hour after, the minister and his young friend quitted

the farm-house, leaving the woman they had saved in the deep slumber of exhaustion.









Chapter 3


THE MINISTER


Norman Lovel and the old minister walked

on toward the town in company. The earth was still wet and heavy after the storm,

and a sullen moan came up from the depths of the far-off ocean, which filled the

bright morning as with a wail of sorrow.


But the old man was strong, and the youth full of that elasticity

which springs more from the soul than the body. If either of them felt any evil

effect from the storm, the vigorous speed at which they walked bore no evidence

of it.


For some time they moved on in silence. The minister seemed lost

in a reverie; the youth was thinking, with strange interest, on the lady he had

left behind.


They came down upon the shore where the accident of the previous

night had happened. A fragment of the boat lay where it had ploughed in upon the

sand, burying itself so firmly that the waves had failed to draw it back again,

and so had lost their plaything.


The two men paused a moment, looking at the broken timbers. The

youth shuddered.


“To think,” he said, looking wistfully at his companion, “to

think that these treacherous bits of wood alone kept her from the deep, and I—you—it

seems all like a dream.”


“It seems like the great mercy it was,” said the minister, lifting

his eyes to heaven, “for of a verity we were but as two rushes in the midst of the

waves, frail like the timbers at our feet, and as easily broken. Believe me, young

man, God has protected this poor lady with his especial providence.”


“Indeed I believe it,” replied the youth, lifting his cap, for

a momentary feeling of devotion came over him, “I most devoutly believe it; as a

token, see how the beautiful morning smiles upon the waters. The harbor seems scattered

with rose leaves. The very sands at our feet are turning to gold.”


“Truly, God smiles upon us,” said the minister, looking abroad

with an enthusiasm deep as that which flashed in the eyes of the youth, and far

more concentrated. “But we linger here unadvisedly; the glory of a morning like

this rests not in one place. Let us move on; the chimneys over yonder are beginning

to vomit forth smoke, soon the town will be astir.”


The youth did not hear him, but darted down to the edge of the

water, where a strip of ribbon tinted a spent foam wreath with its blue. He seized

upon the ribbon, shook it, scattering the foam like snow-flakes with the motion,

and came back to where the minister stood.


“It must be hers,” he said, revealing a locket of chased gold,

with a broad lock of hair white as snow, knotted with pearls upon the back. “It

must be hers.”


Parris reached forth his hand, as if to take the trinket, but

the youth gathered the ribbon hastily in his palm and clasped his fingers over it.


“We have no right to examine it, knowing, as we do, the owner,”

he said, hastily. “The spring is closed. It is evidently some portrait.”


“But the water may have penetrated to the painting and will destroy

it.”


“True, true!” The youth, still reluctant to give up the locket,

touched the spring, and with difficulty opened it.


The water had indeed penetrated the clasp, but a crystal underneath

protected the portrait, which was that of a middle-aged man, evidently of the highest

rank, for his dress was of the most costly material, and enriched with several jeweled

orders which were easily distinguished as belonging to the English court.


“It is a strange face,” said Parris, bending his head to examine

the portrait, “hard as iron and full of worldly pride. Young man, I have seen this

face before; but where—when?”


“How can I tell?” answered the youth, who was gazing wistfully

at the face.


“Yes,” he said, after a moment, “it is hard as iron, but a grand

countenance, nevertheless. That man would have died for an idea.”


“Died for an idea!” repeated the minister, “how many have done

that, yet the idea a false one? But where have I seen that face?”


The youth covered the portrait with its gold again, and the two

walked on more rapidly for the time they had lost. All at once young Lovel stopped

as if some important idea had flashed upon him.


“Sir,” he said, eagerly, “did I not hear your name yesterday,

or have I dreamed it over night—Samuel Parris—was it in truth from your own lips

I heard the name?”


“Even so, young man.”


“Samuel Parris, minister of the gospel in Salem?”


“Even to that honored post the Lord and his people have appointed

me.”


“One question more—only one—then forgive me if I am too bold.

There is a young lady at our house—that is, at the house of Governor Phipps—her

name is Parris also, and her father is minister of a congregation in Salem—tell

me if this fair maiden is your child.”


“My child!” cried the old man, lifting up his face to heaven

with a look of exultant thanksgiving, “yes, Elizabeth is my child, the first-born

of that beautiful one who is a leader among God’s angels. Ask me if the heart which

lies in my bosom—the brain that thinks—the blood that beats in these veins are mine,

and I will answer, Yea. But not so closely do these things encompass me as does

my love for Elizabeth, the babe that my young wife left in my embrace as a blessing

and a comfort, before she was enrolled among the just made perfect.”


