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Going — —

HEN SAM WHISTLE was not the undertaker, he was the auctioneer at

Haven’s End. He was not inspiring, standing on the granite steps in

front of the arched doorway of the Swale house. He was a thin man
in a baggy store suit, with a high forehead and a pinched, perspiring face. He
kept fidgeting with a key-wind silver watch, holding it almost on the tips of
his fingers, and screwing up his face to see the dial.

“If the ladies can hear better settin’ down,” he said in a flat, metallic
voice, “there’s chairs. Joe, you go inside and kind of keep pushin’ ’em out,
will you? No need for ’em to keep millin’ around inside.”

The crowd on the lawn had begun to bunch together about the steps. The
individuals in the crowd moved half consciously, as though a current pulled
them, but the crowd moved all together. It moved beneath a hum of
conversation until some one called:

“What’s the matter, Sam—waitin’ for the hearse?”

Ignoring the subdued, appreciative titter, the auctioneer bent his long
neck over his watch again and squinted up his eyes.

“Gather 'round,” he called. “Please to step this way, everybody. I guess
you won’t see any more if you try. I guess you all of you seen all there is to
see.”

And then the same voice called out again, “Don’t everybody git your
chances, Sam.”

The front door opened behind him to let out a few of the stragglers who
hurried down the steps like late-comers at a show. There was a glimpse of a
dusky wide hall behind them, which ran from front to back, an impression of
twisted posts, of a flying staircase, and of sunlight striking on peeling wall
paper before the door slammed shut. With the slam of the door, Sam Whistle
was left entirely alone on the steps, the center of attention, with the house
behind him like a curtain.

The house had the dead flatness of any deserted house, and Sam was like
an undertaker until he began to speak.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I guess I don’t need tell anybody here whose
property this is. A lot of you maybe’ve never seen it inside before. That’s



why we’ve given everybody this opportunity to go all through the house and
outbuildings. Maybe we won’t have such an opportunity again.”

He straightened his back and waved a skinny arm toward the brick wall,
and the crowd followed his gesture dully. They were listening, and the house
and the elms on the lawn had joined in that attention. The flat twang of his
words struck against a sheet of silence which made them as distinct as print.

“I guess you’ve all of you seen the description. The parcel comprises
four acres and of course all buildings on the plot. An’ if there’s a better
location or a better home in Haven’s End, you tell me. There’s been a lot of
experts come here, who know about such things, and architects from New
York City have been up here to measure it. I guess some of you know more
than me about cornices, but I know a handsome, old-time house when I see
it. And I know—and you know—you couldn’t duplicate this home, if you
was to build it to-day, for inside a hundred thousand dollars.

“This home is what is known as genuine Federalist architecture. She was
built when builders knew what was what. She was framed by local
carpenters, and I’d like to see any of em better it now. Friends, she’s plumb.
There ain’t an inch of settlement, not one speck of dry rot. This home is as
trim as when Captain Daniel Swale, Esquire, moved into it, back in
Seventeen-ninety and riveted that spread-eagle knocker on the door behind
me. There’s been bigger houses, but this has always been the house in these
parts. And if I wanted to take your time—1Joe, fetch out the kitchen table and
the mallet.”

He paused and coughed before his high flat voice went on:

“I’'m here to run an auction, and some one’s here to buy this home from
the estate of the late Mr. Dennis Swale. It’s all strict business, but if I wanted
I could keep here trainin’ with you about the Swale house. I could stay here
telling stories. This house is a landmark. I’'m aware there’s those who want
to buy it for its insides, but no matter what, you can’t stop it being a
landmark. I could tell you—"

He stopped. The church bells were ringing twelve o’clock.

“But I won’t,” Sam Whistle said. “There’s noon, and the sale is called
for noon. . ..”



They generally acknowledg’d and worship’d many Gods;
therefore greatly esteem’d and reverenc’d their priests, powaws, or
wizards, who were esteemed as having immediate converse with
the Gods.

—MAGNALIA CHRISTI AMERICANA
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The Powaw's Head

HE finest houses in Haven’s End were built a century ago, but they still
Tare very fine. They stand on a ridge above the Main Street, where they

may overlook the river and the sea. They are the square New England
type, of wood or brick, each with a cupola and railing on its roof. The elms
rise about them, and the brick walk of the street before them is checked and
crossed by the shadows of elms. Of all that row the Swale mansion is the
finest, for it epitomizes the spirit of all the rest—the grace and cool
superiority and supercilious perfection. It rises from a lawn and garden
which are somewhat unkempt to-day. The ivy on its walls is ragged, but its
bricks are rich from years of sun and weather. The arch of its doorway and
the arch of the great window above it are exquisitely proportioned and
meticulously carved by shipwrights accustomed to work in pine. There is a
richness to the detail of its cornice which has grown more splendid with the
years. Sometimes in the gathering dusk, when the street lights strike it
through the moving branches of the trees, it has a ghostly loneliness, and
when the church bells ring you can imagine that a voice is saying:

“I am the Swale mansion. Before there ever was a house or town, a
Swale was magistrate of this township. Whether my paint is old or new, I
stand for something indefinable, not to be attained by gold, though gold may
make it fair. I stand for something which bears a dozen names—and none of
them is right—which many hate, but which only the greatest do not envy.”

Down the ridge at the foot of crooked streets another building stands,
gaunt as a prison, surrounded by high wire fencings. It stands by the very
edge of the river, close to the abandoned customhouse, in the midst of the
ruins of warehouses and rotting wharves. It is the only building which is
new and solid. Above a door a name is written, facing toward the Swale
house on the ridge, though the ridge is far away. “John Scarlet,” it reads,
“Shoes—Office”, and it contains a brevity and crudeness, a harsh reality,
that make the memory of the Swale house dim. That building, as any one
can tell you, is the Scarlet shoe shop, the last large factory in the town, and
there is the whole story from the beginning to the end.

Those are the forces which have struggled always in Haven’s End, while
other names have come and gone—the Swales and the Scarlets—until, at
last, time and a changing world have left them face to face. For there has
always been a Scarlet and a Swale.



They landed together on the Lower Green, two miles away by the salt
marshes, with the freemen and their wives and their bond servants and
cattle, to build a new plantation. The first Swale, though a cadet of his
house, was a gentleman with a coat of arms. The first Scarlet was a weaver’s
son with dye stain on his fingers. It was Captain Swale who commanded the
train bands when the Indians first came down the great river in fifteen boats
of bark, just short of three hundred years ago. Even then the Scarlets could
see through make-believe; and even when they knelt by the river bank, side
by side, to listen to their minister’s prayer of thanks, Goodman Scarlet
exchanged a cool and worldly glance with Captain Richard Swale.

A boy, shivering with cold and with an excitement which he had never
known, saw that look and told of it. The boy was Enoch Porter, whose
descendants still live on the Porter farm, close by the Lower Green. His
story lies in a trunk among old Porter letters—all that is left to single out
that day from a sea of lost ones which whisper through the trees.

Enoch Porter could not have been more than ten when the Indians came
down. When he told the story to his great-grandchildren in the kitchen of the
Porter house, he must have been close to ninety years, and all the time of
which he told must have grown blurred and kindly, filled with the mendacity
which any old man gives to the days of his youth. The freemen who had
landed at the Lower Green with their families, their neat cattle and
indentured servants, were nothing but the shadows in an old man’s mind by
then. And yet, despite the lapse of seventy years and more, the tale was very
harsh. The weals of shivering days were white upon his soul.

Though it was May, a chill northwest wind was blowing hard beneath a
leaden sky. Looking from the Lower Green, the drab death of the marshes
was already changing. The trees were bare of foliage by the marshes’ edge;
but though the sky was dark and the sea beyond the marshes leaden and very
rough, there was life in the air.

There was activity among the hovels clustered about the lower green.
Though the day was harsh and stormy, those among the settlers who had
windows in their walls of squared oak and wattle had opened them to let in
the air. Where there were no windows, the doors were open wide, giving
glimpses of trampled earthen floors and of scanty household goods among
the shadows. The vapor was rising from the roofs of sod and thatch. The log
stockades and shelters were open, for the cattle were at last upon the
common. The women were pouring kettles of steaming water into troughs
hewn out of logs, for the spring washing. By the edge of a small salt creek
Goodman Scarlet, his heavy arms bared was calking his shallop. Almost any



day it would be ready to take him up the coast for his trade in beaver at the
Indian towns.

Two bond servants, in the soiled red knit caps and worn green vests
edged with red tape which they had worn from England, were hewing at
beams for the great house belonging to Captain Swale. Even in later days it
seemed to Enoch that the house was very large. It stood out from the other
straggling huts, square and solid, covered by neatly cut oak clapboards. In
the front were two casement windows with diamond panes of actual glass
from home, instead of parchment; and its chimney was of English brick. It
was larger even than the meetinghouse, which faced it across the green.

As Enoch neared the green that morning, his footsteps faltered, for his
conscience was heavy inside him. He had left his corn planting in the Porter
field deliberately, despite the ordinance which laid down the hours for
children’s labor. The selectmen had ordained in meeting that from the age of
six upward, all children should be set to tasks of carding wool, tending cattle
or working at the corn hills. It was specified as well that each child be
lightly clad and thinly shod, to accustom its body early to the rigors of the
climate. Delinquency at tasks and noisy play were punished by lashings of a
birch rod upon the bare back, followed by a prayer.

Though the knowledge of his sin and the consequence of sin lay on
Enoch, a fascination stronger than conscience impelled him to hover near
the house of worship. Goodman Snead was seated in the stocks, but
Goodman Snead in the stocks was a familiar sight. Once a week, not
infrequently on the night before the Lord’s Day, Goodman Snead would
exceed himself in secret with berry wine or ale. The initial D sewn upon his
leather doublet had proved as useless to stay him as was prayer. Seated in
the stocks, the desires of the flesh seemed strong upon him, and malice was
bright upon his broad pale face. Even when the goodman in his degradation
winked at Enoch, after looking sharp in all directions, and stuck out his
tongue, it was not the Goodman Snead whom Enoch saw. The whipping post
by the meetinghouse was vacant. It had been used last when Mr. Whistle’s
indentured man had been brought from the forest by two strange Indians, for
a trade already was plied in escaping servants. Although these savages had
already seized upon the man’s leather doublet and green vest, they had asked
ten lengths of calico in payment for their hunting. A darkening stain of
blood upon the post showed where its last victim, in wincing from the lash,
had torn his wrists against the thongs.

The new addition to the plantation’s monuments of justice was a pole
made of a straight young pine, denuded of its branches, dripping still with



pitch. Upon the top of the pole was impaled an Indian’s head, shaved at the
skull save for a single lock that hung pendulous from the very top of the
cranium. The distortion of the face was horrible enough to draw the eye by
the sheer attraction of a revolting object. The mouth was gaping. The
sightless eyes were staring upward at the clouds. Two days before, a servant
of the Salem court had brought the head in a bag across his saddlebow.

“Ay,” said Goodman Snead, “look on him whilst you may, young master.
See the fine lovelock of him waving. There’ll be naught of him, come
another week. The rooks will spoil his face. There will be no face to a good
clean skull.”

“Be silent,” said Enoch. “Please not say any more.”
It shamed him that his voice shook and that he was close to tears.

“Squeamish in the belly, are you?” said Goodman Snead. “Yet you hear
how on lecture days. . . . Pray that [ may see light on lecture days. Keep you,
young master, from the path of evil which I have trod to my undoing and so
sit here in atonement. Ah, whilst the twig is supple yet to the bending, turn
—abh, turn.”

A sudden nasal, singsong note had entered Goodman Snead’s speech.
All at once he stared straight before him, looking beyond Enoch with frozen
intensity. Enoch turned and, as he did so, his knees smote sharp together.
Striding toward him was Captain Richard Swale, a gentleman and a
magistrate of the plantation.

“Boy,” said Captain Swale, “who are you?”
“Please, sir,” said Enoch, “I am Jack Porter’s son.”

Captain Swale was six feet tall, but in his high military boots—the only
ones in all the settlement—in his cloak and high-crowned beaver, he seemed
far taller. His face was thin and hard, set by prayer and discipline into lines
of spurious calm. His eyes were dark and moody, yet very deep and clear.

“Please, sir,” said Enoch, “I came to see the Powaw’s head.”

“Very well,” said Captain Swale. “Look on the Powaw’s head then
before I lead you home, and tell me how it came there.”

“Please, sir,” said Enoch, “they brought it in a bag.”
“Yes,” said Captain Swale, “but how came it in a bag?”

“They hanged him, sir,” said Enoch.



The captain did not answer, and finally Enoch dared to look at him; first
at his great jack boots, then up at his face.

“Listen, boy,” the captain said. “He is not placed there for children to
glut their fancy on. I have seen better heads than his by the town gates at
home—of godly men and even county gentlemen. Is it not so, Goodman
Snead?”

“Amen!” said Goodman Snead. “Amen! An eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tooth; it is the justice of the Lord. . . . And now, sure, Your Honor, my
time must be nigh up. Order me unloosed, so please Your Honor. The head
there is hurting my poor wits. Twice I’ve seen it roll its eyes, sure as my soul
knows light.”

A look of amusement changed the lines in the face of Captain Swale. He
had seen too much of suffering to let it stir him, for he knew that agony of
mind and body were a more common part of life than pleasure. There was a
grim humor in the thought that a man who came before him week by week
for debauchery and blasphemy should dread the sight of a head upon a pole.
But though the captain permitted himself to smile, he spoke with piety.

“It may be a greater power,” Captain Swale remarked, “that makes a
head mock you in your sight in payment for your sins. Think upon it,
Goodman Snead. And surely you know devils, for I have heard you screech
of devils often. And now—"

Still smiling, he turned away and perceived that Enoch was standing
listening with all the rapt attention that one might listen to a play.

“Now get you home,” said Captain Swale. “I will not report your
delinquency. There is punishment enough here, but mind you this: A new
land is born of blood and misery. If it so happen that you live to see a town
born here, remember that we stood alone—with only our hands and our faith
to protect us from savages who would do far worse than set our heads on
poles. He never told us what he did with Goodman Dowel’s gold.”

Nailed upon the pole was a rustling square of paper where the sin was
printed clear:

Here stands ye Hedde of ye Powaw of Nimnuck. Ye all may
regard his juste Deserts for Ye Bloody Murder and Robbery of
John Dowel bachelor.

Enoch could remember when the men had brought the Powaw down
from the hill, strong in life. His arms had been trussed behind and a halter



was about his neck. They had seized him in drunken slumber on the floor of
John Dowel’s hut, which stood near the common pasture. A bloody stone
maul which had smashed John Dowel’s skull was in the Powaw’s open
hand. Enoch could remember the clamor of the voices, as women and
children left their work and men ran from the fields. His limbs were bare
and scarred, and you might have thought he did not hear, though every one
was saying, “Kill him! Kill him!”

All priests, or powaws, as one called them, were magicians among the
Indian folk. Many a man had crossed his fingers when the Powaw had
stalked silently across the green or had stood to watch the women beating
out the flax. Enoch was about to get him gone, as Captain Swale had
ordered, when Goodman Scarlet walked upon the green, still holding a
fistful of oakum.

“Good morning to you, Captain Swale,” said Goodman Scarlet, and
raised an awkward finger to his forehead.

Without pleasure, without malice, Captain Swale looked upon Goodman
Scarlet. The goodman was a side of life disturbing and despicable, which the
captain could not understand. It had to do with weights and measures and
quarts of ale, for Goodman Scarlet kept an ordinary in the first room of his
dwelling, and his back room was high with pelts.

“Friend,” said Captain Swale, “what do you want of me?”

“’Tis this, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, and he shifted his square toes
nervously. “I spied you watching the Powaw’s head. I was hoping, sir, that
you might be commanding it took down.”

“Well?” said Captain Swale. “Why do you want it down?”

“I ask your pardon, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet. “It’s bad for trade,
putting one of yon heads on a stick. It won’t do no good, sir—putting up
heads. It only heats their blood and they think we mean a war. The natives
up the river will be passing bundles of their arrows, mark you. They’ll be on
us some fine night. Nay, last night John Indian from the falls told me their
young men are murmuring.”

Captain Swale’s lips were thin. It was not the habit in those days to cross
or question Captain Swale, when the social barrier was as strong as the
barrier of faith. Not what Goodman Scarlet said but the insolence of his
saying it aroused the captain’s wrath.

“Man!” said Captain Swale. “Do you dare stand before me and criticize
the justice of our court?”



“No,” said Goodman Scarlet. “Lord forbid. I only say it is a Powaw’s
head, not a common man’s. The Powaw was a priest, sir, among his people
—a man of rank, the same as you—and the Powaw was not bad, though he
loved liquor like others I could name.”

Captain Swale smiled without kindliness or mirth and drew his long
black cloak more closely across his shoulders.

“I’ll say this to you,” he answered, “for, with our Lord’s help, I have
controlled my anger and have given ear like an humble man while you have
given tongue. Goodman Scarlet, you and I are different men, and when our
day comes we’ll be judged. Though the woods be filled with ravening
savages, Goodman Scarlet, the head stays on the pole.”

“Sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, “I only meant it for our good. I know their
ways and speech.”

Enoch thought that no man in the world could be so fine as Captain
Swale. Although Enoch still stood upon the green, his mouth half open,
Captain Swale did not appear to notice. The captain stood with his head
down, deep in thought. It was Goodman Snead, shouting in the stocks, who
roused him.

“May it please you, sir,” said Goodman Snead, “is my time not up?”
“What?” said Captain Swale.

“Is my time not up?” said Goodman Snead. “I was to be here for but an
hour.”

“Your time is up,” said Captain Swale, “when the constable comes to set
you loose.”

“Please, sir,” said Goodman Snead. “It is looking at the head. It drives
me fair crazy, sir. Its eyes have turned right at me, and he was a black
magician, sir. Please, sir, I can give you information if you let me loose.
Listen, sir. Goodman Scarlet sells spirits against the law. He’ll give up a
gallon for a gold pistole. I know it, for I’ve bought.”

Captain Swale walked slowly toward him, his hands behind his back.
“Ah,” said Captain Swale, “for a gold pistole?”
“Yes, if it please you, sir,” said Goodman Snead, “for a gold pistole.”

“And how”—all at once the voice of Captain Swale was loud and
terrible—"“and how did you come on a gold pistole, you drunken dog?”



All at once the face of Goodman Snead had gone as blotched and white
as sour milk. He did not answer; he opened his mouth, but he did not
answer.

“Speak!” said Captain Swale. “Or I’ll make you speak! Dowel had gold.
Where were you the night John Dowel died?”

But Goodman Snead did not answer. A ray of sunlight, dull and leaden,
had come through the gray clouds and had struck clear against the pole, so
that the shadow of it fell across the stocks and over the goodman’s face.

“Please, sir, if you believe in mercy,” shriecked Goodman Snead, “let me
loose or take that head away.”

“There’ll be time enough for that,” said Captain Swale. “Who’s shouting
out my name?” Enoch had already heard.

“Captain Swale!” some one was shouting. A boy was running toward the
green; he was one of the Matthews boys, ragged and torn by briers and
splashed with mud, who had been sent to watch the cattle on the hill. One of
his shoes had been lost in his haste; his breath was strangled from his
running.

“The great river, Captain Swale!” he gasped. “The great river is full of
Indians in boats of bark.”

“Hold,” said Captain Swale. “Stay where you are!” And his eyes fell on
Enoch, who stood rooted, staring. “Boy,” said Captain Swale, “run yonder to
the meetinghouse and beat on the great drum!”

There was no bell in those days upon the house of worship; instead,
beneath the porch, to keep it from the rain, was a great drum of bull’s hide,
stretched taut over a hollow stump, like the war drums of the Indians. A
stick lay beside it, weighted in the head.

“Did you hear me?” shouted Captain Swale. “Beat upon that drum!”

And Enoch smote with the stick and the sound was like thunder.
“Boom!” went the drum—*“Boom!”—so loudly that it seemed to tear at the
voice of Captain Swale, as he shouted to his servants by his house.

“Thomas! Will! Bring out my breast piece and the pistols, and your
pikes!”

“Boom!” went the drum. “Boom!” It swung and creaked against the
ropes that held it to the porch rafters. It was like a living thing, trembling in
its fury, calling in a voice that all could understand. It was conjuring up such



a scene as no one would live to see again. The pitiful starkness of the town
stood out against the booming of that drum. The sonorous phrases of the
Scriptures seemed to vanish with the pulsing beat. All that gave a dignity to
suffering and squalor was beaten to the distance.

“Boom!” went the drum. “Boom!” Women with drawn white faces, their
drab dresses and their hoods plain and slatternly from toil, called out to their
children. Men were running from the oak woods by the marsh, their
broadaxes in their hands. Men were hastening from the hill, driving in their
cattle; stumbling in their haste until they reached the green—bareheaded
men and men in soiled red caps, freemen and bondsmen. The four or five
who might be termed gentlemen, and those who were selectmen, gathered in
a group apart. The Reverend Wayne was there, older than the rest and very
thin; and Timothy Parlin, short and broad of shoulder, with narrow squinting
eyes; and Mr. Thomas Whistle, in an old doublet with slashed sleeves. A
broad silver buckle, newly polished, flashed on Mr. Whistle’s belt. His cufts
were resplendent with lace, although the General Court was already
legislating against such finery, and of all the men in the plantation Mr.
Whistle alone wore shoes with long and pointed toes.

