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12 AUTHOR’S FOREWORD

gales, they are as unattainable as the Islands of the
Bimini. TLook as one may, the things one most de-
sires to see are never quite distinet. Nor can one make
much out of the old mansions of history, silent,
speechless; for, given three centuries of progress, the
primitive is difficult to resurrect.

Like the Lost Arts of Egypt, the story that began
with the coming of Du Guast to the Island of the
Holy Cross and of Weymouth to the waters of the
Sagadahoc is as a tale that is told. From the Revela-
tion of Ingram of the Golden City of the Bessabez,
whose roofs outshone the setting sun among the dusky
pines of Kadesquit, one unreels a tenuous thread of
romance along which are hung the more modest
annals of Champlain, Smith, Rosier, and Strachey.
That there were once days of isolate and scanty
living along the Maine Coast, peopled by a sturdy
race of men and women, whose cabin-smokes blew
away on the wind that followed the indents of the
Gulf of Maine from the Piscataqua to beyond the
Sagadahoe, is become a landmark of history. Like
the Israelites, they were a peculiar people. For the
Wilderness of Zin, were the untrodden wilds of an in- -
hospitable country beset with unknown perils of
climate and unaroused savagery, where they began
the building of a new state and a new civilization.

It is a romantic story the annalist recalls of the
days when five settlements made up the tale of the
English occupancy of the Maine Province, settle-
ments widely separate and thinly populate, whose
only means of communication was an Indian trail, or



AUTHOR’S FOREWORD 13

the seashore at ebb-tide, compelling days of arduous
travel: a journey that began at Kittery and ended on
the far side of Pemaquid — lean days, of a surety,
yet pregnant with mighty prophecy.

After a fashion, all history is romance when it is
so old only the warp remains, dull and faded, with
only the ancient wooden loom, its dusty sleys, its
empty shuttle, and its rude bobbin of elderberry-
stem to perpetuate the wholesome activities of the
homespun days. Dry and uninteresting would be the
history of any people without atmosphere and en-
vironment. One needs many colors on his palette to
paint its scenes.

The author finds in those days that intervene be-
tween the Popham and Gilbert fiasco of 1607-08 and
the outbreak of the Second Indian War, 1690,—
which drove the English settler back over his ventur-
ous trail and for a half-generation made the settle-
ments east of York into blood-spots of savage re-
prisal,— the inspiration for his contemplated labor.
It is a field not overmuch tilled. Here or there some
local writer has essayed the historian, but only after
a most desultory and impoverished fashion. The
adequate story of the beginnings on the Maine Coast
does not yet seem to have been told; but with such
ravellings as he has been able to gather among the
musty shreds of men’s doings through the middle of
the seventeenth century, the author has rewound
the old bobbins, and with his feet upon the treadles,
shuttle in hand, the sleys move up and down and the
web has assumed already some considerable propor-
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tions. He has dipped his yarns in the dyes that most
appealed to him, and hopes, the fabric complete, that
the student of history will say of it that it was prop-
erly mordanted.

As for matters of history, the author has been over
a considerable space, meagre as it would seem to be.
He is free to say that, as to the facts stated, they may
be taken as authentic history, the judgment of the
captious or opinionated critic to the contrary not-
withstanding. His work is the result of years of care-
ful and curious reading, much arduous research, and
patient comparison of every writer of pioneer history
— none of whom, as it seems to the author, is wholly
to be relied upon. He has not seen fit to encumber
his work with numerous citations and foot-notes,—
as the manner of some is whose erudition, acquired or
appropriated, is perhaps their only recommendation
to the top shelves in one’s library,— preferring to
leave something to his eritics.

Historians are not infallible. Not a few are guilty
of palpable errors; and in the absence of documentary
evidence — for it is true that much of written his-
tory is hardly more than hearsay, and more lacks the
verification of tradition — it has seemed wisdom to
take the middle course. It has required something
of skill to steer between Charybdis and Scylla amid
the varying winds. Whether the author has been
able to do so, having reference to the prescriptive
rights of others to this particular domain who insist
upon the acceptance of their dicta, willy-nilly, is to
be determined only after a careful reading of the
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sonal belief are liable to take a tilt, the author has
not consciously allowed himself to be tainted by
prejudice or bias. He has tried to tell his story fairly;
to accord to the French explorer and the Jesuit
propagandist, as to the English adventurer and set-
tler, the Episcopal formalist and the Puritan poli-
tician, the credit of their several achievements; to
weigh impartially their worth to the times in which
they lived. If he has allowed his imagination the
saddle at times, it is because the sober drab of an
obsolete environment suggested the need of color.
History, as history, is a prosy thing — except to
our Dryasdust, who prefers his fish without a spray
of lemon-juice or a sip of Madeira, and his steak
overdone, without its garnishing of watercress. To
such the author’s present work will undoubtedly
seem a puerile innovation.

The opening of the Second Indian War closes this
relation, as the author has in projection an ‘“Account
of the Indian Wars of New England,”—a work
which, to him, seems important,— to be comprised
in two volumes, to appear as soon after the comple-
tion of this series as may be. The material is abun-
dant and inspiring. '

From the author’s point of view the past is poten-
tial in its relation to the present and future; and it
is worth while to halt for a moment in the mad race
of Commercialism, which seems to have possessed
itself of the present-day thought, for a backward
look, if for nothing more than to verify the purpose
of our living. We certainly live in a great country.
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36 YE ROMANCE OF CASCO BAY

tive as when well staged; and with others, I find my-
self wondering what the scene is to be like. But
the curtain is up at last, and I find pictured across
its ample stage an

“Old and quiet town,
The ghostly sails that out at sea
Flapped their white wings of mystery;
The beaches glimmering in the sun,
And the low wooded capes that run
Into the sea-mist, north and south,”

and an island-studded bay that has a peculiar fasci-
nation for the lover of the picturesque in nature. It

¥ Map oF CLEEVES NECK
3(p cAled Casco ORFALMOUTH

is a real bay, with real water and real ships plough-
ing through it; and a real wind puffing out their
sails; a rare bit of scenery, which lacks not a single
quality to make its beauty perfect. Coves and inlets
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mingle their outlines of tree and reef, inextricably;
and rocky bluffs, bold and threatening, near at hand,
shorten into low relief as they recede into a far-away
perspective, their gray tones blending with their in-
verted reflections in the placid waters at their feet,
giving to them the soft, dreamy effects so common
to sea landscapes. The irregular, zig-zag-like mark-
ings of the island and mainland shores, jutting be-
tween and by each other, abound in fantastic shapes
and broken lines, which add to the charm of the
constantly varying landscape.

Two centuries and a half ago, a day’s sail from old
Pentagoet southward, would have brought the voy-
ager to the easterly boundary of this sheet of water,
the northeast wall of this bay; which,

“Stretching its shrunk arm out to all the winds
And relentless smiting of the waves,”

makes a slim, ragged peninsula trending to the south-
ward, better known in Colonial times as Pejepscot.
Still southward, some eight leagues away, is its
southern land-wall, where perhaps we have pitched
our tents; and lying between, dotting the blue sea,
is an island for every day in the year. In summer
the cattle may be seen upon some of the larger of
them cropping their scanty herbage; but in winter
they are for the most part deserted. Parts of these
island shores are ragged and broken into sharp
needle-like shapes, that at low water resemble huge
teeth; their extremities are slim outreaching arms of
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rock, black with seaweed, stretching far into the
waters that chafe and fret themselves into fleecy
whiteness about
these rude bar-
g riers of Nature.
B4 Steep cliffs end
&l in abrupt preci-
pices that tower
j above the tallest
‘ masts; and up
W their sides shoot
W the straight
i spruces, tall,
arrowy, their
Y/ tops crowned

with sparse foli-
7l , % V)
51,,9 Jptan,

’ ///%/ 3
!

!

72

b7 ,’
X

5 ¢

¢

Z age. Here are
"ir Vi

; the quarries of
e i Sredd, - i the broad-

/ L‘;/Z -/ M f! /!! : ]' winged, white-
,/’ ///§: ’ }//V/ !’ headed - eagles,
, ’ ; //l whose rights of
fi’ 1 piscary are older
//’)/’//;:1' than the most ancient
//// of charters. One may

e
—

J / /
2 IS "/ ‘see, any day of the year,
Y ,"/9 the eagles hovering about the
A L5
GRERERIAT the fish-hawks and ospreys at their

sport among the islands and roadsteads, only to rob
them when they have made an especially good catch.
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When fish are scarce and the eagle’s fishermen fail
him, a plump sea-gull will whet his appetite as well.

Clumps of willows follow the yellow sands as they
curve backward from the cliffs, the bright green of
their foliage standing out in sharp contrast to the
darker tones of the dwarf pines and spruces; their
long, drooping branches are wet with the spray of
every incoming tide. White sails glide into the
shadows of the headlands, or fade away below the
horizon, lending the romance of the ships to the in-
tensity of color which pervades the outlook. The
atmosphere is clear, and Nature’s lines are sharply
drawn. The high lights are strong and the shadows
deep, with well-defined gradations. They are like
musical notes strung upon a staff, so perfect is the
harmony of color that greets the eye.

