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"Artfully weaving together historical and contemporary narratives,
The Old Cape House conjures up the magic and mystery of Cape
Cod legends, past and present. A delightful read for lovers of
history and storytelling."

—James Lang, Author of Learning Sickness: A Year with
Crohn's Disease (Capital Books, 2004) and Cheating
Lessons: Learning from Academic Dishonesty (Harvard
University Press, 2013).

“Struna's novel is a beautifully written story that grabs the reader
from the beginning and doesn't let go.”

—Saralee Perel, Award Winning Columnist and Author
of Cracked Nuts & Sentimental Journeys: Stories From a
Life Out of Balance.
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I dedicate this book
to all women of the past
who sought freedom to be themselves
and dance under the moon.
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December 1715
EASTHAM — CAPE COD

THE DAMP WALLS OF EASTHAM’S JAIL felt cold to the touch.
Maria Hallett was grateful that her dear friend Abigail had insisted she
dress in layers. The extra clothes were warm to her back during the night as
she lay on a small, narrow bench against the wall. The rough, uneven
cobbles were slippery underfoot as Maria pushed her crude bed toward the
opposite wall and under a high slender window. If she climbed atop the
bench, grabbed the iron bars, pulled herself up on her toes, she could catch
sight of the sky. The crisp air chilled her body more than she could stand
but the sight of the soaring gulls and billowy clouds gave her a glimpse of
freedom and hope for mercy.

Two days had passed with no comforting word from anyone. The third
morning’s sunrise brought with it the arrival of Abigail. Relieved to see a
familiar face, Maria reached out through the tall iron bars of the door and
pleaded with her, “What’s going to happen to me?”

“Be calm, my dear. I’ll tell you what I know.” Abigail held the young
girl’s trembling hands. “Your trial is tomorrow. The weather is too
treacherous for the magistrate of courts to come from Plymouth. Reverend
Treat and the elders of the church will preside.”

“Please don’t leave me,” Maria begged.

“I’ll remain at the proceedings until a verdict is reached.” Abigail
touched Maria’s cheek. “Pray, Maria! If asked, I'll speak in favor of you as
much as I can. I must go now; they have given me only minutes with you.
Pray!”



Maria stretched her fingers through the bars and into the frigid air. She
begged again, “Abigail, don’t leave me!” As her friend disappeared behind
the heavy wooden door that led to the outside, she screamed in desperation,
“ABIGAIL!”

Maria sat on the rigid bench and fixed an empty stare at the toes of her
tattered leather shoes. She leaned her body over to one side and slowly
dropped down onto the thin cushion of skirts that served as mattress and
pillow. Her legs curled into a fetal position and as Maria’s eyes closed, she
remembered when she first met Sam.
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Nine Months Earlier — April 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

MARIA HALLETT FEARED THE WRATH OF HER FATHER.
Afraid to disturb his sleep, she silently dropped the latch on the weathered door.
The grasses, damp with dew from the cool night, wet the leather shoes of
the fifteen-year-old girl as she walked to work. She hummed a childhood
lullaby through the pine grove; the gentle song was her only comfort since
her mother’s death. As she stepped forward onto the dirt path that led to
Smith’s Tavern, questions about her future filtered into Maria’s head like
the sunlight through the trees across the foggy cart way.

“Good morrow, Mr. Smith.”

“Good morrow to you, Maria,” the tavern owner echoed back.
Descending the cellar stairs to take count of his supplies, Smith called over his
shoulder, “There’s plenty for you to do. We’ve new faces in the village and
my rooms are full. Start with those dirty tankards and platters on the
sideboard.”

Maria went to work cleaning the tables. She moved quietly among the
local townsfolk, and travelers all mingling about the tavern, tending to their
individual business. Maria wished she was one of them.

At the noon hour, she asked Smith, “May I stop for a short while, Sir?”

The tavern owner agreed but cautioned the girl. “Remember I don’t pay
for sitting.”

Outside the warm spring air smelled fresh and salty to Maria as she
settled under a beautiful blossomed apple tree. She pulled her coarse linen



skirting around her legs and down to the grass. Beside her was a tied canvas
cloth holding her mid-day meal. She opened the thick material and flattened
it across her lap. Clouds drifted above her head as she took small bites of a
greasy strip of beef, then a dried apple and finally a nibble of biscuit.

In the distance, a man approached. As he came nearer, Maria noticed
he was older than she was, tall in height and very pleasing. His long black
hair fell loose around his broad shoulders.

Maria straightened her back and hoped he would notice her.

The stranger’s face became more animated as he walked nearer. “Good
day, Miss.”

Maria lowered her eyes.

He picked a blossom from a branch above her head and offered it to
her.

She slowly looked up at him.

With a bow, he said, “Your beauty brings wonder to my eyes and far
surpasses this delicate blossom.”

His words sounded gentle to Maria. She blushed as she reached out for
his gift.

He laughed and in one bold movement sat next to her under the tree.
Leaning close to her shoulder, he said, “Don’t be afraid of me, I’'m on my
way to seek fortune from the sea. But finding you under this splendid tree is
a happy distraction—one, which I’m eager to keep enjoying.”

Maria thought him very well mannered.

“May I introduce myself?” he asked.

Maria nodded in approval and this time did not lower her eyes.

“I’m Sam Bellamy. With whom do I have the pleasure of meeting?”

She nervously adjusted her cap and in a whisper replied, “Maria
Hallett.”

“May I call you Maria?”

“Yes.” She felt a smile grow across her face.

“Are you traveling or do you live nearby?”

“I live a short distance from here and work at the tavern.”

He glanced over to where she pointed.

His scent of rum and tobacco drifted towards Maria. She took a deep
breath and watched him, noticing his clothes, his hair, and his blue eyes.
For a moment, Maria’s words seemed to be trapped inside of her. She just



smiled and studied him even more. He was interesting. He made her laugh.
Within a short time, Maria found her voice and began to chat back and forth
with him in idle conversation. He seemed as if he was listening to her and
Maria found his attention irresistible. She felt special. She twirled her hair
around her finger; he leaned back on his elbow.

As the hour passed, the two grew friendlier and Sam inched his body
closer to Maria. He placed his hand on her knee and asked, “Shall we meet
again?”

Maria knew a girl of her age should not be alone with strange men, but
Sam intrigued her. Uncertain, but curious to discover more about this
mysterious man, she couldn’t help herself and dismissed her concerns.
“There’s the old abandoned McKeon house, not too far from here.”

Sam smiled. “Where is it?”

Maria gave him directions and they set the time for noon the next day. He
helped her up from under the tree and kissed her delicate hand. She felt her
cheeks turn red as the charming stranger whispered, “Until we meet again,
Miss Maria Hallett.”

He looked pleased as he stepped backward, turned and walked away.
She watched him disappear around a bend in the road. Maria gathered her
things and wondered if this could be a chance for happiness. Could it be a
way to leave her father and the loveless life that she was accustomed to?
Unafraid, she would go to meet him, against everything she knew to be
right, and find out more about this Sam Bellamy.
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Present Day — Early June
CAPE COD

CARS AND SEMI-TRAILER TRUCKS WHIZZED BY the blue van as
I reached for a bottle of water. I took a drink, glanced at the number of miles
that had passed and decided to tell everyone behind me how far we’d
travelled, even if they didn’t want to hear. “We’ve driven 456 miles and
we’ve got 350 more to go before we reach Cape Cod.” No response from all
four kids, as usual. Even Paul, my dear sweet husband, was quiet, dozing
next to me, his arms crossed in front of his chest, his head bobbing up and
down. As the odometer on the van clicked off another 50 miles my
precocious four-year-old, Molly, started singing and woke Paul from his
nap.

“Did you get a chance to sleep honey?” I asked.

Paul rubbed his eyes. “A little. How far to the next exit?”

“About 15 miles. Hey, do you remember the day we told the kids about
buying a house on Cape Cod?”

Paul looked over to me. His hand gently stroked my hair and the nape
of my neck. “How could I ever forget, Nancy Caldwell? You were like a
little kid about to do something you knew you shouldn’t.”

“I remember my heart went through the roof the day we walked into
the old farmhouse.” I stared ahead at the road. “If you recall, we fired ideas
at each other all the way back to the cottage about how to fix up the antique
house, and how its location could help sell more of your art.” I laughed out



loud. “We tried so hard to justify buying it. We absolutely had no extra
money.”

Paul was gazing out the side window. He turned back to me and said,
“You know, I sensed even then that we were all beginning a new chapter in
our lives.”

Glimpses of the children popped in and out of the rearview mirror. I called
out to them, “After we get settled into the house, who’s going to be my
assistant researching the legends of Cape Cod?”

Brian looked disgusted as he played a game on his phone. At sixteen,
our unhappy son was headed to a new high school on the Cape for his
junior year. Thirteen-year-old Casey always ignored me. She continued to
look at the trees flying by, keeping a beat with her head to the music
coming from her headphones.

Persistence was my strong suit so I tried to get the family talking.
“Remember the house that we saw on Goody Hallett Drive, in Eastham before
we bought the farmhouse?”

“Oh yeah,” Paul answered. “The realtor scared the kids that morning with
her recap of the Maria Hallett and Sam Bellamy legend.”

I took a deep breath and dramatically chanted, “Maria Goody Hallett
haunts the bluffs in Eastham, for nigh’ 300 years, forever looking for Sam
Bellamy, the lover who abandoned her.”

Brian leaned over and poked Casey. She turned on him with a prickly
voice. “Stop it!”

I yelled over my shoulder. “You could be a little nicer to one another. I
know we’ve been on the road a long time but we all need to co-operate.” At
last, everyone was paying attention to me and I couldn’t resist throwing out
another tease. “It’s funny how all of you got so scared when you heard the
Bellamy-Hallett legend.”

Casey shouted above a loud truck that was passing and tried to defend
herself with, “Yeah, but it was creepy Mom! Sure glad we didn’t buy a
house on THAT street. And Brian, you’re such a jerk.”

Brian just smirked at his sister, pleased to get a response.

I gave up. Maybe some different music would help the miles go faster.
As I waited to hear my favorite new age instrumental come through the
speakers, the van began to pass through Eastern Pennsylvania and New
York on Interstate 90.



Rolling hills and lush farmland blended with the modern smooth sounds
that now filled the van. Every time I drive with music in the background, I
feel like I’'m in a movie, I can’t help myself. I always imagine there’s a
camera filming from above as I drive down the highway, hopefully on my
way to a new adventure. As soon as cruise control steadied the van to a good
speed my feet and legs began to move to the rhythm of the music. Leaning
back, I felt happy. Memories flooded my mind from all the vacations on
Cape Cod, and the years of our dreaming about moving there. How during
last summer’s visit, the van had broken down in the small town of Orleans and
needed repair before we could leave. How we’d decided to visit a real estate
office and found four property listings for quick drive-bys. How the last one
we saw in Brewster had caught our eyes as well as our hearts.

I could hear Molly’s little voice singing over my music.

Jim called out, “Mom, we better stop soon!”

I pulled into the next rest stop and the family began to straighten
themselves, unplugging earphones and turning off iPods. I tossed the keys
to Paul as I got out of the car. “Come on. Let’s power-walk!”

Over my shoulder I told Jim, “Grab Molly’s hand!”

Hamburgers, french fries and soft drinks were spread over the table
inside the rest stop in a jumble of papers and napkins. Hungry hands
reached for ketchup and straws as all of us enjoyed our feast. I tried to catch
Molly’s attention. “Are you going to come with me to see the Provincetown
Pirate Museum?”

“Yeah,” Molly answered with a giggle.

I lowered my head to get close to her and spoke in my best pirate voice.
“Arrrrrrgggg! We're goin’ to have some mighty fine adventures livin’ on ol’
Cape Cod. What say ye, my little lass?”

Casey, embarrassed, said, “Shhhh, Mom. Don’t do that. Everyone can
hear you.”

I didn’t care. My coffee tasted good, and I was keyed up about moving.
After all, we were on an adventure. “I can’t wait to discover who lived in



our old Greek Revival house.” Paul simply placed his hand over mine in
agreement.

Crossing over the Sagamore Bridge, we had less than an hour before
we would reach Brewster, located on the bayside of the Cape. Incorporated
in 1803, this Sea Captain’s Town was quiet and, like most New England
villages, was steeped in folklore and a few ghostly tales. The local historians
would refer to its location in the 1700s as North Harwich.

As we pulled into the driveway, the darkness hid the beauty of the
house with its white clapboard siding and classic lines. Set back and up a
slight rise on the Old King’s Highway, its two acres had a bonus of a nice
old barn and an attached cranberry shed. Abandoned for years and labeled a
‘handyman’s special’, it had looked friendly when we purchased it, but
now, in the dark of night, it almost seemed ominous.

As the dome light lit up the van, Paul said, “I’ll go in first and make
sure everything’s okay.”

I was thankful we’d already made several trips to the Cape, prior to our
final arrival, with the essentials that would make our first night bearable. By
the time Paul returned, everyone was ready to get out and find their beds.

“Be careful where you step when you get inside,” Paul warned. “The
contractor and his crew didn’t finish everything.”