“Boy!” shouted Thomas Whistle, buckling on his sword. “Stop that
accursed drum!”

“Mr. Whistle,” said the Reverend Wayne, “that drum was placed there
for a godly purpose.”

“Sir,” answered Mr. Whistle, “with all reverence to your cloth, this is not
the time for admonition—when savages are on the river.”

In its majesty and in its meanness, all truth came out with the beating of
that drum. The small men were washed away like sand before its sound,
leaving the greater standing, and the Reverend Wayne was great. Fanaticism
burned in him like a fever; it had long ago burned away all thought of self,
until it left him only a shell of a man, seared by energy and devoid of fear.

“Thomas Whistle,” said the Reverend Wayne, “were we in the very
shadow of the valley, I’'ll admonish whom I please, according as I am given
light!”

He would have continued as he had started if a new interruption had not
turned his words. A woman had burst through the crowd; it was plain to see
that she belonged to that vagrant sect which continually disturbed the
tranquillity of the land. Her dress was in horrid disorder, her hair fell in lank
strands upon her shoulders, and her eyes burned with insane triumph.



“Repent ye!” she shrieked. “Repent ye, for the day of judgment is at
hand.”

“Seize her!” cried the Reverend Wayne.

Some one had already seized her, and the interruption seemed neither
strange nor fanciful, but simply a part of that life.

Captain Swale and Mr. Parlin and the rest had scarcely noticed. The men
whom Captain Swale had drilled in training days had taken up their arms
and were forming a ragged line. They had pikes and long harquebuses for
the most part. The charges for their weapons were attached to baldrics on
small metal cylinders which seemed like ornamental bells. Some wore
burnished steel caps; some carried long, thrusting swords, but it must have
been a sad sight for Captain Swale, who had served in a good regiment of
pikes in other days. Of them all, Captain Swale alone looked like a soldier,
in his shining breast piece with his long sword in his hand.

“Put the women and children in my house!” he shouted. “And close up
the cattle! Set the water heating! And you, Mr. Parlin, make the defense
here! Who will follow me? I want twenty men!”

It was not a time for talk or argument beneath the beating of the drum.
The men came fast enough—Goodman Scarlet and Goodman Hughes, and
Mr. Whistle and John Porter, and Will and Thomas, the two bondsmen, and
Goodman Hewett, the farmer, and Shadrach Symmes, who had been taking
fish.

“What are you planning, sir?” asked the Reverend Wayne.

Captain Swale turned holding his bare sword in his hand. “I am going
toward the river to meet them,” said Captain Swale.

“And may the Lord of Hosts go with us, for I am going too!” the old
minister said. “And now, brothers, make clean your hearts and raise your
voice in psalm.”

“This 1s no time for psalms!” said Mr. Whistle.

“Thomas Whistle,” said Captain Swale, “hold thy tongue. Move forward
and strike out a psalm!”

“Captain Swale!” It was Goodman Snead who was shouting from the
stocks. “Will you not loose me, sir? Will you leave me here alone?”

“Leave him,” said Captain Swale. “No, constable, leave him, let him
keep a watch upon the Powaw’s head.”



“Deliver me from mine enemies.” Above the tumult of voices there rose
the nasal chant of the Reverend Wayne. “Defend me from them that rise up
against me. Deliver me from the workers of iniquity and save me from
bloody men.”

Toward the great river, along the sodden track, Captain Swale and the
men were marching. And Enoch Porter followed them unheeded, filled by a
curiosity and wonder that was greater than fear.

Before you reach the river from our lower green, the road runs a mile or
more along a ridge above the marshes. The track which existed then twisted
and turned more than the road does now, to avoid bowlders and clumps of
trees.

The men, with their muskets and their pikes, splashed through the
sodden turf in silence, when the minister had stopped his psalm. There was
no sound but the splashing of boots and now and then the faint ring of steel.
The musketeers had lighted their fuses and held their hands cupped over the
smoldering wicks. Now and then a puff of the smoke would blow into their
nostrils, acrid and different from the fresh smells of wood and water.

Goodman Scarlet carried one of the muskets, shouldering it as he had
been taught in the train band at home. A few paces ahead Captain Swale was
walking, looking sharply to right and left. Like other cadets from county
houses, he had served in the Low Countries and knew battle. The blood of
fighting men was hot in Captain Swale; the noise of battle was already in his
ears.

“May it please you, sir,” the Matthews boy was whispering, “we shall
sight them over the next slope. ’Tis where I saw them drawing their bark
boats to shore.”

They had reached the ridge, as it is called in our town to-day; a desolate
rise of ground then, with a few scrub oaks and cedars growing among
charred stumps where the Indians had burned for planting long before. The
land was nothing but a stretch of uneven ground and bushes, sloping gently
to a swamp beside the river, as desolate as wilderness; and loneliness and
vacancy were all about. The river flowed past marshy banks, broad and
leaden beneath the sullen sun. In its vastness and its loneliness, the river was
telling of infinite distances and of forces which God, but never man, could
hold in check. It flowed in solitude, but whence it flowed no one knew. It
might have been from the western sea; it might have been from a land of
dwarfs and devils. Its current was flowing outward into the sea, and where
its waters met the sea there was a fringe of waves upon the sand bars, and



even from the distance where they stood, there was the melancholy sound of
waves, carried on the rising wind.

“Keep close, men!” said Captain Swale. The Matthews boy was pointing
toward the river bank. His voice was quivering in a sharp infectious
excitement which sent a blaze of color into the captain’s face.

“Yonder, by the river,” he said, “there they be, sir. Do you spy their boats
of bark?”

From where they stood, the boats seemed very small, a dozen or more
drawn bottom upward on the brown marsh reeds. They had landed on a bit
of shelving open beach where white fishermen sometimes dried their catch
in summer. Beside the boats was a group of strange, dark men, nearly naked
despite the sharp wind, and in the distance one could plainly hear the beating
of a drum.

“Move on,” said Captain Swale. “The Lord has delivered them into our
hands.”

Silently and cautiously, like figures in a dream, they started down the
slope. The wideness of that river and the grayness of the sky made them
silent—all except the Reverend Wayne.

“And though I walk,” said the Reverend Wayne, “through the valley of
the shadow of death, I will fear no evil.”

The boats were growing larger to their sight; the dark men could be
clearly seen, like strange animals, moving to the beating of the drum.

“Move on,” said Captain Swale, and then he added in a lower tone,
almost to himself: “They see us and they do not move.”

He might have known that the dark men first had seen him long ago. He
should have known that their senses were sharper far than his. When they
were a hundred paces off the beating of the drum ceased. Captain Swale’s
face was like a mask, except for the glitter in his eyes.

“Halt!” said Captain Swale. “Musketeers two paces forward. Steady and
take aim.”

A man was moving from the Indians—a solitary figure, tall and straight,
with his hand raised above his head.

“What’s this?” said Captain Swale.

Goodman Scarlet stepped forward, for of all that group of men only he
knew the Indians’ speech.



“Easily, please you, sir,” he said. “Go easily. They intend no war.”
“Stand aside, you fool!” said Captain Swale.

“I tell you,” said Goodman Scarlet, “they intend no war. The sachem is
coming toward us, making a sign of peace.”

“The more fool, he!” said Captain Swale. “They have their weapons in
their hands.”

“But wait,” said Goodman Scarlet; “it’s better to speak them fair.”
“Get back to your place!” roared Captain Swale.

But Goodman Scarlet walked forward as though he did not hear, with his
hand above his head. The Indian man had drawn very near; one could see
that he was old. Except for a breechclout of deerskin, there was no covering
on his shrunken limbs, and now that he was nearer, he was a dirty old man,
with three oily feathers tied to his single lock of hair, and with pockmarks on
his face.

Three paces away from Goodman Scarlet, halting, he began to speak in a
rusty, quavering voice, filled with strange coughs and gutturals.

“Move off!” shouted Captain Swale. “I’ll give the word to fire.”

“Don’t, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet; “you’d be doing a bitter wrong. He
is a sachem of the Pennacook men. He says he comes in peace.”

“Do you hear my order?” shouted Captain Swale.
“No,” said Goodman Scarlet. “I’ll not move. I say they come in peace.”

For an instant every one was quiet while the goodman stood his ground.
It was the first time that many had seen a commoner speak his mind, staring
a gentleman in the face.

“You pretty scoundrel!” shouted Captain Swale. “Get back or I’ll pass
my sword through you!”

It was the Reverend Wayne who stopped them, who flung himself
between them with his psalm book in his hand, while the old sachem stood
watching.

“You’re wrong, sir,” said the Reverend Wayne. “What right have we to
kill if these people come in peace? Speak the wild man fair, Goodman
Scarlet. Ask what he desires. And you, sir’—he stared hard at Captain
Swale—*"“enough! I tell you speak him fair.”



And even Captain Swale forbore to cross a minister.

“Do you wish us killed?” cried Captain Swale. “Look! They’re moving
forward.” Sure enough, the Indians were moving nearer—close to forty
strange, dark men, coated with dirt, gazing with glassy, curious eyes. The
old sachem was speaking again, moving his hands in gestures.

“What is it that he says?” said the Reverend Wayne.

“He says they come in peace,” said Goodman Scarlet, “to make a prayer
to the great water.”

“A prayer?” said the Reverend Wayne. “Ask him how he makes his
prayer.”

“He speaks of the ocean,” said Goodman Scarlet. “He says it has been
their custom, long before white men came, to journey to the ocean. He says
that they will fight if we bar the way.”

“Does he?” said Captain Swale. “Then let us fight.”

“But if we do not,” said Goodman Scarlet, speaking to the Reverend
Wayne, “he will give us fifty pelts of beaver.”

“That’s what you want—those fifty pelts!” said Captain Swale.

“Peace!” said the Reverend Wayne. “You will not cross a minister,
Captain Swale. Ask him, Friend Scarlet, how they make that prayer.”

“They go in their boats,” said Goodman Scarlet, “across the bar and
pray.”

“The vanity of it!” said Reverend Wayne. “You say they will take to
their wretched boats of bark on such a sea as this to worship heathen gods?

Speak him fairly, friend. Tell him there is a greater God, who has made His
heaven and hell before man was ever on the earth.”

“He says he has heard,” said Goodman Scarlet, “and he asks why was
there a hell before there were men to punish.”

The Reverend Wayne sighed and looked not unkindly at that group of
naked men.

“Peace,” he said. “Let them go in peace.”

“Mark you, sir, you do wrong!” shouted Captain Swale. “Better kill
vermin while we have them.”



“Peace!” said Reverend Wayne. “Let them go in peace. What is it you
say now?”

And the thing that Goodman Scarlet said was what any Scarlet would
have said in any generation.

“I told him,” said Goodman Scarlet, “that for another hundred pelts, I’1l
bring my shallop here and take them safe to sea.”

“And what says he?” asked the Reverend Wayne, looking at the sea.

“He says,” said Goodman Scarlet, “that they’ll go in their own boats and
pray to their own god.”

Enoch Porter saw it all, standing behind the ranks; he saw with the eyes
and heard with the ears of a child, though children in those days reached
precociously to man’s estate.

This may have been the reason, when he wrote of it, that all which he
had seen so long ago assumed the fabric of a vision. The Lower Green and
the Powaw’s hand and Captain Swale and all the rest were sinking into
shadow; and those Indians beside the gray, sad river were symbols and not
shapes. Exactly what it was they wanted of the sea no one will ever know,
for all one can get is a glimpse of them beside the river bank—naked, ugly
men, examples of the degradation to which Satan led his children.

The old sachem with the pock-marked face had turned, and the rest of
them turned to their pitched birch boats. Those boats seemed as light as
baskets when they were carried to the water, as fragile as shells when they
floated by the bank, dancing with each small wave.

They moved one by one toward the center of the stream, their occupants
crouched low. As the river waves struck the boats, they scarcely seemed to
cleave the water, but the paddles of the wild men rose and fell like
pendulums.

“Look!” said Mr. Whistle. “Here’s sport! I’ll wager a silver pound—"

“Hold thy tongue, Thomas Whistle,” said Captain Swale, and his cheeks
were a dull, dark red. “They’ve gone when we had them in our hands.
They’ll be on us before night.”

“And I say they’ll not,” answered Mr. Whistle. “See them by the river
bar! They’ll not cross it in this water.”

Out by the river mouth the boats were plain to see, tossing wildly in the
cross chop of the waves. Then the tossing of one and then another seemed to



lessen.

“They’re shipping sea.” It was Will, the bond servant, who spoke, and
this his voice grew louder: “Look you! Two of ’em are sinking and one of
’em has tipped!”

It almost seemed as though a hand had struck those frail canoes, which
were meant for silent, inland waters and not for the open sea. It almost
seemed as though an invisible hand had passed over them, and nearly all
were gone, leaving nothing but black specks of heads, struggling in the
waves.

Goodman Scarlet, standing with his matchlock musket, looked away
from the river bar at Captain Swale for Captain Swale at last had roused the
goodman’s wrath.

“No, Captain Swale,” said Goodman Scarlet, “they’ll not be on us to-
night—those of them that get to shore. There’s other ways to kill a cat
besides boiling it in butter.”

Captain Swale may have known that he had been in the wrong, but he
also must have known that he had been made foolish by a common man.

And then the Reverend Wayne spoke—his thought had been on higher
things as he stood staring at the sea.

“It is the hand of God,” he said. “Let us kneel and pray.”
And Captain Swale and Goodman Scarlet knelt slowly side by side.

Whether it was heavenly justice or the red men’s lack of judgment or a
sudden gust of wind, one cannot tell, any more than why the Indians came.

“The last great band of Indians,” the Reverend Wayne has written, “that
came down our great river in boats of bark, or canoes, was said by their
Powaw, or their sachem, to have come to make a prayer. By the mercy of
heaven, half of them were drowned and the rest returned to their place.”

And that was all, or nearly all, before the veil of obscurity covers that
lean and distant time.

The news from the river had been sent ahead, so that, when they reached
the Lower Green, the drum was beating. Hard-bitten men and stern, plain
women, old before their time, stood waiting for the detachment to return.
Although the drum was beating out a paan of rejoicing; it made a hollow,
mournful sound. As the armed band reached the village green, some one
raised a feeble cheer.



“Huzzah!” an old man shouted. “Huzzah for Captain Swale!”

Goodman Scarlet smiled; he may have known that they would always
cheer for Captain Swale. He may have known that men would never shout
for such as he. He may have understood that they were not acclaiming the
captain’s prowess, that they may have seen the captain as a hard and narrow
man. They were cheering for what the captain stood for, and not for Captain
Swale, for something that was nearly lost in that hard land—for laces and
ribbons and music, for the fine gesture, for prancing horses upon a dusty
road.

“Ah me,” some one was murmuring, “but he’s the pretty gentleman!”
Mr. Parlin hurried forward to shake the captain’s hand.

“There’s been grave doings here since you’ve been gone,” said Mr.
Parlin, “and we’ve done a grievous wrong. What think you has happened?
Goodman Snead has confessed to the murder of John Dowel. His conscience
made him speak.”

Captain Swale looked upon the empty stocks, then up at the Powaw’s
head upon its pole.

“And where is Goodman Snead?”” he asked.

“He’s in the meetinghouse in chains,” said Mr. Parlin, “waiting on your
pleasure.”

“It’s well,” said Captain Swale. “And now take down the Powaw’s
head!”

Then a strange thing happened—indecorous and startling.

A slow anger which had been burning in Goodman Scarlet made him
forget time and place.

“Ay,” he said, in a voice loud enough for every one to hear, “take it down
and cover up the folly. Huzzah for Captain Swale!”

Captain Swale stepped forward; whatever he might have thought, he did
not show it.

He moved forward slowly, a shining man in steel and leather, as lithe
and straight and clean as Goodman Scarlet was bent and grimy.

“Seize that man!” he said. “Tear off his doublet and bind him to the post.
All of you have heard him speak treason against our law and raise his voice



in raillery at a magistrate. Constable, give him a dozen lashes. Whilst I live
and am given strength, there’ll be justice in our town!”






The Best Ones Go

P to a year or so ago the best man to see was Harry Dow, if you wanted
Uthe ancient gossip of Haven’s End. Harry made his living buying books

and letters from the local attics and selling the best of them to city
dealers. In his shop, one flight up above the main street, he had two rooms
filled with rubbish, which should have been thrown away two generations
back. Old newspapers kept cascading to the floor, and boxes of letters,
which their owners had better have burned when they were still fresh from
the post, kept getting underfoot.

The shop itself was old, two upper rooms of one of those square
Federalist dwellings, whose ground floor had been turned into a grocery.
You could still see the molding and wainscot behind the books.

“Yes, sir,” Harry Dow would tell you, “I buy ’em all and lug em here in
baskets. Trash and all, I buy ’em, when that Jew junkman don’t come first. I
can set right here and piece together facts that would surprise you. I don’t
believe there’s any past. It’s all somewhere, if you follow me—
somewheres.”

But you could not follow him all the way, for his mind had become a
pudding of names and facts, as unreliable as a broken watch. The era of the
China trade was recent when Harry Dow got started, and he could ramble
back to the first “New England Primer” and the Freeman’s Oath without a
change of tense.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Dow. “Here’s Colonel Richard Swale’s own writing
now—the one that was magistrate of the first settlement. Listen to what I
know about him—heh, heh—would you like to hear?”

Yes, Harry was the one who could dig up the Haven’s End scandals.
They might be imagination, but nothing seemed impossible when his voice
droned on.

He snatched at a loose piece of paper and began to read. He had a knack
of getting through old writing.

“This morning | called my grandson Micah Swale into my
Great Chamber and asked him did he fear the Lord. On his telling
me he did so fear Him I did tell him that I had small comfort in my
two sons, to wit his father and his uncle; that they were better in



the warehouses than keeping a fitting place as Gents.; that it was
my desire he should have my Great House when I was gone to my
reward and the Meadow land about it and two of my ships and the
Goods within my House and my five tankards of silver; and my
three slaves to wit the Negurs from the Guinea coast brought
thence by Captain Haight I bade him hold his Head high as I have
done. Then I bade him be humble for the meek are blessed having
a care not to consort with Commoners; that he was a Gent.; with a
coat of arms. Then I gave him ten pistoles and bade him dress him
like a man of substance; that lace is not allowed to Gents.”

The great house of Colonel Richard Swale has been torn down, but it
was up as late as 1890, and a street by the river where the house stood is still
called Swale’s Lane. The Colonel built his house there in 1685, on a forty-
acre rectangle, close by his own wharf.

In August, 1690, when Colonel Swale sat in his parlor, he could look
through his window across the marshes to the sea, with no house to mar his
view. A snatch of breeze through the window brought in the scent of grass
and the smell of salt water. Distant sounds of hammering were carried on
that breeze and the rumbling of a heavy wain and the tolling of a bell.
Colonel Swale reached for his gold-headed cane and rapped on the floor

three times, and Peter, his bond servant, opened the door before the rapping
had ended.

“Is Master Micah not come yet?”” asked Richard Swale.
“No, your Honor,” Peter said.

“He’s late,” said Richard Swale. “He’s late and drinking. The young men
at Harvard College are always at strong liquor.”

“Ay, your Honor,” said Peter, speaking through his nose, as was still the
fashion then. “It do be shocking, so please you, how the young bloods do
carry on these days. What with wine and wenching—"

“Wenching?” said Richard Swale.

“Ay, your Honor,” said Peter. “It’s not the young master’s fault. He’s
with the crew down to Scarlet’s, drinking before they go on board. They’ve
trussed up a tithing man, your Honor, and are a-going at the rum.”

“They’ll be drinking salt water at Quebec,” said Richard Swale. “Where
are the other tithing men?”



“They do be afeared, sir,” said Peter. “The men with Captain Haight are
lusty, your Honor. They’d stick a tithing man in the belly, the way I might
stick a pig. They flung knives at Goodman Scarlet, and he’s a powerful

2

man.

Richard Swale’s bent shoulders still bore the traces of his former
strength, as he rose slowly from his chair.

He walked toward the chimney and seized his riding whip, which hung
upon a nail.

“Go saddle up my horse,” he said.
“Your pardon, sir,” said Peter. “You ain’t going to the tavern?”

“Saddle up my horse!” said Richard Swale. “I’ll fetch Micah out of
there.”

Once in his saddle, he was still a pretty sight; old as he was, none in all
the town could sit a horse as well. His jack boots were shining from fresh
tallow; his dark coat had silver buttons and frogs of silver braid; his
wristbands and his falling band were starched and spotless white.

“You’ll want help, sir,” said Peter. “Shall I sound the horn?”

“No,” said Richard Swale, “why should I need help?” And he walked his
horse slowly down the lane.

Upon his right hand was a field of Indian corn, upon his left were
grazing grounds for cattle. The pumpkins by the corn hills were already
growing golden on the rocky soil.

“It’s too late for sailing to the northward,” Richard Swale said. And then
it came to him that soon he would be sailing on a longer voyage and that he
would never see his town again. He could recall when there had never been
a house by the great river, nothing but marsh and rocky, rising ground.
Within the limits of the township now were close to twelve hundred souls
and three houses of worship; and a fine, broad street, named King Street,
sloped down to the river, where there once had been an Indian track, with
solid houses of wood and brick on either side, most of them still uncolored
by the weather. At the head of that street was a ropewalk and by the river he
saw his own long wharf of oak and chestnut piles with new puncheon
planking, fresh and shining from the broadax. Upon the wharf were stacks of
good oak lumber, barrels of dried cod and pickled sturgeon, casks of rum
and hogsheads of molasses.