Only the centuries have left their footsteps about
the worn crags and ledges, along the seaward sides
of which the scanty tufts of spruce, gray and stunted,
are twisted into ungainly shapes by the storms of
the Atlantic; while over their gray reaches of broken
shingle is strewn the débris of wreck, and driftwood,
and floating kelp. These bold shores have wit-
nessed many a tumult of storm-driven wave racing
inward with the flying rain and sleet; but the same
granite buttresses are here as of the post-glacial pe-
riod, in all their silent pride and massive strength,
only a bit more shattered and worn, their polished
walls telling of many a Titan shock.

A glance at the southeastern coast of Maine shows
this sheet of dark water to be, if not the largest in-
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dentation of the series of bays and salt-water inlets
which give to the whole coast its irregular contour
and marked characteristics of rugged strength and
attractiveness, possessed of a more delicate charm
and fascination than either the Penobscot or the
Passamaquoddy, with its islands, their outlying ledges
and low, rocky reefs anchored so thickly about, long,
narrow and thickly wooded, every one of them trend-
ing to the southwest. This very plainly indicates
the course of the immense glacier, that, ages ago,
left its footprints, not only among these sea-girt
rocks, but along a line hence that would take one
over the highest of New Hampshire’s White Hills,
where other footprints of the same mighty force are
as plainly to be seen.

At the Pejepscot, or easterly end of this bay, these
islands, together with Harpswell Neck, resemble a
huge hand outspread in the midst of the sea; and
as one sails down through them to the southward,
the snowy summits of the far-off New Hampshire
mountains are plainly discernible, forming the extreme
western horizon. About Harpswell Neck, so the
legend runs, was the old-time cruising-ground of the
“Dead Ship.” The ill-boding prophecy of its appear-
ing, but a few years ago, was wont to terrify the credu-
lous crones and fisher-wives of Orr’s Island, who
watched for its coming with the keenest anxiety and

dread.
“0Old men still walk the Isle of Orr
Who tell her date and name;
Old shipwrights sit in Freeport yards,
Who hewed her oaken frame.”



YE ROMANCE OF CASCO BAY 41

And now, when the boats are late, the olden tale
comes to mind; and the gray phantom of a ship
beating slowly landward, with silent and deserted
decks, leaves its weird picture on the imagination.
Bright skies and cool seas dispel such vagaries; but
with the dark lowering storm swept along the wooded
headlands, and over the barren sands before the fu-
rious winds, the vision of boats among the breakers
and of desperate men struggling with the merciless
waters is too often one of stern reality.

Along the bluffs and sandy dunes of the shore that
unwinds like a tangled thread among the Cascoe
islands, are isolated . fish-
ing hamlets, — brown, =
weather-beaten houses pEy
among the rocks, ?;f;
often perched high — =

up against a oL ¥
background =-i=dEEEY
of scanty birch -‘%—u—

growth. With the

fishing-boats drawn up on
the sands below, and the quaintly-dressed figures
of their dwellers, they are exceedingly picturesque
and afford fine studies for the painter. A ship
with full-blown sails against the sky, a sea that
looks “wet,” — with such inimitable art are the
colors laid on, — is a beautiful thing; but there is
nothing human about it. An old interior with all
the paraphernalia of everyday living, with a touch
of humanity about it, a child at play among the
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knotted seines, a net-mender, a bar of sunshine,
is a poem, with all the rhythm and speech and
sympathetic quality of poetic expression.

When the tide is out, the yellow marsh-grasses
bend under the breeze. Flocks of sea-birds scurry
over the odorous flats. Here and there, dun-colored
stacks of marsh hay with sharpened domes, break the
monotony of these salt levels. Wide-mouthed rivers
stretch seaward; the broad mouth of the Presumscot
makes an arm of the bay; farther south is Casco
River fringed with black wharves, once the hermit
settlement of Ingersoll. It is no wonder these beau-
tiful waters, with their numerous coves, and inlets,
and snug places for the sheltering of vessels, attracted
the attention of the storm-beaten voyager of the
early days. No doubt then, as now, the bay was
possessed of the same delicate tones of light and shade,
its grays, browns, yellows and purples, its emerald or
slaty waters, its wood-embossed landscapes of ever-
varying attraction. In these days, frequently on
summer afternoons, dense low-hanging mists gather
about the roadsteads, choking them entirely; throw-
ing across the gateways of the offings, bars of dulled
silver; or slowly creep between the islands, and with
stealthy, hesitating movement roll away inland,
leaving the worn crags and gray ledges more sharply
defined than ever in the strong, clear sunlight. The
dancing waters, the soft blue sky pictured with flying
clouds that one sees only by the sea, and the snowy
sails of the ships beating in, or out the narrow
channels, are but parts of a picture to be seen from
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the heights of the old town that has grown up within
the shelter of this southernmost headland.

From the Merrimac to the Kennebec extended the
Laconia Grant. It was a goodly country. Hither
came many an adventurous man from the Massachu-
setts settlements, the tide setting noticeably to the
eastward before the Plymouth Colony had obtained
its foothold. Richmond’s Island, Monhegan and
Pemaquid were then prominent fishing stations, and
had their influence in opening this territory to men
of the type of George Cleeve, who, if ancient report
be true, was a man of brave parts, shrewdness, grit,
and untiring energy, and a considerable politician;
for, outwardly a good subject of the king, he found no
difficulty in espousing the cause of Cromwell. His
service in Cromwell’s army, —for he went from
Cascoe to take up arms for the Commonwealth, —
proved a profitable venture to himself, for it strength-
ened his title from Gorges by his purchase of the
old charter rights from Rigby, one of Cromwell’s
officers.

When Cleeve returned to Cascoe, there came with
him a young fellow who became an inmate of his
household. There was another who became inter-
ested in this newcomer, we may believe more for
companionship’s sake than through any warmer in-
terest, — for it is quite likely pretty Betsey Cleeve
was as demure as a Puritan maid of those times
should be. Alas for demureness and maidenly sim-
plicity! It was not long before Betsey’s heart went
into the clearings with her lover, while his remained
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with the red-cheeked girl, spinning wool and flax, or
weaving the family homespun in the cumbrous
wooden-loom. It is not unlikely this colonial court-
ship went as smoothly, and pleasantly, in the firelight
of this log-sheltered hearth of two centuries and a
half ago, smothered in deeps of drifting snows, as it
does to-day within the parlors of the stately brown-
stone fronts that overlook the site of this first love-
making in these parts. Betsey’s lover had one ad-

LONGFELLOW'S BIRTHPLACE

vantage young men do not have nowadays: there
was no “other fellow” constantly fanning the flame
of his uneasiness; and there is no intimation that the
course of his affection did not run smoothly, — for it
is a recorded fact that Elizabeth Cleeve became Mrs.
Michael Mitton in due time, the first English mar-
riage in this section: a very interesting event, in
which the whole neighborhood, which then consisted
of two families, no doubt actively participated.
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deciduous trees, and runs of alders and dwarf birches;
yet, in the time of Mackworth, here was, doubt-
less, a pine-clad rib of land that broke the low-rol-
ling mists of the bay apart, to send them up the
Presumpscot on the flood of the tide, or eastward,
Pejepscot way. It was an enchanting, and an ideal
country; and here Mackworth spent his days in
gentlemanly leisure; meanwhile bringing up a nu-
merous family, and doing a deal of entertaining. Mack-
worth was famous for his gracious hospitality, and
Mistress Mackworth was a most charming helpmeet.
It was he who made the delivery of seizin to Cleeve
and Tucker in 1637, by “twig and turf,” according
to the old English custom, of what is now the charm-
ing city of Portland, or rather that part originally
incorporated as such.

Mackworth’s occupancy of these Presumpscot
lands is still kept in mind by the rehabilitation of
Meckinoe into the corruption of Mackworth, —
namely, commonplace Mackey, by which cognomen,
the point and an island adjacent, are now known.
And here is Martin’s Point, where is now estab-
lished the Government Marine Hospital, and which
recalls Widow Martin; for here was the Martin farm,
where young Benjamin Martin was killed by the
Indians in one of their skulking excursions here-
about.

Cleeve may well be called the pioneer of this
part of the Province, coming here with Tucker, as
- he did, in 1633, from Spurwinke two years earlier
than Mackworth. Tucker was in a way a subordi-
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nate or servant of Cleeve, who later brought a
suit for an accounting for services in the Saco Court.
Not much is heard of him after a year or so of the
sojourning here. Cleeve seems to have been the
man of affairs. Before the coming of Cleeve and
Tucker, however, another had preceded them; for
there was a goodly house on one of the islands adja-
cent to the mouth of Fore River, the tide stream
which Gibbins confounded with the Presumpscot.
This house was built by Christopher Levett, who
came over here in 1623 in a vessel of his own, and
who sailed up the Presumpscot, perhaps to the Falls.
He made a considerable exploration of the coast
hence, to the southward as far as the mouth of the
Piscataqua, where he was the guest of one Thompson,
perhaps the earliest settler-about the immediate mouth
of that picturesquely beautiful stream. He made
written memoranda of his impressions of the country
and his experiences. He had a commission, in which
Capt. Robert Gorges, Capt. Francis West, and the
Governor of New Plymouth were associated with him,
“for the ordering and governing of New England.”
He came as one clothed with authority; but there
was but little opportunity for the exercise of such,
with only the defunct enterprise of Popham at
Pemaquid, and the straggling hamlet on Cape Cod;
with the bare possibility that Neale, as the agent for
Gorges and Mason, under their patent of August, 1622,
might have been laying the stone foundations of
Mason’s house around Quamphegan Falls on the
Piscataqua. Undoubtedly Levett preceded Neale by
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some time, as Levett was the guest of Thompson at
Odiorne’s Point; and Thompson left his cabin imme-
diately upon Neale’s coming, of which the latter took
possession for himself.