Once the complaints and grumbles ceased, and the kids were settled,
Paul and I were too tired to set up our new bed frame. We crawled onto the
mattress, which for now lay on the floor. I couldn’t sleep. Random thoughts
flew around my head. Who else had stared at these ceilings and passed
through these doorways? Were they sad or happy people? Had anyone died
within these walls?
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Eastham 1715
CAPE COD

WHEN MARIA’S CHORES WERE FINISHED the next day, she
quickly flew behind her father sitting at the table and called over her
shoulder, “I’ll be late tonight. The tavern will be busy.”

“Foolish girl, close the door,” he growled, stuffing his mouth with
food.

Tom Hallett’s nasty demeanor didn’t bother Maria today. She simply
ignored his cruel words and thought of the coming afternoon with Sam
Bellamy. Her dreary days and nights may soon be over, if she finds this new
man agreeable and she to him. Eastham and its people offer nothing to her
for the future.

She hurried along the path to Smith’s Tavern rehearsing the words she
would say to Mr. Smith. “I shall have to leave early today as father needs
my help...no, that won’t do.” She walked a little further. “I’m sorry, but I
don’t feel well today. May I go home early if I promise to work all the
harder tomorrow?” That sounded just right to her.

Once at the tavern, she hung her woolen shawl on a wooden peg just
inside the door and went over to Mr. Smith to repeat her rehearsed words.

The tavern owner answered back, “It’s agreeable, you may leave early.”

“Thank you,” Maria said, turning to hide her smile.

After rushing through her chores, Maria gathered her shawl and placed
the back of her hand against her forehead. She spoke as if weak, “Goodbye
Mr. Smith, I hope I’m better tomorrow. Sorry for the trouble.”



She only had to walk a short distance to be out of sight, upon which, she
gathered her skirts and ran from the view of the tavern owner.

At this time of day her father should be gone, collecting hides for his
tanning. This gave her an opportunity to stop at the house to fill a basket
with cider, bread and beef strips for her and Sam. When she had gathered
all that was needed, she adjusted her cap in a small mirror that had belonged
to her mother, pinched her cheeks for color, then splashed some lavender
water on her wrists and in between her breasts. As she hastened out the door
she saw Matthew, her childhood friend, across the field. She decided to go the
other way to the deserted McKeon house knowing no one must see her or
people would talk. Maria was so excited she could feel her heart racing and
had to stop several times as she rushed through the grove of pines on her
way to meet this new interest in her life.

Sam was sitting on a wooden bench next to the doorway of the old
house, waiting for her. As soon as he spotted Maria, he walked towards her.
Reaching for her basket he said, “Here, let me help you with that. A delicate
flower such as you shouldn’t be carrying so heavy a weight.”

Maria blushed.

They fell into step together. He asked, “What did the innkeeper say?
Did he suspect anything?”

“No,” Maria replied. “I pretended to be ill.”

Sam stopped and placed his free hand on her shoulder. “Well, you look
beautiful to me, and I don’t see any sign of sickness in your soft brown
eyes.” They stood nearer to each other. “Here, let me look closer at them.”

His gentle touch stirred her. She tried to hold her breath to stop the
quickness in her heart as he stood in front of her. They both stood frozen,
lost in each other’s eyes. It was over in a moment and they continued
walking toward the old house.

“I hope you’re hungry,” Maria asked, still feeling shy.

“That I am, and I’ve a surprise for you.”

As they approached the door, Sam bowed and with a sway of his arm
said, “After you, Mademoiselle.”

Maria curtsied, joining him in the fun. “Thank You.”

The wooden table in the empty house was set with a small linen cloth,
a candle and a jar filled with wild sea lavender that Sam had gathered as
he’d walked across the marsh grass to meet her. Maria smiled, but at the



same time, she trembled. She began to feel nervous and doubted her
decision to meet with this stranger.

“Are you all right?” Sam asked gently.

“No one has ever given me flowers, or treated me as you do,” she said,
sitting down in the chair Sam had pulled out for her. “I’ll be fine. Thank
you, Sam.”

She watched him move around the table to the chair opposite her.
Maria emptied the contents of her basket onto the cloth that covered the rough
splintered board. The food’s pungent smells covered the staleness of the old
musty house. From the corner of her eye, she caught sight of what was around
her. The house was empty, except for cobwebs, some broken pieces of wood
in one corner and night bedding crumpled on the floor. Feeling cautious
again, she kept her eyes on Sam and her task at hand of presenting their
meal.

As they ate and talked, they became focused on each other; paying no
attention to the food they were eating.

“You said you were from Devonshire, in England. Is this so?” Maria
asked.

“Yes, I was the youngest of four children. My mother died soon after I
was born and my father raised us poorly.” Sam reached for his cider. “When
I was old enough, I left for the sea, joined the Royal Navy and never
returned home. It’s been almost ten years.”

“I’m so sorry....” She placed her slender fingers over his strong hand.
She felt truly saddened about his childhood, with both losing their mothers.

This small gesture from Maria gave rise to questions for Sam about his
intentions towards this beautiful girl. He kept his stare on her. Slowly, he
put his cup down then removed his hand from under hers. The sun shone on
Maria’s hair in such a way that it cast a heavenly glow around her. She is so
lovely, he thought...so innocent.

The young girl leaned over the table. “Tell me of the things that you’ve
seen and the people you’ve met.”

“There’s not much to tell, except that I’'m finished with being told what
to do by pompous men who use their wealth to keep people like me living in
forced poverty.” Sam rose from his chair. He walked to the door and looked
out across the marshes toward the sea. “I want to find my fortune and then
someone to share it with. When that happens I’ll settle in one place.”



“Where will you go? How will you find your fortune?” Maria admired his
square cut jaw and black hair that was tied behind his head.

He turned and moved closer to the table, took her hand and tenderly stroked
it. “I’ve heard of a great treasure in the Caribbean. There are stories of two
thousand chests of newly minted silver coins from a sunken Spanish fleet.
Treasure beyond any man’s wildest dreams! There, in the waters, all for the
taking by anyone who can get to it.”

As Maria listened, he held on to her hand. She considered how strange
it was that she felt so comfortable with Sam. She dismissed her earlier
doubts. She liked him. His rough tapered fingers were gentle but strong; she
did not want him to let go. Hoping to prolong his touch, she quickly asked
another question, “How will you get the treasure from the water?”

“I was told there are divers who know how to bring the treasure up to
the surface.” His deep blue eyes lit up with excitement. “I’m in contact with
a goldsmith from Rhode Island, a man known as Paulsgrave Williams.
We’re meeting at the tavern tomorrow to discuss the details of sailing to the
Caribbean and finding a crew and divers. Maria, this is what I want.”

“It sounds dangerous, Sam. I’'m worried for your safety.”

“Do I detect a tone of affection in your voice? I hope so, because I like
you very much, Maria.” He knelt on one knee. “May we meet again?”

Maria wanted to, but knew she couldn’t. Her cheeks flushed red as her
heart fluttered. She looked at him, trying to form the right words, “I...cannot
come tomorrow, I promised to work at the tavern.”

Sam was persistent. “Then shall we meet the next day?”

She hesitated again but couldn’t say no to him. “Yes! But I must be
going now.”

She gathered the remaining food into her basket and cautioned him,
“We must leave separately, so no one will notice.”

Maria stopped at the door’s entrance then turned to face Sam. “This
seems to be a good place to meet. Yes?”

He moved between her and the outside. Touching a piece of hair that
had fallen out of her cap, he held it in his hand and stroked her cheek with
the back of his fingertips. “Yes, I think this is a wonderful place.” He kept
his ground in front of her and moved his free hand across the opening,
blocking her way even more. “I would like to thank you for such an
enjoyable afternoon, Miss Maria Hallett, and I look forward to seeing you



again, upon which I hope there’ll be good news concerning my meeting
with Williams.”

Maria appreciated his politeness and was becoming fonder of Sam by
the minute. She spoke without any wavering in her voice, “I do hope so,
Mr. Sam Bellamy.”

His face was close to hers. She wanted to touch his cheek but stopped
herself. She didn’t want to leave, but knew she must. “If you would be so
kind as to let me pass, I can see the sun is beginning to set.” He didn’t move.
“Please Sam, I must be on my way,” she whispered

“Of course, my lady, until we meet again.” He let go of her hair,
lowered his arm and stepped aside.

As Sam watched Maria walk down the path and disappear beyond the
crest of the road, he thought about how different she was from the others
and needed to be carefully pursued. He closed the door behind him and
walked away from the McKeon house with one thought, Maria Hallett must
be his.
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Present Day — June 9
BREWSTER — CAPE COD

ONE WEEK HAD PASSED SINCE THE BIG MOVE from Ohio of
kids, furniture, garden tools, Paul’s artwork and even an old 1947 Farmall
tractor. Life felt better, less complicated. I looked around at the quaint glass
cabinets, which lined the west wall, and marveled at how all the china and
glassware filled the shelves, as if they were always meant to be there. The
sound of the van as it rumbled over the gravel driveway signaled that Paul
was home from the hardware store. As soon as he stepped across the
damaged floorboards of the unfinished foyer, I had to ask, “Did you finally
find the right color of stain?”

He grinned. “Yeah, it’s pretty close to the shade I wanted, a nice warm
brown.”

I pecked him on his bearded cheek. “Let’s sit a minute out on the front
porch.”

Paul looked relieved. He’d been to the store several times in search of the
certain color that would satisfy his inner artistic yearnings. He gladly walked
outside while I went the other way, stepping over boxes still stacked in the
dining room. As I maneuvered my way into the existing original kitchen, I
couldn’t help but notice how bizarre the old room looked today; a coffee
pot sat on the washing machine, and the microwave rested on the clothes
dryer. Stacked beneath the 1950s speckled yellow counter were bowls, pans,
magazines and newspapers. I thankfully found my favorite flavored tea in
the bottom of a small basket. When the microwave sounded a ‘bing’, I



plopped the teabag into my cup, retrieved Paul’s iced tea from the
refrigerator, and grabbed a few gingersnaps. After eying the progress of the
new kitchen across from the old one I thought ‘Hope springs eternal’ and
assured myself it wouldn’t be much longer.

The afternoon sun felt warm as I pushed the old screen door open to the
porch with an elbow and my backside.

“It’s so nice out here,” Paul said.

I settled next to him on a twin oak rocker. “Who would have thought that in
less than a year we’d be living by the sea in an old historic home?” I held my
drink in the air. “Here’s to you selling your paintings and living a dream that
we’ve both had for years.”

Paul grinned in agreement as we clinked our drinks together.

I studied the lines of the exposed rafters across the ceiling of the old
porch. “Next week I’d like to trace the history of this ancient house.”

“Good idea. By then we should have all the rubbish cleaned out of the
carriage house so we can turn it into an art gallery,” he said, glancing across
the grass to a small garden “But first, we have to tear down that old ‘three-
seater’ outhouse that’s attached to the back of it.”

“I wonder what’s at the bottom of the holes?”

“It looked like they’re just filled with dirt.” Paul winked at me. “But
we might find some treasure down there.”

My curiosity rose. “It would be very cool to find something mysterious
about the people who once lived here. You know, years ago, that’s where
people threw all their trash.”

“Nancy, you would be the one to uncover any secrets. Based on your
Hungarian-Gypsy ancestry, you know how to sense things, good or bad
about a place.”

Paul rubbed the back of his neck. “Remember when we brought the
kids to look at this house for the first time?”

“Yeah, and when we walked around the property outside, I sensed only
good feelings.”

“Sure you did, but not poor Brian; he didn’t like it at all. I can see him
now, with his arms outstretched and swinging on an old clothesline that
connected the barn to a big maple tree. His face was pale white, not wanting
anything to do with our plans of leaving Ohio for Cape Cod.” Paul rocked a
little faster.



I collected the cups, placed them back on the tray, and wondered— why is
he still questioning our decision to move? “Brian’s young. He’ll be all right.
I think everything will work out.” I bent over to kiss Paul on the little bald
circle on top of his head. “I’m convinced that someone, or something, is
very happy that this old house will be taken care of. This house is different.
It feels right, and if there are any spirits, they’re friendly.”

Paul looked up at me. I knew he would usually laugh off my words of
spirits and ghosts as nonsense, but this time I sensed that he thought the
house was different, too, but in a good way.

That night, after the kids had gone to bed early, Paul and I were on the
couch listening to the nightly news as he rubbed my feet. “I don’t know if
I’'ll be able to sleep tonight, I'm just so excited about this whole new
adventure we’re on. How about you?” I asked.

“I’ll probably fall asleep; you know me. How long are you staying
up?”

I coyly smiled at him. “Well, that depends on how tired you are.”

Paul looked over at me with a twinkle in his eye.

I didn’t need to hear his answer; I knew what ‘that look’ meant. I sat
up, grabbed my socks and encouraged him with, “You turn everything off,
lock the doors, and I’ll see you under the covers.” After closing down the
house, he double stepped up the stairs.

I stood in the dining room. “I need to find something first; I’ll be right
there.” Cardboard boxes were still stacked to the side of the room; I started
rummaging through a few of them. “I know its in one of these. Where’s the
box labeled bathroom?” Paul was out of sight and didn’t hear me. “Damn it.
Where is it?”