The young man drew a quick breath; the enthusiasm and energy

of the minister’s speech, so uncalled for by the simple question he had put, startled

him not a little. Besides this, other anxieties sprang up in his mind, and knowing

the man with whom he had been cast so strangely by his true name, he was struck

dumb with the rush of emotions which this knowledge aroused.


“Her father,” he said inly, “her father—and is this our first

meeting?”


“My child, my child!” cried the old man, forgetting his companion,

while his eager eyes were turned towards the town. “Have I not fasted, watched,

prayed, nay, sent her forth from beneath my roof that this great love may not be

as a snare, and stand between me and my God—between me and the angel that has gone

before! Now, when I have been two whole days within sight of the roof that covers

her, holding down my heart, and fasting with a soul-fast—the very mention of her

name, even by a stranger, sends the breath in quick gushes to my lips, and I tremble

like a little child.”


The old man stood still upon the shore, and the youth paused

with him, gazing up into his face with a look of strange sympathy.


“I am grieved, I am very sorry!” he said, scarcely knowing that

he had spoken at all.


“God forgive you, young man, but you have unsealed this heart

to its depths. The weakness is still here; instead of singing, ‘Hosannah to the

Lord,’ it cries out, ‘My child, my child!’ Pray as I will—fast as I will—her name

always comes first, and thus I droop before the Lord full of terror and self-reproach,

an unfaithful servant, still keeping back a portion of my master’s treasures.”


“Forgive me!” pleaded the youth, struck with sudden remorse for

the sorrows he had evidently excited.


“Forgive you,” answered the old Christian, for such he

undoubtedly was. “What have you done that I should claim the power to forgive? It

is my own heart, which, strive as I may, will cling to its idol.”


“But I have given you pain.”


The old man bent his eyes on that ingenuous face, and before

he lifted them again they were full of tears; those cold watery tears that come

up like melted ice from the heart.


“Ah!” exclaimed the youth, “now I see a resemblance, vague, hardened,

but still I should know that Elizabeth Parris was your daughter.”


The minister’s face brightened like a lamp suddenly illuminated.

He reached forth his hand, grasped that of the young man, and his features quivered

all over with the gush of feeling that swelled within him.


“Is she—is the dear child indeed so like her father? And you

know her—you have seen her, perhaps; tell me is she well—does she grieve at the

thoughts of home—does she pine for a sight of her father?”


He waited for no answer, but heaped question upon question with

breathless eagerness.


The youth looked at him with amazement. The intense affection

which transfigured those stern features exhibited itself so unexpectedly, that for

the moment he was speechless.


The old man noticed this with a deprecating movement.


“She was the daughter of my old age!” he said, with ineffable

humility, while his shoulders drooped, and his face bent towards his breast, “she

looks so like her young mother.”


“She is beautiful as an angel!” exclaimed Lovel with enthusiasm.


“She is like her mother!” murmured the minister, clasping his

hands and looking wistfully out into the distance. “Ah, so like her mother!”


“No wonder you loved her mother, then!” said the youth, drawing

close to the old man with prompt sympathy.


“Loved her—oh, God forgive me—how I did love her, young man!

The very daisies upon her grave are like the stars of heaven to me, and she has

been dead since Elizabeth was a babe.”


“Oh, no wonder you look so old and care-worn; it must be like

burying one’s own soul, to see the mother of one’s child die.”


The old man did not answer, but his hands interlocked more firmly.

The feelings swelling in his bosom were too painful for utterance. How far the intense

affection, which death could not diminish, had approached insanity, it would be

impossible to say; but all unconsciously, the young man had made the minister quiver

in every nerve by the genuine sympathy he had given.


They walked on together and entered the streets of Boston in

company. When they reached the heart of the town, the old man stopped reluctantly,

reaching forth his hand with a piteous smile.


“Farewell, young man,” he said, “we may never meet again, but—”


“Nay, nay,” cried the youth, blushing scarlet, “not meet again—God

forbid that you speak sooth in this. Indeed, indeed—”


But the minister wrung his hand, turned suddenly down a cross

street, and disappeared before the sentence was finished.


Young Lovel looked after him for a moment, made a step to follow

the course he had taken, then returning slowly, walked on.









Chapter 4


EARLY IN THE MORNING


The town of Boston had little of its

present compactness in those days. True, there existed streets and lanes, and wharves

which served as barriers to the harbor, but green turf lay richly where slabs of

granite form the sidewalk now, the streets wound in and out as they had been trodden

broader and broader from the forest paths, and around the houses were yards and

pleasant gardens, with carpets of green turf in which the wild flowers still lingered.