One of his first acts upon his coming to Casco,
was to ingratiate himself into the good graces of the
Queen of Quack, —in other words, he procured a
grant, upon his arrival, of the site of Casco Neck
and four islands in the harbor, from the wife of the
Sagamore of this locality. The “Sagamore’s wife” is
the ““ queen,” undoubtedly, with whom Levett sailed
to Quack, along with the prince, the dog, and the
kettle. Levett gave this place the name of York;
and Charles I. recognized it as York, as well, in the
interest which he subsequently took in the affairs of
Levett. It was here at Casco, and without doubt,
on one of the four islands at the entrance to the
harbor, that he built his house. There was a house
on House Island for years before Cleeve came here,
and there was no other house mentioned; therefore
it is entirely rational to say that the improvements
on House Island were those of Levett. Levett says
he fortified his house. If he was so cautious as that,
he could not, in the exercise of good judgment have
selected a better, or safer, location. This forsaken
cabin was used by fishermen for years after its aban-
donment by Levett’s ten men who were left behind.
It was in a degree isolated, and of limited area, and
swept the harbor in all directions.

It must have been of some considerable dimen-
sions, to accommodate its garrison of ten, who were
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aborigine. At best, Casco Neck was a thin and
scattered hamlet, even as late as the beginning of
the Indian forays of 1675; but in the days when
Winter and Cleeve were pleading and repleading
before Thomas Gorges, a half-dozen log-houses, squat-
ted, here and there, between Fore River and Indian
Cove, made up the tale of its inhabitants. It is a
good three miles from one point to the other, and
few of these huts were within sight each of the other.
Except, where the conflagrations, started from the
Indian camp-fires, had over-run the woodlands, or
with here and there, a rough-set opening where the
neighboring tribes grew their maize, the remainder
of the country was an unbroken and unexplored
wilderness. Casco Neck was almost an island at
high tide, with an area of considerable extent; and
from the water’s edge, on the harbor front, the
dense woods crept up over its somewhat elevated
spine, to dip again to the flats of Back Cove. Amid
these forests were swamps, which afforded ample
lurking place for the savage.

Recalling Jocylyn’s quaint relations of his sport-
ing exploits along with Michael Mitton, and how
a red shred of cloth was as good a bait as any, for
the taking of fish, one can imagine these old-time
worthies, like Cammock, and his contemporaries
among the adjacent settlements, with their muskets
and fishing-lines, starting out after fish, fowl, and
larger game; jaunting up and down these shores, or
through the woods of Cape Elizabeth, or the Neck.
And how abundant a supply that must have been,
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basket of large trout were taken from the brook in
a few dips of a coarse hand-net; and which were
pickled, or corned, in barrels, mackerel-fashion, and
stored for winter use. Nor was this all. Every
meadow had its otter-slide; and every brook, or con-
siderable stream, its beaver-dam; and the fur-trade
was most profitable. With the predatory wolf, the
prowling catamount, and the treacherous, cat-like
lynx, came an added element of personal danger
that lent an adventurous cast to this frontier life.

Richmond’s Island, through all these days, was
an important trading station where numerous men
were employed, and a quotation from Winter’s ac-
counts is suggestive, —

e vy i ok
“For 95 ducks at 4d. p duck from Benjamin

atwell is AT
“foull from Myhell Myttinge of Casko, geese

at 1s. pece, 4d. a pece for ducks, & 2d.

a pece for taill, which amounted to S
“32 ducks at 4d. p duck is los. 8d., & 14

geese at 1s. p goose is 14s., from John

Bouden of Blacke pointe, all is 1410475888

Epicurean times, when such gastronomic delecta-
tions were possible; and at, ye gods, what prices,
when a pair of wild fowl in these days is cheap at
a dollar and a half!

In these days one may spend his time between
sun and sun, scouring the flats of Fore River, from
its wide-flaring mouth, to where the silver thread of
the Capisic comes trickling down to meet the tide;
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great frequency. The distance between Casco and
Black Point was not far, with a fair wind; and with
plenty of aqua-vitee, a crackling fore-stick, and such
jolly fellowship, what roars of mirth, stories of Mer-
man and Triton, adventurous and startling exploits,
and marvels of escape and dangers, real or imag-
ined, set the rafters of these rude shelters a-quiver!
Jocylyn hints at some of these tales in his journal,
but they are only the bare threads from which the
original webs were woven.

Men build their camps in the deeps of the wil-
derness in these days; but their experiences are hardly
up to an expurgated edition of the racy originals
with which Mitton and his acquaintance were once
so familiar.

With now and then a new settler, the hamlet grew
slowly. The Indians came and went; bringing in
their furs, bartering them for “kill-devil,” and such
other things as answered their needs, or their fancy;
and this place came to be a considerable trading-
post, which aroused great jealousy in the mind of
John Winter, the agent of Trelawney at Richmond’s
Island.

The first dwellings at Casco were around Mach-
igonne Point, east of Clay Cove. If the curious
would be better satisfied with the exact locality,
he will find this old stamping-ground about the new
terminal station of the Grand Trunk Railway. East-
ward was the home of Mackworth. Richard Mar-
tin was at Martin’s Point; and from thence keep-
ing to the southward, and following the trend of the
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shore around the base of the Western Promenade,
and up Fore River and across to Stroudwater, was
the course of the early extension of the settlement
of Casco Neck. Across Fore River, in the vicinity
of Fort Preble, was Purpooduc; and it was here the
Phippens, Whites, Stannafords, Penleys, and Wal-
lises lived. At Spurwinke, lived Robert Jordan, who
ministered spiritually to the contingent at Winter’s
trading station; and who married the only daughter
of Winter; and who, thereby, through his wife, en-
joyed the emoluments of his father-in-law’s absorp-
tion of the Trelawney Grants, the first land-steal of
which we have any record in this new country; unless
the aborigine may have had the original right by
preémption.  According to Willis, five or six fam-
ilies occupied the territory between the eastern and
western extremities of what is now the city proper.
Cleeve’s was to the east. Mitton was in the west;
and Tucker’s house was between the two. Falmouth
town was of large area. All of these isolated locali-
ties, with Spurwinke as the western limit, were in-
cluded in its jurisdietion. This was the status of
the place about 1675, the total number of its families
being about forty.

At this time, which was 1675, the thirteen settle-
ments in the Dominion of Maine contained a popu-
lation of perhaps six thousand, widely dispersed, and,
for that reason, unable to successfully repel savage
attack. After long years of peaceful intercourse a
tragedy was to be enacted, whose run depended upon
French muskets, French intrigue, and Indian savag-
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ery. The stars in this real tragedy were all of local
reputation except when Baron Castine left his Penob-
scot wigwam to play some leading part in the mas-
sacre that was sure to come.

King Philip, uneasy and jealous of the English
settler, was slowly perfecting plans for his extermina-
tion. The English, guilty of constant encroachment
upon the hunting-grounds of the Indians, had afforded
sufficient provocation, which was augmented by the
restrictions imposed upon the settlers by the General
Court of Massachusetts, prohibiting the sale of arms

FORT GORGES

to the Indians, or the repairing of them for use by
the Indians.

The Indian, after thirty years of acquaintance with
the Engiish musket, had become a stranger to the use
of the bow and flint-head arrow. It was impossible
to undo his education in the use of firearms. His
living depended in great part upon the unerring aim
of his musket. It was too late. Messengers carried
the news of the coming of the commissioners to dis-
arm the natives to every tribe on the northern fron-
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tier; and a state of suspicion and hostility resulted
which prepared the Indians, urged on by the French,
who were jealous of the English advance toward
Acadia, for the treacherous overtures of Philip’s em-
issaries and to engage in the war, which broke out in
the midsummer of 1675. '

The first act in this tragedy, which, with few in-
tervals of quiet, lasted forty years, was that of the
New Meadows River, a Brunswick stream, a few
miles to the eastward. A settler’s house was rcbbed
of its guns and ammunition, and his cattle killed.
What would have happened to the settler and his
son had they not fled on their horses is a matter of
speculation. The settler’s wife was unharmed. A
few days later, Stogummor, better known as Fal-
mouth in the colonial geography, was partly de-
stroyed, and this was followed by an aggressive cam-
paign on the settlers in these parts after the desul-
tory style of Indian warfare. Bands of marauding
savages were scattered over the province, burning,
killing and making captives. The most hideous
atrocities were committed at French instigation, and
the settlements were demoralized; for the larger part
of this, Castine and Pere Raslé were responsible. The
seventh of October in this year was observed by the
English colonies as a day of fasting and prayer,
which might have been more profitably observed
at an earlier period in the interest of the prevention
of those acts of which the savages had abundant
cause to complain, and the bitter fruits of which the
settlers were now reaping. The first act of the trag-
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edy extended over a period of three years, when the
Peace of Casco was consummated, and Massachusetts
took Maine under her colonial wing by a sort of
proprietary purchase.