I tried to remember when I’d got my last period and figured we would
be safe without any protection, just this one time. When I arrived in the
bedroom Paul was already in bed waiting for me. The air was warm that
evening and a soft breeze from the trees ruffled the curtains. I ached to feel
his arms around me. We may have been broke from all our moving
expenses but tonight our pleasure was absolutely free. As the two of us
made sweet love, we eventually fell asleep to the calming night sounds of
the summer night.



The following week was spent working on the carriage house so it
could be renovated into Paul’s gallery. Two truckloads of debris were taken
to the dump. Once the building was empty, the walls began to talk. Up in the
hayloft, hooks were found on the rafters with dark stains on the floor beneath
them. Our contractor, Henry, an elderly red-plaid shirted Yankee craftsman,
surmised some butchering of animals had been done years ago and this was
where the meat had hung.

Down on the main floor, an old diary of an occupant from the early 40s
was nailed on the door with a carpenter’s pencil hung from a piece of rope.
Inside were notes that read: ‘...gone fishing back at noon’, or ‘...caught a
big cod today.’

Evidence of children who had once lived in the house, probably
relegated to outside play in the barn on rainy days could be seen throughout.
Childish pictures decorated the old weathered barn walls. A scull and
crossbones painted across the rough-cut planks caught my attention and I
whispered to myself, “They must have bin’ some fierce pirates.”

When new electric wiring was upgraded in the soon-to-be-gallery, Paul
and the boys finished the interior décor. Track lighting lit the wide plank
wooden floors that now were clean, except for traces of grease stains from
car repairs of previous owners. When I’d finished hanging all the framed
pieces of art, my last job of the day was to arrange fresh flowers in the
center of the gallery.

Paul whistled a sigh of relief. “Remember when Henry’s crew laughed at us
about finishing our project in one week? Well, we finished by our deadline
and beat them working on the addition to the house.”

I gave Paul a big hug. “It’s official: Tomorrow we’ll be open! And I’m
going to make the first sale for you.”

“I hope so. We could certainly use the money.” No smile on Paul’s face
this time.

I have to remember to be positive for him. We stepped back to admire
our work and then closed the sliding barn door to the old carriage house,
now a country gallery.
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TWO DAYS LATER, after the morning sun broke the early dawn, Maria
and Sam hurried through their separate daily routines.

MARIA WOKE EARLY, AS USUAL, and saw the door was shut on her
father’s room. She knew her father enjoyed his Friday nights at the tavern
so he’d be sleeping through the morning hours. A stew had been simmering
all night and was just what she needed to impress this Sam Bellamy; a new
opportunity in her life. Into her waiting basket she placed a covered kettle
filled with the meat and vegetables; it rested next to biscuits, dried apples and a
small jar of cider. Making sure all was right, she left with basket in hand to her
secret meeting.

As she approached the McKeon house, Maria saw that Sam was not
there. Cautiously, she pushed in the weathered door. As it opened it revealed
the table still holding the cloth on its topside, with candle and flowers, but no
Sam. Not to worry, she told herself, he would come.

Inside the abandoned house, Maria spotted a shabby bed linen on the
floor in the corner. She took it outside to shake it clean. Still not seeing
Sam, she went back in the house and placed the bedding on top of a wooden
frame near the back of the room. After adjusting her bodice, she went to



look out the door once more to see if he was coming. Not seeing him, she
positioned herself outside on the bench, beside the door where Sam was
sitting the last time...and waited.

That same morning, Sam was waking up. He’d slept well even though
his mind was clouded from the previous night’s ale. He was eager to see
Maria to tell her about his meeting with Williams. He donned a loose shirt
and hurried down the stairs to the main tavern where he saw Mr. Smith.
Sam walked up to the sideboard and reached for a tankard of cider. “Good
morrow! What a fine morning it is today.”

“It is, Mr. Bellamy. How fares your friend Williams? It seems that you
two will be going on an adventure soon.” The tavern owner wiped the
sidebar and questioned Sam again. “The word around here is ‘treasure’ and
how much you two will find. What say you?”

“I can’t say for sure how much, Mr. Smith, but I believe the fates will
be kind to us.”

Sam heard a loud voice coming from outside. He turned his head and saw
a well-dressed gentleman in the doorway with his cane raised in the air. He
was angry and yelling at a dark rumpled figure near his feet. “I told you
before not to be in my way when I enter!”

Just as the man was about to lower his stick, Sam jumped between the two
of them and caught the wooden rod before it hit its target. He wrestled the
unsuspecting weapon away and shouted, “Is there a problem here that can’t
be solved by talking?”

Remaining steadfast and separating the two, he blocked any more
conflict. Within seconds, he saw the object of the man’s anger. An old
drunkard was sprawled on the ground by the door of the tavern with his legs
halfway onto the threshold. Sam turned back to the rude gentleman. “Have
you no compassion for those who are so unfortunate in this world?”

The man, clearly upset with Sam said, “I don’t intend to waste my
time with such foul smelling humans. And who are you to tell me what to
do?”



“I go by the name of Sam Bellamy.” Sam loosened his grip on the
man’s cane. “You must know that no human being is a waste of time.” He
remained guarded in case another hit would find its way toward the old
man. “It seems that respect doesn’t come easy for you, sir.”

The man grabbed at his cane. “I’ve not heard of you, and I don’t care
about you.” He seemed poised to strike but kept his stick at his side. “Let
me pass!” With one long step, he abruptly rounded his victim, gave Sam a
threatening look and entered the tavern.

Sam reached down. “Come old timer. Let me help you.”

He pulled the scruffy man up and sat him on a bench against the
outside of the tavern. His smell of dirt and ale made Sam wince. His clothes
were pissburnt and torn. “Oh, you sad creature of God’s, where do you live?”

The toothless grin mumbled a few words.

“I don’t understand you,” said Sam. He called into the tavern. “I say,
Smith, do you know where he lives so I may take him home?”

“Up the hill and past two houses,” Mr. Smith called back. “You’re a good
man, Mr. Bellamy.”

Sam knew he was going to be late for Maria, but felt certain that he
would still be able to meet with her. “Let’s go,” he said and helped his charge
up by his elbow. “I’m sure you would be much better at home in your own
bed.”

The old man was able to walk if Sam steadied him along the path.
When they reached the house, the old timer was still muddled in his
demeanor. Sam asked his name.

He slurred his words. “Hallett! And what name do you go by?”

The sound of Hallett surprised Sam. He hesitated. “Sam...Sam
Bellamy.”

Once inside the tidy little house Sam saw no fire in the hearth, but
noticed a woman’s touch about. “Where is your wife?”

“I ain’t got no wife, only a wretched daughter who never listens to me.”
He landed hard on a chair by the table. “MARIA,” he yelled out, “MARIA
HALLETT! That girl is never around when you need her.”

Shocked, Sam looked around. Here I am, he thought, in Maria’s house.

Hallett stumbled toward his bedroom. The door was latched and closed.
It wouldn’t open. He began to curse.

Sam hurried over. “Mind your tongue and let me help you.”



Finally, the door opened and Hallett flung himself on top of the bed.
Saliva sprayed from his lips as he said, “I’ll be fine. I thank you kind sir
and....” his voice trailed off as he passed out.

Afraid that he might be late for his meeting with Maria, Sam turned and
bolted outside. He recognized a few familiar landmarks and recalled that
she said one could get to the McKeon’s from behind her house and then
through the pines.

Towards the back he spotted the pine grove and followed the narrow
dirt way. He hurried along the path until he came to the crest of a hill where
he saw Maria sitting on a bench. His heart began to race. His shirt billowed
around his waist as he ran. He waved and called out, “MARIA!” The closer
he came, the happier he felt.

Out of breath and grinning, Sam slid across the bench towards Maria.
She laughed at him. She noticed his blue eyes again; they were the same color
as the crystal clear sky above their heads. His unfastened shirt revealed a
muscular chest that rose and fell with each of his deep breaths. She couldn’t
stop looking at his strong body.

Sam teased her. “An old man crossed my path today.”

Maria looked at him with a quizzical expression.

“Does your father enjoy his drink?”

“Yes, on occasion. Why do you ask?”

“I think I met him this morning.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Evidently he’s not well liked by a certain wealthy tavern patron whose
walking stick tried to teach him a lesson this morning.”

“My father was asleep in his bed when I left, I think you’re not correct
about this matter. His bedroom door was closed.”

“Is it possible that the wind blew it shut? The poor man I saw in front
of the tavern said his name was Hallett and he had a daughter named Maria.
He also had some very unflattering words about you.”

“What are you trying to say?” Maria seemed agitated with his
questions. She rose from the bench as if she would leave him.

Sam stood, took hold of her arm and placed his other hand around her
slim waist. “Don’t be angry with me. Don’t go. I was teasing you. I think
that you must live with a great burden of taking care of your father. If the
man [ saw this morning is he, you must be an angel from heaven.” He lifted



her chin with his finger. “My sweet Maria, I want to take you away from all
this harshness.” He stood close to her, let go of her waist and cupped her
delicate face in his hands. “Someone as beautiful as you should be
surrounded by elegance and the finest of things. You deserve better, and to
be loved by someone like me. Stay with me this day.”

He kissed her gently on the cheek, then lightly on the lips. Maria
opened her mouth to speak but he kissed her again. She did not pull away;
encircling her arms around him, she kissed him in return. He lifted her up
and carried her into the house.

As he walked, he held her near his heart. His comforting arms felt
secure to Maria; her body stirred and she shivered deep within. Her heart
told her that she could trust him; he was sensitive and caring. It seemed
dizzying to her but this man could be someone she might spend her life
with. Her life with Father was so unbearable... something must be done.
She would take a chance.

The spring sounds of tiny frogs from the nearby marshes woke Maria.
Sam was sleeping next to her. She turned and leaned on her elbow, tracing
his face with the back of her fingers. How handsome he was to her young
eyes. She never realized a man could be strong and exciting and at the same
time gentle and kind. He opened his eyes and smiled at her. She closed
them with her fingertips, kissing him on each eyelid, then on the tip of his
nose, and finally caressing his lips with hers. “Sam, I don’t want to leave
you.”

“Then don’t. Stay with me longer.”

“Father will be wondering where I am.”

He leaned on his elbow and faced her. “I think I should officially meet
your father. We could go now. What do you think?”

She lay back onto the rumpled bedding and thought about his question.
“I think it’s a very good idea.”

He laughed and kissed her, “Your father is probably just getting out of
his bed.”

Maria smiled and sealed her decision with another kiss.
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HANDS TOGETHER, THEY WALKED and every step brought them
closer in their feelings toward each other.

“Are you sure you want to meet my father today?”

“Why do you ask? I think it’s as good a time as ever.” He stopped and
reassured her with a quick kiss on the cheek.

His touch was soothing to her. She could not disagree with him. They
saw the top of Hallett’s chimney as they went over the crest of the hill.
When they entered the pine grove, Maria began to feel anxious about him
meeting her father; she held Sam’s hand tighter. “I shall have to go next door
to Matthew Ellis’s to borrow some starter for the fire.”

“Don’t worry; I’ll tend to the hearth.”

As they crossed the threshold of the house they heard no sound. The
door of her father’s room was closed. Sam whispered, “I told you he would
be sleeping it off.”

Maria grabbed a small covered pan for the starter and rushed out the
door.

“Be careful,” he called after her.

Sam went outside to bring logs in for the hearth and noticed that the log
pile was low. It’s still spring, he thought to himself, there ought to be enough
time for the old man to replenish the wood throughout the summer. Maria
should be fine while he’s away at sea. But he still decided that he would



leave money with Mr. Smith at the tavern just in case Maria needed
anything.

Once back inside the house, Sam began to prepare the hearth. He
leaned his head into the wide stone opening with his back to the door. The
sound of dirt crunched behind him. He turned to see the end of a rifle
pointing at his face.

“Stand slow, whoever you are,” the disheveled old man commanded Sam.

As the rifle’s barrel followed his every movement, Sam stood straight
with hands outstretched at his sides. He glared into the face of his attacker.
“Hold on now, I’'m not an intruder; I’m a friend. Are you not Hallett?”

“What’s that you say? Who are you?” Hallett wiped his dripping nose
with a fast swipe of his hand.

“I’m Sam Bellamy. You don’t remember me?”

“I know no Sam Bellamy and I don’t think I want to.” He flicked the
end of the rifle to show Sam where to move and ordered, “Get over to the
other side of the room.”

“Take it easy, I know your daughter Maria. She’s gone to the Ellis’s to
fetch some starter. Here she comes now.”

As Hallett turned to look, Sam lunged for the rifle, knocking him off
balance. The rifle fell into Sam’s hand and the dazed father hit the floor.
Sam yelled as he helped him up. “What’s wrong with you? Don’t you
remember who brought you home this morning?”

Hallett fell into a chair by the table. He squinted his eyes to see who stood
before him. “Well, I recollect walking with someone this morning, from the
tavern, but I don’t remember anything else.” The confused old man looked
around. “Where’s that Maria? Where is she?”