The dwellings were mostly of wood; low, broad, and heavy, with cumbrous adornments;

coats of arms surmounted the doors, cut out with the broad-axe and chisel, and heavy

wooden cornices loomed over the front, betraying a surplus of timber and a lamentable

scarcity of architectural art. Among these more imposing buildings, houses of hewn

logs, and even ruder cabins were scattered, but the trees, the grass, and many a

clinging vine, gave to the infant city a picturesque beauty which can never belong

to the brick, granite, and mortar which have taken so many imposing forms since.

But even then Boston had its fashionable street, and its aristocratic neighborhood.


To this portion of the town young Lovel bent his steps, and soon

came out upon the green lanes of North Boston, which was in fact a wide area, where

the palaces of the New World loomed proudly among the grand old forest trees, which

softened their stateliness with touches of natural beauty.


The most imposing of these mansions, conspicuous for its three

stories, and a certain attempt at architectural beauty, was the residence of Sir

William Phipps, Captain-General and Governor-in-chief of New England. Those who

knew the sheep-tender of Kennebec, the younger brother of twenty-six children, who

even in his boyhood turned haughtily from the occupation of his father when proposed

to him and predicted of himself that he was born to greater matters, might

have wondered as they stood before that stately dwelling, and saw in its vastness

and its ornaments a fulfilment of the sheep-boy’s prophecy. In all New England there

was not a dwelling like that, or a man so powerful as its owner. Yet Sir William

Phipps, titled, wealthy, and almost a sovereign, had not yet passed his prime of

life; while he was comparatively a young man, all this great fortune had been wrought

out by his own stern energies.


The youth stood for a moment in front of the mansion, gazing

wistfully at one of the second story windows. It was very early in the morning;

too early for anyone in the gubernatorial mansion to be stirring, but he was disappointed

to find the curtains drawn and the shutters partially closed. Evidently, the youth

had expected someone to be watching for him, rendered miserable by his strange absence

overnight.


But everything was still, even to the great elm-tree that swept

its branches over one end of the house, and the rose bushes that clustered along

the terraces. The youth did not like to claim admittance till some of the servants

were astir, so walked up and down the green lane, always advancing toward the house,

till you would have fancied him studying its architecture; but his eyes always wandered

to one window, and that had nothing but a stone coping and an arched top to command

his admiration. Still the gubernatorial mansion was well worth examining, if it

were only to see how rudely the arts crept first into the New World from the mother

land. Massive stone pilasters separated the windows to the second story; two long

rows of windows ran between that and the roof, all set in stone, and slightly arched.

The central window, with elaborate blinds and lateral sashes, carried up the outline

of that ponderous wooden portico to the still more ponderous cornices on the roof.

This elaborate attempt at architecture made the governor’s house the show place

of all New England. The very children of Boston held their breath with awe of its

grandeur and were half afraid to pluck dandelions in the green lane after it was

built.


But young Lovel had seen the mansion too often for any feeling

of this kind. The window still remained shrouded in its muslin curtains, though

the birds in the elm branches had burst forth into gushes of music that might have

charmed an angel from the brightest nook in paradise, and the rising sun came smiling

over the terraces, turning each dew-drop, trembling on its blade of grass, into

a diamond, rendering everything so beautiful that slumber seemed an absolute sin.


“They take it coolly enough,” muttered the youth impatiently,

turning his steps to the broad gravel walk which crossed the terraces and reached

the long, sloping steps that led to the portico. “I might crunch this white gravel

under my feet forever, and she’d sleep on. No matter, I may as well take it easily

as they do; I might be in the bottom of the harbor for anything they know, or care

either.”


As he muttered these words, Lovel crossed the terrace, and stood

between the fluted pillars of the porticoes which rose proudly over him, crowned

with Corinthian leaves, and garlanded with rudely carved flowers, that ran up over

the massy cornices, supplying the deficiency of family armorial bearings. But in

his waywardness he had lost sight of the window, and so walked back upon the terrace

again, pretending, even to himself, that he wished to gather a handful of blush

roses while the leaves were wet with that diamond light. But his heart beat unsteadily,

and he looked upward every moment as he broke the blossoms impetuously from their

bushes. This impatience at the stillness broke at last upon the gentle flowers.