Marquette, Joliet and La Salle, with other mis-
sionaries, had penetrated the western wildernesses.
Along the St. Lawrence, the Great Lakes, and the
Mississippi, to the Gulf, a chain of French posts had
been established. The English regarded this exten-
sion of the French boundary, as threatening rights
under their charter from James I., by which they
claimed all the territory from the Atlantic to the
Pacific, south of a line drawn along the latitude of
the north shore of Lake Erie, and thence westward.
On the other hand, the French claimed the territory
watered by the Great River, by reason of their being
the earliest explorers and settlers. The French
claim was certainly well-founded. Whatever causes
combined to engage the two nations in war, this was
a sufficient cause in those days of jealous acquisition
of territory in the New World. Best known in his-
tory as King William’s War, the war was marked by
a wickedness and devastation never before known in
the annals of Indian warfare, and falling heaviest
along the northwestern frontier of New England.
Most of the remote settlements had been destroyed
or abandoned. This settlement on Casco river was
to share the fate of Dover, and Schenectady. During
the summer of 1689, the depredations of the Indians
were extended to the whole frontier. None knew
how, or when the blow was to fall. Settlers were
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hardly safe in the larger towns and settlements.
Men carried their muskets slung to their backs as
they wended their way to church, or wrought in the
fields with plough or scythe. The low fences of rails,
and ragged, uprooted stumps, which formed the
primitive boundaries of their limited domains, and
the thick shadows of the neighboring woodlands were
constantly serutinized for the hidden foe.

Acute to an abnormal degree, a literal translator
of the hieroglyphics of nature, inured to exposure,
fatigue and hunger, always alert, no vigilance could
protect the settler from the craft and treachery of
this nomad of the wilderness. Very early in the
war, few settlers were to be found east of the Pis-
cataqua. It was a war of extermination. Monhe-
gan, a fishing station at the eastern limit of Casco
Bay, offered five pounds for every Indian head. By
proclamation, savages were outlawed.

Topographically, Cascoe was almost an island.
The tides from the sea swept up the bay and through
the narrow gap at the north end of the neck, up over
the flats of Back Cove, a broad inlet making into the
mainland and extending well back to the westward;
while, on the south and west, were the deep waters of
Casco River. This river swung round to the north-
ward, so that at high tide the sea, east and west, al-
most met. The rough clearings of this earlier set-
tlement had become fertile fields, that extended
beyond the spine, or ridge, that ran midway the
length of the peninsula and down to the edge of
the salt creek that bounds the new city park with
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its acres of ancient oaks, better known as Deering
Woods.

Cleeve was dead; Tucker had gone to Portsmouth.
Fisheries, lumber, and agriculture were the engage-
ments of the people. The trade at Richmond’s
Island had been diverted to Casco on the east; and
York and Kittery on the west. Then came King
Philip’s War; and like a bolt from out the sky, the
savage horde swept down upon this settlement; and
with fire and axe the devastation was thorough
and complete, in which thirty-four individuals were
slain, or carried captive into the wilderness, among
whom the inmates of the Brackett home were num-
bered. Thomas Brackett was killed, along with
John Munjoy and Isaac Wakely, all leading men at
the Neck. In 1678, a Peace Compact was entered
into here, between the Colonial Government and the
Indians; and slowly, those who escaped the ruth-
less tomahawk returned to their houseless acres.
Two years later, Fort Loyall was erected near the
foot of India Street; and in the latter part of that
year, 1860, Governor Danforth came down from Bos-
ton, and a Court was held within its walls; and an
orderly arrangement was effected, by which the set-
tlers were to receive better protection. The record
says, — “The fort was erected and the houselots
ordered on a considerable part of Cleeve’s corn-
field.” Or in other words, the settlement was com-
pacted into semblance of solidarity.

A stone house was built on Munjoy Hill, Eastern
Promenade, by Captain Lawrence. After this, the
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second growth of the old town was rapid. Edward
Tyng was the first commander of Fort Loyall, who
was afterward appointed Governor of Annapolis; but
sailing thither, he was captured by the French, and
died in France, a prisoner of war. In 1690 the popu-
lation was seven hundred; and Willis says, — “Of
this number, about twenty-five families lived on the
Neck, forty at Purpooduck, Spurwink, and Stroud-
water; the remainder at Back Cove, Capisic, and
Presumpscot.”

The establishment of the stronghold at Casco, was
a thorn in the French flesh. The French had long
maintained a foothold at Norridgewack, and on the
Penobscot, where Castine held sway; and it was the
ultimate purpose of the French to absorb the entire
Province of Maine. In order to accomplish this,
the Indians must be incited to other and further
atrocities against these frontier settlements. The
authorities in Canada were prompt in their reports
to the Home Government, and were fertile in their
suggestions and plans; and the response of the
Home Government was ready and generous. The
French were most fortunate in the possession of
these nomad allies; and under their schooling they
were formidable, and much to be dreaded antago-
nists. Raslé at Norridgewack, was untiring in his
devotion to the church, and let slip no opportunity
to impress upon the untutored mind of the savage,
that his sole errand in life was the complete and utter
extirpation of the “Yengees” “ from the face of New
England, and more especially the coast of Maine.”
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He was especially diligent in inculcating daily the
lessons of devotion to the Cause of the Church, which
was primarily the extension of the Jesuit influence;
and secondarily, the widening of its territory. All
this was legitimate enough, perhaps, but the bar-
barities practised by his uncouth and brutal tools,
were as well chargeable to the rude ideas of civili-
zation, and its rights, common to the times. The
underlying principle was aggrandizement. There was
an immense profit in the trade of the New World,
and perhaps the acquisitions of Spain around the
Gulf of Mexico, and the immense value of its mines
of silver acquired under the Conquests of Pizarro,
and those who came after him, were at the bottom
of the French cupidity. In this warfare, the French
were hardly better than brigands.

And, again, the activity of the French, and the
inaetivity of the authorities of Massachusetts Bay,
were notable. There was a strain of meanness run-
ning through the administration at Boston, that
could not but provoke the criticism of those to whom
it should have lent its active interest. It was an
administration for Revenue only. It levied taxes
promptly upon its Provincial possessions; and was
as prompt, and severe, in its collection of them; but
when it came to the depleting of its treasury for the
maintenance of a sufficient force to protect its fron-
tier interests, its machinery moved with exceeding
slowness, and generally not at all. Casco was a
most promising colony; and, according to its loca-
tion so far eastward, a rapidly growing one. Its
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general assault to be made on all the English settle-
ments as far as New York. The English were to
be driven out; and the Fleur de lis of France and the
Bee-spangled banner of Louis, upheld and borne
along upon the yells of the Indian devils, and guer-
doned by the trailing smokes of the English cabins,
was to extend New France to the River of Hendrik
Hudson. Able militarists were despatched to head
the wild forces of the Abenake woods; and after

OLD FORT HALIFAX

due preparation and equipment, the onslaught was
to be made. This happened in 1690. As early as
1688 outbreaks occurred here and there; nor was
the English Government unaware of the French pur-
pose. The War of King William kept its pace.
It was a sympathetic chord in the contest then going
on between France and England, across the water.
James II. had been deposed. William and Mary
had assumed the English throne. The revolution
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which had accomplished this, drew Louis into the
espousing of the cause of the Stuarts, and he thus be-
came the aggressive defender of the dethroned James.
It was the fight that always came, when Jesuit
and Protestant found their interests at odds. While
the fight was on across the seas, little regard was had
for the interests of the colonists.

While this was going on, the saw-mills in the
Provinces were taxed for the support of this fort
at Casco; and the amount of the tax was around
$500. per annum. The uprising in Boston against
the unpopular and tyrannical Sir Edmund Andros,
who was Governor of New England at this time,
resulted in his arrest there on the 18th of April,
1689, and afterward, his deportment to KEngland
for trial. Andros was represented at Fort Loyall
by Captain Lockhart. Like his master, he was of
the Jesuit faith, and his soldiers rebelled and de-
serted the fort, refusing to serve under him. About
the Province similar episodes occurred in the several
forts, leaving them defenceless, so hateful was the
name of a Papist to the the ear of the settler. Papist
and Indian were transposable terms. For fifty years,
the venturous and hardy Fathers of the Church of
Rome had traversed the wilderness, from the mouth
of the St. Lawrence to the land of the Hurons; and
southward, their outposts had been established on
the Kennebec. The titled Castine had become the
step-son of Madockawando, and had chosen his home
among the wigwams of the Tarratines along the banks
of the Penobscot. It was a piece of astute diplo-
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macy; for through Castine, the French exercised un-
bounded sway over the savage tribes of New France.
If the administration at Boston ever had any care
for the interests of the settler in Maine, it was badly
exhibited in the Andros expedition to the Penob-
scot in the spring of 1688, where he plundered Cas-
tine’s residence, visiting his brutality likewise on the
Indians whom he found there. This unwarranted
and ill-advised proceeding, on the part of Andros,
crystallized the purpose of Castine, who was some-
thing of a pacific by nature, into goading his savage
allies to burn and kill upon all ocecasions, and made
him a willing and active coadjutor of Frontenac,
then Governor of Canada.

Frontenac had been to France. This same year
so fraught with rebellion to Andros, he had returned.
He brought explicit instructions to begin operations
against New England, and New York. The plan
of the French campaign had been thoroughly dis-
cussed; and the French and Indians in Canada were
roused to a piteh of enthusiasm, especially the latter,
to whom Frontenac was, indeed, a father. The
colonies were anxious, even fearful, and correspond-
ingly depressed.