“Father!” Maria called out as she hurried into the house. “What’s
happening here?” She quickly deposited her starter into the hearth under the
logs and turned to face him. “I pray that you’ve not caused a problem. I see
your gun is in Sam’s hand. Can you explain this to me?”

Her father said nothing. Angered, he rose from his chair, knocking it over,
and went outside.

Maria took the gun from Sam, placed it behind the open door and
waited for an explanation.

“It seems that your father thought I was going to steal from you.” Sam
picked up the overturned chair. “As I was setting the hearth, he came upon



me, so I took his weapon and he didn’t like it.”

“Oh Sam, his drinking brings me such sadness, I'm sorry and
embarrassed for my father’s actions.” Maria failed to hold back her tears.
They wet her face as she busied herself preparing something to eat for the
three of them.

Sam took her hand and wiped her cheek. “I’ll go out and talk to him.
Don’t worry yourself.”

“Wait,” Maria called after him. “Take some ale to him, and you have
one too.” She passed Sam two tankards from the shelf on the wall, and as he
held them, she filled them halfway.

“This will appease him for a while.”

Hallett didn’t move a muscle when Sam sat down next to him on the
bench. He took the cup that was offered to him and drank, but still said
nothing.

“If I may refresh your memory a little, Mr. Hallett? It seems that you
had a bit too much to drink last night and encountered a very angry
gentleman and his stick this morning. Any recollection, yet?”

“Possibly.” The old man looked at Sam a little closer now, “You do
look familiar.” He scratched his unshaven chin, seemingly lost in his
thoughts.

Sam took a drink of his ale and looked straight ahead. “Well, it doesn’t
matter anymore. I have come to your house not for your company but for
your daughter’s.”

“Wait a gall darned minute,” Hallett called out. “I know you. You're
that privateer who’s go’in to find treasure. What a bunch of hogwash all
those rumors are about finding gold and such. You stay away from my
daughter.”

Sam stood, towering over the old man. “I’m not what you think. I’'m
going on a salvaging expedition and you will not prevent me from seeing
Maria....”

Hallett stood, reached for a broom leaning by the door and cut off
Sam’s words. “Get away from here...I don’t want to see you near my
daughter. She might be worthless but she’s still my property.”

Maria appeared in the doorway. “Father, now what’s the problem?”

Sam remained in his stance, all the while glancing back and forth
between father and daughter. “I see that I’m not welcome here according to



your father.”

Hallett waved the broomstick in circles, lunging its end at Sam as if it
was a sword. “Get off my land!”

Maria cried out, “Stop this!” and jumped between them.

“Get out of the way, stupid girl.” Hallett hit Maria on her shoulder with
the wooden handle of the broom, pushing her to the ground. Before he
could strike her again, Sam caught the broom and broke it in half. He threw
the broken pieces to the side and grabbed Hallett by the scruff of his neck.
“Listen to me, old man, if I ever find out that you’ve harmed your daughter, in
any way, I’ll make sure that you never lift anything again.” He let go.
Hallett crumpled to the bench.

Maria lay on the dirt. Sam picked her up in his arms. A bruise began to
swell on the nape of her neck as he carried her into the house and to her
bed. He found a clean cloth, wet it with cool water, and placed it on her
neck. “I’m sorry that I’ve caused such pain for you. I can’t stand to see you
hurt.”

“Sam, I’ll be fine. It’s not your fault. My father has a nasty temper. It’s his
drink and when he has no drink, he’s just plain ornery.”

He sat next to her on the bed. “I best be going. Your father doesn’t want
me here. But I must see you again.”

She sat up slowly. “Tomorrow is the Sabbath, but Monday we’ll meet.”

Sam agreed. He cautioned her, “I’m fearful for you in this house.”

“Go,” Maria whispered. “Monday we meet. I’'ll be fine.”

He kissed her and left.

As Sam passed through the doorway to leave, he noticed the old man
had finished his drink.

Under his breath, Hallett slurred, “And stay away.”
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MARIA CHOSE HER CLOTHES CAREFULLY as she readied herself to
go to meeting on Sunday Sabbath. She picked out a large plain
handkerchief to conceal the bruise on her neck and a thick shawl to go over
her shoulders. She wanted no one to notice her today. Her father was asleep
as the young girl left the house.

On her walk to the church, she joined with other neighbors fulfilling their
obligatory honoring of the Sabbath. As Maria came closer to the
meetinghouse, she encountered nods from a few elderly ladies, but nothing
welcoming.

She found her place in the upper balcony, where seats for the poorer
members of the community were relegated. As Reverend Treat began to speak,
his words mingled with the thick, warm air that drifted upwards toward Maria.
It made her sleepy. Within seconds, the face of her mother, Sarah Hallett,
appeared in her thoughts. Maria missed her so much and longed for the soft
touch of her mother’s hand, her laughter, the lullabies and rhyme they
would sing in secret as they did their daily work. She never understood how
a song could be evil, but her church forbade such singing and dancing.
Mother Sarah would always caution her daughter, “Remember, Maria, when
out amongst the others, keep these melodies in your heart, so no ill will
comes your way.”

She recalled the day her mother had told Maria of how she’d met her
father, Thomas Hallett, and how sad she’d felt, knowing she would face an



arranged marriage to an older man.

It had broken Maria’s heart to hear the story. She knew her mother had
always desired love and companionship but had settled for the promise of
security through a husband. The notion of a marital match for convenience was
an evil Maria promised herself would never happen to her. She smiled as she
thought of Sam and how their children would be happy and cared for within
a marriage of love.

She sat up, straightened her shawl and looked around at the people
below her. She noticed a man sitting in the far corner of the crowded church
with similar mannerisms and a strong resemblance to her father; her smile
fell off her face. Why did her father hate her so? He made her life so
unbearable. How happy she had been with her mother. She winced as pain
shot through her shoulder and neck, wishing she had rubbed salve across
her bruise.

Glimpses of her past came to life in her thoughts. She pictured herself
helping her sick mother at only seven years of age. As young as she was,
she never forgot what was needed for her mother, yet she forgot her own
medicine this morning.

Maria had always tried her best to care for her mother but it wasn’t
enough. When she had needed help she called on Minda, the Indian
midwife. Her mother believed in the old Indian and accepted her comfort
both in words and medicines. While they both loved Minda, Thomas Hallett
hated everything about her. Even now, Maria must still hide Minda’s herbs
and potions from her father. He despised them, calling her Indian ways
‘abracadabra’.

Lately, Maria missed the PowWah’s visits and the little gifts she
brought her. The bouquets of flowers, beautiful shells from the sea, and
scented waters meant so much to Maria. She wondered if Minda would
come soon.

“...and the Lord hath said, ‘Work is blessed, and idleness is the work of
the devil’....” Reverend Treat’s loud preaching startled Maria and she
snapped open her eyes. Quickly glancing from side to side, she tried to see
if anyone had seen her daydreaming. Thankfully, the congregation seemed
to be lost in their own worlds. Once again her gaze settled upon those
meeting below her. She saw where the Hallet family had sat for services before
her mother had died. She gently massaged her throbbing shoulder and



thought very quietly: Why does father blame me for everything? I’'m his
daughter, not his servant! Mother always said I was a gift from God. Why
can’t he think of me like that?

Reverend Treat’s words became distorted and she was sure she heard
him scolding her, “Obey your father!” She shook her head but the words
then twisted into her father’s accusing voice. He growled that Maria’s birth
had made his wife weak and caused her to spiral into bouts of sickness, and
eventually death. His condemnations echoed in her head; “What am I to do?
You’re nothing but a burden.”

Maria began to feel sick in her stomach at the image of how he always
soothed his rage with his drink. When he was drunk she oftentimes feared
for her life. Maria furrowed her brow and searched deep inside her heart for
pleasant memories. She recalled her mother humming while baking at the
broad table, flour swirling around in the sunlight; her mother’s wispy hair
feathering out from under her linen cap. She’d always felt so safe with her
mother.

“Maria, wake up.” Matthew, who was sitting beside her, gently shook
her shoulder.

“Ohhh,” Maria winced at his touch.

Alarmed, her young friend asked, “What’s wrong? Are you all right?”

“Oh.... Yes,” she answered. As she leaned down to readjust her
stocking, her handkerchief puffed away from her neck and revealed the
bluish mark on her skin.

“Maria, what happened to you? Did your father do this?”

“It’s nothing,” she whispered, moving the cloth over to hide the bruise.
“I hit my shoulder on the lug pole when I was cleaning the ashes from the
hearth.”

“Do be more careful, Maria. May I walk home with you today?”

“Of course, I would enjoy that.” Matthew’s presence always reminded
her of how happy she was when they had been childhood friends and when
her mother was still alive. Now older, they didn’t see each other as regularly
as Maria would have liked. Matthew was usually away fishing with his
father; he only stayed home during inclement weather.

As the two friends walked over the crest of a hill and towards their
houses, Matthew surprised Maria when he asked, “When I was home the



other day, I saw you sitting on the bench outside the door of the old
McKeon house. What were you doing there?”

Maria stammered, “Oh...I...just went for a walk and was feeling a little
tired. That’s all.” She quickly changed the subject. “How are your parents?”

Matthew was oblivious to her words; he was lost in the details of
Maria’s delicate lips as she spoke. They opened and closed in soft movements,
touching each other the way he longed to feel them against his own lips. He
wanted to hold her arm as they walked but thought he should not. It
wouldn’t be right.

Maria turned her head towards Matthew and asked again, “Matthew, how are
your parents?”

“Oh...they’re fine.”

Embarrassed at his inattention to her question, he took a deep breath
and blurted out, “Father is having a good year on the boat, and Mother’s gout
is much better.”

Maria returned a smile to Matthew, unaware of his secret thoughts. She
was only thinking of Sam holding her...kissing her...anticipating her
meeting with him again.

As they came to Maria’s house, she turned and said, “Good bye
Matthew. It was nice to see you.”

He tipped his hat in silence; placed one hand in his pocket and waved
goodbye with the other.

Maria hurried into the house to gather the items she was going to bring
to her next meeting with Sam. She never noticed Matthew as he walked
away, because if she had, she would have seen him looking back for
glimpses of her as he loudly berated himself for not saying what he felt in
his heart.
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THE MORNING FOLLOWING THE SABBATH, Maria waited for her
father to leave for the landing dock to get his supplies from Barnstable.
After he’d gone, she rushed out the door carrying her basket close to her,
being careful not to drop anything as she hurried toward the pine grove to
meet Sam.

Maria found him waiting by the McKeon house. When Sam saw her, he
ran down the path to meet her halfway. He plucked the basket from her
hand, grabbed her around the waist, twirled her once in the air and then
kissed her. “I missed you, my Maria.”

“I, too, missed you.” She kissed him back with equal passion.

Arms entwined, they walked the short path to the old house.

As Sam closed the door behind them, the dust and shabbiness of the
deserted house seemed to disappear for both of them. Their eyes could only
see each other, and their bodies filled with a yearning that flowed quickly
between them. Few words needed to be spoken. Sam and Maria understood
each other. Lustful passion took control of their bodies and as the hours
lingered for the lovers, they each satisfied their deep desires.



Sam spoke just as the sun began to set for the day. “Maria, tomorrow I
must leave.”

Her eyes moistened. “Oh, Sam, can’t it be another day?”

“I’'m sorry. The winds are in our favor, and my men await me.” He
gently assured her, “Don’t worry.”

He rolled his strong body over hers. Looking into her eyes, he
continued, “I may only need to be away from you a short time, but if not,
you must remember I will return for you with my ship filled with riches.”
He leaned closer and whispered in her ear, “I will carry a wedding ring next
to my heart to give to you upon my return,” and then in her other ear, “I
promise to take you as my wife.” He moved next to Maria and traced the
outline of her lips with his fingertip as he murmured, “Stay the night with
me.”

She softly kissed his finger and then his lips. Stroking his long black
hair she wrapped her arms around his strong back, pulling her body closer
to his as he entered her again.

Maria fell asleep in Sam’s arms.

He wanted to hold her forever. As the night grew darker, the song of
the whippoorwill and the gentle breezes of the spring night accompanied
the two eager lovers as they surrendered to a night of contented slumber.

Early dawn came too quickly. Sam had held Maria as long as he could
but knew it was time for him to take his leave. He pulled his arm from
underneath the nape of her neck, kissed her on the cheek and prepared to
leave, hoping not to wake his beloved. Goodbyes were difficult for Sam and
it took all of his courage to step quietly into the early-misted morning
without waking her. He paused in the doorway, looked back once more, and
whispered, “Be safe, my Maria...I will love you forever and will return to
you.”

He then ran with all his strength towards the harbor for fear that his
feelings for Maria would make him turn around and go back. His face and
body, wet with perspiration, mingled with his tears, concealing his
overwhelming sadness. He hoped others would not sense his heartbreak.



The pounding of his body against the dirt path and the rapid beat of his
heart kept him focused on what he must do. Once at the landing, he caught
a packet to Provincetown where, later that night, he would set sail with
Williams.

Maria woke with the memory of their last night in her heart and
thoughts. She stretched her arms lazily above her head. When her hand fell
to the side she realized Sam was gone. She sat up calling his name, “SAM!”
Her heart sank.