He dashed them to the turf, shaking all the dew from their hearts. Then he rushed

back to the portico, raised the ponderous knocker, and prepared to swing it against

the great brass head which seemed to smile defiance beneath the blows ready to be

rained upon it. But his hand was arrested by a sound within the house, and, softly

relinquishing the knocker, he threw himself upon one of the long seats that ran

down each side of the portico, eagerly watching the door.


There was a sound of bolts cautiously drawn, as if a person within

were careful of making a noise. Then a leaf of the great oaken door opened, and

with its glittering knocker wheeled inward; while the head and shoulders of a young

girl appeared bending over the other half, with a wistful, eager look that filled

the young man with repentance at a single glance.


“Elizabeth!”


She heard and saw him—struggled eagerly with the lower bolts,

flung the last leaf of the door open, and sprang toward him. Then recollecting herself,

she retreated a step, and covering her face with both hands, burst into a passion

of tears that shook her slender form from head to foot.


Then the young man’s heart smote him afresh, for he saw by the

withered roses in her hair, the fine yellow lace that shaded her arms, and her dress

of flowered silk, that the poor girl had not been in bed that night. She had been

waiting, watching, praying no doubt for him.


“Elizabeth, dear Elizabeth! will you not look on me? Are you

not glad that I am safe?”


She could not speak but trembled all over like the leaves of

a vine when the wind shakes it.


“Elizabeth!”


She took down her hands and turned her eyes on his face—those

large deer-like eyes full of tenderness and shame.


“Elizabeth! is this for me—I am safe, and very, very happy, for

this terror, these blushes. You would not look this way if you cared nothing about

a poor fellow!”


She began to tremble again and shrunk back with a red glow burning

over her neck, and up to her temples beneath the dusky shadows of her hair.


“Elizabeth, darling, speak to me,” said the youth, trembling

himself beneath the sweet joy of the moment, and approaching her with his face all

a-glow.


“Don’t, don’t! I am sick with shame. I did not know—I did not

hope—they told us you had gone down to the water, out in a fishing-boat in the midst

of the storm last night, that—that—”


“And you believed it—you grieved a little?”


“I feared everything!”


“No—not altogether, for you see I am alive. But you have suffered;

your eyes are heavy, your cheek white again. Oh, tell me, was it trouble, was it

anxiety on my account? Do not fear to say yes—I will not presume—I will not half

believe it—only let me have the happiness of thinking so, for one little moment.”


She lifted her face, and the dusky shame which blushes usually

carry to the eyes, died out, leaving them soft and clear as a mountain spring.


“Was it for you, Norman, for you that I have wept, and prayed,

and suffered? Ah me, what agonies of fear! Why ask? you know it,” here the little

graceful coquetries of her sex would break in, for she began to get ashamed again,

“for are you not a fellow-creature out of the church, unregenerated and worshipping—”


“You, and everything you worship,” cried the youth, seizing her

hand, which he devoured with his eyes, but dared not touch with his lips. “Never

mind whether I am fit to be drowned or not; give me something worth living for;

tell me that one day when I am wiser and you a little older, not much, because a

good deal can be done in that way after the ceremony; but tell me that you will

be my wife.”


His face was all a flush of crimson now, but hers grew pale as

death; the last word—that holy, beautiful word—made her shiver from heart to limb.

He had been too impetuous; Elizabeth Parris had never dared to think of the mystery

he brought so broadly before her. Her pure maidenly thoughts had hovered round it

timidly, as a shadow haunts a white lily, but she was content with the perfume,

without daring to touch the flower.


“Your wife, your wife!” she murmured, and the words fell from

her lips with silvery slowness, like drops from a fountain. “Your wife, and I not

yet fifteen!”


“But you will think of it. I am a sad fellow to frighten you

so; a sad, wicked fellow, but you will forgive it, Elizabeth; you know, out of the

abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh.”


He saw her sweet lips quivering into a smile and forgave himself

at once.


“There now, you see I can quote Scripture a little, so forgive

me this once. I love you till my heart aches with the joy of it. Think of this—promise

me that you will.”


Promise to think of it! alas, poor child, when would she think

of anything else!









Chapter 5


SIR WILLIAM AND HIS WIFE


Probably Elizabeth Parris would not have

sat down in the portico, but the night’s watching had made her faint. When Norman

Lovel darted off to gather up the roses he had plucked, and so rudely scattered,

she sank down, watching him dreamily as he cast them away a second time, and gathered

fresh ones, unmindful, poor child, that this might be a type of his character, and

those poor flowers of her own fate.


He came back, bringing a rich harvest of blush roses—he never

gave any other to Elizabeth—with both hands wet with the dew which rained out of

their hearts.