The first surprise was made upon a small settle-
ment at Yarmouth, and not so far away but a fleet
runner could reach Casco in little over an hour’s
time. There was a garrison-house here in process
of construction, upon which the settlers were at
work; but the enemy came too soon. Near by, two
men had been killed while out hunting up their oxen;
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and immediately after, the assault was made on the
workmen. The fight became a general one; the
English retiring to the river, where they were pro-
tected by a high cliff. Here they made a decided
stand. Across the river were other settlers who took
the alarm. Among these was Capt. Walter Glen-
dall. Suddenly the firing under the river bank
ceased. Glendall, with a bravery common to the

AN OLD GARRISON HOUSE

settler of the time, secured a bag of powder and ball,
and made for his boat, but was too late. Just as he
was leaping into his boat, he was struck mortally;
and throwing the bag with a wonderful strength, he
shouted, — “I have lost my life in your service!”
but before he died he heard the renewed shots from
the river-side; and with the rattling of the mus-
ketry for his requiem, he fell into his boat, dead.
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The Yarmouth settlers made a sturdy defence, and
beat off their assailants, who retired to Lane’s Island,
down the bay, to spend the night in an uproarious
carousal. These settlers fled to the islands, and
finally escaped to Boston. This was in mid-August
of 1688.

Immediately after this, George Andros of Boston
raised a force of seven hundred men, with which he
went as far as Pemaquid. Nothing was accom-
plished; yet there was something in the raising and
disposition of a force of such numbers, that augured
a breaking away from the indifference that had so
long been the Massachusetts policy. The Govern-
ment that succeeded him dropped, at once, back into
the same lethargic disposition, from which Andros
seemed to have broken away; and whatever their
conviction may have been as to the importance of
maintaining a strong post at Casco, it merged into
acute atrophy. With the successful holding out of
Fort Loyall, the eastern frontier would have oper-
ated as a menace to invading forces; and would, in
some degree, have served as a check to the ravages
that swept over Cape Neddock, and up over the
back-lots of Kittery. As it was, its defence was
left to the brawn and courage of the Casco settlers,
after a fashion. After repeated demand, Massachu-
setts did send Captain Church and a small troop of
soldiers and friendly Indians, and a pitched battle
was had, October, 1689, in what is now Deering
Park. After a stiff rencounter, Church won out;
and the Indians retired to their wilds beyond the



YE ROMANCE OF CASCO BAY 69

Penobscot. Rejoicing in their success, the settlers
knew, that with the returning springtime, the butch-
ery would be renewed; and Church, assuring them
that he would come again, marched his force back
to Boston, while the settlers kept to their firesides
for the winter, in comparative safety.

A small company of soldiers was left in the fort,
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under Captain Willard. But Frontenac was not
idle. His plans were soon to be put into activity.
Three parties were to be sent out; and the first
set out for Schenectady, which was destroyed in
February, following. Of all the horrible butcheries
that history records, that is undoubtedly the worst.
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Another detachment, under Hartel, started by the
way of Three Rivers the last days in January. In
March they were at Salmon Falls, New Hampshire.
This was a midnight assault. Salmon Falls was
burned, and its settlers slaughtered in cold blood.
This attack, however, resulted in a retreat, and the
Indians made their way to the Kennebec to meet
the force which was to make Casco its ultimate des-
tination.

This was headed by Portneuf. He led his foree
overland to the head-waters of the Kennebee, and
thence, down stream, adding to his contingent from
every village; keeping on, until he met St. Castin
and Madockawando. Here they were also joined by
Hartel, and the combined forces camped at Merry
Meeting Bay, where their plans for the assault on
Fort Loyall were finally perfected.

Fort Loyall was in a perilous state. Sir William
Phipps had embarked on his expedition against
Nova Scotia — as if there were not sufficient need to
keep whatever of military force that was to be
had, at home — and had taken Captain Willard and
his soldiers along with him., Willard was succeeded
by Sylvanus Davis, whom Willis describes as the
most energetic man of his time. This was in May,
five days before the combined forces of the I'rench
and Indians appeared under the walls of the fort.
At this time there were not seventy-five available
men in the whole town capable of making a defence.
These were to be opposed to about five hundred of
the allied enemy, who came into Casco Bay in canoes.
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came out into the open and summoned the fort to
surrender.

Captain Davis shouted back, in reply, — “ We shall
defend ourselves to the death.”

Then the settlement was looted. Here and there,
the flames broke through the roofs, and the air was
thick with smoke and war-whoops, and the boom-
ing of the fort cannon. So the first day passed,
without incident, other than the demoniac uproar
among the French and Indians outside the fort
walls, and the determined attitude of the besieged.
On the second day, the French began a regular ap-
proach by trenching, or mining. Surrender was inev-
itable; but the little garrison held out. Then an
ox-cart, heaped with combustibles, and lighted, was
pushed up to the wooden wall of the fort, which
was at once in a fierce blaze. The white flag was
then shown from the fort.

“Are there any French among you, —and will
you give quarter?” shouted Davis.

“Yes, and we will give good quarters,” was the reply.

Then Davis surrendered to Burneffe, who had
charge of the combined forces; and the usual scene
of butchery began. The terms of the capitulation
were violated, and the prisoners were unhesitatingly
turned over to the savages, when the gory tragedy
of Schenectady was enacted anew. Only a few were
left alive, some ten or twelve, and these were carried
captive to Canada: Everything was burned or razed
to the ground; after which, this horde of French and
Indian devils returned to Quebec.
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international quarrel. The French Court was cor-
rupt and conscienceless. The English were stubborn
and stolid. Both were intensely selfish. It was
the English game of shuttle-cock and battle-door,
and the colonists were the unfortunates to bear the
buffets and misfortunes of the contest. Perhaps the
French were more considerate of those who had
sailed away from the sunny slopes of France, than
was England of her Puritan fomenters of religious
discord and dissent. Whichever way it was, the

THE COX HOUSE

English settler would have been exterminated, but
for his bull-dog tenacity, and his like stolid disre-
gard for everything but the preservation of the new
State, which, even then, he saw with prophetic vision.

The trail has been taken at its beginning, and has
been followed, as at a gallop; for one can hardly
span a period of two generations, within so nar-
row a boundary as has marked this glimpse of the
Casco of Cleeve.

The treaty of Ryswick, 1697, terminated the war,
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his attempt to secure Silesia, and succeeded in en-
listing a powerful aid in his support. France joined
the alliance; and England, four years after, declared
war against France. The Massachusetts colonists,
apprehending danger, and anticipating this event by
two years, had, as carly as 1742, ordered the erection
of fortifications at Falmouth Neck for the defense of
the harbor; and a fort was built upon the site of old
Fort Loyall. In May, two years later, came the con-
flict which let loose, from their swamps and forest
lairs, the subtle and ever active enemy of the English
settler, —the foe characterized by Cotton Mather as
‘half-one and half t’other, half-Indianized French
and half-Frenchified Indians,” — whose depreda-
tions were to cease only with Harmon’s capture of
Norridgewock, and the battle of Lovewell’s Pond.
This war was known as King George’s, in America.
The principal event in it, was the capture of Louis-
berg, the great stronghold of French America, by
Sir William Pepperell. The war was terminated by
the treaty of Aix la Chapelle. Of the subsequent
hostilities, Canada was the theatre.

From the bluffs of this old town a beautiful pan-
orama of sea and shore, miles in extent, attracts the
attention of the sight-seeing visitor. Behind, are the
roofs of a charming city; and before, is the bay full
of white sails of yachts and ships; while the horizon
of the sea is hazy with the trailing smokes of incoming
and outgoing steamers. Instead of the single dun-
colored sail of Cleeve, there are ships from far Cathay,
.and from all the world; and there are islands by the
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uriantly, with great waxen green leaves, blooming in
the early spring, even while the winter snows linger
among the hillocks. Tall, gaunt mulleins are scat-
tered about, sentinel-like, among the gray boulders;
and over the ledges, in sunny spots, trail masses of
the blackberry vine, with richly colored stems and
leaves, and later in the summer, laden with juicy,
dusky fruit. On the ledges, clumps of fireweed reach

THE HARBOR

up their tall, lance-like stalks, flaunting their spiky
blossoms in the sunlight, making one think of crim-
son banners streaked with floss of ripened seeds. As
the wind comes up with the sun, their downy em-
broidery in myriads of tiny shreds is blown over the
pastures, and out upon the blue waters, argosies to
Nowhere.

The outlook is a peculiarly pleasing one, over-
looking as it does the broad expanse of the bay,
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borough, where the outlaw Bonython and his comely
daughter made their rude home; and where, as well,
the former held some sway after a savage sort, among
the Saco tribes. Ruth Bonython was a wilding
flower of rare and modest beauty, and equally se-
ductive charm; and with all the passions of a savage,
she loved as other maidens are like to do; yet, all

OFF MARTIN'S POINT

we have left of that, to her, sweet passion, is lost
in the glamor of untold romance. It was the old
story of the times, — a jealous lover, a rival among
the Saco sagamores, a story of hate and treachery,
and that, too, lost, or submerged in a dark tragedy
that lives only among the silences of the woods and
fields that hem the yellow marsh-lands to the sea.
Whittier has hallowed the womanhood of Ruth Bony-
thon in poetic fancy, a legend of fascinating and
romantic character.
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these lines were traced in a delicate hand and with
a wonderful regularity, the beautiful characters of
which had bleached into an almost invisible yellow
in some parts, so that I had much difficulty in de-
ciphering that which has just passed under the
reader’s eye; and even this was fast being destroyed
by the mischievous
mice, for its edges
were gnawed on all
sides, — so evenly
that they reminded
me of a kind of
handiwork my
mother used to do
with her pinking
iron.

