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40 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

Sillery, called formerly by the Indians Kamiskwa-
wangachit (where they catch salmon with the spear).”
This author credits the Abenake with “evident marks
of having been an original people in their name,
manners, and language. They show a kind of civil-
ization which must have been the effect of antiquity,
and of a past flourishing age.”

There has been much curious and interested
research to resolve the word Abenake into its original;
and, from a careful and exhaustive examination of
the authorities, M. Ventromile is undoubtedly correct
when he assumes Wanb-naght to be that original —
Wanb (white), meaning “the breaking of the day,”
and naghi (ancestors), or the east-land ancestors, to
translate liberally.

Capt. John Smith was a careful and curious anno-
tator of what he saw in his voyages to his “New
England,” and his relations of the North American
Indians, or that aborigine who frequented those parts
of the coast visited by him, are among the earliest and
most authentic. This was in 1614, when he named
the Isles of Shoals the Smith Isles. After these
relations of Smith, come those of others, and which
may be good in part, or bad in part, as their state-
ments of fact may be founded upon impression or
observation concerning tribal location or assign-
ment,

Mr. Frederic Kidder makes eight tribes out of the
Abenake family, of which the Sokoki or Pequawkets
were -one, and whose habitat was along the Saco
River until 1725, when the remnant of that once






























50 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

adventurings gave a substantial prestige to the
Bretons, and their services at a later period were
much in demand as pilots to America. The Bretons
were a hardy race and great fishermen who made
long voyages, and it is not unlikely that Bellet’s

A BIT OF OLD HONFLEUR

claim has merit when he states unequivocally, that
these fishermen were acquainted with this new coun-
try years before the Cabots looked out over its ice
floes. Bellet says the Basques had caught codfish,
“baccalaos” along the Newfoundland coast two hun-
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52 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

found the people of that country of good manners
and fashion, and that they wore collars and other
ornaments of gold.”

Don doubtless found the Indians as he described
them, but as to the ornaments of gold, one is reminded
of the romancing of Ingram about the famous city
of Norombegua. No doubt the Indians were pos-
sessed of ornaments of crude copper which may have
been obtained from the Indians about the great lakes,
or taken in some of their warlike excursions, for the
Algic race to which these aborigines belonged were
great rovers, and outside of their principal villages
gave full play to their nomad ineclinations,

This country of the explorer was a far country, and
required something of endurance and a high order of
courage to accomplish the voyage necessary to reach
it, and the little ships of the time, whose triple decks
offered little resistance to the tempestuous weather
often encountered, seem hardly to have been the
craft for rough outside buffetings; and it was for this
reason that one story is good until another is told,
that there was so much of the marvelous in the
relations of the New World experiences. The
greater the lie, the greater the explorer’s credit at
Court; and these explorers in many cases seemed to
vie each with the other in these wild tales, as if there
were something of a mutual interest in imposing upon
the credulity of the gaping populace who undoubt-
edly thronged the wharves as these homecoming
adventurers warped their weatherbeaten craft to
one berth or another. As for the French explora-
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60 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

ness of their surroundings, and the wild and uncouth
character of the aborigine, and principally their lack
of courage, sent them all aboard ship as it made
preparations for the home voyage. So they sailed
back into Falmouth harbor as empty handed of
achievement as they had departed. The only result
was the giving of the name of Queen Elizabeth to
the island upon which they landed.

Perhaps the succeeding ventures were due as much
to Richard Hakluyt, prebendary of St. Augustine, as
to any other, as he seems to have been one of the
most lively factors in encouraging voyages of dis-
covery to the new country by the Bristol merchants.
Hakluyt’s efforts resulted in the departure of Martin
Pring with the Speedwell and the Discoverer the next
vear, 1603. Pring sailed away from Bristol April 10,
1603, and on June 7 he was at the mouth of the
Penobscot. Here was a safe anchorage, good fishing,
and a pleasant country. The Fox Islands in Penob-
scot Bay got their name from Pring at this time.
From the Penobscot he followed the trend of the
coast, noting as he sailed the inlets and rivers, and
here and there a spacious bay, until he reached the
Piscataqua, up which he sailed to discover it to be
hardly more than an arm of the sea. Retracing his
course, he kept still southward, following the river
channel, to turn Cape Ann, thence cutting across
Massachusetts Bay, until he came to the English land-
fall of the preceding year. Here was Whitson’s Bay,
overlooked by Mount Aldworth, “a pleasant hill,”’
both sturdy English names of Pring’s selection.
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was in 1605, but as his exploration covered only that
part of the coast of Maine which included Monhe-
gan, Pemaquid and the Sagadahoe, it is not neces-
sary to note in this volume more than the fact that
Weymouth made a voyage, the details of the same
coming more peculiarly within the scope of the vol-
ume to come later in its place in this series.

The interest of Sir Ferdinando Gorges was aug-
mented by the report brought home by Weymouth,
and in the following year, Henry Challoner, who had
two of the natives along whom Weymouth had
carried to England, set out for the Maine coast in
one of Gorges’s ships; but Challoner, instead of sailing
northward to Cape Breton, shaped his course more
to the southward, or rather West Indiaward, to
unfortunately fall into the hands of the Spaniards.

It is probably true, that of all who came to this
New England in the English interest, no one individ-
ual gave greater impetus to the ultimate English
colonization than did Capt. John Smith. In 1609,
when Smith sailed up the Thames, he brought the
enchantments of Virginia in his train. One of the
most conspicuous of the later western world voy-
agers, humane, gentle, and of considerate mind,
bold of spirit, fearless of heart, and bluff of manner,
traveled and wise in the ways of the civilization of
the times, withal much of a gentleman, Smith had
many and strange tales to tell, and an admiring and
constantly augmenting constituency of listeners.
Gifted in narrative, keenly observant, assimilative,
possessing a prominent bump of causality, fertile in


























































































































































































122 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

No doubt it was upon the land bordering upon the
westward edge of the Pool that Vines dug the trenches
for his house and set his “palisadoes,” upright and
joined together, after the fashion of the dwelling
places of the earliest comers. He may have put his
low roof on these supports and shingled it with bark,
or have brought his sails ashore and used them
instead. He may have cut his timbers and hewn
them and tre-nailed them together after a more sub-
stantial fashion and roofed it in with strips of rifted
ash, closing the interstices with clay from the adjacent
swamps, for it is likely there were one or more in the
near neighborhood. He might have done all this
and have built him a substantial chimney out of the
shale that one finds in abundance along the seashore,
but even that is doubtful if Gorges’s relation is true.
Levett in his nosing around this locality with curious
eye would have found some remnant of a former
occupancy, which he did not, as he would have
mentioned it at length in his story of his sail from the
Isles of Shoals to Quack. He is silent; nor did he
discover any trace of European footprint, for he
thinks himself the first Englishman to set eyes on the
locality, ignoring Smith, who was over here in 1614
and who makes special mention of the Saco. Vines
had kept his secret so well that Levett passes him
without even a nod of recognition.

In Gorges’s “Brief Narration” one finds the only
footprint of Vines. He says, writing after 1630, as
one would gather from his introductory note, “ Find-
ing I could no longer be seconded by others, I became
















































138 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

best known as being the husband of John Winter’s
daughter, and who, through her, absorbed the
interest of the Trelawny heirs in due time, to profit by
the somewhat questionable thrift of his father-in-
law, if one is to base an opinion upon recorded facts.
The Rev. Mr. Jordan came over from his Exeter
diocese about 1640 under the influence of Trelawny,
the Patentee of the Scarborough and Cape Elizabeth
lands from Spurwink to Fore River. The head-
quarters of the Trelawny interest were at Rich-
mond’s Island, where John Winter had located the
Trelawny trading-houses, and where Bagnall closed
his human account. This clergyman was young,
not having attained above twenty-eight years, and
is spoken of as being “a welcome laborer.” Willis
notes that “the religious condition of the community
at this time, east of the Saco, was decidedly, if not
exclusively, in favor of the Episcopal form of gov-
ernment and worship.” Another writer, Thornton,
says, “Maine was distinctively Episcopalian, and
was intended as a rival to her Puritan neighbors.”
This was in direet accordance with the purposes of
Charles 1.