Grabbing her shawl, she ran out of the old house and down to the sea,
hoping to catch a glimpse of Sam as he sailed along the coast. As she ran, she
knew that she had slept too long. He was nowhere in sight. Angry with
herself that she had missed him, she ran up a high bluff to see the coastline.
Breathless, she reached the top of the bluff and screamed over and over,
“Sam! Sam!”

Her futile calls exhausted her and she collapsed to her knees. She
reached deep inside her thoughts, trying to encourage herself to believe: He
WILL be back...he had promised. I must not be sad. He WILL return.

Maria scrambled to her feet and stood tall. The spring air blew her hair
back behind her head like ribbons in the wind. As she turned away from the
coast, she noticed the bright green grass of the sand dunes and smelled the
fresh salty air. She was sad, but began to feel light and excited too, as if she
were beginning her own journey of waiting that would be filled with hope.
Her course now would be different from her previous life. It would require
planning for Sam’s return. She knew he would come back. He loved her. He
would rescue her from her dismal life. She would wait for him.

Soon a smile began to grow across her face as thoughts of Sam circled
in her head. With each step she took toward home she imagined the two of
them together, working side by side, as husband and wife. She became
intrigued with what they would say to each other. She pictured Sam waking
her up in the morning with a kiss before they would start their day. She felt
good about their future together.



By mid-morning, her father’s house came into view. She conjured another
image of Sam standing in the door. As she reached out to grab its latch, her
father’s loud voice jolted her from her day-dreaming with, “MARIA!” It
yelled again, “MARIA, where you bin? Where’s my food?”

“Coming....” She hurried over to the hearth to stoke the fire. She didn’t
care that he was angry with her.

“Where you bin?” he yelled as he hunched over the table.

“Just walking,” she sweetly replied. “Sorry Father.” Maria was thankful
he had kindled the fire and did not question her whereabouts during the prior
night. She ran to her room, promising, “I’ll be right back Father,” and
closed the door.

Maria relieved herself in the nightjar and changed into a clean shift and
skirt. A pile of soiled clothes lay in the corner by her bed, a grim reminder
of laundry and her ongoing ordinary life. Today, it didn’t bother her; she
was in love.

As she prepared breakfast for her father, Maria again pretended it was
for Sam. She placed the Dutch oven with biscuit dough on the hot embers,
poured strong cider into a tankard and opened a jar of beach plum jam for the
table. She liked the idea of Sam as her husband and imagined how this fine
meal would satisfy him. Checking the biscuits in the hearth, she reassured
herself that her future would be with Sam. She knew it.

Suddenly the angry voice interrupted her thoughts again, “Hurry up, you
worthless girl.”

“Yes, Father.”

She was accustomed to hearing her father’s fury in so many ways; his
actions and words were always sharp towards her. This time she turned
away from him. With her back to the old man, she held his plate of biscuits
and closed her eyes. Whispering a pledge to herself, she mouthed, “I
promise to keep my hopes and dreams in my heart right next to Sam’s
promise of returning to me, and no one will take that from me!”

Her father yelled over his shoulder, “What’s that you’re saying, girl?”

“Nothing, Father.”

Hallett banged his fist against the table. “God has cursed me with an
irritating and useless female. Where’s my drink?”

From that day forward, Sam’s face and touch stayed with Maria. She
worked hard and tried to do as she was told, even when her father’s



harshness interfered with her secret daydreams. Her solution was to pay little to
no attention to his words. By ignoring his rudeness she could weave her dreams
of happiness throughout the day, making life with her father easier to endure.
Sadly, her lack of attention aggravated the old man to such an extent the
tension between them grew stronger. Each night, exhausted in her bed from
the day’s work, her hopes felt shattered into tiny pieces of broken glass
across the sandy floor. But knowing that Sam was coming home-to—her,
and remembering his promises, she was able to patch them back together so
she could sleep and dream of her future with him.
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Present Day — June 23
BREWSTER — CAPE COD

AS I LOOKED OUT OF THE FRONT BAY WINDOW, I couldn’t
believe that three weeks had passed. On this gorgeous morning I felt a light
ocean breeze caress my face. Leaning closer into the middle window, I
touched my forehead against the old screen. What a great idea it was to
move close to the sea. A deep breath of salty air dispelled any doubts I’d had
about our uprooting the family. I sensed a perfect day was ahead of me. If I
had one more cup of coffee and then secluded myself into the downstairs
bedroom, alias office, I could polish off those pesky bills.

Within a few minutes, Jim quietly knocked on the bedroom door.
“Mom?”

“Hi, honey.” He looked handsome in his white shorts and shirt. “Will
you be late tonight?”

“Yeah, I have the late shift.”

“How’s work at the restaurant?”

“It’s okay. Everyone’s pretty nice.” Then with a quick kiss on my
forehead, he was off. As he shut the door he said, “I’ll see you tomorrow
morning. Have a good night.”

I was sorting through the mail as I watched him back out of the
driveway. I marveled at how much Jim had matured. I wished Mom and Dad
could have lived a little longer to see everyone’s accomplishments and how our
decision to move east was turning into such a good idea. A wave of
inspiration for some gardening blew over me from the open window—



physical work that I didn’t have to think about. I hid the bills under the roll-
top desk and looked for Paul. I found him in the garage working on a
carpentry project. “Paul, I’'m going to do some digging out back.”

“Okay.”

I grabbed a shovel, trowel and kneepads. Near the rear of the barn a
sunny spot beckoned me to choose it for a vegetable garden. I placed the
shovel’s blade over the grass. Its sharp edge hit the ground and sliced into the
green grass. I set the green sod aside for planting in a bare spot on the lawn.
My foot hit the top of the shovel again, pushing eight inches into the black
dirt. This is easy, I thought.

Moving to the right, I repeated my movements, slicing the grass and
hitting the ground. But this time my foot stopped with such a force that it
vibrated through my whole body, sending a sharp pain into my hand. I
shook my fingers then massaged my palm. One more try, but I reminded
myself to go slower this time. As I dug down, the shovel stopped again.
Lifting the dirt, I could see the edge of what looked like a red brick. A
brick? That’s odd. Of course, my curiosity pushed me farther in my digging.
The more I dug the more bricks I found. They began to make a flat pattern
that covered an area of about four to five square feet.

I dropped the shovel to tell Paul, who was still in the garage. Before I
even reached the side door, I was yelling his name, “PAUL!” Out of breath
with excitement, I called out again, “You’ve got to see this. Come on.”

Paul has always loved me for my adventuresome spirit and this time
was no exception. He stopped sanding the old cabinet door from the dining
room and attentively followed me out to the back of the barn. I thought I heard
him mumble, “Never a dull moment with you.”

“What did you say?” I asked as I hurried ahead of him.

“Nothing.” He was laughing.

It didn’t matter; I was too keyed up to care. I pointed to the uncovered
bricks. “Take a look at what I found.” I watched him walk around the red
bricks. “What do you think?”

He looked intrigued. “You want me to dig them up?”

“I don’t know. I guess we could use them in another garden area. Wait!
Let’s take a picture of this for our scrapbook. I’1l get the camera.”

Paul grabbed a shovel. By the time I returned he’d uncovered another
layer under the bricks that consisted of old gray stones. He stopped and



stared. “Look at this.”

We stood in silence, gazing upon the multi-layered mystery. I handed
him the camera. “Take some pictures of it just the way we found it.”

Paul took two close-up shots and one to show the position of the find in
the yard.

“Should we keep digging?” I asked.

Paul didn’t wait to answer me; he started to pry up the red bricks, one
by one. I quickly put them in a wheelbarrow. Slowly, the gray stones were
uncovered. They formed a circle beneath the red bricks. Its center was filled
in with dirt but was broken on one side, with an opening of about three feet.
Paul dug within the open space. His first shovel went down several inches
before hitting another flat stone. He lifted more dirt away.

I couldn’t resist getting closer and knelt down on the grass, scraping
away the black topsoil. “Look, it’s a step.” I leaned in farther and brushed
more dirt from the top of it. I pointed to the other side. “Dig over there, on
the inside of the circle. See if the dirt goes down below this step.”

Paul dug down twice more with his shovel on the opposite side, to reveal
only dirt. That confirmed my idea of steps on only one side. Now I was excited.
I stood up to get a better look. “What do you think?”

“I’m not sure, but it looks like a stairway down into some kind of a
small room?”

“Maybe it’s a root cellar?” I asked thinking of where people, centuries
ago, used to store their winter foods.

“You may be right; it’s too small for anything else,” Paul said as he
stood up.

I could smell the freshly dug dirt. It reminded me of spring but within a
few seconds, my thoughts slowly turned dark. I wondered if there was
anything dead—animal or human— underneath the soil.
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Present Day — July 1
BREWSTER — CAPE COD

THE SOUND OF RUMBLING GRAVEL on the driveway distracted the
two of us as we stood over the mysterious stone circle. What time was it? I
brushed the dirt from my hands. “That must be Molly.”

I left Paul in deep thought, staring at the circle. He called over his
shoulder, “I’1l stay here.”

Molly was smiling from inside the big SUV’s rear seat. She waved
with one hand and flattened her drawn picture up against the window with
the other. “Mom, look what I made,” she said as she scrambled out of the
car.

As we walked to the backyard, I waved goodbye to my new carpooling
partner for day camp and asked Molly, “Do you want to show Daddy your
beautiful picture? He’s in the backyard and...we have something to show
you.”

“What? Is it for me? Can I play with it?” she said, happily skipping,
holding fast to me with her tiny fingers and gripping her artwork in her free
hand. We rounded the garage and saw Paul leaning on his shovel. Molly ran
over to him, circling his legs in a big hug.

“Hi Daddy!” She pointed to the round patch of dirt. “What’s that?”

“Well, it’s something that your Mommy and I found. We’re not sure
what it is.”

“Can I dig in it?”

“Yes, but only if you stay on the grass. Go get your digging stuff.”



In a second she was back and squatting on the edge of the stones with
eager anticipation of finding something important.

The crunch of gravel echoed again into the air. “I’ll go see who it is.
You keep your eye on Molly. I’ll be right back.” I headed towards the back
of the gallery. My head ducked under the low doorframe that was once the
entrance to the old outhouse. As I passed our antique cash register, I could
see potential customers already browsing the artwork.

Paul looked at his little girl, “Molly, Daddy will be in the garage
painting a cabinet. I can see you through the garage window. Be careful to
stay on the grass, and no eating dirt!”

Molly smiled with satisfaction. She loved to get dirty and this giant hole
pleased her. As she dug, she found several broken clamshells and laid them
carefully on the grass in a row. She pulled out an old spoon, which she
conveniently made into a shovel, and scooped out more dirt from inside the
circle. Something small and round embedded in the dirt caught her eye so she
knelt down to get closer. Cautious not to go into the circle, she reached in as
far as she could and dug around the tubular shape. Her old rusted spoon
quickly uncovered what looked like a pipe, almost two inches long, with a
flat handle attached to its end.

She whispered to herself, “What’s that?” She spat on her fingers and
rubbed them over the handle to reveal markings. Pleased, she pushed her
hair behind her ears to get a better view, leaving long black smudges across
her cheeks. With a big smile on her face, she looked around to see if her
Daddy could see her, then she stepped into the circle to pull the treasure out
of the dirt.

I returned from the gallery to find Paul in the garage. “They were just
browsing; here for the week. They said they’d be back before they head
home to Connecticut.” I sat down in the lounge chair next to the drawing
table. “They seemed interested in your full sheet watercolor, Cape Cod Bay.”
I looked over to Paul. “It would be great to sell a big painting. We could
really use the money...where’s Molly?”

“I let her dig in the dirt. She’s fine. She was getting pretty dirty a few
seconds ago.”

I peered out the window of the garage and saw Molly standing up,
covered in dirt, examining something in her hands.



“What did she find now?” She was holding an object straight out with
her hands. “Oh my God, what is that?” Fear gripped me as I ran outside,
Paul following close behind me.

“Molly!”

The little girl turned, pointed the object at me and said, “Bang!”
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Present Day — July 1
BREWSTER — CAPE COD

I TRIED TO REMAIN CALM and gently coaxed Molly, “Give it to me,
honey.”

Molly kept her hands on its handle. The gun was covered with dirt but its
identity was obvious and Molly knew exactly what it was.

Coming a little closer, I asked again, “Molly give it to me so we can
look at it together.” I had hoped she would just drop it on the ground.
Lunging forward, I latched onto it as fast as I could and whisked it away
from her little fingers. Up close I could tell, with a sigh of relief, that the
gun was only a toy. “Do you know what this is?” I demanded from her.

“It’s a gun Mommy,” she answered timidly.

“Yes it is, and thank goodness it’s only a toy.” The gun fit into the palm
of my hand. I turned it over and brushed more dirt off it.

Tears began to wet Molly’s eyes, and her bottom lip quivered.

Paul asked, “Can I see that?” He reached to take it from me.

“Here,” 1 said, eager to be rid of it. Even though I was angry with
Molly, thinking about what might have happened, I couldn’t stop myself
from imagining what else was in that hole.

Paul immediately examined the old toy, then turned back to look at the
freshly dug dirt. “We better be careful if we’re going to dig any deeper.”