This paper,
though mutilated,
was dated in the
early part of the
year 1636, and bore
Gorges Scal wa audte grath the appearance of
Lleeve and Tuckerd aute qrafie being quite ancient,

though it could
hardly have been the original indenture, lacking as it
did the handsome seal of Gorges, and his scrawling
signature as well; for this old pine chest would be hard-
ly the proper depository, even if it were held among
the treasures of this old-time hostelry, for so distin-
guished a document, in which were originally described
the ancient boundaries of Stogummor, now the site of
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a certain fair city; but it was an accurate copy cer-
tainly of the descriptive part of the original lease
from Sir Ferd. Gorges to the first two settlers of this
part of the country, — for which, considerable tract
of country, but a hundred pounds were paid, with a
small annual rental besides. The consideration for
so much land, — and there were several square miles
of it, —seems small indeed; but there had been
difficulty in effecting a settlement on this same spot
only two years before by some adventurers who came
over from the city of London in the good ship Plough,
only to return a few months later, a disheartened
and half-starved colony, — which may have had
something to do with the matter; unless the fact that
the Council of Plymouth had made so many land-
grants to one person and another, the boundaries
of which overlapped, plunging everybody into land
controversy who claimed an acre of land along the
coast, furnished a stronger and better reason. Land
titles were much in doubt, and Indian deeds were
in many instances preferred by settlers to deeds from
the English proprietors. I have in mind a popu-
lous township at the eastern extremity of the great
‘bay of which this purchase made the southern coast
trend, that was once deeded by Sachem Robin Hood
for a hogshead of corn and thirty pumpkins. This
lease was in fact equivalent to a fee simple, in legal
parlance, the seizin to which was no doubt made in
the old-fashioned way, by the lessor or his agent giv-
ing to the lessee a twig or bit of earth taken from
the premises conveyed, —a custom grown obsolete
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in these days of erowded populations and subdivided
titles.

The entire coast-line of Maine is remarkable for
its historic landmarks, its islands, inlets and wide-
mouthed rivers, and their old-time peoples, whose
history is one of inexorable living; for it was more
than strenuous, environed with such a multitude of
precarious circumstance. Cabot had sailed past its
headlands. “Captyne’” John Smith of Virginia fame
had fished in its deep bays, and had filled the sails
of his ships with its pine-flavored land breezes, and
drenched them in its dripping, drifting mists; and
later, it became closely identified with the settle-
ments of New France. It was a part of that Ar-
cadie whose little village of Grand Pré has become
the saddest, and yet the sweetest land of romance of
the New World. The floors of its almost pathless
woods were seamed with a network of trails, — be-
wildering almost, as those of Dadalian Crete, —
that marked the French Occupation.

About the first decade of the seventeenth century,
the pioneer Jesuits, Quentin and DuThet, fired with
holy zeal for the Church, and with a laudable am-
bition in the behalf of the French king, had crossed
the seas with other French adventurers, and had
planted the Cross on what Champlain had named,
“The Isle of Monts Deserts.” Here was established
the first Mission on the Maine coast, the Mission of
St. Sauveur; and which was shortly after completely
obliterated by Argall in one of his bucecaneering
forays; which, to be more exact, was in the summer
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the Bay, yet hardly so far down as the Havens, the
wigwam fires of Baron Castine burned, and with so
steady a glow, that the waters, even now, thereabout,
are tinged with the romance of the dusky wife who
fed them, and whose heart was no less warm toward
her titled French lover.

And, why not!

Here was a Realm of Romance, with all the ele-
ments of love, devotion, intrigue, treachery, and con-
flict; for the beautiful Penobscot was the highway
to that mythical Norombegua, whose gleaming towers
were the Will-o’-the-wisp of many a perilous New
World pilgrimage and as delusive search; for it was
hither in quest of this Eldorado of the pathless woods,
that Sir Humphrey Gilbert was sailing, in the brave
ship Admiral when it foundered off Cape Sable in an
autumnal gale, and which he abandoned for a “little
firigate’ that afterward met the same fate in a furious
storm off the Azores. Nothing was ever afterward
heard of her captain, or crew, after the waves had
hidden the glow of their binnacle lamp from sight.

From the days of Hieronymas da Verrazano, who
made maps in 1529, this lost city of Norombegua be-
came the vainly sought-for Mecca of many a knightly
soul, whose devotions, tinged first with desire, were
finally absorbed in a great purpose, that saw, in the
golden sunsets that set the wilderness treetops a-swirl
in a sea of -molten glory, visions akin to those of
John at Patmos, when the old heavens were rolled
up as a seroll and he saw a new heaven, and a new
earth — the simple memorial of which was a rude
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cross that marked the spot of that revelation of the
Heavenly City to the New World pilgrim. Such a
cross was found by Champlain. Very old and mossy
it was; and buried in the deeps of the Penobscot
woods; the only relic of this city of barbarie splendor,
with its towers and roofs and domes of gold aglow
with the living light of the sun. An ignus fatuus it
proved to be: an empty dream; a splendid fable.
But the legend on this old isolated eross — there
was none. His days of toilsome search ended, the
story was lost, buried with him, whose last resting-
place some faithful henchman had marked with one
of the fleeting elements of Time. Only the finger of
God had traced his epitaph in the tender, graceful
hieroglyphics of the vagrant mosses and lichens, that,
like lover’s kisses, clung to this emblem of a more
sacred memory. '
David Ingraham, one of John Hopkins’ sailors,
who had been set on shore, and deserted somewhere
about the Gulf of Mexico, along with a hundred others
of his companions, and who found his way north-
ward along the coast and over the Indian trails to
St. John, imagined he saw those roofs of gold upheld
by their pillars of silver; but the strange sights and
the wonderful Norombegua of which he told the mar-
velling Londoners on whose behalf Gosnold, and Mar-
tin Pring became explorers, were never seen by mor-
tal eye. It was a splendid dream of a rich and mag-
nificent city; a New World Babylon; which, had it
been realized, might have been classed as the eighth
wonder of the world, worthy of the fairest legendary
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“Alack! the domes, O master
mine,
Are golden clouds on high;
Yon spire is but a branchless
pine
That cuts the evening sky.”

“O hush and hark! what
sounds are these &
But chants and holy hymns?
‘Thou hear’st the breeze that
stirs the trees
Through all their leafy
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century of remorse, was found the Jesuit Raslé’s
chapel bell whose first response to the touch of the
stranger was a challenge, that became momently a
requienm, to die away in a soft, sweet benedicite.

O, the speech of Raslé’s chapel-bell!

I have listened to its weird vibrations; and if its
first notes unconsciously quickened the pulsing of
my life currents,
those which fol-
lowed gave me
a singular sense
of chill, like
one’s contact
with some cold,
uncanny thing
after the dusk
has fallen — a
bar of spider’s
web across the
face, or the
touch of some
harmless crawl-
y ing thing that
makes one’s
hands the acci-
dental highway
of its predatory excursion. Ah! but those long un-
awakened voicings — abrupt, imperious, militant —
softly pleading? hardly; but rather the rasping utter-
ance of a bigot soul, whose nakedness is but scantily
concealed by the worn shreds of its ascetic garb. Its
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while the imagination runs riot for the lack of some-
thing more authentic.

So much of a digression from the matter outlined
at the opening of this chapter may be pardoned, for
a mental pilgrimage across this old-time Dominion
of Maine, with so much of legend and romance lin-
gering about one’s footsteps, is not without its charm.
But to return to its more southerly part, to Stogum-
mor, which soon be-
came the easterly
outpost of the earlier
English colonization,
the student of early
New
En g
land
history
will
find the
coming
hither
of the English, to have followed close upon the heels
of a settlement upon the Saco River, which may be
credited to the enterprise and daring of Richard Vines,
who was somewhat of an adventurer; and who is
said to have lost his life in a drunken brawl in Vir-
ginia some years afterward. Here, upon the Saco
River, rude mills were erected, and with a few like,
rude dwellings, they formed the primary settlement
of the English in the wilderness then known to the
Massachusetts Bay Colony as the Province of Maine.
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ing shadows of flying clouds, with the low-browed
farmhouses along their uplands, is one of increasing
interest; for hereabout, and just south of the land
deseribed in the Gorges lease as Casco Neck, lived two
men, who, within two years and a half after they had
built their log cabins upon the Scarboro clearings,
left them to become the pioneer settlers of so-called
Stogummor. It was about these low, green, salt-
marsh levels, where in the time of Mary Garvin,

“Westward on the sea winds
That damp and gusty grew,
Over cedars darkening inland
The smokes of Spurwink blew,”

that George Cleeve lived. Here his narrow acres
were cleared. Here he planted his corn among the
blackened stumps of the newly burnt lands.