The Puritans looked with jealous eye on these
religious observances of the people in the Maine
Province, and had formed their plans for taking at
the first favorable opportunity its control as it had
taken over New Hampshire. No active interference
was undertaken until 1642, when Mr. Gibson was
summoned by the Massachusetts authorities to show
cause why he should continue to baptize children
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well believe, home building. It was a convenient
place for the shipping that, about this time, 1636,
began to lend something of a commercial aspect to the
locality. The fisheries were an important factor and
had a local prominence in the enterprises of the time.
Richmond’s Island was in its flower of promise under
the “ grave and discreet’” Winter, while the neighbor-
ing Isles of Shoals was in the heyday of its prosperous
traffic of the sea, and just across was old Ketterie
where Champernowne, landlord Bray, and the astute
Pepperrell were laying the foundations of individual
fortunes. Winter Harbor was a prosperous com-
munity from the first, and there are no relations to
show that its people were otherwise than a peaceful,
industrious, and law-abiding folk. No doubt the-
personality of its founder, Vines, had much to do with
this; at least one is constrained to think so when one
recalls the bickerings, ambitions, jealousies, and
passions that seemed to obtain in other and not far-
away contemporary settlements.

The Puritan Thomas Jenner was preaching as
early as 1641, his labors extending over a brief
period of two years, when he went to Weymouth.
It does not appear that the Episcopalians objected
to his office, but rather that he was welecomed with a
true Christian spirit, and his way made easy so far
as it might be so disposed by lay codperation. Vines
appears to have been a Christian gentleman endowed
with virtues of patience and forbearance.

It seems that this Puritan minister held some
correspondence with Winthrop, 1640, in which he


















148 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

in full sway in England and the high-churchmen of
that country were harrassed, prosecuted, and mur-
dered by Cromwell’s fanatics. It was at this time
Jenner was preaching at Winter Harbor. With the
king in safe custody, the Winthrop influence was
in the ascendency, but Winthrop still kept his gloves
of velvet for company use. He was aware of the
differences growing up in England against the un-
fortunate Charles and bided his time. In 1643
Cleeve left 01 his voyage for England, to serve in the
Puritan army, by which he was able to enlist the
Rigby interest. The Gorges patents were annulled
on the ground of latent fraud, and the Gorges titles
were confirmed to Alexander Rigby, who appointed
Cleeve his first deputy for the Province. The Gorges
and the Trelawny influence went down with Charles,
and as a matter of course the New England adherents
to their interests lost caste politically with the Crom-
well faction. Parliament was again in session, from
which, on April 28, 1643, according to Willis, a com-
mission was issued directed to Winthrop, Mack-
worth, Henry Bode, and others, to examine into
certain articles exhibited by Cleeve to parliament
against Vines. To his Petition to parliament Cleeve
forged the names of Mackworth, Wadleigh, Watts,
and several others of the well-known colonists, which
fact was disclosed at the court held at Saco in October
of 1645. Winthrop kept on his gloves of velvet and
declined the parliament commission, as did Mack-
worth and Bode. That Cleeve was an active factor
in this matter is accentuated by the effort on the
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morning the ash-covered coals were raked open and
the hearth was soon aglow, while from the ragged
chimney top the smoke spun away on the morning
wind, and along the winding paths that led from
cabin to cabin the settlers were out to see what the
day was to be like, while indoors the housewife got
the breakfast of corn bread ready. The children
dressed themselves and were off to the nearest spring
for water. Everybody had something to do. There
were no idle hands, for idle hands made idle mouths.
Those were friendly days with the Abenake; for their
wigwams were often near neighbors to the more
civilized cabin, and the savage made himself “boon
welcome’’ wherever he happened to be, the fumes
of his stone pipe mingling with that of his white host,
after which he would roll himself in his blanket, and
with his back to the glowing fire he would drowse
the night away while the settler and his wife slept, or
lay awake, as their acquaintance with their visitor
warranted. But the aborigine was docile enough
when not inflamed with the aqua vitae with which
the settlements were abundantly supplied in those
days. The favorite seat was on the settle, which was
generally hardly more than a rudely hewn plank.
Somewhere about the room was a chest of drawers,
an old-fashioned highboy, perhaps brought from over
the water. Along the fire mantel were set in modest
array the dishes of pewter off which the family ate;
and above these was the gunrack and along the
jambs hung the nets and fishing lines. In one corner
leaned a pair of oars, roughly shaven and clumsy.
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John, the outlaw, was ever a rebellious and way-
ward fellow. Baxter calls him “Reprobate’”; and
then he remarks, “such was the unflinching rectitude
of the father, that he entered a complaint against
him for threatening violence to Richard Vines.”
What experiences must have crowded upon Vines’
recollection as the Saco shores faded away, of court-
ships among the young people, of marriages, births,
illnesses, and death, for Winter Harbor was a little
world apart to him, whose sympathies were as rich
as though they had been more plentifully endowed
with humanity. The old burying place, of which no
trace remains, must have held the mother of the
daughter who kept her father company. Perhaps it
was on some rough hillside whose broken lines were
made smooth and straight as the distance grew. He
must have had some thought of that once Merrie
England before the Puritans had felled the Maypoles
and ploughed up the “dancing greens” and which
he had some time left to the less sturdy ambitions.
If Cleeve gloated over the retirement of Vines from
the magistracy, his departure from the Province, and
his voluntary defeat, his own ascendency was of
brief duration, and, at last, with Massachusetts for
the whip-hand, shorn of his importance and his
means he found the lees of fallen ambitions and
straitened circumstances as bitter as had others
before him. The Rigby rights had been annulled to
the Lygonia Lands by the English courts and the
heirs of Sir Ferdinando Gorges had been reinstated
in their succession under the original grant to Gorges.
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aware, and which perhaps may not be further adverted
to in this place. .

It is probable that the first European to visit this
island was Champlain, who came here in 1605, as he
sailed along the Maine coast with Du Monts, and
which, according to the memoranda left by Champlain
of his experiences in that voyage, was endowed with
a wondrous verdure. Champlain gave the name to
this island by reason of its luxuriant vineries which
grew here in wild profusion, and no doubt it appeared
to him in those early days of the summer of 1605,
after his bleak experiences at the settlement in the
St. Croix, as a limited Paradise. According to
Champlain here was a place which was wonderfully
endowed by nature with all of the attraction incident
to a wooded island lying not far from the mainland,
and which offered a safe harborage and was, so far
as its physical features were to be considered, not
only easy of access, but in its low, rolling slopes espe-
cially adapted to occupation. Champlain undoubtedly
came here a second time, for he passed on to the
southward, making a survey of the coast, which
appears to be verified by his abundant notes, explor-
ing the mouth of the Saco, an adjacent stream which
found its outlet at the Winter Harbor of Vines, and
keeping on, still, to the southward across the mouth
of the Piscataqua, standing off against the Isles of
Shoals, until the low reef of Norman’s Woe and the
bald rocks of Cape Ann opened up to him the wide
expanse of what since the Puritan occupation has been
known as the Bay of Massachusetts. He undoubtedly
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of Newfoundland and had found some considerable
profit thereby, but it remained to Champlain to give
impetus to the trade, which, a few years later, laid
the foundations of the trading posts that found
isolated lodgment from the Penobscot to the Pis-
cataqua, of which Monhegan, Richmond’s Island,
Winter Harbor, and Kittery became the most notable.