“Come,” he said, heaping them on the seat by her side, “let us

gather up a bouquet for the breakfast-table. Lady Phipps loves flowers fresh from

the thicket.”


Elizabeth Parris started up with a look of sudden dismay.


“Lady Phipps! and I have known that you are safe all this time

without telling her—how selfish, how cruel! It was almost morning before she went

to her room. I am sure she has not slept.”


As she spoke, Elizabeth pushed open the door, and in an instant

Norman saw her gliding up the broad staircase which led to the second story. He

followed her into the vestibule, and began pacing up and down, turning his eyes

now on the floor, tessellated with lozenges of black oak and red cedar, now upon

the staircase, hoping to see the young girl descend again.


But, instead of this, an imperious knock sounded from the door

which he had but partially closed; at the same instant it was pushed open, and a

gentleman strode through with a dull, weary step, and walked heavily up-stairs.


Norman was in the lower end of the vestibule, and the surprise

of this sudden entrance kept him motionless. Recovering himself, he came forward,

but only in time to catch another glimpse of the governor as he entered his wife’s

chamber.


Elizabeth had found Lady Phipps asleep, and, not daring to wake

her, stole off to her own room; but the heavy step of Sir William possessed more

power than her fairy tread, and the moment it sounded on the floor Lady Phipps started

up and inquired wildly if the young secretary was found.


The governor shook his head. Saddened by his gesture Lady Phipps

fell back upon her pillow, and, turning her face to the wall, fell into a leaden

silence.


A knock, and a sweet, pleading voice asking entrance.


“It is Elizabeth Parris. Poor child, she has spent a terrible

night,” said Lady Phipps. “Have you no comfort to give her?”


“None!” said the stern man, with a quiver of the voice. “He was

seen going to the shore with another person, directly after a boat was engulfed

in the breakers—nothing could have lived.”


“And who was that other one?” cried the lady, struck by the hesitation

in her husband’s voice.


Sir William arose, and came close to the bed, afraid to speak

aloud with that young creature at the door.


“It was Samuel Parris.”


The lady uttered a low cry and buried her face in the pillow.

Her noble heart was shaken as if it had been her own father who was lost.


Again that knock at the door, and now a low, almost harsh voice,

bade the girl come in.


Sir William was hardening himself into composure, that he might

tell the young girl of her bereavement, with the firmness that became his manhood.


Elizabeth entered timidly, as she always did, but her face beamed

with happiness.


Lady Phipps looked up shocked to the heart.


“Elizabeth!” The lady sat up in her bed and held forth her arms

tenderly as if the girl had been her own child.


“He is here—he is safe—he—”


The young girl fell down upon her knees by the bed, pressing

soft kisses on the lady’s hand.


Sir William Phipps arose and went out. It was seldom that his

face betrayed any of the deep feelings of his nature, but as he went forth, that

firm mouth quivered, and he turned from one object to another, searching eagerly

for something.


“Sir William.”


The governor gave an imperceptible start, controlled himself,

and reaching forth his hand—the large, firm hand, which had known much toil in its

day—buried that of the young man in its grasp.


“I hope that Lady Phipps was not alarmed by my absence,” said

Norman, a little chilled by this composure.


“I cannot quite say that with truth, young man,” replied the

governor, “but you will explain all at breakfast. From the state of your garments

I should judge that you had at least been in the water.”


“Yes; but you see I came out safe—and that brave old minister,

also, Samuel Parris. I wish you could have seen him, Sir William: he was a perfect

Neptune.”


“Nay,” answered the governor, with a smile that transfigured

his face from its usual grave expression into something that made the heart leap

towards him, “that is a heathenish name for one of God’s ministers; but if your

danger, whatever it prove, was shared by Samuel Parris, it must have been in a good

cause. I am glad, boy, that your night has been spent with this devout man.”


With these words Sir William passed on, and entered his closet,

apparently casting all thought of the youth from his mind. But no sooner was he

alone and the door closed, than he fell upon his knees by the great oaken chair,

which had belonged to his old father on the Kennebec. There, with bent head, he

poured forth the thanksgiving that filled his soul, so earnestly that his frame

shook, and his clasped hands unwove themselves, covering his face, while the tears

that sprang to his eyes stole softly down the palms.


It was only when alone with his God that the strong man became

like a little child—alone, with the bolts drawn, and his face bowed over the oaken

seat where his father had prayed with the mother and her score of children by his

side.


Governor Phipps joined his family at breakfast, sedate, calm,

and with that dignity of manner which may well accompany a sense of high power.