“Yeah, I guess we better watch our step,” I agreed.

Molly started to bawl.



Paul scooped her up in a big hug. “I told you not to go inside the circle,
didn’t I?”

She nodded.

“All right, now don’t cry. Let’s go inside and wash your hands and
face.” He gave the gun back to me and walked into the house with Molly
nestled in his arms.

I called after him, “I’ll be right in. There’s a snack in the refrigerator for
Molly.”

I laid the small toy on the edge of the grass by the hole. Afraid
someone might trip on the exposed bricks and stones, I decided to find
something to cover the open circle. I found two sawhorses leaning against
the back wall of the garage. It only took two trips to carry them outside and
arrange them in the front and back of the circle, with enough room for me
to continue digging. “That should do it.” I put my hands on my hips, feeling
confident about my well-constructed barricade.

Casey appeared at the back door of the house. “Hey, Mom.”

I motioned to Casey. “Come and see what your Dad and I found.”

She came nearer as I grabbed a trowel and plunged it into the dirt. My
heart was racing so fast with what already had been discovered, I didn’t even
make eye contact with my own daughter. Finally I looked up. “Sorry honey,
I’'m so curious about what’s buried in here.” I tossed the toy gun across the grass
to her. “Look at what your sister found!

Casey bent down to look at the gun then started to push the dirt around
with the old spoon that Molly had used. “Dad told me. How did you know it
wasn’t real?”

I pointed to a small stamped image on the gun. “When I brushed off
some of the dirt I could see a little circled star printed on the handle. My
brother and I had one just like it when we were kids.”

Casey examined both sides of the toy. I was just about to tell her that it
was too rusty to be dangerous when she casually dropped it on the ground
and asked, “What’s for dinner?”

“I don’t know. I guess I got too engrossed in all this digging to think
about food. I completely lost track of time.” Dinner was not a high priority
on my list of things to do. Too bad she’s not interested, I thought, this is
such fun.



“Okay, I’m goin’ in.” Casey stood up and sulked back to the house in
one of her teen moods.

Intent to keep digging, I hoped to uncover more buried items and
possibly even a little treasure. Maybe I’d find something worth a lot of
money. I scooped more dirt out. With each shovelful I kept pushing myself
to dig deeper, hoping that the next shovel might be the one that reveals
something out of the ordinary.

One hour later, after finding only a few pieces of shells, colored glass,
and an old, navy blue button, my quest for riches began to lose its luster and
disappointment took over. I looked at the huge mound of dirt to the side of
me that was growing by the minute. I needed to find a place to put all this
extra dirt. Frustrated, I leaned back against my heels. It was getting dark
and I convinced myself that I could always work on this tomorrow.
Reluctantly, I gathered my found treasures: the spoon, the button and the
gun. I tossed the shells onto the graveled driveway.

The items cradled in my hands didn’t look that great to me. I wished
that I’d found something... anything unique. Grudgingly I walked into the
house to face five starving people.

That night, I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking of buried treasure, gold coins
and pirates. I moved closer towards Paul under the sheets. A flapping noise,
somewhere close, began to prey on my nerves. I tried to dismiss it as
something outside blowing in the wind, but with every little creak or groan
from the old house I slid even nearer to Paul. By the time I found a good
position, Paul had already begun to breathe deeply. When he was snoring an
even rhythm, my eyes finally closed and I fell asleep, nestled up against his
back.

It must have been an hour later when I felt someone shaking me. I sat
up, half asleep and covered with sweat. I felt more shaking. I screamed,
“No, I can’t stay here. I want to get out! I can’t get out!” I heard someone
talking but their words weren’t clear. I was panicked.

Paul had his hands on my shoulders. “Nancy, wake up! You’re
dreaming. You’re having a nightmare.” His voice softened, “Honey, are you



all right?”

I rubbed my eyes and arms. Running my fingers through my hair, I
finally recognized Paul. “Oh, my God, what a terrible dream. I felt all this
shaking. I’'m so glad it was you just trying to wake me.” I sat on the edge of
the bed. “I need to eat something before I tell you my dream.”

Paul was half asleep as he grinned at my silly superstition; I always ate
before sharing my dreams. If I didn’t eat, I believed they might come true.
We walked down the steps in silence to the kitchen for some gingersnaps
and milk.

“Okay, spill your guts,” Paul said to me as I sat down at the table.

“It was so scary. I was floating in the air and looking down into a small
round room. I could see a dark figure in the corner, bending over a box or
something. There was dirt all over the floor. It was a woman in a long dress
and she was digging. Then all of a sudden she turned and looked up at me. I
tried to leave the room but I couldn’t get out. Her face was covered in grime,
and she had red lines on her cheeks that looked like blood.”

Paul calmly leaned against the counter, munching a cookie. “I bet the
room was the cellar that we found yesterday. You know how your
subconscious pulls things together that you see during the day into random
images, then mixes them up so that your dreams are just plain weird.”

“I guess so. But it all seemed so real.”

“Did you see any old movies or unusual commercials yesterday?”

“No, but I’ve been thinking a lot about pirates and treasure. Come to
think of it, after supper I showed Molly an ad for the Pirate Museum in
Provincetown. It had a discount on tickets for Tuesday mornings before
10:30.” I reached for the ad in the newspaper that was ready to be recycled
come morning and pointed to the colorful figures in the ad. “See, it shows
pictures of Sam Bellamy-they call him the Prince of Pirates—and his
supposed lover, Maria Hallett.”

“Well that solves the mysterious long dress. Don’t worry about it. Let’s
get to bed.” He gave me a hug and followed right behind me, turning off the
lights as we went back upstairs.

July 2



The following morning I could tell Paul was already up. The coffee
smelled delicious. I lay in bed trying to figure out if the nightmare and the late
night snack actually happened. I shook them off as silly and began planning
my day. With eyes half open I ticked off the things that needed to be done.
First, get Molly off to day camp, look through yesterday’s mail and then get
back to my digging. I should have plenty of time to explore in that old root
cellar. I hoped it wasn’t the same one in my nightmare.

No shower now, I’ll take it later. Jogging pants, a Beatles t-shirt and old
sneakers will make a fine outfit for digging. After tucking the bottom of my
pants into socks, to ward off ticks, I glanced out the bedroom window to
look at the barricaded hole. Thoughts of buried treasure flooded my head
again. Calm down. Remember, whatever I find will be a treasure, even if
it’s nothing valuable. Walking down the stairs and into the kitchen I still
hoped to find money.

I gave Paul a big kiss. “I had such a terrible dream last night. Did we
eat cookies in the kitchen, or did I dream that, too?”

He laughed, “No, we ate cookies, and then you told me about your
dream.”

“Well, I’'m glad the creepy lady wasn’t real.”

A Carolina wren’s song echoed into the house from the open back
porch, I grabbed a cup of coffee to calm my fears. “Is everyone still
sleeping? I better go and get them up.”

After dropping Molly at camp and everyone had left for their summer
jobs, I decided to tackle the bills before doing any more digging. As I picked
through the letters, I came across a thin envelope from the bank. This was
never a good sign; it usually meant an overdraft or some other problem. I
ripped it open. It was a notice of overdraft. What?? In small black type,
information for four checks was listed and noted that they were not paid due
to insufficient funds. I felt irritated as I pulled the checkbook out and reread
the notice, comparing the numbers. It can’t be. I read it again. That’s when I
saw it. In my checkbook ledger I had recorded a check for $60.36. The
bank’s amount read $6036.00. Someone had typed the decimal point in the
wrong place!

I picked up the phone. Thank God this isn’t my fault, I thought. After a
few seconds of waiting to be connected to a real person who could help me,



I imagined my future life. Living on the edge, with an up and down income,
could become tiresome real fast.

A polite woman on the other end of the phone eventually answered and
listened to my explanation; then she put me on hold again. I started to doubt our
decision to move. We were doing ok where we were.

A gentleman answered and quickly resolved the situation by waiving
the fees, but I still had to call the four people that didn’t get paid to tell them
to resubmit their checks. Such a waste of energy; I could have been outside
in that old cellar, looking for treasure. When I explained the whole scenario
to Paul he looked relieved. I rounded up my gardening tools, along with a
wheelbarrow, and headed straight to the back to the barricaded hole. Paul
was back at his drawing table and with a quick wave I yelled, “I’m going
digging.”

I removed the barricades faster than I'd set them up. After repeatedly
sinking my shovel into the center of the dirt, lifting it out and heaving it into
the waiting wheelbarrow, I could finally stand knee-deep in the center of the
hole with dirt walls encircling my legs.

Paul watched from his studio. Inquisitive, he wandered outside. “How’s
it going?”

Wiping my forehead, I said, “Well, it’s a lot of work but not too bad.”

“Want some help?” he asked.

“Sure, do you think we’ll hear a customer pull in from back here?”

“Maybe. Anyway, the sun is so hot today, it seems like a beach day, not
a shopping day.”

“Could you empty the dirt for me?” I pointed to where the grass met
the woods. “Dump it over there.”

“Okay,” he said.

Still determined to find something, I crouched down in the hole and
picked at the dirt with my trowel. The point of the shovel hit some wood.
“Paul, look here.”

Clambering out of the hole to get my thermos of water, I let Paul get in
for a closer view of the wood. He dug a little harder and wooden splinters
began to fall away. All of a sudden, he hit a solid wall of stone. He looked up
at me. “I think this wood was part of some shelving.” He chipped away at the
narrow piece of wood. “I’m betting this was definitely a root cellar.” It fell
to the ground; he picked it up and placed it on the grass by my feet.



“Is that a square-headed nail in it?” I asked.

“It sure is.”

“I want to get back in, Paul. Come on out.”

Casey, home from her baby-sitting job, came out the back door of the
house. “Are you two still digging?”

We felt like treasure hunters and called out in unison, “Yup!

I added, “Casey, when Molly comes home, get her to wash up and give
her a snack. Your father and I may be out here for a while. And tell me if
any customers pull in.”

“Do I have to?” Casey asked.

“Yes, you have to.” I turned to Paul. “Let’s do take-out tonight. That
way we can work out here till it gets dark, or at least till we get to the
bottom of this mystery.”

We looked at each other and smiled in agreement. With our backs
together, the hole continued to widen. Over the next two hours we were able
to dig to a depth of three feet. Three steep steps could be seen on one side
and were now used to climb in and out of the hole. My fingernails were thick
with dirt as more clamshells, broken pottery and wood were found and laid
flat on the grass around the opening.

As the other kids began to arrive home, each one came outside to see
what we were doing. We sent Jim to get pizza for supper. When he returned
with the food, we took a break and explained to the kids about the root
cellar and what we had found so far.

Everyone sat at the picnic table and crowded close together to see the
items that were uncovered.

After supper Brian asked, “Do you need any help?”

Paul answered, “I think we can handle it. We want to go slow, being
very careful with anything we find, but thanks anyway. Just help Casey
watch Molly.”

There was only one more hour of daylight left for digging. Our method
was simple. Paul did the grunt work by filling a five gallon white pail with
dirt, then lifting it up onto the grass so I could dump it in the wheelbarrow
and search for any artifacts.

“I bet we don’t have much farther to go to reach the bottom. This kind
of cellar was not very deep,” said Paul.



Within a short time, Paul’s head, shoulders and the top portion of his
chest could only be seen above the ground. As he dug deeper, his shovel hit
something with a loud thunk. I stopped in mid-sift and looked at him.

“What was that?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

He dug again. It was definitely something hard. He dropped the shovel
and knelt on one knee. His hands moved quickly to remove more dirt,
finally revealing the top of a wooden chest.
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Early Summer 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

IT WAS A COOL MORNING IN JUNE, and Sam had been gone two
months. Maria lay within the safety of her bed. She wondered when Sam
would come back? She scratched the tip of her nose, pulled the quilt up
towards her chin and opened her eyes. Above her head, planks of wood held
the stairs in place that led to the long room where she spun and wove her cloth.
Her father’s snoring pleased her. She whispered, “Please don’t wake yet.”

The sun pouring through the window cast blocks of light on the floor.
Specks of dust floated across the room and into the kitchen towards the hearth.
For the past several mornings, Maria had struggled to get out of bed. Tired
and nauseous, she had slept late again, and lay silently dreading her day’s
chores. The sky outside her window was a cloudless brilliant blue; she wished
Sam were lying next to her. Flickers of Sam’s image holding her in his arms
drifted in and out of her thoughts. Even on this beautiful day, she had no
desire to get out of her bed.

A great wave of nausea suddenly flooded her body, and she sat upright.
Confused, she looked around her room, searching for any item out of place,
but everything was as it should be. Anxiety stirred her mind as if it were a
pot of stew. Am I with child? She placed her hands on her stomach and then
covered her mouth. She wanted to vomit but pursed her lips together, trying
to hold it back. Her hands perspired as a rush of warmth flushed her neck and
face. Maria pulled at her shift to loosen its hold on her clammy body. What
have I done?



Fear fell upon her whole being. If I am with child, she thought, no one
must know, not even Father. She swiveled her body around and clambered out
of bed. Her bare feet felt the grit of the sandy floor but she felt as if she
were in a nightmare. She needed help. She needed Minda, the old PowWah.
Quickly dressing, before her father awoke, Maria slipped in silence out the
door.