George Richmon, who was of English descent,
though coming from Bandon-on-the-Bridge, a little
hamlet on the river Bandon, some twenty miles
from Cork, impelled by his adventurous disposition,
found his way thither prior to 1628. Here he en-
gaged in the fishing business, and it was here he was
sald to have built a vessel, which, if true, would
afford the first instance of its kind hereabouts, unless
it had been preceded by the small vessel launched
about that time at Monhegan. It was in 1628 that
he relinquished whatever rights he may have had to
the. use and occupation of this island to Walter Bag-
nall, a man of somewhat unsavory reputation, and
who by his unjust dealings with the Indians perhaps
merited his untoward fate. It is safe to assume that
Christopher Levett may have been here around 1623,
as at that time he was spying out the coast with a
view to erecting a permanent domicile, which he,
afterward in the same year, built upon House Island
at the mouth of Casco Bay. Bagnall carried on a
truck trade here with the savages successfully,
amassing, according to Winthrop, a small fortune for
those days, of 400£. It is doubtful if Bagnall’s trad-
ing-house was other than a single building of rude
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associated with notorious Tom Morton, of Merry
Mount, and who was such a thorn to Winthrop with
his May-pole festivities and boon companions. He
had a ready wit and an inclination to indulge it in
satirical verse, which might lead one to qualify
Winthrop’s classification of this man. Mr. Baxter
suggests in his lucid notes to the Trelawny Papers that
Bagnall may have been “one of the four men from
‘Weston’s Company ’ (the Morton fellowship) whom
Christopher Levett says he left with others, in 1624,
in charge of his strong house and plantation in this
vicinity.” Morton was here at Richmond’s Island
during Bagnall’s occupation, and it was during this
visit to his old acquaintance, probably, that he dis-
covered the whetstones about which he has written
so extravagantly. It is possible that the grant to
Bagnall from the New England Council of December
2, 1631, was procured through Morton’s influence,
then in England, who was a good Episcopalian
and as well an open friend of Gorges. There is
little doubt, according to the nature of the times, but
that Morton and Bagnall were boon companions,
and had, between them, emptied many a stoup of
aqua vite, and as well, under the influence of their
potations, perpetrated many a quip of rough-set
pungency upon the staid habits of their common
enemy, the Puritan. The wit of the times was of
the rudest character, and which readily found its
way under the thin skins of the Puritans, to fester,
with the ultimate result of Morton’s final elimination
from the Bay Colony.
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erne, Easterne, and Westerne Indians fetch all their
Coyne from these Southerne Mint-masters. From
hence they have their great stone pipes, which will
hold a quarter of an ounce of Tobacco. Such is
their ingenuity & dexterity, that they can immitate
the English mould so accurately, that, were it not
for matter and color, it were hard to distinguish
them; they be much desired of our English Tobac-
conists, for their rarity, strength, handsomenesse,
and coolnesse.”” Wood further says that with the
coming of the English these Indians had devoted
their energies to gathering furs from the tribes farther
inland, thereby making of themselves what we term
in these days of traffic, middle-men. They bought
these furs for little or nothing, and bringing them
to the English they exchanged them for such com-
modities as they liked best, the more remote tribes
being entirely ignorant of the final disposition of
the fur, or to use Wood’s language, “so making
their neighbors’ ignorance their enrichment.”

This was the state of affairs at the time of the
Trelawny Patent and its granting. It was on the
18th day of January, 1632, that Trelawny and Good-
yeare executed to John Winter and Thomas Pomeroy
a power of attorney, “Giving vnto our said Attorneys,
or one of them, our full and whole power in the prem-
ises, Ratifying, allowing, and accepting all & what-
soeuer our said Attorneys, or one of them, shall doe
in the Premises by fource and Vertue of (these)
Presents. In witness whereof wee the said Robert.
Trelawny and Moses Goodyeare haue here vnto sett












190 THE SOKOKI TRAIL

most of the years of Winter’s living at Richmond’s
Island, he may become convinced as well of the wily
characteristies with which he seemed to be abundantly
endowed, and which certainly do not recommend him
as a man of tractable temper, to say the least. Here
were wide lands over which Winter had full control,
a trading-post, which, according to one annalist of
the times, had grown from the single cabin and store-
house of Walter Bagnall into a compact settlement of
sixty houses, supported by a lucrative trade, con-
trolled by a man whose scruples toward all others, as
well as his principal, had succumbed to the single
desire to enrich himself at the expense of all with
whom he came in contact.