Lady Phipps could not so well conceal the traces of an anxious and sleepless night.

Her eyes were heavy, her cheeks pale, and the usual exquisite arrangement of her

morning toilet was a good deal disturbed. The robe of dark chintz was looped back,

a little unevenly, from the full dimity underskirt, and the crimson ribbon that

bound the snowy little cap to her head was knotted in a bow, slightly verging towards

the left temple, instead of lying flat upon the glossy black hair over the forehead

as it should have done.


Besides these little indications of unrest, the lady would draw

a deep breath, now and then, like one who had just recovered from a fright, and

she glanced towards the young secretary from time to time, with a look of devout

thankfulness.


Dear lady, her life had been so full of happiness, so rich in

prosperity, that the danger of one she loved as if he had been her own son clung

around her yet. She grew paler as he told over his strange adventure on the shore

and seemed greatly interested in the old man who had been his companion.


He did not mention the name of this person, and passed over the

conversation on the beach entirely, dwelling only on that which marked their encounter

on the heights when the storm was raging. Some intuition told him that the young

girl, whose eyes dwelt so wistfully on his, would be pained to know that her father

had been for two days within sight of the roof that covered her without attempting

to enter beneath it.


Governor Phipps seemed unusually interested in the events he

described, and though the youth talked on gayly, a superstitious feeling crept over

the party as he gave a vivid picture of the spectral appearance of the ship. But

when he came to speak of Barbara Stafford, his speech faltered, a husky feeling

clove to his tongue, and it was only by questions that they gained a knowledge of

the strange woman.


“I will ride over to the farm-house tomorrow,” said Lady Phipps,

with prompt hospitality, “if she is a gentlewoman, as you say, Norman, we can be

of service. She must have letters of introduction that will warrant us in asking

her here.”


Governor Phipps looked suddenly up as his wife spoke and his

countenance changed. It was so unusual to see him in the least disturbed that his

lady remarked it with some anxiety.


“Are you ill, Sir William?”


“I do not know. A strange feeling seized upon me for the moment;

a faintness—a sort of shock—it is nothing.”


Lady Phipps looked around for some cause.


“It may be this plateau of flowers, they are unusually fragrant

this morning,” she said, looking around for a servant to carry away the roses, which

Norman had gathered, from the table.


“Let me—let me!” cried Elizabeth Parris, seizing upon the flowers,

and carrying them off to her room. She would not have had a leaf touched by one

of the servants for the universe.


Norman followed her with his eyes, smiled with quiet satisfaction,

when he saw her stoop fondly and inhale the breath of the roses as she went up-stairs,

then, leaning towards Lady Phipps, he said, in a low voice,


“The old man was her father!”


“What! Samuel Parris? and pass by this house?” exclaimed the

lady in astonishment. “This is a strange thing, Sir William.”


“It is strange—very strange,” answered the governor, rising.

“I will seek our old friend and reason with him.”


“And I,” said his wife, “will seek out the stranger. Goody Brown

is a kind woman, but the poor lady may not obtain all she needs in the farm-house.

Did you hear her name, Lovel?”


“No,” answered the youth, with unaccountable hesitation, “but

you will find it embroidered on this handkerchief, which I picked up on the beach

in coming along. The cambric is wet and drenched with sand, but you can perhaps

make it out.”


Lady Phipps took the handkerchief and examined the embroidery.

“A coronet,” she muttered: “this looks well. But the name—B—Barbara—Barbara Stafford.

Stafford—that is a good old English name. Sir William, I will surely go and see

her.”









Chapter 6


A GUIDE TO THE FARM-HOUSE


The next day after her spectral shrouds

were first seen in the harbor, the good ship came up to her wharf. Among the first

passengers that landed was a dark, foreign-looking man, apparently somewhat under

thirty years of age. He stood upon the wharf with a small leathern bag in his hand,

as if uncertain where to go; but his eyes, black as midnight and splendid as diamonds,

turned excitedly from object to object, as if he took a vivid interest in everything

that surrounded him. At last they fell on one of the sailors who had helped Barbara

Stafford down the side of the ship that stormy afternoon. With an eager step he

approached the man.


“Have you heard? did the boatmen bring her safe through the storm?”

he questioned. “The lady—the lady I am speaking of. Did she suffer?—is she safe

and well?”


The man laughed. “She is safe enough in Goody Brown’s farm-house,”

he said, “and well, too, if the souse she got in the water didn’t give her a cold.