One late summer day in 1633, a small vessel ap-
peared off Poodack shore, trimming her sails past
this bold cape of many islands, beating up the lower
roadstead of Casco Bay, with Hogg Island over her
starboard rail. A motley freight comprised her bill
of lading, if she had any, which is doubtful, as this
voyage took place before the day of custom-houses.
Men, women and cattle, and rude utensils and furni-
ture were huddled together under the sheltered cool-
ness of her dun-colored sails, their soft gray shadows
deepening and lengthening as the afternoon wore on.
Instead of broad acres of roofs, with scores of stately
towers and mellow haze of low-lying smokes, to greet
this strange wayfarer of the sea; instead of slips and
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pose that the tooth of Time would not neglect so
fair a prey; and yet, in those far-off days, the habi-
tations of men were most solidly constructed of
hewn logs; and the roofs were made tight; and the
shingles were riven and shaved; and they should
have been good for a century, at least, — but there
were other vicissitudes, of fire, of savage retaliation
upon so helpless and lonely a vestige of a feared and
hated intruder. That Cleeve made no mention of it,
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is perhaps singular. But Cleeve was a busy man,
with grave and weighty projects on hand. He was
occupied with his own acres, with John Winter sow-
ing tares even within the shadow of the Cleeve door-
step. He might have mentioned it a hundred times,
and the telling of it might not have got beyond the
kitchen walls; but that it was there is something
not to be doubted for a moment; for Levett’s own
story is as authentic as anything written of those
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Sainsbury in his “Calendar of Colonial Papers,” says,
“Dec. 2, 1631, Patents to Walter Bagnall for a
small island called Richmond, with 1,500 acres of
land.” Winthrop says, “He lived alone upon his
island, and in three years had accumulated about
£400 by his trade with the Indians, whom he much
wronged.”’

Up the harbor came the little vessel, to the tawny
sands that then lay so still and peaceful under the

PUR POODACK

shelter of their lofty promontory. It was Cleeve,
who had sailed hither from Searboro marshes, hoping
to avoid hereafter the covetous interference of Tre-
lawney’s agent; and it was Cleeve’s destiny to lay
here the foundation of a memorable old town.

What a fine old town it is! To the north ebb and
flow the broad waters of an ocean inlet; eastward
is the island-crowded bay, that reaches almost to
Pemaquid; on the south is an estuary of the sea,
that runs west and south around its curving shores,
making at high tide almost an island of this wild
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nized as standing for a real or simulated gentility,
whose occupation, is as much, the keeping up of pros-
perous appearances, as the profitable spending of a
genteel leisure.

Now, a flourishing suburb of a fair and flourishing
city, as it was in more ancient times a place of some
local importance, once provincial, Pur Poodack is
as good a place as any in which to pitch one’s tent
for a few days in midsummer; for not only do its
winds blow freshly from the sea, bringing the sound
of the tide with it, but right here upon this neck
of land, named in honor of good Queen Bess, are
scores of beautiful summer cottages and sightly, lo-
cations yet to be occupied, and countless beauties
and suggestions of rare color of landscape and water.
Everything hereabout has the genuine New England
flavor. The city across the tide-river is a typical
New England city, with all of New England’s con-
servatism and slow adoption of new things; adhering
to the old-fashioned principles of economy with a
steadiness marvellous in these days of swift progres-
sion; with as much money and brains as of anything
else. A quarter of an hour’s walk or ride from
town will bring one in sight of homely homesteads
and ancient orchards; homesteads whose cellars were
excavated before the first foundation stone was laid
in the more pretentious metropolis of the state;
surroundings not less interesting than quaint and
ancient-looking, possessing a charm and value to
the true New Englander that words and figures
fail to express, so loyal is the heart to the homely



YE ROMANCE OF CASCO BAY 109

commonplaces that made up the delights of earlier
days.

Beautiful, old-fashioned New England has abund-
ant charm for all her children, and of all her varied
scenery none is more beautiful and attractive than
the indented coast line and the inland bordering upon
it of southwestern Maine. From the highlands of.
the city that overlook and shelter the low domain
which is in part the subject of this sketeh, and

FORE RIVER

which lies just across a stream, or estuary, always
called by the unpoetic name of Fore River, looking
due west, the eye spans the easterly approaches to
the mountains of New Hampshire, comprised in
countless suggestions of meadows, yellowish streaks
of green; slender, winding threads of river-fog that
spread out into mazy ribbons, and follow, in and out
the wanderings of many a wayward stream, the
charm of their restful valleys; with hill-slope upon
hill-slope rising in regular gradation, broken only by
their revelation of granite buttress amid their wood-
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clad beauty. - Here and there are thrifty farms and
cosey homesteads blown over by summer gales fresh
from the western mountains, or swept inland from
the big ocean, with scents of appetizing flavor of
salt sands and wide-spreading marsh; or beaten in
winter by storms that pile the drifts to hide the
low eaves of the farmhouses that lie in the pathway
of the north winds.

From this outlook one can hardly see the great
lake of the Sokoki, named after an Indian tribe
which flourished about its shores some two centuries
ago, but now known by the equally euphonious name
of Sebago; but one can see where it is; and on a clear
day, one does not find it difficult to make out the low
trail of mist that locates this sheet of water some-
what to the north of the direct line to the white-
capped summit of Mount Washington.

The imagination is not taxed severely if its gunda-
lows with their ungainly sails seem to be outlined
against the far-off horizon, as we know they must
be; for there was in the days gone by no inconsider-
able water traffic passing up and down this inland
water way. These clumsy affairs seemed then not
at all incongruous or out of place; but rather to lend
a poetic charm and interest to this out-of-the-way
sheet of water, and a certain quality of romance as
well; when it was known that these same gundalows
had been anchored under the shadows of these same
highlands in the quiet harbor of Pur Poodack, moored
not unlikely beside some ship from “furrin parts.”
In this manner, they had, in some sort, attained
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the prestige of having seraped an acquaintance with
the outer world, which gave them a certain quality
of distinction, in spite of the long highway of homely
‘canal, with the tow horses, the clumsy, leaky locks
and creaking timbers; and for all this tardy move-
ment to reach this inland destination with one cargo
after another of West India goods. Such household
necessities as could not be gleaned frém the fields,
or turned out of the old hand-loom, or realized from
other means common to the times and locality, came
by canal. These ““ necessities ”” were most likely com-
- prised in the two staples of molasses and Jamaica
rum, the latter of which was used upon all occasions
from birth to burial.

But one sees nowadays from this outlook more
than this panorama of treetop and rolling green. At
the foot of this bold bluff is a white streak of high-
way, that runs around the town like a swathing band,
to hold its roofs together. Just outside this white
dusty line, over which somebody seems to be con-
stantly travelling, around to the south and west, is
the estuary, or tidal river that separates the larger
town from the lesser, which is spanned by numerous
bridges that radiate from the city like the spokes of
a huge wheel. Its shores are far apart, and the
bright foliage of birch and willow shows brilliantly
against the heavier masses of woodland, of darker
pine and hemlock, that tower above them. The con-
tours of these shores, curving landward as they do,
make a natural basin, a little lake when the tide is
at its flood; and here are ships at anchor, that have
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come no doubt for their cargoes of brick, for along
these flats are abundant clayey lands, and sand, and
pine woods, with which to burn them into hard build-
ing material. Ships were once built at the head of
this salt-water creek; and these forest-lined banks in

THE OLD SHIPYARD

the old privateering days concealed many a Yankee
sloop from his Majesty’s men-o’-war, which had cap-
tured many a richly-loaded prize, and taken it into
Boston, Salem or Newburyport, much to the chagrin
of English cruisers, and much to the profit of these
bold highwaymen of the sea.

The blue waters of the sea disappear at low tide,
leaving the flats bare; and down these, the slender
stream of the Capisic river flows, winding in and out,
a thread of silver, to find its way slowly into the
broad basin where the coasters are anchored; and
where, years ago, the canal, long since abandoned, let
its inland ships and gundalows into the harbor. The
old towpath, not yet overgrown and hidden within
its fringe of rank alders, may still be traced along
the east side of the creek. Tt is a pleasant place to
wander, for along the margin of the old canal there is
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many a bit of beautiful landscape that meets one in
a surprising sort of a way. The tide runs far up into
the woods among the farming lands; and the stream
is notched and ragged, with many a slender ribbon

THE BRIDGE OVER THE CANAL

of woods running out into its silver current; and many
a reach of yellow marsh, rusty with briny incrusta-
tions, making into the pasture-lands or the low
fields, often up to the gardens of the farmhouses,
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making rare pictures whichever way one may turn.
The canal follows the creek within the shadows of
the woods, and where one does not care to follow for
the underbrush, and tangle of thick sapling pines; but
one turns to the slow-running creek, a dignified
enough stream at times, when the tide is in; when it
is out, it is a mass of black ooze and mud, with here
and there streaks of light-green grasses, that lend to
the flats the rare color that only the salt water can
impart.

There does not seem to be the romance about this
stream that one might expect. It is not a highway
to any place in particular. It leads, in fact, no-
where; and its life is only such as is lent to it by the
sea during parts of the day. When the tide is at its
flood it is a stream of liquid silver, and within its
setting of autumn haze, one understands Corot. I
never felt any interest in making the discovery of its
upper limits, which could not be far away; and as
for there being any secret springs, or life-giving or
life-sustaining brooks flowing into the marshes that
dam its farther progress into the interior, it did not
seem possible there could be any, from the knowledge
I had of the country. As for its consequence, it
seemed to me to be of small consideration, unless to
turn the old salt-mill by the old post-road to Boston
before the days of the railroads.