In 1634, Winter writes to Trelawny of affairs at
Richmond’s Island, and it is evident that he has a
desire to return to England. As to this desire Winter
writes on the eleventh of June to Trelawny, “For I
haue nother Intent as wt but to Com away in the
Speedwell.” This letter of June is supplemented,
however, by other letters written to Trelawny later
-in the season and some of which are of more encourag-
ing character. From these letters one gets an
insight into Winter’s character. He seems to be a
man of slow, conservative methods, if one goes by
what he writes his principal; but it is apparent that
he is making things respond after a profitable fashion,
which, however, he does not allow himself to betray
in his reports to Trelawny. Doubtless when Winter
came here he found an unimproved situation. In
the prior occupancy of Bagnall, we have nothing to
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all our men lies in on of them, & every man hath his
Close borded Cabbin: and I haue Rome Inough to
make a dozen Close borded Cabbins more, yf I haue
need of them, & in the other Chamber I haue Rome
Inough to put the shipe sailes into and all our dry
goods which is in Caske, and I haue a store house in
him that will hold 18 or 20 tonnes of Caske Under-
neath: & vnderneath I haue a Citchin for our men to
eat and drinke in, & a steward Rome that will hold
2 tonnes of Caske which we put our bread & beare
into, and every one of these romes ar Close with
loockes & keyes vnto them.” This house was built
on the island, for he goes on in the same letter to say:
‘At the maine we haue built no house, but our men
liues in the house that the old Cleues built, but that
we haue fitted him som what better, and we haue
built a house for our pigs. We haue paled into the
maine a pece of ground Close to the house for to set
Corne in, about 4 or 5 akers as near as we Can Judge,
with pales of 6 fote heigh, except the pales that the
old Cleues did set vp, which is but 4 foote & }; he had
paled of yt about an aker & 1 before we Came their,
& now yt is all sett with Corne and pumkins:” and
one notes his reference to George Cleeve, who a year
before had, with Tucker, departed for Casco Neck to
the eastward. This reference to Cleeve as “old
Cleues” throws a strong light upon the character of
Winter, and indicates emphatically the animosity
which had been aroused between these two men who
in the following years were to supply the local
courts with more or less litigation. This one expres-
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interfere with his projects, which resulted finally in
the absorption of his master’s interest. And then
again it was on the mainland, and probably the same
improved by Cleeve, that the most suitable spot for
planting was found, and it was doubtless here that
Winter carried on his agricultural pursuits. The
country hereabout was practically unoccupied before
the coming of Richard Bradshaw. Winter came
over here in 1630, with his wife and daughter, and
this was in the lifetime and occupancy of Richmond’s
Island by Bagnall. Winter evidently found the
immediate country attractive, and here he remained
in the immediate vicinity until he went to England
to confer with Trelawny in regard to the Richmond
Island enterprise. Richard Bradshaw had, before
Winter’s coming, made an exploring voyage to New
England, and had obtained a grant of land here
which was described as lying on the “Pashippscot.”
His delivery of land, however, was taken on the east
shore of the Spurwink, and immediately opposite
Richmond’s Island. This delivery by “turf and
twig” was made to Bradshaw by Neal, who had been
sent over by Gorges and Mason in the spring of the
year of Winter’s coming, as governor of the Piscat-
aqua colonists, who were to make their settlement at
the mouth of the Piscataqua River. There is no
question but what this delivery of seizin by Neal to
Bradshaw was regarded as a perfectly valid title to
the land; for, in fact, whatever of territory in New
England was held by one individual or another was
obtained in this way; and, outside of the Bradshaw
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by reason of growing competition and growing pur-
suits. One can imagine, however, that these original
settlers were keenly interested in the rights which
these new colonists were likely to assert under their
patent. These patents were of value because they
were issued only to favorites or to those who were
likely to improve them by actual occupancy; and it
was this patent that was likely to exert an important
influence in the land controversies which were inevi-
tably to occupy the attention of those who were to
come after them. Bagnall, alive at this time, un-
doubtedly began to think of his own rights because
his occupancy of Richmond’s Island was fortified by
nothing better than a squatter’s right, and it was
through Thomas Morton undoubtedly, who was in
high favor with Gorges at that time, that he suc-
ceeded in obtaining the patent mentioned by Saints-
bury. It was on the second of December in this
year that this island was granted to Bagnall by
Gorges, and it included fifteen hundred acres on
the Scarborough mainland. But it is a matter of
history that when this grant was issued Bagnall had
passed beyond the necessity of maintaining his rights
of occupancy, as in the October preceding he had
been murdered by the Indians, and every vestige of
his occupancy reduced to a heap of ashes. These
grants are interesting to recall from the fact that
the Council made small distinction as to how far one
grant was likely to interfere with another; for, on
November first, a month and a day prior to the
Bagnall grant, another grant had been made to
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such would arouse in the mind of a man of Cam-
mock’s training. It was during this visit home
that he saw Robert Trelawny at Ham, the Cornwall
family seat of the Trelawny’s, and it is safe to assume
that this visit of Cammock’s lent a deep color to the
ambitions of Trelawny to found along the Scar-
borough shores a trading station which should not
only be a means of profit, but as well an outlet for
such of the Plymouth people as were inclined to
better their condition. Cammock’s knowledge of the
country was ample, without any question, and he
was able to give Trelawny in detail a pleasing de-
scription of its characteristics; and it was undoubtedly
this interview which determined Trelawny, who had
no doubt been revolving the scheme for some time
previous, to locate his venture in the territory where
Cleeve and Tucker had pitched their tents. Gorges
was a man of his word. He had given his promise
undoubtedly that this patent of December second
should be issued to Bagnall, and Gorges, once having
promised, kept on to the fulfillment of his word.
It is notable in an examination of the Trelawny and
Goodyeare patent that while Richmond’s Island was
not included in the same, yet the rights which they
obtained under it would have practically precluded
Bagnall, as its occupant, from carrying on any busi-
ness of profit to himself. It is clear that the intent
of the Trelawny and Goodyeare patent was to nullify
every advantage which had been granted to Bagnall,
and it discloses a finesse in that this Trelawny patent
was granted a day prior to the one which bore Bag-
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It is not unlikely at this time that Winter, appre-
ciating the usefulness of these two men to his enter-
prise, invited them to become his servants; but
having in view Cleeve’s subsequent career, one can
readily conceive Cleeve’s attitude toward such a
proposition. Cleeve was not a man to act in a sub-
ordinate position under any circumstances, having in
mind the controversy in which he afterward engaged
with so prominent and influential a man as Richard
Vines. He had not forgotten, as an Englishman, the
relations which obtained between master and servant
in the old country, and he had no reason to doubt but
the same state of things would prevail in this new
land, under the direction of a man with whom he had
already had high words.

Considering the rough setting of the times, it has
always seemed strange to me as I have become
acquainted with their story, that these two men of
such undoubted energy and virulent personality
should have separated without bloodshed. Perhaps
Cleeve was satisfied to bide his time, trusting to cir-
cumstances and opportunity to enable him to repay
Winter with interest for the oppression and the
injustice which, to Cleeve, seemed to be of the essence
of Winter’sintent. Less than a week after the arrival
of Winter, another sail broke the horizon. It was
that of Cammock. Cammock was likewise interviewed
by Cleeve, but without result. One can imagine the
thoughts that surged through the minds of Cleeve and
Tucker as they drove their boat through the surf,
over the bar and beyond the quiet waters of the Spur-
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up with his plowshare an earthen pot, a bit of old
cracked pottery which the children following along
the furrow, as children will, appropriated for a
childish voyage of curiosity. Scraping off the dirt,
moist and yellow and cool from the plow, there
was a glint of a strange metal. Here were mingled
gold and silver coins and a signet ring of gold, of
quaint and beautiful artisanship, and many of them
" contemporary with the days of the Winter occupancy,
and the same described by the Troll of Richmond
Island as the property of Walter Bagnall and stolen
by Squidraysett before the Bagnall trading-post was
put to the torch by the savages. Did the Indian
Sagamore drop this old pot as he made haste to get
over the bar before the tide on that fatal night, or
was it the saving of some other, and which was
overlooked in the flight of 1679, when the savages
came down from the eastward to kill and burn?
It is recorded that in the neighborhood of the hiding-
place of the old pot were traces of rotten wood, as
if here may have been the habitation of some thrifty
settler of Winter’s and Jordan’s time, or of the time
of Bagnall. Willis inclines to its being a part of the
theft of the savage; but it is more reasonable to look
upon it as an overlooked or forgotten relic of a former
thrift. If one is curious, and wishes for a descrip-
tion of the coins so safely hoarded for so long a time
in this frail hibernacle of ruddy clay, and which are
now to be seen among the treasures of the Maine
Historical Society, a footnote to one of Willis’ delight-
ful pages which make up that out of print volume;
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may be said to have been successful, for the James-
town settlement proved to be a permanent one, and
not long after its establishment a profitable enter-
prise. It found a fertile soil and a genial climate,
nor were its physical features less suggestive and
pleasing. Its forests were thronged with appetizing
game, likewise its bays and inlets; and its surround-
ing waters were stocked with delicious edibles.

This southern colony, or to be more exact, the
London company, included in its grant all the terri-
tory between Cape Fear on the Carolina coast and
the middle of New Jersey, that is, all lands between
the 34 and 41 degrees north latitude.

This company was exceeding fortunate in that it
pitched upon a middle ground, whose extremes of
climate were not burdensome. It was a country of
fine rivers, which found their way to the bays and
tide waters through a land that had only to be
seratched lightly to bloom with a semi-tropic Iuxuri-
ance. Here were wild fruits in abundance in season.
It was the land of the rose and the vine. It was the
land of the aborigine, whose chronic attitude toward
the newcomers was one of open and too frequently
aggressive hostility. The romantic fiction of Captain
John Smith and Pocahontas is strung upon these
early days, and helps to fix in the mind the locality,
which by reason of its being the second earliest
English attempt at colonization, and of its relation
to the abortive efforts which were likely to follow
in its wake, should not be forgotten.

It may strike the reader that it is the history of
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classic James. For all his great services to American
colonization Hakluyt had all his information at
second hands, and he was oftentimes too credulous
a listener. Reference has been made heretofore to
his work, “A Discourse on Westerne Planting,” and
he says in his preface to his “ Principal Navigations”':
“I do remember that being a youth, and one of her
Majestie’s scholars at Westminster, that fruitfull
nurserie, it was my happe to visit the chamber of
Mr. Richard Hakluyt my cosin, a Gentleman of
the Middle Temple, well known unto you, at a time
when I found lying vpen his boord certeine bookes
of Cosmographie with a vniversal Mappe: he seeing
me somewhat curious in the view thereof, began to
instruct my ignorance by showeing me the divisions
thereof.”