Farther down the river, beside a rut lane, was a drying place for cod and
herring. There was a distillery already in the town, where black molasses of
the Indies was turned to rum, and there was a shipyard, run by one of
Scarlet’s sons who knew the shipwright’s trade. There were two good mills
and a tannery already in the town; workers in iron and wood had come
across the sea.

Yet he could remember when it all was nothing, when the river was
broad and bare, save for the flash and smack of sturgeon and the splashing
of wild fowl rising in new flight.

A high-sterned, clumsy vessel was weaving in the tide. Colonel Swale
glanced at her sharply; it was his ship, the Prudence, which was sailing that
same evening to join the expedition for Quebec.

As he rode down the street, the wives curtsied and the men pulled off
their hats, for they all knew him as the last, or almost the last, of the men of
the old plantation.

“Good day, your Honor,” he heard them say, as though he were a figure
and not a man. And he heard some one whisper above the hoofbeats of his
horse, “It’s Colonel Swale. He was with the regiments when they took King
Philip’s head. Twenty years upon the Council of the Bay. It’s the Colonel’s
ship that’s sailing for Quebec.”

Down toward the end of the street, close where the stores stand thick to-
day, Scarlet’s ordinary stood. It was run by the son of the first Scarlet he had
known. Its roof was low and sloping. Its door stood open from dawn to dark.
The sounds coming out that door were startling enough, for all merriment
was startling then, when Haven’s End was not yet inured to the noise of men
from ships.

As he reined up his horse by the door, he saw that the noise had gathered
a crowd of loafers.

“Hold the bridle,” said Colonel Swale and dismounted. The men made
way quickly as he walked by and once again he heard low voices.

“Look, it’s Colonel Richard Swale.”

“Go, fetch the constable!” said Richard Swale. “And call the tithing
men.”

Within the ordinary, some one was singing. It came over Richard Swale
with something of a shock that it was his grandson’s voice, and the song he



sang rang upon the street in a peculiar way, like a desecration that flaunted
decency and modesty.

“When she danced upon the green,
She wore the sweetest garters,
That ever I have seen.”

And after that came a chorus.

“Sure the sweetest garters that ever
I have seen—"

Colonel Swale walked into Scarlet’s ordinary with his whip dangling in
his hand. It was a great, low-studded room in rough pine with heavy rafters,
thick with tobacco smoke and reeking with that new beverage called “kill
devil” or rum. About a long trestle table in the center of that room, twenty or
thirty men were seated on pine benches, banging on the board with pewter
tankards—in ragged clothes like Joseph’s coat—with tanned faces and hair
done up in pigtails. Their breeches were cut short off at their bare knees; the
feet of most of them were bare and knives were thrust in sashes, bound tight
about their waists.

But no one appeared to notice the Colonel until he spoke.
“Silence!” he roared.

There was a shuffling of feet and a rumbling of voices and then he heard
a voice above the rest.

“Damn my eyes, it’s Grandsire!”

Colonel Swale blinked and glanced toward the head of the table. His
grandson was standing with a flagon in his hand, slender, hardly more than a
boy, with the long, thin face of all the Swales. His coat was of deep purple
silk and there were lace ruffles at his neck and wrist. He wore a rich brown
periwig that fell in curls about his shoulders.

“Micah,” called Richard Swale. “Set down that bowl.”
“Boys,” said Micah. “Don’t mind him. It’s only Grandsire’s way.”

Then Richard Swale felt a hand upon his arm. It was Captain Haight, the
master of his vessel, a short, squat man in a greasy red coat.

“Out to the street, sir,” said Captain Haight. “This ain’t no place for
'7’

you



A hand fell on his other arm; it was Goodman Scarlet in his dirty apron.

“Best get gone,” said Goodman Scarlet. “There’ll be trouble in the
house.”

The filthy place, the dirty, sandy floor, the greasy, spattered table seemed
to rise and smite him like a blow. With a wrench, he sent Scarlet reeling a
step backwards.

“Mind you how you hand me, sir, for I'm as good as you,” Goodman
Scarlet said.

“Are you so?” roared Richard Swale.

“Ay, I am,” said Goodman Scarlet. “Your sons do business with me and
your grandson’s here.”

Richard Swale stepped backward and thrust Captain Haight away. The
men were laughing at the table; they were getting to their feet.

“Throw him out!” some one shouted.

“Laugh, will you?” Richard Swale shouted. “Well, take this in your
teeth.”

Then a man was stumbling backwards. Richard Swale had struck him
clear across the face with his long, thonged whip.

“Draw back, sir,” called Captain Haight.

Even then, he felt a faint distaste, in spite of his anger, at being caught up
in a tavern brawl. There were faces everywhere like faces in a fever. A man
was coming at him with a knife. He struck out with his whip, and the man
drew back, half-blinded, and raised his knife to throw.

Captain Haight snatched out his cutlass, but he was not in time. Micah
was the one who struck the man, clean on the head, with a three-legged
stool.

“Ay,” roared Micah, “that for you!”

The constable and the tithing men had come and were pushing the
sailors out the door, leaving Colonel Swale standing swaying slightly upon
the sandy floor. His eyes were on Micah, and Micah, too, was reeling. As he
looked, a door opened, and a girl with yellow hair, that straggled beneath her
cap, ran toward Micah Swale.

“Micah!” she cried. “Did they hurt thee, Micah?”



“No,” said Micah, “no, my love.”

“Throw cold water on that boy’s head,” said Colonel Swale, “and send
him home.”

Then the girl’s eyes were on him. He saw her bosom rise and fall
beneath her gray homespun dress.

“Sure,” she said, “I’ll send him, sir. He’ll be right as rain, sir, when he’s
had a dash of water.”

“And who are you?” said Richard Swale.
“Please, sir,” she said. “I’m Submit Scarlet, if it please you, sir.”

As she looked at him, he saw that she was afraid, but that did not
surprise him. Then Goodman Scarlet spoke, staring straight at Richard
Swale.

“Look at her, if you like,” he said. “I mind you had my father triced up
once and whipped. But you’ll see a Swale and Scarlet walking up to the
church.”

“Keep your tongue,” answered Richard Swale, still staring at the girl.
Goodman Scarlet was grinning at him and rubbing his hands upon his apron.

“Ay,” he said, “ask Micah, if you don’t believe it. Ask him when he’s
sober.”

With an effort, the Colonel moved his lips into a smile.

“Man,” he said, “put your own head in water. Captain Haight, see your
fellows are put aboard and follow me to my house.”

Then he was on the street again; the hot August sun smote him and his
knees were weak. There was a larger crowd upon the street,—of laborers
and mechanics.

“Huzzah!” they shouted. “Huzzah for Colonel Swale.”

“Mind me!” he still heard the Goodman’s voice. “You’ll see a Swale and
Scarlet walking to the church.”

He raised his eyes toward the deep sky and, though he knew it could not
be, he prayed in silence that a Swale might not wed a common wench,
whose father kept an inn.

He dismounted at his door without a word. His black slave took his
horse’s head. His shadow fell before him, for the sun was growing low,



monstrous and grotesque.
“Is all well with your Honor?” Peter asked.

“Yes,” said Richard Swale. “Leave me in my room. Send me Captain
Haight, when he arrives. Tell me when Master Micah comes.”

Then he was standing in his own room, staring at its fine-hewn paneling.
His Bible lay upon the table, his inkhorn and his papers. His breast and back
piece and his iron cap hung upon the wall. A ray from the setting sun was
reflected in them dimly, for they were covered with fine dust. Above the
chimneypiece, his sword was resting on two stout pegs; it was a long,
thrusting weapon, with an elegantly wrought hilt. The blade was of Spanish
steel, whetted and sharp, with his coat of arms cut on it—a lion’s head above
water. He was holding the sword, balancing it between his fingers, when
Captain Haight arrived.

Captain Haight was out of breath; his face was wet from his exertions. In
those days the sea left its stamp on men, so that any one could read their
calling. The Captain’s shore clothes chafed him and made him look like a
parody of a man. A great red handkerchief was tied about his throat; his
boots were covered with dust and, as he walked, two small braids of black
hair danced up his cheeks.

“Damme, sir!” said Captain Haight. “If you ain’t looking white!”

“Look to yourself,” said Richard Swale. “Have you got the men
aboard?”

“Ay, my master,” said the Captain hastily, “and I’ll be blithe to go. We’ll
be out inside two hours.”

Colonel Swale looked down at him; he was a head taller than Captain
Haight.

“You’ll be blithe to go,” he said, “but I doubt if you’ll come back alive.
It’s no time for fighting in the north, when the weather’s getting late.”

“Damme!” said Captain Haight. ““ ’Tis better clawing off the rocks than
rotting on this shore. Now I know you and you know me. Don’t you come at
me with any talk about that tavern fight. The men has got to drink.”

“Mind your manners,” said Richard Swale.

“Manners!” said the Captain. “I know you and you know me. You had
your luck not to have a knife inside you, beating men from drink.”

“Save your voice to pray that you’ll come home alive,” the old man said.



“Me?” said Captain Haight. “I’ll take my chance on that, my master.
Only don’t go giving me your voice because the men were drinking.”

Richard Swale looked down at Captain Haight and held out his hand.
“Take that purse off the table and put it in your pocket.”

“Thanks,” said Captain Haight; “I’ve liked you better than others in
these psalm-singing roads. I’ve tossed an anchor in all the colonies. There’s
jolly boys in Virginny and smiling maidens in New York and, as for all the
Indies, I swear you’d dance to see ’em, but there’s a pox on all the Bay
colonies. Here’s the first land where a man can’t rinse his gullet when he
comes off the water.”

And then there was a knocking at the door.
“Your Honor,” said Peter, “Master Micah’s come.”

“Tell him to come in,” said Richard Swale. “And Haight, are you the
man to take my orders and no questions asked?”

“Ay,” said the Captain, “I’m your man.”
“Go to the kitchen,” said Richard Swale, “and wait till I call again.”

A change came over Captain Haight. He took a quick glance at the half-
open door.

“You ain’t aiming to push him off, be you, Master?” he inquired.
“How? Push him off?” said Richard Swale.

“Spike him with that dirk of yours.” Captain Haight jerked his thumb
toward the sword.

Richard Swale threw back his head; his face was deathly pale.
“No,” he said.

“No offense,” said Captain Haight. “No offense, my master. It’s not my
custom to push ’em off, unless they give a push at me.”

A half minute later, Micah entered.

“Close the door and draw the bolt,” said Richard Swale. And he and his
grandson were standing face to face.

They made the contrast of the old that was leaving and the new which
had come to seize all that the old had gathered—Richard Swale in his dark
coat, with its silver frogs and buttons, and his long white hair; Micah Swale



in velvet, with ribbons at his knees. They had the same long faces, the same
hard mouths and the same glitter in their eyes.

“So here you are, you drunkard!” said Colonel Swale.
“Grandsire,” said Micah, and he laughed. “You’re still a hard old case.”

“It’s the liquor that speaks within you,” said Richard Swale, “you
drunken lout.”

Micah Swale laughed again. “No, sir,” he said. “You like it better when I
speak to you like a man.”

All at once Richard Swale smiled. “Micah,” he said, “Micah, are you not
afraid?”

“Of you?” said Micah. “No, sir. I’'m not afraid of you.”

“Micah,” said Richard Swale, “you heard what Scarlet said. Tell me it’s
a lie. And then go to your bed.”

“What did he say?” asked Micah Swale.

Richard Swale strode toward him and lowered his voice. “He spoke a
libel. He said that you would marry that wench of his. I'm an old man,
Micah; I’ve seen too many changes. Tell me that’s not true.”

There was a pause and Micah answered, “It’s as true as the eye is in your
face.”

When Richard Swale drew in his breath, it made a choking rattling
sound.

“Micah,” he said, “there’s no cause to lead her to the church.”

All the while that Richard Swale was speaking, he seemed to be
struggling with something stronger than himself, a force which bore him
down and bent him to his knees.

“Now, sir,” said Micah, “there are worse people than the Scarlets. Wait
till you see her again, sir. Wait till you hear her speak.”

Suddenly Richard Swale felt dizzy. He gripped at the table to keep
himself from falling.

“Now!” he shouted. “Think who you are, fool. You came of the Swales
of Norwich.”

Even as he spoke, his own voice sounded hollow.



“Yes,” said Micah, “and what are the Swales of Norwich here? Every
freeman here has rights as good as yours.”

“Be silent,” shouted Richard Swale.

“No,” said Micah, “I’ll not be silent and I'll tell you this. The Scarlets
have their money.”

Richard Swale was composed again. He betrayed none of the emotion
which surged within him—even his voice was level and quiet like a
preacher’s voice.

“So,” he said, “that’s over. Go out. Get out.”

Micah did not answer, but bowed and shot the bolt back on the door.

“Peter,” Richard Swale said, “send in Captain Haight.”

As Captain Haight returned, he heard the old man muttering beneath his
breath.

“Haight,” said Richard Swale, “have two men seize my grandson and hit
him on the head.”

“Right!” said Captain Haight, “If them’s orders.”

“Keep him in the cabin,” said Richard Swale, “until you get to sea. And
when you join the fleet, give him this.” He took his sword down from its peg
above the fireplace.

“Ay, ay, sir,” said Captain Haight. “And happy days to you, master. And
let us have our liquor when we get back home.”

“No,” said Richard Swale, “you’ll not be back. The season is too late.
Give my compliments to Sir William Phipps. Say I repeat what I told him in
the Council,—that he’ll never take Quebec.”

It was November when the news came south. Half an hour after the
messenger rode in, the church bells began to toll. Men left their work to
stand silent in the street or to tell of papish rumors that Indians and priests
were gathering on the frontiers.

Richard Swale was standing on the wharf in his black cloak to guard him
from the biting wind and the messenger himself rode down to tell him,
dismounting and walking toward him and pulling off his hat.



“There’s ill news, sir,” the man cried out. And, when he told of it
afterwards, he said that the old man’s face went gray. “The fleet is in; your
ship is lost, your Honor.”

“Yes,” said Richard Swale. “I thought it. The best must always go.”

And then Richard Swale stood alone, staring at the river. Though he
stood motionless and though his eyes were dry, he must have known that his
life was drifting into nothing, like a mass of sticks upon the tide.

“Your Honor,” came a voice beside him. “Please, your Honor.”

He was not surprised, when he looked up; it was the Scarlet girl beside
him, weeping, her hair blowing wild across her face.

“So here you are,” he said. “Revile me, if you like it. It is not thy fault,
girl.”

“No,” she said, “I did not come for that, your Honor. I came to be near
some one who loved him and I know you loved him, sir.”

And, as Richard Swale looked blankly on her, her voice broke in a sob.

“Oh, why did you not tell me before you sent him off? I never would
have him marry me.”

“How?”” said Richard Swale.

For a moment the sight of the weeping girl moved him, when he thought
he had lost capacity for all emotion.

“No,” she said. “I loved him too much to hurt him.”
“It needed only that,” said Richard Swale. He did not tell her to go away.
“And yet,” he said. “I could have done no different.”

And he knew he could not, for at last he knew that he was only vanity.
And that he was already gone. He heard the bells from the meetinghouses
calling the town to prayer and, all at once, he knew what others were to
know at Haven’s End,—that his hopes were nothing and that only his town
was left.
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I’d a Bible in my hand, when I sail’d, when I sail’d,
I’d a Bible in my hand when I sail’d;

I’d a Bible in my hand, by my father’s great command,
But I sunk it in the sand, when I sail’d.

‘645



Captain Whetstone

ROM the start of the first settlement, the Swales and Scarlets have stayed
Fin Haven’s End. Their names crop up in every list left in the archives,

from landed proprietors and parishioners, from militia muster rolls of all
the wars, from shipowners’ rosters and prize crews down to the
stockholders’ list at the gas plant and the cotton mill, and thence to the local
telephone directory. “Swale, Dennis, 101-2; Scarlet, John, 17”—you would
never guess that piracy once stalked among the Scarlets or the Swales.

When the automobiles go down our main street in the dusk of a summer
evening, and when the crowd stands before the Shoe-Shine Parlor listening
to the radio, you still can hear them say, “Good evening, Mr. Swale,” when a
Swale walks by, and still it is only, “Ah there, John,” when a Scarlet’s on the
street. . . .

You have to go back to scraps of recorded fact to get the gist of the
whole story, and then piece the facts together with the loose cement of one
of those hearsay legends which have not wholly died along the New
England coast. But once impaled in type, the early vitality of Haven’s End
has gone dry as faded flowers, blighted by the plague of meticulous
accuracy.

Take the “History of the Swale Family,” for example. It is one of those
corpulent volumes such as lies on the “S” shelf of any good genealogical
library, prepared by Dennis Swale back in 1894. On page 165 the passage
stands as a footnote, like an island in a flood of births and deaths:

“It is said,” the passage runs, “that the Micah Swale, above-mentioned,
whose birth is inscribed in the records of the First Parish Church, as son of
Thomas Swale, Esq., and Elizabeth Parlin, from whom the writer is himself
descended (see pp. 159-168), engaged himself in a gallant affair, using the
term in its broadest sense, with one Submit Scarlet, a town girl beneath his
station. It is even alleged that the young man proposed marriage. Upon
hearing of this, his grandfather, Col. Swale, the founder of our family (see
pp. 49, 50, 67, etc.), forcibly constrained the youth to join the Phipps
expedition to Quebec (August, 1690). In the autumn of this same year his
ship was reported lost with all hands. Though every investigation confirms
this loss, the present writer has come across the rumor that Micah Swale
survived, and even visited his birthplace under shadowy circumstances, and
there is also talk that a child of his was born. There is no truth in this. In



alluding to this matter, the writer hastens to add that he wishes in no way to
cast an aspersion on any of the Scarlet descendants, who have always held a
most reputable and useful position in our local history. (See odd note on the
whipping of Goodman Scarlet, pp. 47, 49.)”

Dennis Swale was not the one to guess how close he was to a tale as
grotesque as any you might tell about our town.

You have to go back to 1707, and even then there is the barest rattle of a
skeleton within the family closet. You must make a long jump from the
“History of the Swale Family” to the last minutes in the life of a Captain
Whetstone, as he stood at the foot of a gallows built for his benefit in Boston
Harbor, to pay the price of piracy. For some reason, modern histories of
Colonial piracy seldom mention this man’s name, since the great trial of
John Quelch and others of his crew in Boston, which took place three years
previous, has eclipsed the feats of Whetstone.

Yet when Whetstone’s fourteen-gun sloop was wrecked on Cape Cod
near Wellfleet Bar in August, 1707, Whetstone was widely known to crews
sailing in the Indies. Though his activities centered chiefly around Spanish
and Portuguese shipping, he had captured enough vessels to upset the sugar
trade, and at the time he was wrecked there was a price on his head, duly
paid by the English Crown. In a southeast gale, according to a survivor’s
account, “With very Fearsome thunder and lightening Bolts” Whetstone and
his crew found themselves among the breakers before they knew they were
off the course. Only five survivors, including Captain Whetstone and
Nicholas Doane, a forced man from a local fishing boat, reached the beach
alive. Doane, who was afterwards cleared by the court, gave information
against Whetstone, which caused his arrest near Barnstable, and he was
promptly brought to trial.

The details of the proceedings are still extant in a pamphlet, printed at
“Boston in New England by B. Green at the Brick Shop near the Old
Meeting House 1708.” In Haven’s End until lately there was a copy of it left.
It used to be in the parlor of old Miss Hannah Whistle, between the family
Bible and the Book of Common Prayer, and a stranger place for it you could
not imagine when the cat was purring on the window ledge and the wet-
wash man was whistling at the gate.

“Dear me,” Miss Hannah said, “it’s one of the family things. Don’t ask
me why it’s been kept. Goodness, here’s the wet wash coming!”

Even the words of the title were like a muftled bell: “The Arraignment,
Trial, Condemnation and Death, being a True Account of the Behavior and



last Moments of one Captain Whetstone, who died unrepentant for Sundry
Piracies herein set forth.”

In the town house of Boston, Captain Whetstone stood, a man with “a
long face badly marked by the small Pox and a Blue Scar above his left
Eye.” The Governor and Lieutenant Governor, who sat on the Court of
Admiralty, asked him various questions. Knowing the justice meted to
pirates in Massachusetts Bay, he must have known his time was short, for he
made no defense and answered tersely. Only a scrap or two of the
interrogation is worth recording now.

“Do you then confess?”

“I’ve been on the account, if that’s where you’re heading.”

“Did you stop the ship of Captain Mellow in the Vineyard Sound?”
“Ay, but she wasn’t worth the scuttling.”

“The witness hath deposed that before you were wrecked, you entered
into a creek or inlet further up the coast, close by the town of Haven’s End,
and went ashore alone. Is that the truth?”

“It is s0.”

“Did you go ashore to bury gold?”

“No, I have told you. Mine is off Wellfleet Bar.”
“Then why did you land alone?”

“On an affair, your Excellency.”

“What affair?”

“An affair that has no bearing in this court.”