She followed the path away from her house towards the coast,
repeating over and over in her head, I am with Sam’s child... I need Minda.
She’ll know what to do.

Minda

Minda pulled back the brown, supple leather that was the door to her
‘wetu’. She took a deep breath to draw the fresh morning air into her body,
then she prayed aloud, “Good Morning, ‘Kiehtan’, my Creator. You are good
to us; you give us another young season to start life again. Thank you.” The
old PohWah squaw smiled.

Looking around with love at the other wetus the medicine woman
continued in her heart. My people are still quiet in their beds. It is time for
me to go and gather roots and herbs. Quietly closing the flap behind her, she
turned inside and walked to the back of her small dwelling.

Her feet followed familiar steps on the soft dirt floor to her bed made
from a raised platform of sewn reeds. She reached up to touch the primitive
arched wall of her wetu that she had built many seasons ago. The sapling
poles, tied with strips of cedar and layered with bark, made her dwelling
round and secure. These pieces of bark still protect me well, she thought,
tracing the rough edges with her fingers, as a mother would follow the lines
of her child’s face. Minda shook her head back and forth as she noticed
daylight coming through some of the reed mats that covered the bark roof.
It will soon be time for me to sew new reeds. But she hid this reminder of
extra work behind her thoughts so that she could focus on her task of
gathering what she needed for her potions.



Before she took her leave on this peaceful early morning, she gazed
upon a piece of smooth tan leather, tied by its four corners to the wetu poles
above her primitive bed. Decorated with fanciful drawings in colors of red
from the cranberry, yellow from the jewelweed and blue from the wild berry,
this natural wall hanging kept her warm from chilly drafts and reminded her
of pleasant summers and plentiful autumn harvests.

Minda indulged herself with a passion for painting. She reveled in it
when the winds blew in early winter and the village was quiet. She
cherished her solitude during this short time, when she could steal away to
paint alone, before her people were forced by deep snow to move into the
six-fire wetu.

Throughout the other seasons, she loved to see her drawings by the
light of the fire as she lay in her own bed. A contented sigh came from
within her; she had a good life and a sense of pride surged inside her. She
pulled a large bag from under her bed and placed its strap over her head and
onto her shoulder. Made out of brown deerskin, it was soft and smooth,
decorated with beautiful painted symbols of the sun, moon and stars. She
stopped to adjust its fit on her hip, then softly stepped outside, leaving her
sanctuary.

Minda could see in the eastern sky, Mishanok, the morning star. The
soft coo of morning doves echoed through the forest’s canopy, and in the
early sunlight, drops of dew from the night reflected in trees like jewels.
Leaving the clearing on which her village was built, Minda entered the deep
woods.

She was never fearful when she walked in these woods. The tall trees
were like warriors who stood close as brothers, their dense branches becoming
shields protecting the Nausets. Only Minda and her people knew the path she
followed through this natural barrier. There were signs and signals from
fallen or twisted trees that would tell a Nauset which way to turn, or warn
them not to go further. Dangerous places were identified by secret
markings. Passing an ancient tree with lines in its wood from the termite,
Minda knew to be careful. To a Nauset it said, ‘Do not pass beyond this
point’. To a white man it said nothing more than just old insect trails.

As she approached the last of the great cedars, she could hear the
distant sound of the ocean waves making their tidal rush onto the beach.
Minda knew she was near the end of the woods. She felt happy in her heart



as she made her way among the trees toward the sea. At an age of fifty
years, her moccasin covered feet flew along the path like a young maiden’s.
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THE MEDICINE WOMAN EMERGED from the protection of the forest
and stared at the white man’s wooden meetinghouse built high on a hill that
looked out to sea. Its location was a vantage point for the Eastham settlers;
it enabled them to spot unfriendly foreign ships and served as a gathering
place for religious services.

As the old PohWah stepped around the timbered house, she kept her
distance by staying close to the edge of the woods. She passed the stone where
an engraved T marked the property of Rev. Samuel Treat. Minda could see the
tall green grasses and cattails of the marsh as she walked.

Following the narrow path around his land, she felt proud that the
reverend had always shown respect and kindness to her. When she offered
words of advice to him on healing, he listened. He even spoke the Nauset
language. In turn, she felt the reverend’s words would do no harm to her
people and welcomed those Nausets who had turned to his God. She nodded
her head up and down in agreement with herself. Reverend Treat had made
progress in quieting the tension between the white settlers and the Indians.

A large grey rock appeared before Minda where her people honed their
arrows and tools. She slid her fingers along its surface, feeling the long
narrow grooves of many years of sharpening. In the distance, a young woman
sat on the trunk of a dead tree that had washed onto the shoreline. The dark
haired girl turned her head back and forth as if looking for someone. As
soon as she spotted the old woman, she stood and waved, beckoning her to



come closer. Minda recognized Maria and quickened her pace toward her.
As she climbed down the high dune, she remembered her promise to Sara
Hallett that she would watch over the girl and teach her ways that would
help her grow into a happy and strong woman. She was pleased at how quickly
Maria took to the secrets of healing and the intricacies of the loom.

Minda understood how the young girl felt without a mother because she too
was motherless. She always held onto the heartbreaking day, at eight years
of age, when her parents and most of the Narraganset people in her village
had been killed. The survivors of that massacre; 102 children including
herself, were taken to Boston and sold into the homes of white people to
become ‘civilized’. The Widow Jackson, of Cambridge, had bought Minda
and taken her into her home. Very kind at first, she’d given Minda
opportunities to learn the ways of the white man, especially the craft of
weaving, but she’d always been kept at a distance. She had offered no
affection to the orphaned Indian child.

As she walked closer to Maria, Minda recalled her few pleasant
memories during captivity. There were travels with the Widow, when they
would visit friends during the summer in Eastham, and the North Parish of
Harwich, near the village of the Nauset Indians. She always enjoyed these
journeys away from Cambridge. They took her to familiar places like dense
forests and the beautiful seaside. They reminded Minda of her childhood in
Narraganset, when she would scavenge for herbs and roots with her mother,
and gather favorites like sea lettuce, marsh mallow root for candy, and
sweet grass for fragrant bracelets.

When the law finally allowed Minda her freedom, she left the Jackson
House at age eighteen, but remained ever grateful for the widow’s
benevolence. She took whatever money was saved from selling her weaving
and traveled as far east as she could go, to the land of the Praying Indians.
There, she was welcomed for her knowledge in the traditions of the spirits and
gifts of healing. Her magical ways, passed down by her mother, had assured her
status among the Nausets.

Minda shielded her eyes with her hand from the morning glare as she
descended to the shoreline. She felt Maria’s fear as soon as they embraced.
With a tender touch she pushed away strands of hair from the frightened
girl’s face and asked, “What is troubling you?”



Maria pulled back. “I’m not sure what’s wrong with me.” She folded
her arms across her breasts and draped her shawl over her stomach, as if to
conceal something.

Minda reached forward again to hold her. “Sit down, so we can talk.”

The two figures sat on the blackened tree trunk. Maria revealed her
symptoms that sparked the notion of carrying Sam’s child.

Minda patiently listened. “It is possible that you are with child,” Minda
concluded.

Maria stared at the old Indian as she explained who the father was.

“Maria, the laws of your church are very strict.”

Maria nodded her head, knowing what was expected of a young girl in
her condition. Naming the father of the unborn child made everything
acceptable while a girl carried the child, and upon its birth she would marry
the named father. But if she did not know who the father was, or did not
want to name him, she was branded a fornicator, treated as a whore, and
eventually punished or banished.

The PowWah fondled a small loop of twined flowers on her wrist and
looked at Maria. “Tell me more.”

The young girl’s voice trembled. “Few people in the area know who
Sam Bellamy is; he only stayed a short time. What should I do? No one
knows him. I’'m so frightened!”

Very fond of Maria, and never having had children herself, Minda
cherished her as one of her own. Any advice that she would now speak
would have to be given carefully. She cradled Maria’s face in her hands and
spoke from the heart. “You must reach deep inside yourself and listen to the
voice that speaks to you. You will hear it telling you what to do.” She took
Maria’s hands into hers and continued, “If you choose not to carry this child,
you must know that I have ways to help you.”

Maria stared out to sea.

Minda offered more words. “If you believe that Sam will return to you, and
you have a true love for him, keeping his child will be right. If you choose life,
then let this little one inside you grow and blossom.”

Maria stood and placed her hands on her stomach. The old PowWah held
Maria’s shoulders once more and caught Maria’s gaze. “Let this be a sign of
love. Remember, you are a strong woman. [ will help you and our great
Creator will watch over you.”
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MARIA’S SLENDER FINGERS TRACED PATTERNS through the
sand as she sat near the water’s edge. She watched Minda gather sea lettuce
and clams along the tidal flats. As the water slowly made its return along
the shoreline, Maria thought about her options. She knew a healthy child
was the common outcome but was also aware of the dangers of childbirth.
Assisting Minda in several births, Maria had witnessed the pain and anguish
of a little one’s death, either prematurely, by the woman’s choice, or the
order of an angry father.

She sifted the tiny particles of ground stone through her toes and told
herself that Sam would marry her. A decision must be made.

When Minda finished her work, she placed the found treasures into her
shoulder bag and sat down next to Maria. “Today I am going to the North
Parish to see Abigail. As of late, she has not felt well. Have you finished
her cloth?”

“Yes, I have.... Why?”

“Then you must come with me.” Minda hoped she would say yes.

Maria weighed the Indian’s words for only seconds before she
answered, “I’ll go. My father is going to Barnstable for business so he’ll be
gone for several days.”

Happy that they were both going to visit Abigail Doane, Minda fondly
recalled when she had first met Abigail. As a child, she had taken trips from
Cambridge to North Harwich with Widow Jackson to visit Abigail’s



mother. Being similar in age, the two young girls, Minda and Abigail, had
become fast friends and kept their friendship over the years. Maria had
developed a strong bond with the two women, who both appreciated her
beautiful weaving talents.

As they stood on the beach, Maria hugged Minda goodbye, suggesting they
meet at the house when the sun was high above their heads, after her father
leaves for Barnstable. Matthew Ellis, from the neighboring farm, would help
her get the horse and wagon ready for their trip west to Abigail’s. Maria knew
Matthew would never say no to her.

Maria hurried along the path. Mindful that she was only wearing her shift
and shawl, she ran faster, not wanting to be seen by anyone. As the sun
heated her skin, she began to perspire. By the time she arrived home, she
was dripping wet.

She placed a clean shift and skirt into a small sack and prayerfully
thanked her mother that her father was already gone. He would have been
angry with her for not fixing his breakfast.

She went outside to raise the green flag on a pole that topped the
roofline of her house. It signaled to Matthew that she needed him to get the
wagon ready. This was a game they had played when they were younger,
pretending to be sea captains on the high seas, using colored pieces of
material to signal messages back and forth. Now that they were older, they
occasionally played the signal game, even though their elders frowned upon
this silliness, expecting them to be more mature. She trusted that he would
see her signal.

Surprised to see the flag, Matthew was more than pleased to accept
Maria’s request. He stopped splitting wood, set aside his axe and walked
towards the Hallett home.

Meanwhile, Maria brought water from the well into the house and set it
down on top of her bureau. After dropping her soiled garment onto the bed, she
withdrew a bottle of Minda’s lavender water from inside a drawer. Into the
cool water, she sprinkled two drops. Then, she took a deep breath, letting
the wonderful scent calm her.

After bathing, Maria patted herself dry and reached for a fresh shift
hanging on a peg under the stairs. It slipped over her head with ease. She
pulled a corset from the bottom drawer of the bureau, placed it over her
cotton shift and laced up the front, being careful not to pull it too tight



across her stomach. Next came her drawstring petticoat. As she tied the
strings that held her skirt she realized that she would be able to adjust her
skirts to accommodate the child as it grows. Her thoughts surprised her; she
sat down on the bed. She closed her eyes and tried to listen to the voice
inside her that Minda spoke of. Maria squeezed her eyelids together, trying
to listen to her thoughts and feelings. Her hands moved over her stomach.
Her next words almost sounded like a prayer. “I think I will keep this child.
I know that Sam loves me. I trust him. When he returns, he’ll take care of
me, and this little one inside me too.”

Her decision made, she felt better. With determination to move forward
with her choice, Maria continued dressing, pinning a pocket to her petticoat
and then smoothing it flat. She felt joyful at the thought of bearing Sam’s
child.

A second petticoat was laid over the first and fastened in the front with
long pins. It had a large slit to its side for access to the pocket, hiding it
from view. She hid a shilling for an emergency. Chanting her words now,
she repeated, “I’m going to have Sam’s child.”

Maria moved with lighthearted steps to the bureau and chose one of her
better handkerchiefs to go around her neckline, tucking it in across the top
of the corset. She felt confident Sam would return before the birth. She
folded her apron into the carrying basket, in case she needed it when they
arrived at Abigail’s house.