It seems that these revelations to young Hakluyt
were emphasized by the reading by his “cosin’ of the
one hundred and seventh Psalm, concerning those
who go down to the sea in ships; so he continues
in his preface: “The words of the Prophet, together
with my cosin’s discourse (things of high and rare
delight to my young nature), I tooke so deepe an
impression that I constantly resolved, if euer I were
preferred to the Vniversity, where better time and
more convenient place might be ministered for these
studies, I would by God’s assistance prosecute that
knowledge and kinde of literature, the doores whereof
(after a sort) were so happily opened before me.”
Hakluyt found his burial place in Westminster Abbey
in 1616, but not before his life work of inspiring the
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In 1630 came the grant of a tract forty miles
square to John Dye and others. The details of this
patent are meager, for the original patent dis-
appeared, and it is not known that there is a single
copy of it in existence. A definite description of
the boundary lines of this patent, for that reason,
is impossible. Mention of this patent is made for
the reason it was made to play not many years later
a very important part under the Cromwell Protec-

FORT SCAMMEL, HOUSE ISLAND, WHERE LEVETT BUILT HIS HOUSE

torate. It was issued on the 26th of June of the
above-mentioned year. Hubbard locates this grant
as “south of the Sagadahoc River,” “twenty miles
from the seaside.” Maverick, an annalist circa 1660,
says, “There was a patent granted to Christo: Bat-
chelor and Company in the year 1632, or thereabouts,
for the mouth of the River (the Kennebec is probably
meant) and some tract of land adjacent.” Sullivan
mentions “Two Islands in the River Sagadahock,
near the South Side thereof about 60 miles from the
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cious forgeries and lies, to Gorges’ Othello, Cleeve
for a brief space got the head of Vines under the
pillow of disrepute with his noble friend. Upon the
exposure of Cleeve’s beguiling falsehoods, which had
resulted in the recall of William Gorges, nephew of
Sir Ferdinando, who had assumed the control of the
province immediately upon his arrival here in 1636,
by bolding a court at Saco, March 21, the first ever
held in the Gorges jurisdiction, and the removal of
Vines from his offices, hardly two years later, and the
installation of himself, Cleeve, as deputy governor,
Gorges’ action was speedy and conclusive; for, upon
discovering the jackal-like character of Cleeve, he
at once dismissed him from his service and rein-
stated Vines, adding to his honors by conferring upon
him the deputy-governorship of the province.

Cleeve, defeated and sore, went into retirement at
Machigonie Point, there to pour his acrid complaints
into the ears of his Roderigo, Richard Tucker, —

“by the faith of man,
I know my price, I am worth no less a place,”

and who, no doubt, comforted his leader as best he
could; for Cleeve was the predominating spirit within
the purlieus of Casco Bay. One can hear him pour-
ing into Tucker’s ears, —

“You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave,
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass,
For naught but provender; and when he’s old, cashiered:
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Now Sacadehock-river reacheth but to Merry
Meeting, & then its branched into Begipscot, &
Chenebec, & is no further cald by the name of Saca-
dehock. Now Sacadehock River is a certaine and
sure place for one term of its bounds, but the Ilands
ear doubtfull, which they are; more oure ther pos-
session was first taken. Mr. Cleeve in his answere
readily accepted their offer of a triall at Boston;
wherevpon they both bound themselues each to
other in a bond of 500 li. personally to appeare at
Boston the next Court after May, then and ther to
impleade each other.

Furthermore Mr. Cleeue demanded a sight of their
originals for gouerment, none being produced, he dis-
claimed obedience, and told ther was no equality
betweene his something & their nothing. It was
also agreed, that none of each company or party
should, at any time or vpon any occasion, be troubled
or molested by any of the other party or company,
vntil the suit aforesayd be ended.

Mr. Cleeue layd his injunction in particular on Mr.
Jordan, neuer more administer the seales of the
Covenant promiscuously, & without due order &
ordination, within the Province of Lygonia.

I must needs acknowledge, to their high commen-
dation, that both Mr. Jocelyne & Mr. Cleeue carried
on the interaction very friendly, like men of wisdome
& prudence, not giuing one misbeholding word each
together, such was the power of God’s Holy Word,
aweing their hearts, Your letters were also very
valide, & gratefully accepted on both parties. Thus
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character. For the sustaining of a commerce with
the home country fishing became compulsory, and
it was carried on for a generation after Cammock’s
coming with great profit and a corresponding
energy.

At the time of the Cammock Grant, 1631, “Strat-
ton’s Ilands” were well known. They are referred
to in Cammock’s Grant to mark down the locality;
and it is safe to assume that these islands were
inhabited as a part of old Scarborough for a consid-
erable time before Bagnall’s intrusion upon the
verdurous silences and grape-scented slopes of Rich-
mond’s Island. John Stratton’s coming hither is
more likely to have been contemporary with the com-
ing of George Richmon. It may be assumed that
their occupancy followed closely upon the heels of
Levett. Stratton may have come from the Isle of
Shoals, or he may have been one of the ten men left
by Levett at his house on House Island, when he
sailed away to solicit the aid of Charles in building up
his new city of York. The mainland adjacent to
these islands was known as “Stratton’s Plantation’
before Cammock’s advent, and doubtless this designa-
tion of the country hereabout was originated among
the fishermen who had become acquainted with John
Stratton, and had perhaps enjoyed the rude hospital-
ities of his island cabin. But little is known of this
first comer, or rather first settler, over against the
odorous flats of old Searborough. Of his personal
history hardly a shred is left. That he was of the
indifferent sort is apparent, else he would have left
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“glimpses of chimneys and gabled eaves,
Through green elm arches and maple leaves, —
Old homesteads sacred to all that can
Gladden or sadden the heart of man, —

Over whose thresholds of oak and stone
Life and Death have come and gone.”

Tt was to the eastward that these original builders
of old Searborough crept from Cammock’s house, and
toward the Spurwink. Cammock laid his sills about
midway of what became known as Cammock’s
Neck, the extreme peninsula-like rib of land that
makes the east boundary of the ancient Owascoag’s
mouth, and it was located on a line drawn due south
from Castle Rocks. The earliest highway was along
the sands of Eliot’s Beach past Hubbard’s Rocks, to
end at Ambrose Boaden’s house which was near the
south-side mouth of the winding Spurwink. North
of Boaden’s, were the homes of Bedford and Lapthorn.
These date from about 1640, and looked out across
the shine of the Spurwink and the limitless blue of the
sea, and always the dull thunder of the beach was in
their ears, and borne in from the bold rocks of Strat-
ton’s and Richmond’s Islands came the roar of the
breakers. As for Boaden, who was an experienced
voyager,
“The very waves that washed the sand
Below him, he had seen before
Whitening the Scandinavian strand
And sultry Mauritanian shore.
From ice-rimmed isles, from summer seas
Palm-fringed, they bore him messages;
He heard the plaintive Nubian songs again,
And mule-bells tinkling down the hills of Spain.”
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magnificent viaducts for a world to marvel at, —
Nature is Nature still, and superlative.

One likes to think that these men looked up from
their tasks often, to become inspired anew with the
promise that lurks always in the sunlit sky, yes,
and on the rugged face of earth as well; and yet,
while they saw, they plotted for possessions, nor did
they apparently stand for a trifle of honesty or dis-
honesty. They were of a superior race, of superior
manners, (in some instances one would involuntarily
exclaim, God save the mark!) and of superior
privileges.