“Is Whetstone your true and honest name?”’
“No.”

“Then what is it?”

“Your Excellency, Whetstone will do well enough to hang by.”

“The Ministers of the Town,” says the pamphlet, “used more than
ordinary endeavors to Instruct the Prisoner and bring him to Repentance.
There were sermons preached in his hearing Every Day. And he was
Cathecized and he had many occasional Exhortations.”



On a Friday of September, 1707, Captain Whetstone, guarded by twenty
musketeers, walked to the Long Wharf with constables, the Provost Marshal
and other officers, who afterwards spent three pounds in refreshments at the
Colony’s expense. On either side of the prisoner there walked two ministers,
taking the greatest pains to prepare him for the Last Article of his Life. With
the Silver Oar, used in those days as a symbol of a mariner’s execution,
carried in the bow of a longboat, he went by water to the place of execution.
On the small island where the gibbet was erected, he walked to the platform
and removed his coat. The ministers then stood beside him and spoke as
follows:

“We have told you often, yea, we have told you weeping, that you have
by sin undone yourself; that you were born a sinner and that you have lived
a sinner and that the Sins for which you are to Dy are of no common
aggrivation.”

“Ay,” said Captain Whetstone, “if it eases you, I’ll say you’ve done all
that.”

“And now,” said one of the ministers, speaking as follows, “Ah, unhappy
man! soften your heart. As you stand on the Threshold of Eternal Life or
Death, put aside your wilfulness. Look on yonder gallows where your body
will hang in chains.”

“Ay,” said Captain Whetstone, “it will hold me.”
“Then tell us your true name as you fear the eternal fire.”
And then Captain Whetstone spoke as follows:

“A pox on your curiosity. Whetstone, I’ve been telling you. The tide is
flowing in, gentlemen, and only see the crowd in boats. Sure, there’ll be all
the water I need when I heave up the hook.”

After which “he seemed little if at all concerned and said nothing more.”

He died without telling his name or of his past. He confessed to landing
farther up the coast at Haven’s End and, except for that, the record of
Captain Whetstone stands blank and white. None the less, his ghost still
walks upon our streets as ghosts of greater men are raised by gossip. The
story is that a Scarlet could tell his name and a Whistle too, but they kept
their lips as tight as his. Yet in a strange perversity the shadow of Captain
Whetstone is hovering about the Swale mansion, with the other shadows.

This was the way Hannah Scarlet always told of it, until it became a
goodwife’s tale. Young Tom Indian, her grandfather’s slave, was blowing on



his conch horn. Out by the river bank the axes had stopped, where they were
laying the keel for a pink. Goodmen and goodwives and indentured men and
maids were walking toward the tavern door. The post from Boston was
coming in. Old Ezra Finch, who rode the post, was jerking at the straps of
his saddlebags, and everywhere there was a smell of drying fish and new
pine shavings and molasses.

The shuttle of the great loom where her mother wove moved back and
forth, back and forth. Her mother’s eyes were on the threads. There was no
one like her mother for fine weaving.

“Child,” her mother said, “why do you stop the wheel?”

“Please,” said Hannah Scarlet, “the post is coming in.”

Then she remembered that her mother sighed.

“Go down then,” her mother said, “if it’s your mind to hear the news.”

Downstairs, the great room of the tavern was crowded full. There were
laboring men with rolled-up sleeves and leather breeches and Mr. Whistle
and Mr. Parlin and the Reverend Mr. White in his black, tight-buttoned coat,
gentlemen from higher places.

On the Lord’s Day, the Reverend White preached sermons that dealt
with the eternal fire,—a pale-faced, ascetic man with gloomy eyes, who
seemed to be brooding on new doctrines of sin. Hannah had sat “beneath
him”, and had watched him turn the hourglass three times upon the pulpit
table, while his voice echoed solemnly from the sounding board above him,
telling of heresy, of dying witches on the scaffold.

From the Reverend White’s sour look she knew Mr. Whistle had been
talking. Mr. Whistle was of the established English Church, which stood for
all the things old settlers had escaped by a voyage across the sea; and
further, Mr. Whistle was a traveled man, who had learned the loose ways of
Popish countries. He was a type becoming common in the seaboard towns
with the dawn of ready wealth, a man who knew the world and the beguiling
ways of evil.

“Marriage?” Mr. Whistle was saying. “There’s not the maid yet, parson,
who can tie me to a mooring.”

“Sir,” said the Reverend White, “you’re among sober people now. Forget
your bawdy ways.”

She had never seen Mr. Whistle as fine as he was that afternoon. His
coat was new purple broadcloth with silver buttons, and his waistcoat was



embroidered with small flowers. When Mr. Whistle saw her, he began to
smile, and she remembered he was smelling pleasantly of rum.

“And how,” said Mr. Whistle, “goes our wild flower and what’s the
market for a kiss?”

Hannah laughed because she had to laugh. But when she saw the
Reverend White’s dark frown, she stopped and grew brick red. Though she
was not sixteen, the Reverend White had told her that she had a beauty made
for Sin.

“Shame on you, sir!” said the Reverend White.

Mr. Whistle stared at him levelly and took a snuffbox from his pocket.
“Man!” said Mr. Whistle. “Do you see lewdness everywhere?”

She was glad that no one else was noticing. She wished to hide her face.

“Sir,” said the Reverend White, “I’ll drop my voice for your sake, but I
say shame. Will you have her go her mother’s way?”

Mr. Whistle took a pinch of ground tobacco from his box and put it to
his nose.

“You’d show yourself a kinder man,” he said, “if you did not say it to
her face.”

Goodman Finch had seated himself stiffly at the great table and
swallowed at his ale before he spoke, a dour, ill-nourished man. Hannah
could see her grandfather, the Goodman Scarlet in his soiled apron, standing
at Mr. Finch’s elbow.

“Well,” said Goodman Scarlet, “can’t ye speak out?”
“The track is fearful bad,” said Finch.

“Ay,” said Goodman Scarlet, “don’t we all know that? What of the
tawnies?”

“Them?” said Goodman Finch. “They was saying when I left that a
family—name of Rucker—was scalped and cruel murdered on the River
Kennebec.”

There was a pause. The Reverend White was the first to speak, his face
alight with glowing rapture.

“What of their tortures?” he inquired; “tell us of their agonies.”

Goodman Finch took another pull at his pewter can.



“Scalped,” he said, “and Goodman Rucker did have burning splinters in
his fingers.”

“A lingering death,” said the Reverend White.

“Well,” said Goodman Scarlet, “they ain’t the first ones scalped in the
Bay and they won’t be the last. On with it, Finch. Sure, you ain’t finished
yet.”

A slanting beam of sunlight came through the western windows, making
the room more dingy than it had been, and Hannah Scarlet remembered
wishing that she was in the sun.

“Were there no executions, friend?” inquired Reverend White.

“Three men whipped,” said Finch, “for bawdy singing on the Lord’s
night, and Martha Spinnet, that was maidservant, hanged for the strangling
of her child born out of wedlock.”

The Reverend White drew in his breath and looked at Hannah Scarlet.
“Praised be the Lord!” he said. “And did the poor wretch die in grace?”
“Ay, sir,” said Finch. “She died in grace.”

“Well,” said the Reverend White, “tell us of her agonies. How soon did
the woman die?”

Mr. Whistle took another pinch of ground tobacco from his box.

“Scarlet,” he said, “fetch the rum. Get on, Finch. Get on to something
else.”

“Ay, sir,” said Finch, “there’s more. Word’s come from Castle William
that Swale’s ship, The Golden Word, was boarded by a Frenchman.”

There was a shuftling of feet. The name of Swale was still a great one in
the town. Hannah Scarlet could remember when The Golden Word had
sailed almost from the foot of their own street, in fine white canvas, with her
cargo of dried fish, and at that very moment, through the tavern’s open door,
she could see the gables of the Swale house. As she looked at her
grandfather, she saw that he was smiling and wiping the back of his hand
across his lips.

“Ay, them Swales,” said Goodman Scarlet. “Them Swales ain’t what
they used to be.”

“Now,” Goodman Finch was saying, “don’t say I don’t bring the news;
and that ain’t all. There’s a pirate off the coast.”



It did not seem strange to Hannah Scarlet when she heard, for there had
been pirates since the days of Dixey Bull, and fear was everywhere, fear of
the present and fear of the hereafter.

“Like as not,” said Goodman Scarlet. “Like as not. There’s pirates off
the coast. But them Swales. . . . I’d like to see his face. Them Swales ain’t
what they used to be.”

Through the other voices and the mutterings in that room, Scarlet’s voice
seemed to cut like a whetted knife and to carve a groove of silence. She
could see the men stare at him, half curious and half disturbed, and then she
remembered that something made her turn. Mr. Whistle, partly sitting, partly
leaning on the trestle table, was staring at her very hard through narrowed
eyes. He was kicking his foot back and forth before him like a pendulum.
She remembered how the light struck on the silver buckle of his shoe.

“You’ve got Swale eyes, my dear,” he said softly, so no one else could
hear. “You’ve got their fine straight nose.”

She knew enough of tavern ways to know that gentlemen spoke
strangely when they took too much. Old Finch was speaking. The stiffness
had left his tongue.

“Aye,” he said, “right in the Vineyard Sound, and Master Mellow said
when he come aboard he acted like a gentleman, for all his ugly face, and
like he knew the land. Food was all he wanted. And Mellow knew him—
scar on the left temple, puckering the left eye, pock pits on his face. It was
Captain Whetstone, as sure as you’re alive.”

“And I'd admire to know,” said Mr. Whistle, “who is Captain
Whetstone?”’

“Who is Whetstone?” said Mr. Finch. “Don’t you read none, sir? There’s
fine bits of him in the bookshops, which I’ll gladly bring you for five
shillings come next post, and five hundred pounds on him, dead or alive. It’s
him who took two Spanish towns as fine as Morgan ever did, and many’s
seen him at St. Thomas and St. Kitts.”

“Rubbish!” said Mr. Whistle. “And don’t you frown at me, Parson
White. First it’s the death of a serving wench and now it’s an old wives’ tale.
Give my compliments to Captain Whetstone and say I’ll pull his nose.” He
turned to Hannah. “Would you care to see me pull his nose, my dear?”

Then she saw her grandfather was still smiling and rubbing at his lips,
and she knew he thought as little as Mr. Whistle of pirates on the coast. She
knew where his mind was running.



“Them Swales,” said Goodman Scarlet. “I wish’t I could have seen him
when he heard the news. No, them Swales ain’t what they used to be.”

Then his glance fell on Hannah Scarlet.

“You, Hannah,” he said, “polish up the chargers.”

The great room of the tavern was still again, growing shadowy and cool
as the sun’s rays began to slant. Hannah sat by the hearth, rubbing at the
pewter with the white wood-ash, and it all seemed like the turning of a page.
Goodman Finch was gone to the ferry, and every one had followed to their
houses and the farms, except Mr. Whistle, who sat in a corner with a new
clay pipe. Yet in the silence of the ordinary room there seemed to be an echo
of old voices and catches of old song, for its very silence was a reminder
that it was the only place where tongues went loose in Haven’s End. A row
of pewter drinking cans shone from their pegs, and flitches of bacon and
hams swung from the rafters overhead, like figures on a gibbet. Tom Indian
came through the doorway, bearing a willow basket filled with sawdust,
which he sprinkled on the floor. Once, as he glanced toward her, she could
understand the sadness in his eyes. Tom Indian was a slave boy brought up
from the Carib sea.

Her grandfather was standing at the open door, staring at the tradesmen’s
signs above their street, and once again the air was filled with drying fish
and new pine shavings and molasses. When Goodman Scarlet had hung a
board above his tavern door with a blackamoor’s head painted on it, there
was more fact than poetic license in his choice. He had dabbled often in the
exchange of rum for slaves. The blackamoor’s head hung above him,
creaking softly as it swung upon its staples. Farther up the street there was a
great red glove for Enoch Gates, the tanner, and an anchor for the chandler, a
kettle for the tinker, scissors for a tailor, and a pole with a crimson stripe to
show where the barber surgeon dwelt. The signs were as crude as the
unpainted pine houses. No age had smoothed their newness, but they were
beautiful to Goodman Scarlet.

It must have been the silence in the room that made Hannah Scarlet start
when she heard her grandfather’s soft laugh; and then she saw that a man
was passing by the door. She knew the gentleman’s gray face and stooping
shoulders, and his broadcloth coat, a trifle smooth and shiny at the sleeves.
She knew, though he had never looked at her, as long as she could
remember, that it was Mr. Thomas Swale who lived in the great Swale



house. Mr. Thomas Swale, as he walked by, was staring at the wheel ruts on
the street.

“Good evening to you!” called Goodman Scarlet. “Sad news you’ve had
—sad news.”

Mr. Whistle, seated in his corner, had laid down his pipe and was
listening. Mr. Swale had halted, and Hannah thought the gentleman seemed
very tired.

“Scarlet,” he said, and his voice was precise, like Mr. Whistle’s voice,
“you’ve never wished me well.”

“Ay,” said Goodman Scarlet. “Ain’t [ so?”

Mr. Swale did not reply. You might have thought he had not heard, as he
turned his back and walked up the street. Something in the way he did it was
worse than any answer.

“Now a pox go with you!” said Goodman Scarlet between his teeth.
Hannah Scarlet sat motionless, with a great pewter charger across her knees.
All at once her hands were cold and her heart was in her throat.

“Steady!” said Mr. Whistle. “Steady! It happened long ago.”

It was a time when one believed in spells and in the witches’ curse.
There was something evil moving in that room when those two were
speaking, and she could see its shadow on Goodman Scarlet’s face.

“Ah,” he said, “and so you know it too.”

She did not know what it was that Mr. Whistle knew, but she
remembered how those two looked—Mr. Whistle graceful and deliberate,
and her grandfather in his soiled apron, as plain as a heap of stone.

“Lord help you, friend,” said Mr. Whistle, lifting up his pipe. “It’s a
small place we live in. Everybody knows, and such things happen. Nature
has her way.”

Goodman Scarlet spat upon the floor and doubled up his fist.

“Ay,” he said. “Yet there she sits in her chamber above this, spinning,
weaving, while her life goes by and did you see him turn his back? Did ye
see the cursed face to him when he turned away?”’

“Steady!” said Mr. Whistle. “Keep down your voice before they hear
you in the street. It’s their disgrace as well as yours. They sent the lad
away.”



“Ay,” said Goodman Scarlet. His face was deep crimson and he did not
lower his voice, “And gave thanks when he was lost.”

“Hush!” said Mr. Whistle. “There’s Swale blood in this room.”

Then, though she did not look up, she knew their eyes were on her. She
had a wish to cry out, but instead she sat very still. The words they had
spoken were as meaningless to her then as snatches of voices, and yet her
mind was stirring in the silence.

“Now peace.” It was Mr. Whistle, speaking coolly, gently. “I know more
of the Swales than you. I’ve played with Swales and sat with em. I know
what’s on your mind, but leave the Swales. The Swales are going down, but
you’re not the man to push ’em.”

“Ah!” cried Goodman Scarlet. “Ain’t I so? So help me, there’s none in
your house shamed to show her face. Give me the whip over ’em, is all |
ask, and I’ll lay on till their back are welts. Give me one chance to put
shame on ’em. That’s all I ask—just one.”

“Scarlet,” said Mr. Whistle, “bring the rum. There’s a good man, Scarlet.
Now we talk on the broader tenets of philosophy. We talk of a great
permanence and balance of the ether, and of eternal ebb and flow.”

“Lord, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, “you are took in drink again.”

“No,” said Mr. Whistle, “no—not that.” He leaned his back against the
wall and exhaled a cloud of smoke. “I’'m speaking of the Scarlets and the
Swales, and all the world’s made up of them. They live in every town, and
there’s a promise for you as sweet as any sermon. And what of the Scarlets?
That’s you, my friend, that’s you—heavy on their feet and patient like the
cattle. They’re the ones who pay the piper for the music. They’re the ones
who work and build and make two grow where one grew last. They take no
risks. They have no ups and downs. They are kind and they are mild and all
they want is peace. And what of the Swales? They’re the ones who make the
music. They take what others may have gathered and toss it over. They lead
the Scarlets where no Scarlet dares go first and beat them when they follow.
They have no patience and no skill in useful toil and they have no mercy,
even for themselves. You cannot bend nor break ’em, or they would have
been nothing long ago. Steel for Swale and lead for Scarlet, and steel cuts
lead and lead wraps steel. The Swales have no mercy and no fear, but the
Scarlets have them both. The Swales go high and fall, but Scarlets die in
their beds.”

Mr. Whistle paused and smiled.



“And what of the Whistles?”” Goodman Scarlet said. Mr. Whistle sighed
and took a pinch of snuff.

“The Whistles are not made for a land like this,” he said. “We’re not lead
or steel.”

“Ay,” said Goodman Scarlet, “talk as you’ve a mind. You wouldn’t be
the one to forget. Let me hold the whip. That’s all I ask.”

Mr. Whistle laughed mockingly and filled his pipe again.

“You haven’t got the hardness,” Mr. Whistle said. “You’d be too kind to
use it, friend.”

The room was growing darker, for the sun was going down. From the
western windows Hannah could see it sink behind the hills across the river
into the loneliness of unknown lands. The tide was at dead high, so that all
the flats of mud and the marshes by the shore were mirrors of water,
reflecting the redness in the sky; and already the river mist, which always
came at evening, was rising along the shore in curving ribbons. Hannah
walked toward the windows to see it better. It was blotting out the ugly
smallness of the town and making it unstable and fantastic. There were
small ships at the wharves, being loaded with wood and fish; and now the
mist was rising toward them, like an army. Ribbons of mist were blowing
toward the ropewalk beyond the tavern windows. Mist was moving against
the sheds where molasses and pelts were stored.

Shadows were moving from the nothingness where all things went,
Indian men and men in cloaks, witches, devils, angels, long canoes of birch
bark. There was the train band which had marched to King Philip’s War, and
the crews from ships lost at sea, and the souls of all who had prayed for a
peaceful ending. . . .

Then all at once, although her back was turned, she knew that she and
Mr. Whistle were alone. She knew that Mr. Whistle was looking at her as he
would not have dared to look if they had not been alone.

“Little wild flower,” said Mr. Whistle. “Little wild flower . . .”

As she turned at the sound of his voice, she saw that his eyes were dark
and deep and filled with little lights.

“Ah,” said Mr. Whistle, “don’t be afraid.”

She did not answer, because she could not find her voice. Mr. Whistle
had not moved. He was sitting in the corner, leaning against the wall, and
yet, for the first time she had ever known him, Hannah Scarlet was afraid.



“Ah,” said Mr. Whistle, “but you’re beautiful. Now, thank the Lord for
that! Neither you nor I were meant for this.”

“You’d best be getting home, sir.” Her voice seemed to choke her when
she spoke, and all at once in the midst of her fear she felt a sharp resentment.
She knew he would not have spoken so to any other maid.

“You should have silks on you,” said Mr. Whistle, “and stockings with
sweet embroidered flowers. Stand so—just so, that I may see you fair. The
Scarlets are lead and the Swales are steel, but the Whistles are like the glass
that I have seen in Venice, spun and fine and clear, like the stems of wine
goblets. We break, but we’re devilish sharp when we’re broken. Give me a
kiss now.”

“It isn’t right,” she answered. “I thought—" But she did not say what she
thought. Mr. Whistle was on his feet, walking toward her, stepping very
softly, with his voice as soft as his steps.

“Not right,” said Mr. Whistle, “not when you have the beauty? Come
and let me show you, and you’ll see how I mean.”

Then she found that she was crying, choking with harsh sobs.
“I’1l call,” she said. “I’ll call.”

“Sweet,” said Mr. Whistle, “why call? They’ll only know it is the old,
hot blood.”

And Mr. Whistle had her in his arms and she thought that all the
shadows in the room had seized upon her, that she was sinking in deep
water, struggling in the dark. Her face was buried in the purple broadcloth of
his coat as she tried to wrench away.

“Gad, what a cat!” she heard him say, and he was very strong. He held
her so she could not breathe. Then all at once his grasp relaxed.

“The devil!” Mr. Whistle muttered. He must have seen what she could
not see. Some one was entering from the street.

Though it was dark, she was certain that she had never seen the man
before. Even in the dark she saw his clothes had a strange cut. The man was
muffled in a cloak that stretched from his chin well below his knees. A huge
felt hat with a loose-hanging brim shaded his eyes and forehead. He spoke at
once in a low, metallic voice.

“Is this a tavern,” he inquired, “or is it a house of love?”
“It’s both,” said Mr. Whistle.



The stranger did not raise his voice nor did he move; nor was it possible
to see his face.

“Manners!” said the stranger. “Manners!”

The Whistles had always possessed the sort of courage that blunders on
until it is too late to stop.

“And who the devil are you?” said Mr. Whistle.

“A soul from purgatory!” the stranger said. “Come back to walk the
earth.”

“Then you’d better be getting back there,” Mr. Whistle answered.

“When I go,” the stranger said, “you’ll not be the one to send me.
Where’s the host here?”” And he clapped his hands.

Goodman Scarlet came at once, striding rapidly from his private room,
with a quill still in his fingers, and Hannah knew that he had been busy
casting up accounts.