But it was an awful tough piece of work, I tell you. If it hadn’t been for that

old man, who didn’t seem to have so much in him, for he was thin as a shad, they

would all have gone to Davie’s locker, sure as a gun. You never in your born days

saw such a tussle as they had with the breakers the boatmen say.”


“Then she is safe and well; for that God be thanked,” said the

stranger, turning away. “What more have I to ask or do?”


He spoke sadly, and his fine eyes filled with mist. Then he turned,

and giving the man a piece of money, asked him to show the way to Goody Brown’s

farm-house.


After dropping the crown piece into his pocket, the man turned

up the wharf, and walked on side by side with the stranger.


“Seems to me you’re a stranger in these parts; never was to Boston

afore, I reckon?” he said, dropping into an old habit of asking questions with unconscious

impertinence.


“You are mistaken. I have been here before,” answered the stranger,

and a wild fire lighted up his face. “Years ago I left that wharf a—a—but I have

come back. The world shall know that I have come back.”


The sailor looked at him with open astonishment.


“Why what on earth are you so mad about I should like to know?”

he said. “I hain’t done nothing to set you off in a tantrum, have I now?”


The stranger smiled.


“You have done nothing,” he said, in a voice so gentle that the

man stared again, bewildered by the sudden change. “I was talking to myself rather

than you.”


“That’s a queer idea, but I’ve hearn people do sich things afore;

it was in foreign parts, though. We talk like folks in Boston now I tell you, straight

out and up to the mark. But forriners will be forriners, there’s no helping it.

Now what is it you want up to Goody Brown’s, if I may be so bold? Is the lady up

there any relation of yourn?”


Again the stranger smiled.


“My friend, you are rather bold.”


“Ain’t I,” answered the man with great self-complacency. “That’s

the way we Bosting folks come to know more than other people. Ain’t afeared to ask

questions. Every man comes right up to his duty on that pint without flinching.

But you hain’t told me yet if the lady is a relation or not?”


“No, she is not related to me.”


“Only come over in the same ship? I reckoned so, seeing as she

was a cabin passenger and you al’es kept so snug in the steerage. Never saw you

on deck in my life till long after dark. Don’t think she ever sot eyes on you the

hull vi’age?”


“No, she never did.”


“Now that’s something like; can answer a fair question when you

want to, can’t you? But what do you go and see her now for? Couldn’t you a got acquainted

on ship board if you had wanted ter?”


“Who told you that I did wish to see her?” answered the stranger,

a little impatiently. “Not I, that is certain.”


“Then it ain’t her you’re going to see?” answered the man, in

an injured tone, as if his time had been cruelly trifled with. “Well, maybe it’s

Goody Brown you’re related to, arter all. Don’t look like it, though, but stranger

things than that has happened. She has a sight of cousins in the old country.”


The stranger grew impatient. He turned upon the man almost fiercely,

his eyes flashing fire, his teeth gleaming through the lips lifted from them in

a haughty curve.


“Be quiet, man, you offend me.”


“Wheu!” ejaculated the sailor, picking up a bit of shingle from

the ground, and searching for a jackknife which jingled against the silver crown

in his pocket, “getting riley, now, ain’t you?”


The fellow’s imperturbability was so comical that no resentment

could withstand it. The stranger’s face cleared up, and he watched his companion

with disdainful curiosity, who began whittling his shingle as he walked along.


“Goody Brown isn’t your nigh relation, then,” he persisted, whittling

on with infinite composure, “cousin to your par or mar, mebby?”


“Goody Brown is nothing to me, understand that!” cried the stranger,

at last harrassed into submission, “but I am weary of salt food, and want a draught

of fresh milk. This is the nearest farm-house, you tell me; so I ask you to lead

me there.”


“And you don’t want to see the lady?”


“No!”


“And she ain’t nothing particular to you?”


“Nothing in any way.”


“Well, now, I never did! Why couldn’t you say so, to once?” cried

the man, in a tone of plaintive reproach. “What is the use of taking so many bites

of a cherry I want ter know?”


“Is that the farm-house?” inquired the stranger, pointing to

the low stone dwelling sheltered in noble trees that overlooked the harbor.


“Yes, that’s Goody Brown’s, I reckon.”


The stranger stopped short.


“You may return now. I can make my way alone.”


The sailor seemed a little disappointed, but he kept on whittling,

and only answered:


“Wal, jest as you’re a mind ter; but I kinder reckon you’ll miss

it in the long run.”


“Miss it, how?”


“Oh, I don’t mean nothing particular, only the streets of Boston

are rather sarpentine for strangers, and I kinder feel as if I hadn’t more ’en half

arned my money yet.”