At the period around and about the time of Jane’s
first confirmation of the Alger title, the Indians con-
sidered that they were simply giving to their, English
acquaintance an interest in common to enjoy their
hunting-grounds. They could not foresee the civili-
zation that was to eradicate the barbarism for which
the Indian stood, and further to annihilate it; but
when they began to be driven from their hunting-
grounds, their maize fields and their clam flats, along
with other wrongs, the most palpable of which was
the plying them with rum whereby they were robbed
of their furs, their lands and their means of common
existence; when the Englishman claimed the abso-
lute fee in the lands, then the silken thread of friend-
ship was frozen into the bond of hate, and they drew
apart and sought the deeper wilderness, to let their
wounds breed and fester into the open violence
and outbreak of 1675, when the family of Robert
Nichols was the first to be slain and their house at
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general. It was in 1676 that Henry Jocelyn’s house
became the object of attack. It is averred that the
Jocelyn manse stood over an old cellar very near
what is now known as Garrison Cove above Cam-
mock’s Neck. It was a great house, and was forti-
fied as a garrison, and it held the key to the Neck,
being reputed to have been the strongest in the
province. It was resorted to by the inhabitants
indiscriminately, and, aceording to Hubbard, it might
have been made to have withstood all the Indians in
the province had it been properly defended. It was
here, October, 1676, that a considerable force of
Indians appeared under the leadership of Mugg. He
was a famous chief and had mingled with the Eng-
lish familiarly. He knew Jocelyn well, and with his
Indian diplomacy left his hundred savages in covert
and singly and alone approached the garrison which
was under the immediate command of Jocelyn, in
Scottow’s absence, and proposed a “talk.” Jocelyn
accepted the proffer, and engaged for some length of
time in a friendly conversation with Mugg, the con-
clusion of which was that Jocelyn should surrender
the garrison. Jocelyn returned to the garrison to
submit the ultimatum of Mugg, to discover that its
occupants other than his own people had taken to
the boats and were safely away. It was “Hobson’s
choice” with Jocelyn, and he at once placed him-
self under the protection of Mugg, who returned to
his captives the same kindly offices he had been in
the habit of receiving from them. The garrison
in the hands of Mugg, the English abandoned the
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dred eighty pounds sterling, he confirmed this mort-
gage and made the fee absolute in Scottow. This
included the whole of the Cammock grant at Black
Point, together with the seven hundred and fifty acres
granted him by Gorges, his “dwelling house, out
houses, fish houses, and stages, with other conven-
iences.” He lived in the new house built by him
farther up the Owascoag until his capture by the Indi-
ans. There is no record of his widow’s death, but she
went along with her husband to Pemaquid where he
was in service under Governor Andross in an official
capacity for the following six years, and where he died
in the early part of 1683. Governor Andross wrote
Ensign Sharpe at Pemaquid, September 15, 1680, “I
have answered yours of the 7th instant, except what
relates to Mr. Jocelyn, whom I would have you use
with all fitting respect considering what he hath been
and his age. And if he desire and shall build a house
for himself, to let him choose any lott and pay him
ten pounds toward it, as also sufficient provision for
himself and wife as he shall desire, out of the stores.”

Henry Jocelyn was the most distinguished man of
his time within the Gorges palatinate, who was for a
longer period and more actively engaged in public
affairs than any other. As Willis says, “ Nothing has
been discovered in the whole course of his eventful
life which leaves a stain upon his memory ”’: a just
tribute to an eminent man.

This is the story of Henry Jocelyn and a few of his
contemporaries at Black Point, a story of days that
now own to no remnant of its early importance, and
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huddled spires of spruce, and behind these are the
gently rolling uplands brilliant with tourmaline colors
that give a rare tonic quality to the wide-reaching
landscape. Scarborough is a locality of magnificent
distances, its miles upon miles of marshes seamed
with tide creeks and rivers that gleam like threads of
blued steel entangled in a mesh of living verdure.
Here or there a glistening white sail tops the green
levels like a fleck of cloud that has dropped from the
sky.

It is a beautiful country, and a picturesque, aside
from its attraction for the antiquary.

If one has an inclination to search out the foot-
prints of a bygone people perhaps the Scarborough
Beach station is as good a place to pick up the trail
as any other, if one comes by rail. It is a good four
mile saunter to the extremity of Cammock’s Neck,
which is dominated by a modern hostelry much fre-
quented by summer idlers. Halfway thither, one
crosses the first landmark of the olden days, which is
nothing less than a sinuous salt creek that winds in
and out the salt meadows, to keep on to the uplands
to the eastward. There was an ancient corn mill on
this creek and it was located near the highway, the
first to be built in old Scarborough. It was running
in 1663, and it was a very important accessory to the
community in the days when the corn and rye had to
be taken to Boston to be ground, else it was pounded
into coarse meal in the old-fashioned samp mill, which
was nothing but a huge block of wood hollowed out
with hot coals, and a like unwieldy pestle hung to a
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It was in 1681 Scottow began the building of his
fort, and it was at this time Thomas Danforth, as
president of Maine, conveyed to Joshua Scottow,
Walter Gendall, Richard Hunnewell, William Bur-
ridge, Andrew Brown, Ambrose Boaden, and John
Tenny, as trustees, the extensive township of Scar-
borough. The deed of trust bears date as of July 26,
1684. Scottow was the heaviest taxpayer, his assess-
ment being laid at £3 11s. 4d.

The Scarborough settlers had largely located about -

Swett’s Plains, through which part of Black Point the
reader has come to reach Libby’s River, and it was
to form a nucleus of common safety Scottow was to
erect his fort. Scottow gave the land about the fort
between Moore’s Brook and the southeast end of
Great (Massacre) Pond to the extent of two hundred
acres to the town on which the inhabitants should at
once settle, two acres being allotted to each family,
the houses to be set in alignment, and no one nearer
the fort than eight rods. It was the same plan pur-
sued at Cascoe. Black Point was at the height of
its prosperity, but there were clouds in the sky, and
they gathered and broke with a terrible finality about
the 21st of May, 1688; for that day notes the last entry
in the town records for the seventeenth century. And
it was after the fall of Cascoe, 1690, that Scottow Fort
was deserted, as were all the other garrisons east of
the Saco.

There are some curios in the little wood-colored
house, Indian relies, skulls, and copper plates taken
from Indian graves, which one is allowed to look upon,
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Looking through the break in these willows above
the shore, planted undoubtedly by Cammock or John
Larrabee and their ilk, one sees the grass-colored dunes
of Ferry Place, a curving uneven line of sun-bleached,
wind-driven grits where the Algers had their flake
yards, and near by which Henry Jocelyn built him
a goodly house after the fair Margaret Cammock had
become Margaret Jocelyn. It was at the end of this
point the Ferry road terminated. In 1658 the Owas-
coag and Spurwink ferries were established by law.
Boaden had set up his ferry at Spurwink, but it was
somewhere about 1673 the court indicted the town
for not providing a ferry across the wider Owascoag,
and the order was made: “In reference to ye ferry, Its
ordered yt the Town shall take course with the ferry-
man to pvide a good boate or Conows sufficient to
transport horses and to have 9d for horse and man,
and 6d for ferring ym over, and Sacoe River to have
ye same allowance.”