“Good evening to you, sir!” said Goodman Scarlet, for, like every host,
he had an eye for gentlemen and he peered curiously through the dusk.
“You, Tom Indian, lead in the gentleman’s horse.”

“I have no horse,” the stranger said.

Her grandfather was astonished then. She heard that rising inflection to
his voice, which the Scarlets still own to-day.

“Sure, you did not come afoot, sir? And there’s no new vessel come
across the bar.”

“Does it matter how I came,” the stranger asked, “if I bring you trade? It
didn’t use to matter in these parts, once. Bring me a pot of sack. I wish to
rest.”

“Right, sir!” said Goodman Scarlet. “Right, your Honor. You come from
these parts, then! Will you have some food?”

Those were the days of plenty, such as our town will never see again.
“There’s oysters from the Little River, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, “that can
be roasted before the fire; or a slice of venison that can be grilled. It’s fresh
in from the woods. There’s boiled sturgeon, sir, just out of this here river,
and the sturgeon’s very fine. There’s pigeon if you’d rather, or Indian corn
and syrup?”



The stranger listened, standing motionless with his hat brim half across
his face. “Bring me the pot of sack,” he said. “I’ll not eat now.”

“Very good, sir!” said Goodman Scarlet. “You, Hannah, bring the
candles.”

When she lighted the candles on the iron ring above the trestle table, the
room became warm and mellow, and it seemed to her that all the light fell
upon the stranger and that he was the center of the room, exactly like a
figure in a picture.

Mr. Whistle, with his lace and his silver buckles, seemed to fall away
before him. Goodman Scarlet was as plain as pine walls when the candles
were alight. The stranger’s cloak, she saw, was a soft blue with a lining of
red velvet. His hat had a clasp on it of red and blue stones. As he seated
himself on one of the pine benches, he tossed his cloak from his right
shoulder and she saw that he wore a coat of blue brocade that must have
been splendid once. She remembered that there was tarnished gold lace on
the edges of that coat and that there was a red sash about the stranger’s waist
which did not belong with the coat at all.

“And what are you staring at?” the stranger asked.
“Your clothes,” said Mr. Whistle. “You look like a bird of paradise.”

“Give the gentleman what he wishes,” the stranger said and tossed a
gold piece on the table.

There was no wonder that Mr. Whistle stared. Hannah Scarlet had never
seen such a figure in a region where most dress was drab and plain; and it
seemed to her that her grandfather had never seen such a man, for his eyes
had narrowed and his mouth had fallen open. But, if he wished to ask a
question, he thought better of it. The stranger had removed his hat and the
light fell on his face, and it was a face to awaken you from dreams. It was
neither young nor old, and the marks of weather were on it, making it a
reddish brown. The nose was long and straight, the forechead was high and
narrow, and about the corners of the lips were little, violent curves, so that
you could imagine the whole face changing from placidity to fury. Perhaps
the face had been handsome once, but it had been marked by smallpox and a
scar above the left eye had half-closed the eye itself into a puckered slit.

“The devil!” said Mr. Whistle very softly. “What a face!”

“There, sir!” said Goodman Scarlet. And Hannah noticed that his face
had gone quite white and that he was staring. “You mustn’t mind the young
gentleman; he’s had a drop too much and you know what young men are.”



“Yes,” said the stranger. But he never took his eyes from Mr. Whistle. “I
know what young men are and you’ll have your own face marked, sir,
before you’re through.” He raised his cup slowly. “Ah,” he said, “the town
has changed but the bad liquor hasn’t.”

“You come from these parts then, sir?” said Goodman Scarlet.

“Damn your curiosity,” the stranger said. “Never mind whence I come.
And you,” he nodded toward Mr. Whistle, “keep your eyes off me or you
won’t have any eyes to keep. Ay,” he raised his cup again, “the town has
changed. You’ve two new wharves and another ropewalk.”

“Sure, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, “they’ve been here the last ten years.
The Lord has been good to us. There’s a fine trade with the Indies. I see you
follow the sea.”

“Friend,” said the stranger, “the less you see, the better; and that goes for
you, young will-o’-the-wisp,” turning to Mr. Whistle. “I know the face of
you; you’re a Whistle and Whistles are always getting into trouble. Tell me,”
the eyes in his scarred face were very light in color, as he turned from Mr.
Whistle back to Goodman Scarlet, “men come and go; a town like this won’t
hold ’em. Tell me what of a family here, the Swales?”

“The Swales?” said Goodman Scarlet. “Have you aught against them,
sir?”

“Old man,” said the stranger, “you must be hard of hearing. Keep your
curiosity to yourself. What about the Swales?”

“Ah, sir,” said Goodman Scarlet, “the Swales ain’t what they used to be.
Now you take old Richard Swale, if you should mind him,—him who was
with the first plantation. He was a pretty gentleman, if a nasty one and sharp
of temper. But now, Mr. Thomas Swale, you might say he has misfortunes.
He don’t handle men right; he don’t hold fast to what he’s got, and the old
place is divided up amongst other Swales, and what not. The Swales ain’t
what they used to be.”

The stranger set down his pewter can crash upon the table. “Did you
hear me, sir?” he said to Mr. Whistle. “Take your eyes from my face.”

Mr. Whistle was on his feet. He had reached his hand inside his coat.
“Gad,” said Mr. Whistle, “I know you now. There’s nothing like putting two
and two together and you fitittoa T.”

The stranger had jumped up and the pine bench crashed behind him.



“Stand easy, sir!” cried Mr. Whistle. “I know you now.” And just then
Mr. Whistle withdrew his hand from beneath his coat. He was holding a
small pistol cocked and ready. “Scarlet,” he said, “run for the door and call.
We’ve Captain Whetstone here.”

For an instant Goodman Scarlet stood like a pile of stone. “Lord help us,
sir,” he gasped. “It isn’t him, the pirate?”

“Get to the door!” Mr. Whistle was saying. At last his voice was
trembling with excitement. “You heard Finch here, not two hours ago,
‘pock-marked face and scar by the left eye.” Steady, you; I’'m primed and
cocked. The Whistles are glass but they’re sharp. Get to the door and call for
help.”

Mr. Whistle was up from the table, his eyes like pin points, his pistol
steady in his hand. There was no wonder that Goodman Scarlet still stared
fascinated and did not move.

The stranger was also standing; his right hand still grasped his pewter
can of sack. There was no doubt, now that Mr. Whistle had spoken. The blue
cloak told who he was; all his outlandish, tawdry splendor told it. And even
Hannah Scarlet knew there could be no two men with such a face.

The stranger’s eyes were on Mr. Whistle’s eyes as they stared at each
other across the trestle table. The stranger’s lips were moving upward.

“Well!” he said. “You’re clever. So the hue and cry is got here.”

Mr. Whistle laughed lightly. “Clever and sharp,” he said. “The Whistles
are always sharp. Call out the door, Scarlet; he’s worth five hundred
pounds.”

“You’re a cool young man,” said the stranger. “Yes, I’'m Captain
Whetstone and I’ve had pistols at my face before. Do you think in all
honesty you can take me, friend?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Whistle, “and don’t you budge a hair.”

“Because you can’t,” said Captain Whetstone. “There’s a trick in every
trade.”

Hannah Scarlet always said his hand moved so fast you could scarcely
see it move. There was a splash and that was all.

“See?” he said. “You should have held up your left hand to keep the
priming dry.”

He had tossed his can of sack upon the lock of Mr. Whistle’s pistol.



“And now,” he said, “keep back from that door and you, girl, close it and
drop the bar.” And he smiled at Mr. Whistle. “Yes,” he said, “always let your
hand guard the priming when there’s liquor on the table.”

Hannah Scarlet might have laughed at another time to see Mr. Whistle,
but the presence of that man killed humor. He did not move, she always
said. He did not even bother to draw a weapon. He had only flicked a cup of
wine on Mr. Whistle’s pistol, but his immobility held them deathly still.
Even Mr. Whistle did not speak.

“Gently,” said the stranger, “gently now. Not a scream from you, girl, not
a single little shriek. Tiptoe, tiptoe. I’'m not made to hang, when I can help it.
And now, old man,” he turned to Scarlet, “move beneath the light where I
can see you. So; you’re not much changed.”

Then he moved a step backward very quickly and his head went back.
“So,” he said, “we’ve company. Who’s that upon the stair?”

“Please your Honor,” Goodman Scarlet’s voice was shaking, “it’s only—
Please your Honor.”

“Damn your teeth!” said Captain Whetstone. “Answer me now. Are
soldiers out? They hunted Quelch’s men like rats, I’ve heard. No tricks now.
Who’s that upon the stairs?”

“Please your Honor,” stammered Goodman Scarlet, “there’s naught I’ve
heard of soldiers. There’s no tricks here.” And then he stopped.

“It’s only my mother, please your Honor,” said Hannah Scarlet, and her
voice was hardly more than a whisper. “She’s the only one above the stairs.
They enter from that door.”

Just as she spoke, the door to the stairway opened and Captain
Whetstone fell back another step. Sure enough, her mother was standing
there, staring at Mr. Whistle in a puzzled way, for Mr. Whistle still held his
pistol. Then she looked at Goodman Scarlet.

“What is it?”” she asked. “I heard the noise.”

And then she saw Captain Whetstone, bareheaded in the candlelight, and
she knew him. There was no doubt her mother knew him, though her face
was still as stone. Hannah heard her mother draw her breath in a quick,
sharp gasp.

“Micah!” said her mother. “Micah Swale.”



Captain Whetstone’s face looked suddenly sunken, all covered by pits
and scars.

“Lord,” he said. “I never thought you’d know who I was, my dear.” And
then she would have fallen, if he had not put his arm around her. “Yes,” he
said, “it’s Ulysses come back to Ithaca. I wished to see Penelope before 1
died.”

That was all he said; he never told where he had been.

“There,” he said, “are you better now? I am not fit to touch you, but I
wanted to see your face.”

Goodman Scarlet was the first to speak. “Master Micah!” he was saying.

Then Mr. Whistle also spoke. “Captain, if you’d only said you were a
Swale, I’d not have raised my hand.”

“Lord,” gasped Goodman Scarlet, “strange are Thy ways in the eyes of
men. They were glad to think you dead, rather than to wed a girl of mine.”

Captain Whetstone looked at him; the color was back in his face. “It was
not my fault I left,” he said.

“No,” said Goodman Scarlet, “not your fault! Curse them Swales!”

The color was back again in Captain Whetstone’s face, but he was like a
man who had drunk a bitter draught.

“Your pardon,” said Captain Whetstone. “I’d have never come here, if
I’d thought you’d know.”

“Suppose,” said Mr. Whistle, and he coughed to clear his throat,
“suppose we have a round of rum.”

“No,” said Captain Whetstone, “I best be going now.”

“Going!” Suddenly her mother moved toward him, looking very ill and
pale. “Why be you going, Micah, when you’ve just got home?”

Captain Whetstone opened his lips to speak and closed them once; then
he looked sharply, almost pleadingly, from Mr. Whistle back to Goodman
Scarlet.

“Business,” he said. “Don’t ask me what.”
“Right,” said Mr. Whistle.

But perhaps her mother knew without their telling, for, suddenly, she
threw her arms about his neck.



“I wish,” said Captain Whetstone, “I wish you had not done that.”
“But you’ll be back,” her mother cried. “Promise, you’ll be back.”

“My dear,” said Captain Whetstone, “I’ll do the best I can. The long-
boat’s by the marsh; I best be going back.”

“Lord!” said Goodman Scarlet suddenly. “If them Swales could only
hear of it. I’d like to see them Swales.”

Captain Whetstone turned slowly toward him. “You hold them in the
hollow of your hand,” he said. “Tell them. I won’t blame you. You can kill
the old man if you tell him who I am.”

Goodman Scarlet sighed and looked hard at the sawdust floor. “Ay,” he
said, “them Swales. But rest you easy, Master, [ won’t tell.”

Suddenly Mr. Whistle was laughing beneath his breath. “It’s what I
said,” he murmured. “The Scarlets have the mercy, not the Swales. Are you
leaving, sir? I’ll walk with you down the track. Keep the brim of your hat
well down. You’ll want to see the town.”

“Ay,” said Captain Whetstone, “I’ll want to see the town.”

Mr. Whistle was moving toward the door, but Captain Whetstone did not
follow.

“Wait,” he said. “Put up your helm.”

Mr. Whistle whirled about, but Captain Whetstone had not moved. He
stood with his hands beneath his cloak, looking Mr. Whistle grimly up and
down. The scar by his eye made him seem to be winking at some secret jest.

“Here,” said Mr. Whistle, “what is blowing now?”

Captain Whetstone moved his left hand from beneath his coat. He was
holding a small kid pouch.

“Friend,” said Captain Whetstone, “take that and place it in your pocket.
You may be alive to open it before I'm through.”

Mr. Whistle took the pouch and weighed it in his hand. The color ran out
of his cheeks at last, though Captain Whetstone had not moved.

“Now what the devil—" he began. “There’s stones inside—"

“Manners,” said Captain Whetstone. “Manners.” He turned to Goodman
Scarlet and for a moment his left eye seemed to be entirely closed. “Go out



and fetch a parson.” He turned back to Mr. Whistle, “You’re going over the
side, my friend—one way or the other.”

“A parson?” said Goodman Scarlet. “Did you say a parson, sir?”
“Yes,” said Captain Whetstone. “Fetch him and his Book.”

And then Hannah Scarlet started. Captain Whetstone’s glance was on
her. She could seem to see deep behind his eyes and behind the pock marks
and the scar, and she knew that he was looking at her kindly, speaking to her
kindly, although he did not speak, telling her not to be afraid.

“You,” he said to Mr. Whistle, pointing to a space on the sawdust floor,
“move over there—smart when I speak, and you, girl, stand beside him. And
you, my dear—"

He turned to Hannah’s mother, and his face and voice were different.
“Will you join me behind the door? It will be the family pew.”

“Micah!” asked Hannah’s mother. “What do you mean to do?”

“Hush!” said Captain Whetstone. “It will be as right as rain. Did you
hear me? Fetch the parson, the pale one I saw when I walked here. And you,
my friend, I’ll be just behind the door—stand so until he comes, and when
he comes, ask him to marry you.”

“How?” cried Mr. Whistle. “Marry me?”

“Yes,” said Captain Whetstone, “right and proper. You love her. I heard
you say it. Stand—I told you—and when he comes, ask him, and if ye don’t
—TI’1l drop ye like a potted goose.” And suddenly he laughed softly.

“There’s been too much here that’s been fast and loose. You’ll be an
honest man, before I pull my hat down and we walk out. Mind what I’ve
told you, if you love the air and sun.”

Perhaps Mr. Whistle’s blank astonishment, or perhaps his own thoughts
made that apparition of a man break once more into laughter.

“Yes,” he said, “the youth of this town is wild, and I’'m one who should
know it; but I’ll save you, friend. I’ll save you, though it’s too late to save
myself. ’'m Conscience and I’m Justice, friend, and I’'m where they always
should be—just behind the door.”



A dog, a woman and a hickory tree,
The more you beat ’em the better they be.
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A Dog, A Woman

HE HUGUENOT LEVESSERS, who reached Haven’s End from Guernsey in
Tthe dawn of the eighteenth century, have vanished like some ugly

dream, leaving only a row of tombs in the churchyard by the Common
Pasture. You can imagine them breaking upon the House of Swale like a
heavy wave and swirling back to sea.

When old “King” Levesser was captain of his own vessel, carrying
blacks from the Guinea coast, they say he killed seventeen one night,
because their noise disturbed him—an idle tale, but it shows that new, hot
blood was entering our town. John Swale was the one who called “King”
Levesser a “Foreign Monkey” in a letter still extant. “A Foreign Monkey has
come among us,” John Swale wrote; “the Lord has turned his back upon His
servants for their Sins.”

Yet it must have been a good match back in 1738, when Pierre Levesser
married Patience Swale, as the Clerk’s Book of the First Church shows. The
Levessers had grown rich from the African trade, and the Swales were all
dirt poor. There is even a story that John Swale was forced to borrow money
to keep the family end up at the wedding, but who can tell about it now,
when it all has gone to dust and only a sinister echo is left from the wedding
bell that pealed?

But, the time does not seem so distant. The bell that tolled for that
wedding is still ringing at Haven’s End, with a high, thin note, perhaps
because the metal is so old. And when you see their portraits, you wonder,
you cannot help but wonder. . . . All sorts of curious thoughts come
crowding, passages from ancient books, a wharf, the whining of a dog, and
water swirling through the pilings, and rain and a southwest gale. . . .

Until very recently the pictures hung in the dark hall in the Swale house,
side by side. On the wall above them were relics of the Eastern trade,
common in any New England seaport,—a Malay kriss, a panel of carved
lacquer. The faces of that pair had sunk back into the canvas behind ridges
of cracking paint, which gave them the air of apparitions, impermanent
shadows of a day of piety and rum. They were apparitions more than
pictures, for there was something in them which was curiously alive.
Whoever the journeyman artist may have been, plying his trade at Haven’s
End, he had caught that fleeting, unnamable expression which gives a face
humanity. Pierre Levesser, in a red plush coat, stared from beneath an



undulating wig of natural brown hair. It was a wig that would have stirred
the ire of any Puritan divine. Its conventionality made the face more
startling, for somehow it gave the sense of a man in masquerade, when you
clapped eyes upon that picture in the Swales’ front hall. Round, unblinking
eyes, sharp as a bird’s stared oddly into space. The nose was beak-like,
typical of the Norman French, and the mouth seemed nothing but a single
sweep, done slowly by a very steady hand, with lines about it of a temper
more subtle and ingenious than any Saxon brew.

And there beside him, in a frame identical, was Patience Swale, a trifle
plain to look at, for the Swales seldom had great beauty. There was no doubt
it was a gentlewoman’s face, the straight nose of the Swales, level,
dispassionate eyes, a proud high neck, and you could almost swear the lips
were about to smile and say:

“I am cold, but what if you could make me love? I am cold, but, if I will
it, a touch of my hand, a single yielding gesture is enough.”

And you could not help but wonder, as you paused and looked, what was
it she saw to love, or did love matter when Haven’s End was a world
sufficient to itself? Did those faintly smiling lips of hers meet his lips
gladly? Did her cool eyes soften when she looked upon her husband’s face?
An answer seemed to come out of the portraits, a hint of clashing wills,
gliding side by side and rasping like steel blades, struggling for survival
down to the gates of death. . . .

There is no wonder that rumors last in a town like ours, where the past
was so vastly greater than the present that everything is a reminder of it,
even to the empty river. But Mr. Dennis Swale, who used to show those
portraits, had that obtuseness which marked the Swales straight from the
First Plantation. He would stand, his hands behind his back, staring down
his long nose, which the Swales had never lost.

“Distinguished, don’t you think?” was what he said. “Good Huguenot
stock, the Levessers, splendid Guernsey family. I wonder why they all died
out. Yes, there’s a portrait of a gentleman.”

That was all he saw, while Pierre Levesser was glaring back beneath that
preposterous wig, rakish, venal, evil.

And next a bell was ringing. Its sound was inescapable, sad and out of
key.

“Ah,” said Dennis Swale, “you hear it? There’s the bell from the old
First Church—their wedding bell. . . .”



Back in the time of the Levessers and all the rest, there was an assiduous
Clerk of Courts, who had a love for sin and scandal. The meticulous details
of his records still give that impression, as one turns the pages that he wrote
with such an ornate flourish. Ezra Sill, his name was, and he left the
beginning, all docketed and filed.

You could have understood his records better if you had read them when
they were jammed into the cellar of our public library at home. Steve
Higgins, who tended the furnace, would unlock the door, and there you’d be
—brick arches above you, a deal table and an electric light. It was a pleasant
place to be, cool and quiet of a summer’s day; and, curiously enough, the
library was originally one of the Levesser dwellings, built in 1780 from
privateering profits. Though its paneling and stairs were torn out when it
was sold, modern workmen never reached the cellar. You could picture
whole hogsheads of rum and casks of Oporto and Madeira stored there.
Though no Levesser had trod our streets for fifty years, there seemed to be
an inkling of their presence, small-limbed, hook-nosed, green-eyed, with
throaty, foreign speech.

“This day,” the record reads, “came Pierre Levassier and gave payment
of 15 shillings the fine imposed by this Court for his Unmerciful beating of
his Dogge last Sabbath eve in the Publick Square.”

It must have been more than an ordinary Sabbath breaking, for outrage
to humanity is specifically mentioned, as well as outrage to the rules of
Puritans.

It seems, in the month of July, 1738, not two months after the Swale-
Levesser marriage was recorded, that Pierre Levesser was crossing the Town
Square on his way from his countinghouse to his dwelling. There is even a
picture of our square extant, much as it must have been in those days, when
our town was young and hard. It is a very rare print now—"“A Panoramic
View of the Dwellings, Gaol and Houses of Worship of the Towne of
Haven’s End in New England—Cut and sold by John Porter, Printer at his
Shoppe close by Levessers’ Whart, 1762.” The bareness of it is what strikes
one first. The roofs stood without a single tree above them, and only a few
saplings grew along the streets. Haven’s End was like a northern trading
post, and, when one comes to think of it, that was all it was—when it stood
close to the woods, drawing on a half-known hinterland for lumber and on a
cold sea for fish. In the center of the square, rectangular and barnlike, stood
the First Church, of which only the bell is left to-day. The gaol, with its



stocks and pillory and whipping post, stood just behind the church, close to
the river and in front of two long wharves.