The stranger fell into thought a moment and then answered cheerfully:


“You are right, my good fellow, I shall want a guide. Stay here

and take charge of my bag till I come back; then we will return to the town together.”


The sailor sat down on a rock and placing the leather bag at

his feet kept on whittling with an energy that would have seemed spiteful but for

his unmoved features. The traveler left him and walked forward toward the farm-house.

Goody Brown was in her hand-loom weaving a piece of linen from the yarn she had

spun a year before. Her rather trim feet, cased in calf-skin shoes and yarn stockings,

even as her daily toil could make them, were rising and falling on the treadles

with monotonous jerks. She leaned over from her seat in front of the huge loom,

throwing her shuttle through the web with such earnest industry that every ten minutes

the sharp click of the turning cloth-beam proclaimed her progress. Directly the

headless—or harness, as she called it—would groan and struggle from the renewed

tread of her feet, while the flight of the shuttle, the bang of the laith, and the

thud of the treadles made such household music as the women of New England gloried

in. She was busy fitting a quill into her shuttle when a strange form darkened the

open door. But her heart was in her work, and she drew the thread through the eye

of her shuttle with a quick breath and a motion of the tongue before she looked

directly that way. Then she saw a remarkably handsome young man standing upon the

threshold, holding his cap in one hand as if she had been an empress on her throne.


“Madam.”


“Did you mean me?” said Dame Brown, laying down her shuttles,

and tightening the strings of her linsey-woolsey apron. “Did you mean me, sir?”


“Yes, if you are the mistress of this house.”


“For want of a better,” answered the dame, drawing herself up

primly.


“I—I am a stranger. Have just come over in the ship which landed

today.”


“What, another!” said Goody Brown, coming slowly out of her loom.

“I had the hull house full last night.”


“I do not wish to incommode you, my good lady, only to inquire

about those who set out so rashly in the boat before we came up to the wharf. They

were all brought here, I am told.”


“Well, yes, I had a houseful of ’em overnight, but this morning

they were well enough to go away.”


“What, all?”


“All but the lady; she’s completely tuckered out, and won’t get

out of her bed today, I reckon.”


“But she is not seriously hurt?” cried the man, almost gasping

for breath.


“No, I guess not; only kinder worn out. The yarb tea has done

her a sight of good.”


The stranger looked at her eagerly as she spoke. A dozen questions

seemed trembling on his lips; but he restrained them, only saying, in a voice that

would tremble in spite of his efforts,


“Then you are certain that she is out of danger?”


“Sartin, of course. She’ll be chirk as a bird tomorrow.”


The stranger sat down in the chair which the dame offered while

she was speaking. A bowl of warm bread and milk stood on the kitchen hearth, close

by the fire. Goody Brown took it up.


“I’ve got to take this in, for she’s getting hungry, but I won’t

be gone more’n a minute.”


With this half apology, the good woman opened a side door and

went into Barbara Stafford’s room. The man looked after her with eyes full of impatient

yearning. He rose from his chair and stole softly toward the door, listening; but

no sound answered his expectations, and he had scarcely returned to his seat when

Goody Brown came back with the bowl of bread and milk in her hand. She sat it down

in the hearth, and turning to her visitor, said, in a half whisper:


“She’s sound asleep.”


“Madam,” said the traveler, “will you give me a cup of milk?

I have been so long at sea—”


“Well, now, I shouldn’t wonder!” cried the dame, interrupting

him. “I’ll go right down to the spring-house and get it.”


She took a pitcher from the table and went out. The moment her

shadow left the threshold stone the young man started up and softly opened the door

of Barbara Stafford’s room. He paused a moment, with the latch in his hand, hesitating

and breathless, for the lady lay before him in a profound sleep. The face was turned

toward him; one hand rested under her cheek, the other fell upon the blue and white

counterpane. Her thick golden hair rolled in coils and waves over the pillow.


The young man’s eyes grew misty, the breath broke almost in a

sob on his lips. He crept softly toward the bed, fell upon his knees, and gazed

upon the lady with passionate sorrow that might have disturbed an angel in its first

heavenly rest. But she did not move. The deep slumber of exhaustion held her faculties

locked. A coil of hair, loosened by its own weight, rolled downward and swept across

her arm. Still she did not move. He gathered the tresses gently between his hands,

laid them against his cheek, and pressed wild kisses upon them. Then he heard a

sound. It was Goody Brown’s footsteps coming up from the spring-house. With rash

desperation he took that white hand in his, covered it with kisses soft as the fall

of thistledown, dropped it and glided from the room.
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