But whether this river made by the sea has any-
thing of history or not, does not much matter nowa-
days, so long as its banks are full twice a day; and
an occasional salt-laden schooner may reach the
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dilapidated wharf with its dilapidated old mill; with
only the great white gulls sailing up and down its
length to keep it company. There are plenty of rail
and teal about these marshes all summer long, with
plenty of boys no doubt after them; and later in the

THE SALT-MILL

season, flocks of sand-peeps and plover, and occa-
sionally a few snipe, find abundant feeding ground
over these wide areas of marsh, going up with the
tide and down with it, much as a bit of driftwood
does, — a dancing sort of a life.

From this swathing-band of white, the old trail
stretches out to a little hamlet as old as any in this
region, which its dwellers call Stroudwater. Where it
got its name I cannot tell, unless it was named after
another older hamlet in English Gloucestershire.
Spanning the deeps and shallows of this wide water-
way comes the dusty highway, — which less than a
century ago was the way to all the big towns south;
and over this old, gray bridge went the rattling
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coaches, by the way of York and Portsmouth, on
their journey to Boston town. Through this single,
narrow street of this most ancient hamlet, came, and
went, all the travel from this section. It was the
great artery, a hundred years ago, of provineial
travel, and has not yet lost entirely its provincial
flavor, as one finds who stops' to look at the old
houses beside it, that belong to the ante-Revolution-
ary period, and are still in a state of good preserva-

ODD, PEAKED GABLES

tion; houses which in these modern times afford curi-
ous and interesting specimens of early American
architecture.

As one goes through the streets and byways of a
strange town, there is always a curiosity to know
something of its history; something of its quaint and
ancient belongings; especially if there be hints along
its thoroughfares in the guise of odd peaked gables,
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of provincial Falmouth, he would have seen the rude
placard which informed the traveller concerning a
“stage” that was about to leave this old hostelry for
the first time. “Those ladies and gentlemen who
choose the expeditious way of stage travelling will
please to lodge their names with Mr. Motley. Price

. TG /ATe
£V ye “/AJe
73 L IR

~

for one passage the whole distance, twenty shillings.”
It is the first day of departure. With many a flour-
ish of the whip the lumbering vehicle that served as
a coach takes an early leave of the tavern folk. With
parting halloo the cumbersome affair creeps up the
main street of the town, past Ryerson’s tavern, a
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dilapidated rookery even then, to rattle down Hag-
gett’s hill; thence past the narrow Capisic, and through
this hamlet, on its way to Portsmouth, rousing the
people as it goes, with the loud twang of the driver’s
horn. Over the marsh, past the salt mill comes the
old coach, to the abrupt rise in the highway that
commences even at the edge of the creek, and that
goes up the sharp incline of the hill as straight as
a taut chalk-line; now as then, to go through
the village under the tall elms that line the road-
side, with branches sweeping down over the gray
roofs of the century-old dwellings. The stage has
dropped its traveller, mayhap, at “the fork of the
roads.” One road runs past the ancient cemetery,
— the other keeps on southward to old Ports-
mouth.

In this fork is the Means house, — an antique hab-
itation, with sharp angular roof and sides of wood,
clapboarded, and painted red. It is a charming re-
minder of the old days. It is not of the Pompeiian
hue, or any other of the fashionable shades of red,
but the old-fashioned red of the plain, durable, un-
pretentious sort that one sees on barndoors in the
country; even now, when the farm economy does not
allow of so much expenditure of paint as to cover the
whole barn, — or that one finds on the rear of the.
farmhouse, while the front is painted a brilliant
white.

The gables of this old house are of brick, laid in
yellow clay, while its window-panes are of the di-
minutive sort. Inside are the high wainscotings and
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huge fireplaces, — a treasure house it is of suggestion
for the antiquarian.

No special history or romance attaches to this
house of the Revolutionary period. Its ancientness
is its certificate of character, while its weather-beaten
lineaments lend it dignity. Built by Capt. James
Means, at the end of the Revolution, it was fur-
nished with good old English furniture, brought
from over the sea in some stanch vessel, built may-

THE MEANS SIDE-BOARD

hap within a gunshot of the old house, — of all
which furniture there remain only a mahogany
sideboard, and a massive chair, which take on
some added interest from the fact that wupon
Lafayette’s last visit to America he dined with
Captain Means; and these old-fashioned reminders of
an old-fashioned day were used by the distinguished
man, who thus honored this hero of the entire
Revolutionary conflict. It is something, that this
Sleepy Hollow of Stroudwater remembers the inci-
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dent, to repeat it with much pride to such as stop
for a moment’s chat with the dwellers in its old-
fashioned houses.

Behind the Means house, just across the road
that follows the ridge to the northward, is another
mansion, no less distinguished — from the fact that
it was built a century and a half ago by one Tate,
who came here, and laid the foundation when Stroud-
water was a wilderness. It is a gambrel-roof affair,
with a huge pile of brick chimney in its centre; its
clapboards are worn with rain and sleet, unpainted
and iron-gray in the sunlight; deserted and silent,
one indulges in many a curious reverie as to the
people whose footsteps once roused the echoes of its
now untenanted halls. The interior is barren of its
old-time furnishings, but throughout are very human
finger-marks.

A narrow carved staircase in the hall, and a buffet
in the corner of the parlor, are unique and beautiful;
graced with its old-fashioned blue Dutch ware, the
latter must have been more beautiful. Made of pine,
and wrought entirely by hand with the rude tools
of the time, one wonders at the excellent art and the
elaborateness of the buffet of a quaint shell pattern,
which well matches the wainscoting, shoulder-high
about the room. The windows, the same that have
been here since the house was built, are of good size
and well glazed. The architecture of the front door
is ambitious and noticeable; and there is a flavor of
old-time aristocracy about the entrance to this an-
cient mansion, standing alone, with its silent knocker
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that has no friend to sound its alarm; with its mem-
ories of olden days looking out its blurred panes, as
out of eyes tired with looking in vain for the old
forms that darkened them so many years ago, and
that will never come back.

I have passed this house in the darkness of the
night, and it seemed to me as if its dwellers in pro-
vincial days must be there in spirit, if not in body.
It was an uncanny thought, yet I doubt if I
should have been much startled had I seen the

THE TATE HOUSE

flickering candle-flames reflecting their dim light
upon the windows that looked out upon the high-
way. I have no difficulty in re-peopling these old
houses. I think their inmates must have been like
other people; less selfish perhaps, more quaint in
speech and manner, but men and women, like our-
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selves, with likes and dislikes, and with secrets,
may be.

The romances of their old homes which one en-
counters in one place and another along the older
highways, snugly ensconced within the shelter of
some tree-shadowed hillside, as if shrinking from the
gaze of passers-by, their roof-trees grown decrepit,
sagging deeper with each succeeding year, as if tired
of so long holding up their mossy roofs, are buried
romances; but these places held many a simple life,
and knew many a grand deed which has never been
written, except upon the hearts of those who knew
their dwellers, or in the Great Book. One feels a
touch of pity at the sight of their windows looking
outward with a dull vacant stare of half-conscious
apathy at the world’s desertion. At other times
there seems to be just a hint of suspicion lingering
about them, as if it were hardly the thing to be left
with only a pair of ragged Lombardy poplars to tell
the story of one’s decayed gentility; and again, there
are traces of the old importance in the flashing panes
of some ancient, two-story, hip-roofed mansion
hedged about with the gnarled apple-trees that knew
the old house in its younger days, and knew the
young life going in and out over its century-old
threshold. These old houses have big, warm hearts
for those who know them best; and a life of comfort
for the dwellers in them.

This house in particular has been a remarkable one
in its day. TIts superior architecture was the badge
of an old-time aristocracy that placed it far above
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the plebeian dwellings that in after years grew up
within sight of its one red chimney. Singular to
record, the hearth
fires of these ple-
beian dwellings
still have a cheery
welcome for the
comer, while the
hearth of this de-
serted aristoerat
is cold and fireless
and stark, and
forever forsaken.
All attempts to
keep up appear-
ances arelaid aside;
even the front-
yard fence, — for
I know there must
have been in those
prim Puritan days
something of that
sort which the
5 3 house drew about
A —;;'/Z//,‘ —=——=—= itself to keep the

common herd

away from its pri-

vacy — is simply indicated by the huge elms, a-row,
that overshadow its front windows, growing in the
side of the highway that has for so many years
led past its worn, but footless threshold. « The gray

ot

DOOR OF TATE HOUSE
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shingles on the roof are thin from years of ex-
posure; and curled, and split, and twisted into
forlorn shape, laying bare the roof boards; and
making bad leaks, and flooding ceilings when the
rains come. I noticed on the door of the front
entrance, the old brass knocker which had the sem-
blance of iron, so black was it from want of use or
scouring. I wondered how long ago it was last used
to warn the house of a ceremonious caller, or of the
coming of some stranger who wished for its hospital-
ity. Once within its narrow doorway, a strange feel-
ing stole over me as my footsteps resounded through
the vacant rooms; while the stairs leading to the
chambers creaked with such noisy answer to my
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