Old Scarborough, like her sister settlements along
the York River and Kittery shore, owns to its tradi-
tional witch, and it may be said to possess not a few
of the younger generation of to-day. But the story
of the uneasy soul that sleeps, so it is related by some
of Scarborough’s antiquarians of the modern school,
in one of Scarborough’s burying grounds, and of the
venturesome man who essayed to shear the witch’s
mound of its shag of hirsute verdure, is of the most
nebulous character. If there were ever haunted
houses in the old town to make the nuclei of hair-
raising tales, the ghosts have been laid long since.
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men in the fort, some of whom were inclined to sur-
render, but Larrabee sternly asserted that he would
shoot the first man who should again venture the word
surrender, and the cowardice was at once rooted out.
They patiently awaited the moment when the miners
should reach the cellar of the fort, but that moment
did not ensue, for a great rainstorm came and the
mine caved and filled, and the savages as they wrought
were at the merey of the muskets of the fort. Shortly
after, the Irench and Indians withdrew and Larrabee
and his little force had maintained a successful de-
fense, but Spurwink and Pine Point had been com-
pletely desolated. It was such incidents as the above,
though without the terrible odds, that the Black
Point settler found stalking up to his threshold down
to 1745, and that they were strenuous as well as peril-
ous times s certain. Lean days they were of a surety.

Cammock’s Neck is of considerable area, comprising
perhaps a hundred and twelve acres, in the main well
set up, with high wide outlook, excellent for tillage,
and as delightful a spot to idle away a summer as any
other on the Maine coast. It is picturesquely beau-
tiful, for the outer shores are masked by ragged
boulders and jagged ledges, with only Stratton’s and
Bluff islands in the middle foreground to break a
limitless sea prospect. A riant verdure crowns the
land edge and there is a sinuous path one may follow
through the odorous bayberry bushes along the crest
of the Kirkwood cliffs and its surf-beaten rocks, olive-
painted with masses of seaweed, around to Castle
Rocks, which are overlooked by a trio of beautiful
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kept open house, and where began that long line of his
descendants that seems to have held to all the tradi-
tions and characteristics of its ancestors. Up, over
and beyond Prout’s Beach the old fighting ground
about Seottow’s Fort is in plain sight, while directly
fronting the vision is Richmond’s Island, reaching
out its verdurous length from off the Cape Elizabeth
shore toward the seaward mists. One recalls George
Richmon, who is identified nominis umbra with this
disintegrate vertebrze of old mother earth showing
above the blue of its surrounding waters, its first occu-
pant after the visit of Champlain twenty years earlier
who found its grapes so delicious. Upon the heels of
Richmon crowds “ Black Walt” Bagnall, the royster-
ing Tom Morton of Merrymount, and the grasping
John Winter, who swallowed the whole Trelawney
patent at a gulp.

It was from Richmond’s Island that Winter, greedy
of everything his eyes compassed, made his forays
into Cammock’s meadows along the banks of the
Spurwink when the wild grasses were in bloom, for
the former was not averse to making hay whether the
sun was out or in, as George Cleeve found to his cost
a year later. The Episcopal, Richard Gibson, fared
no better than Cleeve. His unappreciation of the
charms of the fair Sarah Winter ousted him from his
rectory here, for Winter, soured at his neglect of so
excellent an opportunity for wedlock, practically
starved the clerygman both in stomach and purse, so
that the latter was compelled to betake himself to
“Pascataquay.” Those were days when instead of
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time has not been so forbearing of this famous inn as
of its Stroudwater ilk, for it lives only in tradition,
while the latter holds its rooftree as stoutly to its
ample chimneys as a hundred years ago when the
coaches began to run between Falmouth, Portsmouth,
and Boston, cleaving the shadows of the Broad elms
as they went to and fro, while the former was nearly
three miles off the stage line. They were famous
hostelries in their day, nor could they be less with such
Falstaffian landlords as Silas Broad and David Ring.

All day afoot, the ghost of the old Ring tavern sug-
gested meat and drink. The vision of John Winter
brewing his English malt and basting Michael Myt-
ton’s ducks wore a savory shadow, but it is not to be
doubted but the whilom spigot of the Black Point inn’
dripped as good ale and its roaring fires turned as
toothsome a roast. Not being a disciple of Mrs.
Eddy the feeling of physical weariness, hunger, and
thirst was insistent. At the typical country store
which overlooked the station lamps that were show-
ing their first flicker a modern Hebe served me with
a bottle of ginger ale which was broached with a feel-
ing of mild satisfaction, although the carbonated con-
coction was something like a platitude of speech,
commonplace but wet, yet it could be identified
without special effort.

The following morning early, the train dropped me
at the Scarborough station, with Winnock’s Neck as
an objective. Two options offered by way of ap-
proach to the Neck. There was the highroad around
by the ancient Hunnewell house; as to the other, there
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in the edge of the old Plummer cellar, the marsh in
the middle foreground and the brown stacks of marsh
grass strung along the Nonsuch, and the farther woods
massed against the horizon were mine. This is old
Plaisted Point, but Plaisted had his house to the
northward on this same east side of the Neck. There
is, however, a plainly marked cellar on the west side
of the Neck on the slope of the Oliver field, which is
pointed out as the site of the Plaisted garrison, but
which is more likely to have been the cellar of the old
Winnock house, as it is almost exactly the location
of John Winnock in 1665. His house was near the
Indian village, which was just over the pasture fence
and where one sees what has always been known as
Indian Knoll. A stone’s throw away in the edge of
the marsh there are considerable heaps of shells which
suggest the Damariscotta deposits, though less in num-
ber and size. Here, too, was the burying ground of
the savages where two skeletons were unearthed per-
haps a generation ago.

Some interest attaches to the Oliver farmhouse, for
in it are two doors once a part of the Plaisted garrison,
and their story is held with Sphinx-like tenacity
within the tiny peripheries of two bullet holes made
in some savage assault, possibly that same day Mrs.
Plaisted found twenty painted savages at her cabin
door. Her husband had gone down the Nonsuch
after fish and the courageous wife had been left at
home with a child of four years as her sole compan-
ion. The savages had surrounded the cabin and
were forcing the door when she discovered her danger.
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is a matter-of choice. For comfort and despatch the
trolley is preferable, but for actual enjoyment in fine
weather the road is to be taken, for there are several
interesting spots past which To-day rushes with igno-
ble haste.

Going toward Dunstan’s one’s first landmark is

SITE OF STCRER GARRISON — SMALL BUILDING PART OF
ORIGINAL BLOCK HOUSE

Boulter’s Creek. This is notable for the row of fine
old willows that reach away southerly from the high-
way toward the marsh over an easy slope of upland
where amid a dome of tree tops is the so-called Kim-
ball place. At the southerly corner of the unpainted
house is a hollow in the grass from which not many
years since were removed the last remaining oaken
sills of Vaughn’s garrison. One has come down the
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Creek, one crosses Mill Creek. Here just above the
upper edge of the highway are the remains of an an-
cient dam where was Harmon’s grist mill, through
the ruins of which breaks a purling trout brook
which swirls and eddies about a basin alder-rimmed,