Against that background Pierre Levesser was odd and out of place. He
was customarily accompanied by his spaniel, which was trotting just before
him, “A heavy, hairy Beast,” the record says, “Employed for the hunting of
Marsh Fowl.” As Levesser neared the center of the square, two boys
drawing water at the pump made a sudden noise that caused the dog to start.
The animal, it is alleged, collided with Pierre Levesser, causing him to fall
into a puddle near the trough. In so falling, he suffered damage to his
clothes, “being of fine imported Cloth and to his Neck and Wrist Bands.”
Rising from the mire, Mr. Levesser, with a smart swing of his stick, caught
the beast a blow upon the head, ripping the hide behind the ear, and causing
blood to flow. Whereupon he raised his stick again, raining blows upon the
animal, which had set up a horrid yelping, until the noise drew the attention
of sundry persons, including the Reverend Nathaniel White, the pastor of
that church and an old man then. He hastened to remonstrate, speaking, it is
said, as follows:

“Mr. Levesser, I beg you stay your hand. The rod should be used in
sorrow, not in anger; and this is Sabbath eve, Mr. Levesser, and this noise is
unfitting before God’s house.”

Pierre Levesser paused for a moment in his beating, and the dog still
cowered at his feet.

“God’s house or the devil’s house,” it is alleged Pierre Levesser replied,
“I’ll teach my dog his manners.”

There was once a time when no religious man would have tolerated such
speech, but our town was changing then.

“Friend,” said the Reverend White, “it is not the beating to which I raise
objection,—but consider the time and place and the language.”

Whereupon, it is alleged that Pierre Levesser called the Reverend White
“an old black crow”, at which the Reverend White hastened off for help. By
this time the noise had attracted many persons, but none raised a hand until
Matthew Scarlet came forward. He was the Scarlet who owned the ropewalk
then, and it was like a Scarlet, since the Scarlets were always kind. Matthew
Scarlet remonstrated, speaking as follows:

“Now shame on you, Mr. Levesser. I’ll not stand and see a dog beat till
he dies. Shame on you, sir, and you not two months married, to make a
public spectacle; and many’s the time I’ve seen that same dog guide you on



your own pier when you were too far gone to guide yourself. Put up your
stick and get home!”

And then one comes to Levesser’s reply, and the words are shocking:

“The devil take your impudence!” was what he said. “Damn me, the dog
is mine and I’ll strike him thus—and thus. And, damn me, my wife is mine.
I bought her, which is more than you did, and damn your red face for it; and
I’ll beat my dog or servant or my wife, and curse you.”

There it is in black and white, though the rest is legend now.

Old John Swale looked grave and ill when young Levesser asked for his
daughter’s hand. It happened at the time when the great Swale house, built
by his grandfather, Colonel Richard, the first of all the Swales, had been put
upon the market—*“To be sold,” the notice read in the newsprint, “due to the
Misfortunes of a Gentleman.” It was like John Swale to phrase the notice
thus, for the only consolation left him was that he came of the Swales of
Norwich.

When Pierre Levesser called, and entered the paneled room which
Richard Swale had built, John Swale did not rise from his chair, and did not
bid him sit, because the Levessers were new. He listened, sitting motionless,
as young Levesser spoke, watching the color in the young man’s olive face.
Though John Swale’s world was narrow as a plank, he could measure a man
by what he knew.

“Sir,” said young Levesser, “I’ll be round with you as you’ve been round
with me. [ want her because she has made me mad. I want her so I do not eat
or sleep. She has that way about her that—I cannot help myself—"

“Young man,” John Swale answered, “you speak out very strong.”

“Sir,” young Levesser replied, “I am only flesh and blood. And look you
—who else with money would lead her to the church? And she—she loves
me too!”

“Young man,” John Swale answered, “it’s lust!”
“And yet,” said young Pierre, “she loves me—and that is that.”

“Is it s0?” said old John Swale. “D’you think she’ll love the likes of you
before a year’s gone by?”

Pierre Levesser drew out his handkerchief and passed it across his lips.

“I think,” he said, “we understand each other—eh?”



John Swale sat looking at him, curious and cold, and he did not move a
finger on the arms of his great chair. Who knows? Perhaps Pierre Levesser
guessed the hardness that was in the Swales, before he spoke again.

“You do not understand?” he said. “Of course, I will be pleased to pay.”

“Wait,” said old John Swale. “We’ll be more private, if you would close
the door.”

What they spoke of no one will ever know, but when they finished, the
old man saw him out. Patience Swale was waiting in the garden, and she
could not keep her eyes off young Pierre, and she touched him before he
reached to kiss her hand.

“Lust!” the old man said. “Lust is never love.”
“Father,” said Patience Swale, “what is it you are saying?”

“Richard shall have a ship,” the old man said. “I’m saying that I sold you
—and may the Lord have mercy on our souls! And you, young man—I say
it in all friendship. You do not know us. Mind you use her well.”

There is no doubt that he sold her, though the Swales have forgotten
now. He sold her, knowing all the while that Levesser would not forget that
money had passed between them.

“Dearest,” said Pierre, “is it not a pity? Your father says he will see very
little of us after we are wed.”

There is no doubt Hugh Penny loved her. Hugh Penny was the bond
servant of Pierre Levesser, indentured for ten years, and it was fortunate for
Hugh that he knew his place too well to break his silence. He loved her in
the shy way of tongue-tied youth, for whom a smile was enough reward, and
he may have loved her without knowing that he loved, for no mention of it
crossed his lips, when he told of her to his grandchildren and they
themselves never thought of it when they told in turn.

It must have been well in the forenoon, for, though it was late
September, Hugh Penny remembered the sun was high and warm on his
back with the mild heat of autumn. Out on the river the fishing sloops were
dancing in the breeze, and the tern were circling, now gray, now white, as
the wind took them. Their cries and the smell of drying cod from the frames
by the river were mingling with the odor of phlox in the bed where Hugh
was working, exactly as life was mixed with sweetness and with death. The
Master loved his flowers. Many a time the Master would touch them gently



with the tips of his thin fingers, and the Master could not bear to see them
die.

When the front door opened, Hugh knew that the Lady was standing
there, and the air seemed warmer, once he knew. She would be gazing across
the flower beds toward the river. He could fancy her in the carved frame of
the front door, with the darkness of the hall behind her. The breeze would be
playing at her dress, making her seem light and unsubstantial as a bird above
the water; the wind would be pulling at a strand of her hair, perhaps, and her
eyes would be steady as a pilot’s.

“Joker!” she was calling. “Here Joker, Joker, Joker! Have you seen
Joker, Hugh?”

On his knees among the phlox, Hugh looked up and rubbed his hands
upon his leather breeches, and then he wiped his face upon his sleeve.

“Sure, Madam,” he said. “Joker do be gone with the Master this hour
now to the countinghouse. They’re loading the Michelle with rum.”

“Ah, yes,” she said. “He loves his master, doesn’t Joker, Hugh?”

“Yes, Madam,” Hugh said, “it do be wonderful how Joker loves him. He
follows right to his back, come rain or shine or day or night—watching for
him when he walks along the planking, in case the Master might fall off. Ay,
there’s a dog.”

Her eyes were on him, pale and gray, and he saw that her face was pale
that morning. Her face had often been pale, but it was cool and tranquil, and
clear as an angel’s face. The Lady had changed since he had known her first,
as every one changed when they entered the Master’s house.

“Oh, Lady,” he wanted to say. “Oh, Lady, don’t I know? Oh, Lady, he is
sold to Satan and not for the likes of you—an angel lady.”

The wind was blowing her hair, and blowing at her gray silk dress, and
his voice was lost in his throat and in the crimson of his face. She was
smiling at him, and in her eyes there was a light, kind and warm, like a
candle in a window.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, Joker loves him.”

That was all she said. She was not the one to talk, but somehow it
seemed to Hugh that she had told him something.

It did not seem so long ago that he had stood by that very door with the
black slave and the three maid-servants and the workmen from the wharf,



when Mr. Levesser had brought her home. Her cloak had been about her, a
light cloak and a hood. She had smiled as she stepped from the chaise and
Mr. Levesser had smiled. He had been very elegant in his blue silk coat and
his cane and his peruke.

“The devil!” said Mr. Levesser. “But your hand is cold; you are not
afraid?”

“No,” she said, “I am not afraid, Pierre.”

His eyes were on her, wide and bright and staring.

“So,” he said, “you are here at last. Hey? Are you sure you do not fear?”
“No,” she said, “I am not afraid, Pierre.”

And the Master had laughed in the way he laughed when he was pleased.

“The devil!” he said. “But this is so very fine! You, Penny, it is you I
address. Bring me in the eau-de-vie.”

“Pierre!” Somehow it seemed that she was suddenly a child frightened
of the dark. “Pierre, you are not going to—drink to-night?”

“Sacré!” said the Master, and how he laughed and laughed. “Not too
much—oh, no!”

Then all at once her voice was different, light and careless.

“As you wish,” she said. “But before the servants—I did not know that
you were coarse, Pierre.”

It was like the Master, Hugh Penny knew, to wish all he owned afraid.
That was all, a moment before the doorway, as the new chaise was being led
off to the stable; but in that moment Hugh Penny knew that she was a lady,
as good as any he had seen at home across the seas.

Now every one knew Master and his ways—our town was too small for
secrets then. Every one knew what Pierre Levesser was about down at the
Walsings’ house, where the captains stayed when they were fresh from sea.
When he brought Nellie Walsing home with him to dine, that lady did not
blench. Hugh heard him tell of it in the parlor, where the lady sat before her
needlework, with all the silks and satins on the chairs, and china on the
mantle as delicate as lace.

“You will meet her,” said the Master, “as you would meet your sister.
Yes? She loves me, do you see?”



The lady laid her sewing down carefully on a little polished table. “Very
well,” she said, “but there is one thing, Pierre.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Levesser. “So you choke upon it, eh? Mind that I bought
you. Mind that I paid with money.”

A touch of pink was in her cheeks but that was all. There was never a
falter in the coolness of her voice.

“Please—not before the servants, Pierre,” she said.
“To the devil with the servants!” said Pierre.

“Very well,” she said. “I only wish to say I do not care, because—Are
you listening? Do you flatter yourself?>—I do not love you. That’s been over
long ago.”

Now there was an odd thing, something you could scarce believe. It hurt
the Master that she did not love him; he was as perverse and strange as that.
The blood ran to his face like a reddish-purple wave. And there she sat,
hands folded on her lap, watching him and smiling.

“Oh?” he said. “But you’ll love me again, before I’'m through. Ah, yes,
Madam, on your knees.”

And then she laughed, a brittle little laugh like delicate breaking china.

“Dear me,” she said, “you must have everything, Pierre. Bring your
women to your house. I’ve made my bed and I must lie in it.”

And Mr. Levesser also laughed and bowed. When the Master wished, he
had good manners.

Of course Hugh Penny knew. Every one knew that the Swales were
poor; every one knew why Patience Swale had become his wife, when
commerce was enveloping gentility and birth. He had bought her, the Master
had, as surely as he ever bought a cargo of sound wine; and the Master was
sharp as a knife at trade and not afraid of risk. The Master had sailed the sea
himself; he knew ports and he knew agents and every danger of the sea. He
had bought her, but there was something about her as unattainable as the
image of an island upon water glassy calm, when the sails hang slack and
the yards creak with the ocean roll.

Words . . . Hugh Penny was one who heard them always—words, hot
and crackling, like the sparks from a log of pine. Words, but the Master
never raised his hand to strike. Often, sitting by the fire, hard-handed,



stupid, Hugh Penny wondered what would be left for him to do if the Master
raised his hand.

“I tell you.” He heard the Master’s voice. He was listening and he was
not ashamed. Out by the kitchen hearth, Joker, the water dog, had pricked up
his ears at the sound of the voice and wagged his bushy tail so that it
brushed the ashes on the bricks. “I tell you that I do not wish it.”

“Don’t you?” he heard the lady say. “But I’'ll see him just the same,
Pierre. Listen, only listen. I’ll not tell any tales, Pierre. Have I ever said a
harsh word of you beyond this house? I tell you that I’'m going. You know
that he is ill.”

“Not without me,” the Master said. “Not to that old man. We go like
lovebirds, side by side, or not at all. You understand, Madame?”

“Yes,” she said, “but still I’'m going.”

“I have explained,” Master said, “I have affairs to-morrow. The Michelle
is loading. After that we’ll go.”

“No,” she said, “I’ll go before, Pierre.”

Then a chair was pushed back sharply. Hugh Penny heard it slide across
the floor. Then he heard the Master’s voice as he had often heard it, shrill
and unbridled as an angry child’s.

“Damn your icy face!” the Master shouted. “You’ll do what I say. Do
you hear me speak?”

There was a pause and then the lady’s voice answered.
“Put down your cane,” she said. “Put it down, Pierre.”

There was another pause and Hugh Penny was on his feet, trembling
outside the door, and then he heard her voice again.

“I knew you wouldn’t dare. No, Pierre, I’ll not be beaten.”

“My dear,” the Master said, “you will be—across the back, just so. Don’t
start! I simply touch you this time across the back, just so. You will be
beaten if you leave this house to see him.”

“Nonsense,” said the lady; “you wouldn’t dare, Pierre.”

Then the door opened. Mr. Levesser was in the kitchen, gazing at Hugh
Penny.

“Hey,” said Mr. Levesser, “what are you making here?”



“Polishing your boots, Master,” Penny answered, and a boot was in his
hand.

“Did you hear anything?” the Master said.

“No, sir,” Penny answered. “The house is that well built. Be you going
out, sir?”

“Ay,” the Master said, “to the countinghouse.”

“Will you want a light, sir?” Penny asked. “It do be powerful dark, sir,
down upon the wharf.”

“No,” said the Master. “Where’s Joker? Hey, Joker! He’ll be light
enough. I’ll keep my hand upon his head.”

“Will you want me to fetch you, sir?” asked Penny, for he knew the
Master’s ways. “It’s a narrow walk upon the wharf if you take a bit of
liquor.”

“Get to bed!” the Master said. “Joker will see me home. I keep my hand
upon his head, like this. Hey, Joker! Joker knows the way.”

The wind was blowing at her dress, making her seem light and airy like
a cloud. She was pale but she was a part of the morning, as clear as the
morning and the air.

“Yes,” she said, “it’s wonderful how Joker loves him.”

Still on his knees beside the bed of phlox, Hugh Penny cleared his
throat.

“Ay, Ma’m,” he said; “there’s no accounting for the ways of dogs or
women either.”

“Why, Hugh!” She smiled. It was wonderful to see her smile; it took all
the plainness from her face. There was that about her, Hugh Penny always
said, that made you forget just who she was.

“Your pardon, Ma’m,” said Hugh. “I don’t know much of women, please
ye. But I know dogs. Yes, Ma’m. I was the underkeeper of kennels across

the sea in Surrey. Dogs is odd and strange. They stick by men like women
do.”

She was listening; it pleased him she was interested. She had stepped
into the garden and was standing above him, so near that the hem of her
dress nearly touched him.



“Yes, Madam,” said Hugh; “take Joker, Ma’m. Now I’ve been in this
house three years, what with ups and downs. And now, with all respect, the
Master is, what you might say, solitary. He don’t go to the tavern but to his
countinghouse, do you see? And there he sits by himself, mind, with a
bottle, like as not. And there is Joker every night by the countinghouse door,
Ma’m, just like he was last night, waiting to see the Master home.”

“Truly?” said the lady. “How does he see the Master home?”’

Hugh knew that she was making play of him, but he did not care. She
had picked a bit of phlox and held it to her face.

“How?” said Hugh. “It’s this way, Ma’m. The countinghouse door opens
alongside the wharf, right where the tide is running. There’s only a couple of
planks between the door and the water. Sure, you know Master, Ma’m, when
he’s had a drop or two. I don’t mean offense. He may not be thinking of the
water and there’s Joker. Joker, he keeps him alongside the warehouse. Joker
barks and pushes at him. I’ve seen it with these eyes.”

Then Hugh saw she was not listening; she was looking at him above that
spray of phlox.

“Did he beat you this morning, Hugh?” she asked.
“Ay, Ma’m,” said Hugh.
“Why?” she asked.

Hugh Penny grinned. “For not taking the dead flowers out of this here
bed. You see, Ma’m, he hates to see flowers die.”

“Yes,” she said, “he loves his flowers. Did he hurt thee, Hugh?”

“No, Ma’m,” said Hugh, “not me. We bonded folk, we’re used to it. And
I’m as tough as a hickory tree by now, Ma’'m.”

“Hugh,” she said, “take this to take the pain away.”

He started; she had dropped a piece of gold on the garden path before
him.

“Thank you kindly, Ma’m,” he said. “I’d take the stick ten times for the
like of that.”

“And now,” she said, “go fetch my cloak. We’re walking to my father’s
house.”

Hugh got slowly to his feet and dusted off his leather breeches.



“Ma’m,” he said, “it ain’t my place to say it, but I wouldn’t, were I you.”

“Why?” she asked, but she knew why. There wasn’t much that lady
didn’t know. Hugh lowered his voice. “Because he’ll beat you, Ma’m,” he
said, “the same as he beat me. I heard him, lady. I heard him last night at
candle time.”

“Hugh,” she said, “were you listening at the door?”

She was smiling at him, standing so near that he caught the smell of
lavender and fine perfume from France.

“Sure, lady,” he said. “I’ll not let him beat you. Mind you that, for you’re
too fine a lady.”

Then he caught his breath, because she had laid her hand on his. It was
very light and cool, such a hand as he had never felt.

“There, you’re a good boy, Hugh,” she said. “Don’t worry; he’ll not beat
me.” Her hand had dropped away from his.

“There are some things,” she said, “that are not done. Go in and fetch
my cloak.”

As they walked through the town, Hugh Penny strode three paces behind
her, as a servant should, his eyes upon her back. It was good to see her
walking; she stepped so light and fast, and folks looked at her when she
walked by in a way that made him proud to walk behind her. As they passed
the tavern door, which the Scarlets kept, he heard some one speak softly.

“Poor lady,” some one said. “Heaven pity her, poor lady.”

Enoch Porter, the silversmith, came from his shop and bowed. “Good
day to you, Madam Levesser,” he said. “Do the tankards suit you still?”

“Yes,” she said, “they are noble tankards, sir.”

And Israel Lake, the carriage maker, bowed. “Your new chaise will be
ready, Madam, before the week is out,” he said.

Hugh Penny knew that they would not have spoken so two years before,
but now she was wed to a man of wealth, the glitter of which was on her like
the sun.

As they left the town and walked along a wooded track, she paused and
beckoned him beside her.

“There,” she said, “it’s better here. I feel sad walking through the town.”



“And sure, what would make you sad, Ma’m?” Hugh asked. “There’s
none there that won’t serve you.”

“Because I have money,” she said, “and that is all. I see the house we
used to own.”

“What?” said Hugh. “The Swale house, Ma’'m?”
“Yes,” she said. “The Swales aren’t what they used to be.”

John Swale, the lady’s father, lived a mile from town on a bit of upland
near the marshes, which he had lately bought, and Hugh knew whence the
money had come to buy it. The house was at the end of the lane. Its southern
windows looked across the marshes and the sea.

“Come in, Hugh,” she said. “There’s no need to wait outside.”

Her father was seated alone by the coals of an open fire in an old, high-
backed, wicker-seated chair. Hugh could tell he was a gentleman, though his
clothes were very plain. On his face was a light and ghostly stamp, such as
Hugh Penny had seen on dying men.

“You are better, sir?” she asked, and bent and kissed him on the cheek.
“Yes,” her father said, “better in the morning.”

Then Hugh saw the old man was looking at her with wide, steady eyes.
“Are you happy, dear?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, “very happy, Father.”

The old man nodded and stared at the glowing coals. “You shouldn’t
have wed him,” he said.

“I was bound to do it,” the lady said. “And I am very happy, Father.”

“Yes,” the old man said and sighed; “there was no money. When I
remember—"

“Hush,” she said. “There’s no reason to remember.”
“Easy come,” the old man said, “and easy go. That’s been the way.”
“I swear,” she said, “I’m very happy. Have you heard from Richard?”

“No,” the old man said. “He’s still at sea. Read me from the Bible,
daughter. It was kind of Pierre Levesser to let you come.”

“Yes,” said the lady, “very kind.”



For a long while Hugh Penny sat in a darkened corner, far across the
room. Now and then he saw the faces of the old man and the lady and now
and then he heard their voices very low. There was something alike in those
two faces, Hugh Penny always said: steady, cool and hard.

“Daughter,” said the old man, “does he never use thee wrong?”
“No,” she said; “set thy mind at peace, sir.”
“No,” said the old man. “Richard would kill him when he came home.”

“Pooh!” she said and laughed. “Richard need never bother.” Hugh
remembered the sound of that laugh later.

When she called him, the shadows were growing slant, close to the early
autumn dusk. The wind was rising, and it was coming on to rain.

“Come, Hugh,” she said. “Put on thy hat; it’s time we were at home.”

It was time and more than time, Hugh Penny knew. “Lord help her now,”
he muttered. “He’ll know she’s been away.”