MILL CREEK— RUINS OF HARMON'S ANCIENT CORN MILL AND DAM

that looks for all the world like a goodly pot of emerald
dye so denseis the foliage over the stream and so per-
fectly does it mirror each twig and leaf. Stepping
from stone to stone in its sienna-painted bed to peer
into the mill pond above is to discover nothing more
than a jungle of matted alders which would daunt
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followed by the attack on Saco. The house of Rich-
ard Bonython was burned, also Major Phillip’s mills.
One or two other houses were burned, but the raid was
ended by the major’s promptness and courage. He
had but ten men while the raiders could count a hun-
dred painted devils, but he defended his garrison to
such purpose that the savages soon withdrew into the
woods to betake themselves to Blue Point, where
they scalped Robert Nichols along with several other
settlers. This was in September. From Blue Point
the savages bent their course across the Mousam,
leaving a trail of smoking cabins behind, to York, kill-
ing and burning as they went. The following month
they returned to the Owascoag country, falling upon
Dunstan where they shot both the Algers, the same
who had a deed of a thousand acres from Wackwar-
rawaska. Here they burned seven cabins. Leaving
Dunstan they next appeared at Falmouth, where the
torch was put to Lieutenant Ingersoll’s house and two
men were killed. It is probable it was at this time
the attack was made on Robert Jordan’s house. Jor-
dan had time to escape. This was burned, after
which the savages turned up at Spurwink where they
scalped the old ferryman, Ambrose Boaden. Jordan
got away safely to Great Island in Portsmouth Har-
bor. It was a serious inroad on the English, for it
was computed that from the first of August to the
latter part of November fifty settlers had been killed
and scalped while many others had been carried into
captivity. Only a severely cold winter that closed
in very early and that by the tenth of December had
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made his way through the wilderness to the Conway
meadows, the emerald intervales of New Hampshire.
Darby Field came here, as well as Gorges and Joce-
lyn, when the Indians were actuated by the most
neighborly of feelings, and all three were doubtless

CONWAY MEADOWS, PEGWACKET

entertained at Pegwagget village, of which they have
given us no particular deseription. Had they done so
we would have marveled at the regularity of their
streets along which stood their wigwams in regular
order, a symmetrical convention of aboriginal dwell-
ings and of such similarity with the exception of that
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Gilmore or a Ghericke, but the music of that crack-
ling flame to the ears of the Dinsmores was the music
of the spheres.

Then came those giants, the Crawfords; but it was
left to hunter and backwoodsman Nash to discover
the head waters of the Sokoki Trail, the springs above
Crawford’s Notch where the beautiful Saco is born.
These were a hardy race, yet they were only the fol-
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lowers of Vines and Bonython and their contempo-
raries from whose loins they sprung. If the pioneers
about the upper waters of the Saco felled the primeval
woods and burned them, to plant amid their blackened
stumps, so did they who lived about the shadows of
Indian Island. It was not long ago that the annual
“burn” was a common thing in Maine. Such is even
within my recollection. It was the only way of re-
claiming wild lands, by which the acres of tillage and
pasturage were to be increased. '
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Jocelyn. This assault was persisted in for three days
with the result that the garrison lost four men —
three shot and one captured. Hubbard refers to
this event: “On the 16th, Lieut. Tippen made a suc-
cessful shot upon an Indian that was observed to be
very busy and bold in the assault, who at the time
was deemed to be Symon, the arch villain and incen-
diary of all the eastern Indians, but proved to be one
almost as good as himself, who was called Mugg.”

Mugg was a dreaded foe, way-wised as he was in
the habits of the English, both as to their manners,
persons, and language. His death caused the savages
to take to their canoes to paddle away southward.
After this the people about the Saco had a brief re-
spite.

One is reminded of these lines,

“Who stands on that cliff like a figure of stone,
Unmoving and tall in the light of the sky,
Where the spray of the cataract sparkles on high,
Lonely and sternly save Mogg Megone?”’

The romantie tale of the poet and his heroine, Ruth
Bonython, the wild flower of the Saco woods, the
daughter of outlaw John, is a tragedy of those days
in verse. The poet has taken great liberty with his
subject, as another might have done. But Ruth
Bonython was doubtless the “ Eliner Bonython’ who
for her lax morals was condemned to stand in a white
sheet for three Sundays in church.

Whittier closes his drama with the final act amid
the rough scenery of Norridgewock in the latter part
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lost. Finally some of the hunters of the tribe who had
gone out in quest of venison found themselves beside
a babbling stream and there they saw the long-lost
maid bathing in the soft waters, and with her was a
youth of a beauty to match her own, with flowing
hair, as black and silken and long as her own. Sud-
denly they disappeared in the depths of the trans-
lucent pool, and as the hunters hastened to look into
it they saw only their own swarthy faces and the
pictured foliage over their heads. When they got
back to the village they told their story, and the
relatives at once knew her companion as one of the
kind spirits of the mountain, and thereafter they
adopted him as their son. When they were in want,
they called upon him for moose, and bear, and other
game, and beside the stream told him of their desires,
and lo, the animal would be seen swimming toward
them to be captured and slaughtered. As one reads
this, one calls to mind the tales of the brothers Grimm
and the marvels of the Hartz Mountains.

Here is the haunt of the artist and the romancer
alike. Only the brush of the dreamer has place here.
These mountains are as far beyond the mechanical
reproduction of the camera as they are beyond the
finger tips of an observer in the valley. So the Saco
made the trail of the Sokoki down through these nar-
rows of mountainous shag, to blend with the emerald
of the Conway intervales, still flowing seaward to
drink the water among the hills of Fryeburg that has
lapped the sands where Chamberlain and Paugus
washed their muskets one eventful afternoon. Love-
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eighth of May, while they were at Prayers, very Early
in the Morning they heard a Gun; and sometime after
spy’d an Indian in a Point, that ran out into Saco
Pond.” TUpon conference, it was determined that the
gun was a ruse. Lovewell ordered the men to lay
down their packs, on the supposition that the savages
were before. It was a question of fight or retreat.
They looked to the primings of their guns, and loosened
up their auxiliary weapons, knives, and axes. Then
they began their march, exercising the greatest
caution againt a surprise.

Symmes says: “ WHEN they’d Marched about a
Mile and a Half, or two Miles, Ensign Wyman spy’d
an Indian coming toward them, whereupon he gave
a sign, and they all squat and let him come on; pres-
ently several Guns were Fir’d at him; upon which the
Indian Fir’d upon Captain Lovewell with Bever shot
and Wounded him Mortally (as is supposed) tho he
made little Complaint, and was still able to Travel,
and at the same time Wounded Mr. Samuel Whiting;
Immediately Wyman Fir’d at the Indian and Killed
him; and Mr. Frie and another Scalp’d him.

“THEY then March’d back to toward their Packs
(which the Enemy in the meanwhile had seiz’d) and
about Ten a Clock, when they came pretty near where
they’d laid ’em on the North East end of Saco Pond,
in a plain Place, where there were few Trees and
scarce any Brush; The Indians rose up in Front and
Rear, in two Parties, and toward the English Three
or Four Deep, witheir Guns Presented: And the
English also Presented in a Moment and ran to meet
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It is in these days a stream of noisy thrift, and one
seldom recalls the byways of the Vines settlement at
Winter Harbor, narrow and sunny as its wider
thoroughfares are to-day. Its mastyards have gone
the way of its blockhouses and the huge shafts of
its forests; and its romance of Mary Garvin, and its
fishing-stages, yes, and those who laid the sills of
its first houses. For the towering giants of the olden
woods are the stacks of the factory smokes.

“The land lies open and warm in the sun,
Anvils clamor and mill-wheels run, —
Flocks on the hillsides, and herds on the plain,
The wilderness gladdened with fruit and grain.”

One is forced to query with Cobbler Keezar,

“Would the old folk know their children? ©
Would they own the graceless town,
With never a ranter to worry,
And never a witch to drown?”’

I really do not think they would, and moreover, I
am sure they would be afflicted at once with nostalgia
in its most acute form. But throw the lapstone,
as did Keezar, down the hill into the river; for one 5
has done with it. I do not think it was quite so genu- ‘
inely good as that of Keezar’s. Its fault was its
modern make, hardly to be concealed by its well-
simulated mold patches on its brazen hoop. But
one sits always on the bank like the idle fisher to
dream of those olden days, and the pictures grow
until one’s brush is worn down to a stub, for it is
always the olden Saco keeping its way to the curv-
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