The Master knew it, for the Master was on the doorstep when they
reached the Master’s house. When he chose, he could hide his temper, so
that you could hardly know that there was temper there. He was standing on
his doorstep, Hugh remembered, looking out toward his wharf. There was a
gale in the sky, rising steadily in the whistling of the southwest breeze. The
Master was in his wine-colored satin coat, and his face had a dark look to it
which Hugh always knew stood as a sign of trouble. The Master’s voice was
soft and throaty, far too soft, Hugh knew. Joker, the water dog, was at the
Master’s feet, wagging his tail at the sound of his master’s voice.

“Penny,” said the Master, “how splendidly you have cleaned the dead
flowers out. I do not see a one. And there you are,” he said to the lady.
“Back from your little stroll, eh? Come, let me help you with your cloak.
And you, Penny, get to the kitchen; the evening meal is ready.”

Yes, the Master could be pleasant when he chose. Hugh could hear them
before the dishes were cleared away and before the door was shut, speaking
of this and that. He could hear the lady laugh and he could hear the Master
laughing, but Hugh Penny knew the Master and he knew the Master’s way
of waiting. When the other servants were gone, Hugh still sat in the kitchen,
looking toward the door.

The door opened some time later, Hugh did not know exactly when, and
there was the Master smiling, with those large eyes of his wide and staring.



“Joker,” he said, “here, Joker. Come in here. And you, Penny, get you
gone to bed.”

“Very good, sir,” answered Hugh, and as he turned to go, he looked
through the door. There were candles on the table and candles in the silver
sconces on the wall. By their light he could see the lady sitting in a carved-
back chair, as quiet as a picture.

“Good night to you, Hugh,” the lady said.
“And many of them!” said the Master.

As the Master closed the door, there was a sharp, metallic sound which
told Hugh that the bolt was drawn. And there Hugh stood in the kitchen,
listening at the door, because he could not go away.

“Pierre,” he heard the lady say, “what are you going to do?”
“Come, Joker,” said the Master. “Where’s my stick? Ah, there it is.”
“What are you going to do, Pierre?” The lady’s voice was louder.

There was a sound and a yelp and a sound and a yelp. Hugh’s face was
clammy wet.

“Trying the stick on the dog, my dear,” the Master said. “It will serve.
It’s your turn now.”

“You don’t dare,” he heard her voice, a little louder, but still level.

“Don’t dare?” the Master said. “Strip off that dress. I’ll not have it
spoilt.”

“Pierre,” the mistress said. “I’ve married you and been a good wife. Take
your hand from my shoulder. Don’t forget—there’re some things I’ll not
stand.”

The Master said something which Hugh Penny could not hear. There
was a cry from the lady, a clatter of a chair and the crash of glass.

“Fool!” said the Master. “You’re weak as water. Hold still, my lady. Be
patient like the dog.”

And next minute Hugh Penny heard a sound which he knew well
enough. It was the noise of the Master’s cane upon the lady’s flesh.

To raise one’s hand against a master was a heavy crime in those days,
but Hugh Penny forgot the danger. An instant later he found himself beating



with his fist upon the panels of the door. He was shouting, “Leave that lady
be!”

There was no answer. The lady did not cry out, not a single sound. And
Hugh could hear the stick falling, falling, falling. A minute later—it could
not have been more than a minute, though it seemed much longer—the
Master stood before him, with his cane still in his hand.

“Here!” said the Master. “What mean you, beating on the door?”

For once Hugh Penny found his tongue. “You brute!” he shouted. “Ah—
you dirty brute!”

Then something, it must have been the Master’s cane, struck him on the
head and Hugh Penny was sprawling on the kitchen floor.

“That for you!” the Master said. “Good night, ma belle. Sweet dreams!
I’1l be down at the countinghouse, in case you’re feeling lonely.”

When the Master opened the kitchen door, a gust of wind came in, which
made the candles gutter; the rain was coming with the wind and the night
was black as pitch, but the Master did not heed it.

As Hugh Penny struggled to his knees, he saw the Master stride into the
black, with a look—Hugh Penny always said—as though he had got the
better at last of something. Even Hugh Penny could see that the blows were
somehow a victory, the fire from smoldering words and looks, as sure as
flame came up from a smoking tinder box.

Hugh Penny could hear him laughing. “That for all the Swales,” the
Master said, and then the door went slam and the kitchen was very still.

At the same moment with the closing of the door, there was scurrying of
feet; Joker ran across the kitchen, whining, for he had seen the Master go.

A Swale had been beaten like a serving wench, one of the Swales who
had ordered freedmen whipped when the colony was new. Fifty years ago no
man could have dreamed of such an act. Yet a Swale had been beaten by a
commoner, while the wind was whistling by the house in the beginning of a
southwest gale. It was a time for winds, for all the world was changing.

He got dizzily to his feet, hardly hearing Joker’s whining then, though it
always seemed to him afterwards that the whining of that dog and the
whistling of the wind were in back of everything. He walked softly toward
the parlor, where the door was still ajar.



“Madam!” he called. “Madam!” But there was no answer. He thought
that she would cry or sob, as any woman should, not knowing what the
Swales were made of then.

In the parlor, one of those carved chairs had fallen over, a wineglass and
a crystal decanter had fallen to the floor, with the wine run from it like blood
over the Turkey rug. The lady’s back was to him; she was seated in another
chair, leaning her head upon a table, pillowed in her arms, her slender
fingers tightly clenched. Her dress was torn, leaving her back half bare, with
red welts upon the soft white skin.

“Madam,” said Hugh. “Ah, Lady, God help us all.”

Then she looked up, that thin face as motionless as stone. Her eyes were
wide but there were no tears in them. Hugh could see the marks where the
little teeth had dug into the lower lip. Forgetting, seemingly, that her dress
was torn, she looked up as though nothing at all had happened.

“Why, Hugh,” she said, and he had never heard her voice so soft.
“There’s blood upon thy face, Hugh. Did he beat thee too?”

“Madam,” said Hugh, “it’s nothing, Madam. I’m as tough as a hickory
tree, I am. But if he hadn’t knocked me over, I swear I would have killed
him for what he done to you.”

“Good boy,” said the lady. “Good boy. But we mustn’t mind the Master.
The Master’s very wild.”

Then something was clawing against his leg; it was Joker, wagging his
tail and whining. The lady looked at him and sat up straight.

“What does Joker want, Hugh?” the lady said.

As he answered, the wind went whistling through the eaves, and in spite
of the closed windows, he could hear the roaring of the sea. “Sure, he wants
to go to the countinghouse with the Master, Ma’'m. That’s where the
Master’s gone.”

“Yes,” said the lady, “that’s where the Master’s gone. Where are Pomp
and the maids, Hugh?”

“Sure, Ma’m, they’re sleeping in the ell. Rest you easy, Ma’m, they did
not hear a sound.”

Then Joker was whining again, running here and there.

“Joker,” said the lady, “come here, Joker.” But Joker did not come; he
kept running here and there about the room, sniffing, whining, looking at the



lady, looking back at Hugh, raising himself on his hind legs toward the
window where the rain was slapping.

“Yes, Ma’m,” said Hugh. And he wanted to talk of something else, so
that he could forget the lady’s back. “Yes, Ma’m, he do be wanting to get to
the Master. He knows it’s an ill night for the Master to be walking on the
wharf. I’ll be letting him out, so that he can watch the Master, Ma’m. Then
I’1l get you a glass of spirits, if you please.”

“No,” said the lady, “it’s too bad a night for Joker, Hugh. Tie him by the
fire.”

“But, Ma’m—" said Hugh. And then he stopped.

“Tie him by the fire,” she said. “And sit up till the Master comes. And
give me a candle, Hugh. I am going to sleep.”

“Yes, Ma’m,” said Hugh. “I’1l tie him up.”

The wind was coming to a fearful gale, so that it was like voices outside,
all sorts of voices. It made him shiver sometimes, sitting by the kitchen fire,
because with all the wind Joker kept on whining. Even when Hugh slapped
him, he kept on whining. Sometimes, what with the rain and the wind, he
could think he heard the Master’s steps coming toward the door, dancing
and unsteady, but the Master never came.

It must have been along toward morning, because outside, through the
windows, it looked a little gray, when all at once he had a fright.

He had not heard a sound except the wind, when all at once Joker gave a
bark and Hugh Penny looked behind him. There was the lady, all in white,
and beautiful, oh, beautiful. Her hair was down her back, brown hair which
was almost gold.

“Hugh,” she said, “bring me a cloak. I’'m cold. The wind keeps me
awake, Hugh. Has the Master not come yet?”

“No, Ma’m, he ain’t come yet.”

“I wonder what can be keeping him,” the lady said. “Has he ever been so
late?”

“No, Ma’m, he ain’t,” said Hugh.

Then the lady looked toward the gray in the windows and drew a deep
breath. Then she looked at Joker and then at Hugh and drew another breath.



“Hugh,” she said, “I’ll have some spirits now, a very little in a glass. |
feel so very cold.”

Hugh Penny was the one to open the front door when they brought the
Master home. They brought him on a shutter from the mud flats, where two
boys had found him in the morning, when they went to dig for shellfish at
ebb tide. The Master’s clothes were thick with mud and bits of weed and
stone, which made the Master seem more like a being from the sea than a
man who had walked on land.

The Master’s lips were twisted back and his eyes were open wide and
staring up at Hugh, for all that he was dead.

“Penny,” he seemed to say, “did you not let out the dog?”

They brought him to the great chamber and laid him on the bed, taking
care first to move the coverlet away. The lady watched them, leaning against
the wall with her arms crossed on her breast.

“Hugh,” she said, “go with the men and give them spirits in the kitchen.”

As the bearers of the Master tiptoed down the stairs, Hugh found himself
turning back. The lady was standing by the chamber window, staring out
toward the town, where the houses stood in rows, with the church spires
above them and the weathercocks upon them, shining golden. What she was
staring at, Hugh Penny could not tell.

“Will that be all, Madam?” he said.
“Yes,” she said, “that’s all.”
“Will you watch with him alone, Ma’m?”” Penny asked.

“Yes,” she said, “I’ll be with him alone.” And then she paused, looking
at the Master. “Wait,” she said. “Yes, Madam?”’ said Hugh.

“Bring up Joker,” said the lady. “Joker always loved him.”



“Make yr Cheaf Trade with the Blacks and Little or none with
the white people if possible to be avoided. Worter yr Rum as much
as possible and sell as much by the short mesur as you can.”

—From Instructions of an early New England Merchant.
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Ships Must Sail

ANIEL SWALE has left a record of when ships once crossed our bar at
night, in defiance of the Crown. It was an old man’s recollections—one
must remember that.

Yet something of Daniel Swale is still left in the Swale house. On
entering the room where Daniel Swale drank his wine, after he had left the
sea, you could not help but feel a presence melancholy but kind. Mr. Dennis
Swale, who lived there till very recently, was the only one who was
oblivious. Each evening after dinner, he would light his cheap cigar and
stare placidly at the picture of Daniel Swale above the mantelpiece. It was a
portrait of a lean man in a sea cloak, with wide, dark eyes.

“Now there’s an old sea dog for you,” Dennis Swale would say, “and,
just between you and me, he bought blacks off the Guinea coast. There’s the
type to put fear in a forecastle. Why, when he was a child, he pulled a lion’s
tail.”

He never saw that Daniel Swale was a man with a vision, who followed
visions always. He never thought of Daniel Swale as sitting by his block-
front desk in that very room, listening for old sounds that even then were
dim.

It was the time of the enforcing of the old “molasses act”, just before the
Revolutionary War, which Daniel Swale described in his recollections,
which used to lie in the block-front desk in the Swale’s library.

“The door to Mr. Whistle’s private room was open”—the words were
written in Daniel Swale’s flowing hand—*and I was not a fool, and I heard
Mr. Whistle speak as follows, viz:

““I’ll ship in French molasses duty free, as sure as I’'ll have my rum
watered on the Guinea coast, and it’s nobody’s affair, if you should ask me
that. What’s trading for? The ships must sail.’

“I asked Mr. Whistle,” wrote Daniel Swale, “to ship me as a boy. I came
there with John Scarlet. It was before the Lion come to town.”

Even as he wrote it, the lion was in his mind, mingling vaguely with the
ships, and one can understand it, for the mainsprings had not rusted yet.
There are boys in Haven’s End right now, who think the same thoughts, and
you can hear their voices calling in the streets. Sometimes it almost seems



that they are other voices calling through the distance of our town, not the
distance of its space but of its time,—calling with an unchanging timbre.

Mr. Whistle’s countingroom was empty. Outside, Mr. Whistle’s schooner
Sally was lying by the wharf, high up in the water, for her cargo was all out;
and the wind was blowing easterly. There would be rain by night.
Hogsheads of molasses covered the wharf, and the air was full of flies. And
over everything was a thick, sweet odor, heavy but not unpleasant, of
molasses and of rum from the distillery.

They were speaking in the private room, and Daniel knew the voices.
One was Mr. Pringle’s, the Collector of the Port, and the other was the
Reverend Ezra Dole’s, who was minister of the old First Church.

“But I tell you,” the Collector was saying, “the Commissioner is
coming.”

“Let him come,” said Mr. Whistle. “He hasn’t seized a cargo yet.”

“But there’s danger,” said the Reverend Dole. “Thomas Whistle, will
you not consider me?”’

“You’ve put your pennies in,” said Mr. Whistle, “but you don’t steer the
ship.”

All things seemed possible to Daniel, for he was very young, but even
then he wondered what business a minister had on Mr. Whistle’s wharf.

“Thomas Whistle—" said the Reverend Mr. Dole.

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Whistle, “you should have thought before. Your
name is down with mine as owner.”

And the door opened, and out came Mr. Dole, with Mr. Pringle close
upon his heels. As they passed through the countingroom, immersed in their
own thoughts, their faces looked the same, though the Reverend Mr. Dole
was large and heavy, all in black, and Mr. Pringle was thin and small, in a
blue coat and nankeen breeches. It seemed as though a hand which had held
their faces smooth and suave had suddenly loosed its hold. Mr. Dole’s heavy
cheeks were sagging. The wrinkles about his eyes were deep and loose, and
his mouth was hanging relaxed, like a man’s mouth in his sleep.

Daniel Swale was the one who knocked at Mr. Whistle’s door, because
Johnny Scarlet did not dare to knock, but once they were in Mr. Whistle’s
room, they both stood silent, not knowing where to start. Mr. Whistle was
the great man of our town, rich from the Indies and from the African Trade.
Mr. Whistle was seated before a table. His coat and wig were off, hanging



each upon a peg. His face was very thin, like all the Whistles’ faces. His
nose was sharp and pointed, and his lips were set in a downward curve.

“Now what brings you in here, boys?”” Mr. Whistle said.

Daniel shuffled his feet and twisted his hat between his hands.
“Please, sir,” said Daniel, “do you wish to ship two cabin boys?”
“Who are you?” Mr. Whistle asked.

“Yonder,” began Daniel, pointing, “is Johnny Scarlet—"

“Yes,” said Mr. Whistle, “I know a Scarlet when I see one,—and you’re
a Swale, I’ll wager. Who’s your father, boy?”

And Daniel told him that it was Richard Swale, and he remembered that
Mr. Whistle pursed his lips.

“Does your father know you’re here?”” he asked.
“No, sir,” answered Daniel.

“Well,” said Mr. Whistle, “he wouldn’t like it, if he knew. Do you mean
to run away?”’

“I will, sir, if you’ll take me,” Daniel answered.

“You, Scarlet, go see Captain Marigold and tell him that I sent you,” Mr.
Whistle said.

“And me, sir?” asked Daniel Swale.
Before he answered, Mr. Whistle crossed one knee above the other.

“There’s kindliness in me,” said Mr. Whistle, “Christian kindliness,
when I’'m ashore. You have not got the strength. We don’t ship weak boys
on a voyage—"’

In his humiliation it seemed to Daniel that his words were lodged fast in
his throat.

“Another boy’s thought broken, eh?” Mr. Whistle said. “I know. Smash
’em! Smash the lot of em as quickly as you can. Listen—there’s no justice
in this world but strength. Come back when you can pull a rope.”

“Will you take me, sir?” asked Daniel Swale. “Will you take me, if I'm
strong?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Whistle.



He never thought that he was changing the life of Daniel Swale or
sending him on a quest among the shadows.

There was a witch in Haven’s End then. Her name was Madam Haight,
and Daniel knew her. All the children and slaves and bond servants knew
Madam Haight. He had seen her often enough walking across the square, an
object of derision and superstitious fear. She wore a country woman’s
bonnet and a billowing gown of rich green satin, patched with red. She had
come by ship from Quebec, they said, after the late war, the wife of a British
officer who had died on the Plains of Abraham; but others said she was no
wife.

It was raining, Daniel remembered, when he reached Madam Haight’s
house. It stood on the edge of the cedar swamp, where deer still wintered, a
dwelling of a single room.

“Come in, Dan Swale,” she said.

He stood close to the threshold, shivering from the rain and wondering
how she knew his name. Her hair was jet-black, streaked with gray, and her
face was rough with whiskers like a man’s. The wind was blowing through
cracks where the clapboarding had fallen. A row of dresses hung on pegs
along the wall, all silk, but torn and soiled.

“Come in,” she said.

Now that he was on the threshold, Daniel remembered that he was half
ashamed.

“Thank you, Madam,” he began.

But he could not finish. He could see the rafters heavy with bunches of
dried twigs, and with roots like old hands, and in the darkness he saw a
kettle upon the embers of the hearth.

“Herbs,” she said, “herbs and roots, those be. The selectmen cannot
move me on, while the roots are growing. Yonder’s bay leaves and sweet
fern, and the daisy root for deafness. The gentlemen and ladies come here
and the doctors too. Sure, I know gentlemen and ladies, and I know the stars
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“Madam,” said Daniel Swale, “may I ask a question, if you please?”

“Sure,” she said. “I know questions and the answers to the Alpha and
Omega.”



Daniel cleared his throat, but he could not ask the question which he
wished.

“Madam,” said Daniel Swale, “is it true you know the dark spirits of the
air?”

He saw her smile, and her eyes were like dark water.

“There are light ones and dark ones. I’ve seen ’em both,” she said,
“since [ was pretty.”

The rain was louder on the roof when she had finished speaking. Pomp,
the black slave at home, had his spirits too. Daniel had heard him calling on
them by rattling bones at night. The Reverend Mr. Dole himself confessed to
spirits. Daniel had heard him when the church was still.

“Oh, Lord,” Mr. Dole would pray, “save us from the tyrannies of unjust
laws and save us from the Dark Spirits of the air.”

“Sure,” the witch was saying, “you’ll not hear the spirits till you get old.
What do you want, Dan Swale?”

“Madam,” said Daniel Swale.
But he could not say it, for she was only like a poor old woman.

“Speak out,” she said—*“speak out. Every one is wanting something who
comes here—Ilove or health, and you’re too young for love.”

“If you please, Madam,” he said, “I want strength, if you please, to go to
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sea.
And then she began to laugh.

“Sure,” she said, “you won’t need no strength.—The rain is over. Get on
home.”

He never told where he had been. He would not have dared to tell, when
his last hope was gone that night.

“Wait,” the witch called to him, just as he turned to go, and he could see
her in the shadows, laughing.

“Wait,” she said, “I’ll tell ye. When next you see a lion, pluck two living
hairs out of his tail, and those will make ye strong.”

“But, Madam,” Daniel answered, for he could still be literal, “there are
no lions here.”

“No,” she said, “there are no lions—and no charity either, hereabouts.”



Only the next morning, when he was standing in the square with Johnny
Scarlet, he knew she was a real witch. There was no reason that they should
have been there, unless it was pure destiny. It was high noon, and warm for
early summer, and the river was flat calm, so that all the wharves and ships
were double. Two ships were in from the Indies, with specie in their cabins,
and you could hear the sailors singing, as they warped them up to Scarlet’s
wharf.

“Chi’lly,” you could hear their voices shouting, “Chi’lly . . . Chi’lly!”

Then a hand bell was ringing, jingle, jingle. It was the town crier,
coming down the street past the shops with their swinging signs, and as he
walked, he tolled his bell and shouted in a singsong voice.

“Hear ye! Hear ye!” he was shouting. “For those who be curious at the
wonders of the world—there be a lion at the New George Inn, a lion new
come from Barbary. A lion brought in from Africa. His cage is on a wain
drawn by two yoke of oxen—a monstrous lion—"

Daniel Swale never forgot the crier’s voice, echoing in the still, warm
air.

“A lion. A wondrous beast, the size of a calf and twenty times the
weight. There be hair on his withers, and a shaggy mane, and the eyes and
nose of a cat. He is worth the examination of all the curious—for a shilling a
head. A lion at the George Inn yard—a shilling for a sight you may never
see again!”

It seemed to Daniel Swale that the square was suddenly silent and that
he was standing all alone. Then the buildings and the square seemed very
close, and the ships’ masts in the river were like towers.

“John Scarlet,” he said, “have you a shilling?”
“Yes,” said Johnny Scarlet, “and that’s more than you.”

“John Scarlet,” said Daniel Swale, “will you play me at chuck farthing? I
want to make a shilling.”

“Why do you need a shilling?”” Johnny Scarlet asked.
“To see the lion,” Daniel answered. “I need to see that lion.”

There had been a trained pig before and two trained dogs, and once a
dancing bear, but there had never been a lion.



John Scarlet made a hole with his heel and marked a line four paces off.
“Chuck,” he said. “What are you shivering at?”

“I’'m not shivering,” said Daniel Swale. He forgot that he was playing
chuck farthing in the public square, and all he saw was the brown ground
and broad copper pieces in the dust, until a hand seized his collar and jerked
him backward off his feet. And then he turned to see the Reverend Mr. Dole.

There was no gentleness with children then, and Mr. Dole was earnest in
his duty.

“So the children are at it too?”” he said. “Pick up that filthy money.”

As Daniel stooped to pick it up, Mr. Dole dropped his collar and seized
him by the ear.

“Eightpence, eightpence,” Mr. Dole was saying. “You’ll thank me when
you’re older. The money must go to the poor, Daniel. It is not fit to keep.”

Mr. Dole’s fingers were very strong. He had twisted the ears of other
boys. The pain made Daniel wish to cry aloud. The tears were starting from
his eyes, but even in his pain he thought of Mr. Whistle’s countinghouse.

“Wait,” he said, “I wished to see the lion.”
“Daniel,” said Mr. Dole. “Take that!”

Daniel took it, for there was nothing else to do. It was a blow and
nothing more, and it was a time when blows were freely given, but that blow
was different, though Daniel could not tell why. It gave him a sense of
indignity and of grave humiliation, because Daniel knew that Mr. Dole
would not have struck if he had been a strong boy. The air seemed filled
with flashing lights. There was a taste of brimstone in his mouth, and all
respect and decency were lost to him in a wave of hate. His foot lashed out
before he thought, and he had committed sin.

“You imp!” shouted Mr. Dole.

“Then give me back my eightpence!” Daniel shouted back. There
seemed to be a swarm of bees buzzing in his head, but he heard another
voice.

“Leave him,” some one was saying. “Leave him for the moment, Mr.
Dole.”

As Daniel looked up, he saw that two gentlemen were standing very near
him. One was Mr. Whistle, very thin and tall, and beside him was a heavy,



red-faced gentleman, whom Daniel had never seen, dressed in a riding cloak
and boots.

“Yes,” he said, “leave down the brat. I’ve come to speak on business.”

“This is Mr. Dickey,” Mr. Whistle said, “who has come to see how our
collector runs the port.”

Mr. Dole’s face twitched and Daniel saw him dig his fingers against his
palms. Mr. Dole did not answer, and Mr. Whistle cast a quick, hard glance at
Mr. Dole.

“Well,” said Mr. Dickey, “every one’s gone mad in this cursed country.
It’s not so odd to find a minister breaking law.”

“Sir,” said Mr. Dole,—and Daniel saw that his face was long and white.
“Fifty years ago, you’d be in the pillory for half that speech.”

Mr. Whistle waved his hand, still looking hard at Mr. Dole.

“Hush, Ezra,” he said. “Mr. Dickey, in this wild place where all of us
have our wrongs, we have to live. I trust you’ll report them, Mr. Dickey,
when you sail for home.”

“Sir,” said Mr. Dickey, “I wish to heaven you were with me there and I’d
have you safe in Newgate.”

Mr. Whistle raised his eyebrows.

“Sir,” he said, “you use harsh words. You say we have made a false
declaration, but your collector, who carries His Majesty’s commission, has
passed our cargo.”

“And I tell you,” Mr. Dickey raised his voice, “the collector is a piece of
all the rest of you. I tell you—don’t stop me while I speak—your schooner
came in deep-laden from the Indies. You made declaration on five
hogsheads of molasses. Do you take me for a fool? There were twenty
hogsheads in that hold, if there was one. Now where’s the rest?”

“Can you find it?” Mr. Whistle asked.
Mr. Dickey drew in his breath and turned to Mr. Dole.

“Sir,” he said in a different tone, “this is no dealing for a minister. If you
make a full confession, I’ll leave you out.”

“Mr. Dole gave me a small sum for a venture. I told you he knows
nothing about molasses,” said Mr. Whistle very quickly.



“Thomas,” Mr. Dole said, “Thomas—"

“Ezra, leave this to me,” said Mr. Whistle. “Mr. Dickey, your
government does wrong to interfere with trade. We’ve made this land, and
there’ll be bloody revolution.”

Mr. Dickey smiled and blinked.
“D’you think I’m to be threatened by a lot of smugglers?” he said.
Mr. Whistle smiled also.

“Whistle,” Mr. Dickey said at length, “will you open your warehouse
doors, or will you have me smash them down?”

Mr. Whistle took another pinch of snuff.
“May I ask,” he inquired, “just how you’re going to smash them?”

“Did you ever hear of a writ?” asked Mr. Dickey. “I’ve got one in my
pocket with rights to break and force.”

Mr. Whistle rubbed his chin, and he and Mr. Dickey stared at each other
for another moment.

“Thomas,” said Mr. Dole, “Thomas—"

“Ah,” said Mr. Whistle, “one of those writs of assistance? Who’ll help
you, Mr. Dickey? I can only think of one man with the courage in this whole
town.”

“So you’ll resist the law, will you?” Mr. Dickey raised his voice again,
until it rang across the square. “I’ve a dozen troopers following. They’ll be
here in town by night.”

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Whistle, “there’s no use being round. I’ve told
you there were only five hogsheads in the hold. The rest were water casks
for ballast. Isn’t that enough?”

“And I say,” Mr. Dickey answered, “we’ll look at those water casks to-
night, as soon as my men ride in.”

There was always talk in those days of the “sugar and molasses act”, and
every boy there knew that rum and sugar and molasses made Haven’s End.
The lines on Mr. Dole’s face were deeper, and he seemed almost ill, and then
Daniel saw that Mr. Dole was looking at him strangely.

“Get you home, boy,” said Mr. Dole. “I’ll report it to your father before
the evening meal.”



Then the bell of the town crier was ringing, and Daniel heard his voice
above the other noise.

“Hear ye! Hear ye! A Lion in the George Inn yard . . .”

Mr. Whistle sighed, looking about the square. From a distance men were
staring at them, standing in small groups and whispering. Daniel Swale
thought nothing of it then. He only knew much later that he had witnessed
an event of a turbulent time, that was destined to lead to the war of the
Revolution. He was thinking of the lion, and he wanted to be strong.

It was Pomp who told him when he got home. Pomp was the Swales’
black slave, and the story was that he had been a king, but Pomp was
carrying a load of wood, like any other man, toward the kitchen door.

“Master Dan,” he said, “the prayer man—he been here.”
“Did he see my father?” Daniel asked, “Is my father angry?”

Pomp showed his white teeth. They had been filed to points before he
left the Guinea Coast, and there was a great hole in his flat nose from which
had hung a ring.

“Pomp,” said Daniel, “there’s a lion at the Inn. Tell me, Pomp, is it true
that hairs from a lion’s tail will make you strong?”

Pomp showed his teeth again and scratched the matted hair upon his
head.

“Mebbe so,” he said, “black man no can tell. When I was boy like you—
me, [ had the lion claw from witch fella. Me—he made me strong.”

When Daniel reached the dark front entry, he heard his father calling him
from the parlor. It was a small room, which was simple and unpainted. The
furniture was mostly oak, such as richer families had discarded for
mahogany. Upon the wall by the chimney hung a steel cap and breastpiece,
which his great-great-grandfather had worn when he led a regiment in King
Philip’s War. His father was standing by the window, in threadbare, snuft-
colored clothes, and his Aunt Levesser was there also, sitting in an old oak
armchair. She had come to live with them after Daniel’s mother died.

“Daniel,” said his father, “is it true you kicked our minister?”’

Before he answered, he saw his aunt was looking at him with a half-
smile on her lips, which seemed to tell one everything, yet nothing.

“If you please, sir,” said Daniel, “he took my eightpence and wrung me
by the ear.”



“Take off your coat,” his father said, “and fetch the birch from behind
the door.”

It was like his father, that even, melancholy justice, which stood above
adversity and joy. Daniel always remembered him as he rose and took the
rod, testing it in his heavy hands, without a change of feature.

“Daniel,” he said, “Mr. Dole is an honest man. Come here and take your
stripes.”

Richard Swale laid the birch smartly a dozen times across Daniel’s
shoulders, while Daniel held his breath. Though he felt the gross injustice,
he could feel no resentment against his father for it, but instead a growing
anger against the Reverend Mr. Dole.

“Richard,” his aunt said, “you always strike too hard.”

“There,” said his father. “Daniel, why were you so late in coming
home?”

“If you please, sir,” said Daniel, “there’s a lion at the Inn. Please, sir,
may I have a shilling to see the lion?”

His father walked to the window and stood looking out, his hands
clasped behind his back. Richard Swale always pondered over small things
as though they were important.

“And why do you wish to see a lion?”
“Fiddlesticks!” said his aunt, “I’ll give the boy a shilling.”

Richard Swale turned from the window and walked across the room and
back.

“Dan,” he said, “you’ll have no shilling, and you, Madam, you shall give
none to him. You shall go to the minister instead, Daniel, and make him
your apology. That will cost you nothing, and he shall be your lion.”

Only long afterwards Daniel knew there was a similarity between his
father and himself, the same harsh humor, the same unbending will. And
that was when their wills clashed for the first time and the last. Daniel heard
his own voice, thin and high, and it did not sound like his own.

“I’1l not go, sir,” he said. “You can beat me, but he wronged me as much
as I did him.”

There was a long, dull silence. He could clearly hear the thudding of the
wood, which Pomp was piling by the kitchen door. The look on his father’s



face was very strange, and his aunt was first to speak.
“Why,” she said, “there’s still life in the Swales.”
His father had laid his hand on a chair back.
“Madam,” he said, “do you taunt me, because I obey the law?”

Madam Levesser had risen. There was something in that room which
Daniel could not see, but he could feel it in the silence.

“Richard,” she said, “even the boy sees clearer. Will you send him to
make apologies to an—informer, Richard Swale?”

“Daniel,” said his father, “leave the room.”

And Daniel left, and he was glad to go, but even in the passage he heard
his father speaking.

“Madam,” he was saying, “I am an honest man. If any one is an
informer, it is I. Mr. Dole came here to ask me my advice. What was there
for an honest man to give? I told him to lodge information with authority. I
told him to tell what he knows and be free of it—that the molasses will be
moved to Mr. Whistle’s barn to-night.”

That was how Daniel knew, and he knew that his father was an honest
man. All at once he could see it very clearly. He could see why Mr. Whistle
had taken his snuff and had smiled in the square that noon. There would be
no molasses when they smashed his warehouse door, because he would
move it after dark. He knew that Mr. Dole would tell, and that telling would
be right, and yet his heart was beating faster.

Then he was standing in the dooryard, and the wind was blowing toward
the trees, softly as it sometimes did toward evening, and, from where he
stood, he could see the river and the wharves and the masts of all the ships,
like a strange, small forest along the river bank. The new clock in the First
Church was striking out the hour of seven when he turned and saw his father
standing near him.

“Daniel,” said his father, “Daniel—" Then he stopped as though he
could not go on, and Daniel remembered how tall his father seemed and how
the wind blew at his wig.

“Daniel,” said his father, “will you go to Mr. Dole?”

“No, sir,” he said, “I will not.”



His father stood looking toward the river, not a muscle moving on his
face.

“Daniel,” he said, “if you do not go, you will not be welcome in my
house.”

And Daniel knew his father spoke the truth, as surely as he knew that he
could not go. The wind was blowing from the sea, as salt and bitter as the
tears that filled his eyes.

“Father,” he said, “Father—" He knew his father loved him in a way, and
his father laid a hand gently on his shoulder.

“There,” he said, “that is better.”

He did not know why Daniel wept. He did not know, because the Swales
were endowed with a peculiar stubborn blindness.

“That is better, Daniel,” said Richard Swale. “Let me know when you
come back.”

As he turned and walked away, Daniel watched his father’s shadow on
the grass. It was dark and very long and ugly. He was turning from the
dooryard, when a thing happened which he was never to forget.

“Daniel,” he heard some one calling, “stop a moment, Daniel.”

It was his aunt who was calling. She was coming down the path, past a
cluster of sumac bushes.

“Daniel,” she whispered, and pressed something in his hand, “here’s thy
shilling, Daniel.”

Then suddenly her voice broke, and he remembered that her voice was
sweet like running water, and that her arms were about him, and that she
pressed him to her close; and then he found himself sobbing, his head buried
in her gray silk dress.

“Poor Daniel,” she was saying. “We love bright things.”

The George Inn stood on the main street, then some distance away from
the shipping. It had the same simplicity of line as the older tavern by the
water, but it was larger, with fine, panelled chambers and a high, carved
doorway. Instead of one great room with a sanded floor, there was a
ballroom where a fiddler sometimes played, and a parlor and a taproom
which opened to the yard, where the Boston stage changed horses. On the



street outside Daniel was surprised to see so many people, most of them
mechanics and sailors.

“Curse the Customs,” he heard some one saying.

“Ay,” said a voice that Daniel knew. “Speak up and stand for your rights.
Now there’s the bully boys!”

It was Captain Marigold who was speaking. Captain Marigold was one
of Mr. Whistle’s masters, a small, broad man in canvas breeches. His hair,
already white, was done up in a clubbed eelskin, and the whiteness of his
hair seemed to bring out all the sly wrinkles that surrounded the Captain’s
eyes and mouth.

“Sure,” said Captain Marigold. “Now there’s the bully boys. There’ll be
rum enough when you finish up to-night.”

Their voices were low; they kept staring at the inn door as they spoke,
but farther on at the Anchor Tavern, Daniel could hear other voices that were
louder.

Some one was shouting down the street: “Free trade and rum!”

Captain Marigold cocked his head to one side, and the wrinkles
deepened about the corners of his mouth.

“Look lively, boys,” he called. “Here comes Mr. Whistle! Give him a
helping hand.”

Sure enough, Mr. Whistle was walking down the street, bland and
smiling, with a gold-headed walking stick tucked under his right arm.

“Marigold,” he said, “does everything go well?”
“Sure sir,” said Captain Marigold, “fine as silk. The boys are ready.”
“Right,” said Mr. Whistle. “Then get moving.”

And Daniel knew as sure as he was standing by the inn that they would
move Mr. Whistle’s molasses from the warehouse as soon as it was dark,
over to his barn. He was sure with some intuition of his own that Mr.
Whistle did not know that Mr. Dole had told. His heart was beating wildly as
he walked through the tavern door and turned into the taproom. It seemed to
Daniel that he had never been so small and weak. Should he tell Mr. Whistle
when his father had not told?

The taproom was already lighted by candles on every table. Two boys in
white aprons were carrying bowls and pewter cups to all the gentlemen.



William Scarlet, the owner of the inn, was in his apron, standing by a trestle
table, where a dozen men were seated, smoking long clay pipes, talking in
low voices and staring across the room. Mr. Parlin was there and one of the
Levessers, and Mr. Busk.

“Look,” said Mr. Parlin. “Here comes one of Swale’s brats now.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Levesser. “Here’s a toast for him. Telltales—Tar ’em and
roll ’em in a feather bed!”

Goodman Scarlet glanced across the room.
“I beg you be more easy,” he said. “There’s trouble here enough.”

Daniel followed his glance and saw that he was looking at a gentleman
seated all alone, who was drinking placidly at a glass of flip. It was Mr.
Dickey, whom Daniel had seen in the square. Mr. Dickey was still in his
riding cloak and boots, and his look made Daniel sure that Mr. Dickey had
been told. Mr. Dickey was only waiting until his troopers came.

“Now,” said Goodman Scarlet, “what do you want, Dan Swale?”
“If you please,” said Daniel, “I’ve come to see the lion.”
Goodman Scarlet took his shilling.

“Then get out and see him,” he said

Outside in the inn yard it was growing dusk, but four pine knots were
lighted, so that any one could see. Some men stood about a great cage upon
a heavy wain. The wheels of the wain were painted red and yellow. There
was a cage upon the wain, like the Sabbath-breaker’s cage upon the square,
and in the cage Daniel saw the lion.

Now that he saw, he felt a disappointment, which was often to come
upon him, when he saw the other wonders of the earth. The beast was nearer
the size of a dog than a calf, and his coat was mangy. He was pacing back
and forth inside his cage and staring out with sleepy eyes.

“I warn you,” his owner was saying, a mangy-looking man like the lion;
“I warn you not to come too near the cage.”

Then some one began to laugh, but Daniel hardly heard, as he edged
nearer. He knew that all his life was in the balance.

For a moment he hesitated, close to the cage, where there was a sharp,
unpleasant odor, like the smell of a thousand cats, and then he seemed to be
as cold as ice. His eyes were on the beast’s tail that was moving softly, like a



great rope cable frayed upon the end. He was as cold as death, but it seemed
to him that something inside him made him move without his own volition,
and he could never tell exactly what occurred.

He heard the keeper shout, and then he heard a snarl that was like a clap
of thunder. He had snatched for the lion’s tail between the bars, and next he
was staggering backward. Some one had pulled him back.

There was a gash upon his arm. All at once his sleeve was red and moist,
but he could see, even though his sight was dizzy, that he held a tuft of hair.

The next he knew he was in the taproom, where they must have carried
him, seated on a bench, leaning against the wall. It was as if a curtain were
drawn from before his eyes. A roar of voices was about him, first blurred,
then clearer, and Mr. Whistle’s face, and Goodman Scarlet’s and Mr.
Levesser’s and Mr. Dickey’s were all staring at him. Some one was binding
a cloth around his arm, and the lion’s owner was speaking.

“I tell you,” he was saying, “he stepped straight up and tweaked his tail.”

“Now!” said Goodman Scarlet. “It’s what I tell you, gentlemen; there’s a
devil in them Swales.”

“Give him a dram!” said Mr. Dickey. “Why would he want to be pulling
at a lion?”

“Ah, Mr. Dickey,” Mr. Whistle said, in that pleasant voice of his, “we
may twist a greater lion’s tail, before we’re through with this.”

“It’s what I tell you, gentlemen,” Scarlet repeated. “There’s a devil in
them Swales.”

“Here,” said Mr. Dickey. “What’s the noise out yonder? Do I hear a
wagon rolling in the street?”

“Mr. Dickey,” said Mr. Whistle, “I’d advise you not to look for any
wagon. It’s a hard walk to the door.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Dickey; “but may I add my troopers will be
coming?”

But Daniel Swale hardly listened. He was looking at his hand. It was still
tight clenched, for all the blood upon it, and the lion’s hairs were in fit,
dripping with the blood.

“Daniel,” said Scarlet, for he was a kindly man, “are you feeling better
now?”



“Yes, thank you.” Daniel got to his feet. The floor seemed to move
beneath him, but he kept his balance, and he seemed very light, as though a
burden had been lifted from him. He knew that the witch was right. The lion
had made him strong.

He remembered, not so long before, that he had sailed a small boat to the
river mouth. He remembered how still she had been, dull and loggish, tied
against the wharf, but she had been like a living thing, once he had pushed
her free; and now he had the same freedom. The lion had made him strong.
His arms were the same; his cheeks were thin, but he had dared to pull a
lion’s tail.

“Mr. Whistle,” he said, “may I see you in the private room?”

Then they were alone in a small white room. There was a table in the
center, Daniel remembered, covered with cards. Though cards were
forbidden by the law, every one knew that gentlemen played them every
night.

“Well,” said Mr. Whistle, “what is it, boy?”

Daniel drew a hard, deep breath. His head was light, but his thoughts
were very clear.

“Mr. Dole has told, sir,” Daniel said. “They know you are moving the
molasses to your barn. They’ll seize it there to-night.”

Mr. Whistle was looking at him, and as he looked, he reached to the
table, took up a card and tore it sharp in two. Daniel Swale looked back at
Mr. Whistle. He knew what he had done. He could never return to his
father’s house.

“Thanks,” said Mr. Whistle. He did not seem surprised. “I’ll move the
molasses on.”

“Please, sir,” said Daniel, “I’ve been thinking you might do this: You can
take the lion’s wain. It is in the yard here. It’s painted red and yellow. Draw
out the wain, sir, and the lion’s cage. Leave the lion in your barn, and put the
hogsheads on. They’ll think it is the lion, moving out of town.”

“May I ask,” said Mr. Whistle, “how you thought of that?”

“Please, sir,” said Daniel, “it came to me—when I pulled the lion’s tail.”



For Jack’s the lad when maids are sad
To kiss their tears away.
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Jack's the Lad

AVEN’S END was like a pirate’s rendezvous in 1778. The list of its

privateers, though incomplete, covers a dozen pages in the county

records of the Revolutionary War. You can find the Charming Nancy
with the rest. She was known chiefly because her crew, when prisoners, rose
up and seized the Enterprise, of British privateering registry. She was
named, one supposes, for some girl in Haven’s End, and was built in one of
the river yards. A sloop, she was called, though the term is vague in that day
of pinks and snows and other archaic rigs, and the classification of the
merchant shipping is nearly impossible to follow; but she was called a sloop,
burden: eighty tons; master: Daniel Swale; owner: Messrs. Whistle, Scarlet
and others.

That was when the Swales grew rich, when the Charming Nancy sailed.
The Charming Nancy brought in the first money to Daniel Swale for the
building of the brick Swale house on the ridge, and the Swales are guarding
what is left of that fortune still. That was when cann