She could hear Matthew in the barn preparing the wagon. As he
brought the wagon closer to the house, Maria relieved herself in the jar
under her bed instead of going outside one more time before they left.
Lifting her skirts, she looked down and noticed she wore no shoes or
stockings. She giggled to herself and thought that being with child must
make women do silly things. She scooped up the basket that held her apron
and placed Abigail’s new woven cloth inside, along with biscuits wrapped
in a piece of cotton plus her shoes and stockings. As she grabbed her cap
hanging by the door, Maria glanced over at her unmade bed and promised
herself that she would empty the bed jar when she got home.
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MATTHEW HELPED MARIA INTO THE WAGON. As he touched her
hand, he looked at her face and thought how beautiful she was, there was
such a glow about her. “Be careful now,” he said.

Maria joined Minda on the wagon’s worn wooden seat and placed her
basket in the back. “We will. And thank you, Matthew, for hitching up ‘Old
Brother’. See you in a few days.”

He stepped away from the wagon as Minda gave a clicking sound and
flipped the leather reins up and across the horse’s back. Old Brother trotted
off down the path that led to the dirt cart-way.

The rough old wagon cradled them as they passed through familiar
landscapes. When they approached the deforested land of the King’s
Highway, Minda pulled back on the reins to stop Old Brother. “So many fine-
looking trees are gone Maria. I cannot understand why your people take not
only our lands but our forests too. We are left with so little. My heart weeps
for what will become of us and your children yet to be.”

Maria had no words of consolation. There was nothing either one of them
could do.

The landscape looked so barren to Minda, she closed her thoughts about
something she could not change and looked over at the young Maria. “You
seem better, not so nervous. I think that you have decided to become a
mother.”



Maria held her head down, looked sideways towards Minda, smiled
and nodded yes. The old woman covered Maria’s hands with her own,
gently squeezing them as a comfortable silence fell over the two friends.

They traveled for hours before they came to the Namaskaket lands and
finally to the North Parish of Harwich. They could see Abigail from the
road as they came over the crest of the hill; she was sitting under a large oak
tree next to the house. Her new home was nearly finished with only trim
remaining. Abigail spotted the wagon and waved at them with a weak sway of
her hand.

Minda took notice of Abigail’s demeanor and hoped she was feeling
better.

A widow from Yarmouth, Abigail was forty-two years old and enjoyed
being the second wife of fifty-three-year old Nathanial Doane. When
Nathaniel surprised his bride with plans for a new dwelling farther east, she
didn’t mind the move. She looked contentedly around her property and
thought it was advantageous that Nathaniel had inherited this land in the
Namaskaket area from his father, one of the ‘Purchasers’ or ‘Old Comers’.
The happy bride felt comforted with the thought of how endearing Nathaniel
was because he was so worried about her health. Yes, it was bothersome to
her that her stamina and well-being was causing some concern, but Nathaniel
reassured Abigail that his wedding gift of a new dwelling would cheer her
up and be good for her. She sat in front of her promised new house, enjoying the
shade from the lone tree above her head, waiting for her guests to arrive.

The two travelers pulled alongside the large tree. Minda called out, “I
am glad you are getting fresh air, Abigail, my friend.”

Maria jumped out of the wagon, straightened her skirts and greeted
Abigail with a hug. “Wait till you see what I’ve brought you. I know you’ll
like it.” She lifted her things out of the wagon just as Jacob took Old Brother
into the barn for oats, water and a night of rest.

Abigail looked tired but eager to visit with her friends and reached out to
both of them. Laughing, with arms around one another, they walked into the
house.

The raised threshold of the simple full cape or ‘double’ house greeted
them; it led to a narrow staircase that ascended upstairs. Abigail, being first
inside, moved to the right and into the kitchen. Maria looked at the two
windows that faced front and then glanced back at the large center chimney



fireplace. She ran her hand over the thick smooth wood of the long table
and placed her basket next to a small jar of spring flowers. Two long
benches ran along each side of the table, and shelves opposite the hearth
held cooking utensils, bowls, spices and various condiments. She thought to
herself that when Sam returns, he had promised her riches, and this is the
kind of house that she would like.

Minda peered into the borning room in the rear of the kitchen. It was
small but adequate for birthing and for anyone who might become sick. She
nodded her approval, thinking it was good to be so close to the kitchen in
times of tending.

Abigail gestured to the two travelers. “Come, let me show you the rest
of my house.”

Minda placed her arm around Abigail and rubbed her back. “Your house
is good.”

On the other side of Abigail’s kitchen was the parlor, where the single
center chimney opened to another large hearth. Maria admired two winged
chairs and a small folding table, where guests would be entertained. To the
rear of the parlor was the master bedroom for Abigail and Nathanial.
Following Abigail into the room, she stared at a large four-poster bed with
soft, green velvet curtains tied back around each post. “What beautiful
fabric, Abigail.” Maria stroked the luxurious curtains.

“Aren’t they wonderful?” Abigail asked. “They keep Nathaniel and I
warm from drafts.” Abigail smiled as she touched the green material. “I
chose them for their color; when I wake up in the morning I feel as if I’'m
sleeping outside under the trees.”

As the two friends trailed behind their gracious hostess, Abigail
apologized for the sparse furnishings in the other rooms. Maria didn’t mind;
she thought the house was cozy. She liked the simple jars of water holding
little flowers that Abigail had placed around the rooms; it was so
welcoming.

“Most of my treasures have not yet arrived from Boston,” Abigail added,
beaming with pride. She walked over to the stairway and pointed upstairs,
“That’s where you will be spending the night. Go on up, don’t mind me.”

Abigail settled herself on the bench in the kitchen to catch her breath.
Smelling the little bouquet of flowers on the table she called out to her
friends, “I’m a little tired. Hestor will soon be here to fix dinner for us.”



There were two small rooms upstairs; one on the right was washed a soft
green and the room on the left had a light blue tint on its walls. Maria
favored the blue room with its little bed covered in a matching blue and
white coverlet. Before sitting, she checked under the bedding and noticed how
it was tied. “Very strong and tight,” she said, giving her approval. She sat
down and placed her hands on either side of her body. Bouncing up and
down, she called out, “Oh this will do.” She jumped up and walked across
to the other room. “Minda, how’s your bed?”

The green room was in disarray.

“Minda! “Where are you?”

Over by the window, she saw that Minda had placed blankets on the
floor between the bed and the wall under the window. She was lying on top
of them.

“I am making sure it is right, so I can sleep tonight.” Minda smoothed the
pretty green quilt with her hand, shaping it into a nest. Then, as if this was
normal behavior for her to be on the floor, she looked at Maria and asked,
“Shall we go find Abigail? I am sure she needs help.”

Maria agreed, ignoring her dear friend’s strange Indian ways, following her
down the steep steps into the kitchen.

Hestor had already arrived with a simple stew she’d cooked overnight at her
house and was stirring it over the fire in the kitchen hearth. Nathanial had
hired Hestor, a local woman, whose family had encountered difficult times
recently. He knew she needed extra money and would help Abigail with the
cooking and various chores around the house. A portly, round faced
woman, Hestor spoke few words, but always did what she was told.
Although the housekeeper was not much of a companion to Abigail,
Nathanial thought it useful to have someone look after his wife while he
was away at sea. As the two women entered the kitchen Abigail introduced
them.

Hestor looked up from her stirring, gave them a look up and down, rolled
her eyes and muttered under her breath, “Yes, Mum”. She returned to her chores
without any other acknowledgment of the guests.

Minda felt uneasy with this cold reception and took the blame to
herself. It had happened before, many times, as she traveled to places outside
her Nauset home. The memories of King Phillip’s War, four decades ago,



still echoed with anger and distrust of the Indians who lived within the
colonies.

Abigail sensed the tension. She thanked Hestor and instructed her to
leave. “We’ll be fine for tonight. See you tomorrow.”

Hestor answered, “Yes, Mum.” Gathering her things together, she
muttered something about ‘those savages’ and slammed the rear door of the
house.

Maria got up from the bench and looked out the window to see Hestor’s
large behind, covered with layers of skirts, swaying from side to side as she
walked away. “Good riddance. How can you stand her Abigail? Doesn’t she
ever smile? I hope her stew is better than her manners.” Maria gave the
steaming kettle a quick stir and the hearty smells drifted into her nose.
“Well, I must admit, it smells good.”

Within the hour, the three friends sat down to a satisfying dinner of
meat stew laced with carrots, potatoes and onions. They cleaned their bowls
with fresh bread. As it was getting dark, apple cider was heated over the fire
and the women enjoyed their beverages along with sweet treats of maple
sugar candy. Abigail had made them from the syrup that was harvested,
several months prior, on their property. A warm rosy color glowed on
Abigail’s face from the potent cider and warm hearth. She wiped her brow
with a handkerchief and asked, “Now, Maria, where is my cloth?”

Maria blushed next. “I’m so sorry, I forgot to show you.” She stood to
get her basket from off the floor where she had placed it before dinner. All
eyes were focused on Maria as she unfolded the beautiful cloth. Its intricate
woven patterns of blues and yellows were magnificent.

Abigail touched the soft linen, “I love it, Maria. When my new tea
table arrives this will complement its surface. I’ll be the envy of the whole
Massachusetts Bay Colony.”

As Maria’s teacher of weaving, Minda was very proud of her student
and the well-made cloth.

Pleased with it herself, Maria put her basket back on the floor. “Now I
have news to tell you. But you must hear me out until I’m finished and then



tell no one.” She sat down opposite Abigail and looked over at Minda for
approval.

Minda agreed with a silent nod of her head.

Maria took a sip of cider, then a deep breath, and began telling Abigail
about Sam, her talk with Minda on the beach, her questions, and finally her
decision to have Sam’s child.

Abigail sat quiet and listened. “You’ve delivered me news that is
almost too much to grasp tonight.” She folded her hands on the table and
looked straight at Maria. “Do you trust this Sam to come back for you?”

Maria replied with a sparkle in her eyes, “Yes, I trust him. I trusted him
right away. There was something about him and I knew he was sincere.”

Abigail cupped Maria’s hand with hers, searching for the right words. After
several seconds, she spoke, “It seems that you love this Sam.”

“Yes, I do,” Maria replied.

“What if he does not return to you? Are you prepared to live with the
consequences of your decision? You must realize many people like Hestor
live within the colony. They are narrow-minded and blindly follow the laws
of the church.”

“What do you mean?” Maria asked.

“Sometimes the good people of our community forget that we are all
trying to survive as God’s family in this new land,” Abigail explained.
“They become unforgiving towards people who don’t follow the rules, even
if they are unfair rules. They often forget they need to keep love in their
hearts for one another.”

Abigail took a sip of the strong cider. “Many times, because people’s
own lives become difficult to live, they blame bad things that happen to
them on the evil of the devil. Anyone they do not approve of or dislike,
becomes, in their minds, servants of the devil.” Abigail shook her head in
disgust. “I’ve often thought this misguided reasoning takes the blame away
from their own mistakes and problems.” She touched Maria’s cheek. “You
must remain strong and take very good care of yourself until your Sam
returns. Attend church as usual and do not call attention to yourself.
Remember that Minda and I will be here for you.”

The old PowWah placed her fingers over Maria and Abigail’s joined
hands. The three friends were different in age, race, and social stature, but it
did not matter, for they found that another bond was forming among them.



When Maria retired, the bed felt softer than hers at home, and the room
smelled fresh. Happy that Abigail knew about the child, and pleased that
she had some extra shillings to take home from the sale of her cloth, sleep
came quickly to Maria that night. She dreamt of Sam holding her in his
arms and speaking words of promise to her, “I will return for you, I love
you!”

As dawn came, she could still feel Sam’s kisses and heard a sweet,
delightful song being sung close by. She felt warm and safe as the melodic
sounds lulled her; she kept her eyes closed, not wanting to wake up. Warm
tender feelings filled her thoughts, shifting between visions of Sam to her
room, and then back to Sam again. In a dream-like state she called out his
name, but there was no answer.

Looking around the empty room she realized it was just a dream, but she
could still hear the sweet sounds surrounding her. Peering through the
window, Maria saw a tree rustle in the wind with little birds swaying on its
branches, singing their morning song. It sounded like the music from her
dream; everything had seemed so real, Sam’s touch, his words.
Disappointed, she rubbed her eyes, surrendering to reality. Turning back the
covers, Maria rose from her bed and walked over to the window. Old Brother
was tied to the fence and the wagon was ready for the trip back to Eastham.

It is another day closer to when Sam comes home to me, she thought.
Then with a deep sigh ...it’s also time to return to Father.

Gathering up her few possessions that lay around the room, Maria went
down the stairs and into the kitchen just in time to see Hestor’s cap
disappear beneath the kitchen floor. Maria looked up to see Abigail entering
from the back door. “Good morrow, Abigail.” She pointed to the cavernous
hole in the floor. “What’s that? I didn’t notice that opening before.”

“My new root cellar,” Abigail replied. “Nathanial thought it would be
convenient for storing our supplies in the house. When the weather is cold, I
will have no need to go outside for anything. I keep the rug over it to hide the
hinges, lest I trip.”

Maria peered down into the hole and saw flat stone steps leading into a
small room. She couldn’t see anything else from up above because Hestor’s



behind filled up the whole space. She caught glimpses of wooden shelves that
had been built on the sides of the round cellar as Hestor ascended the steps.

“Out of my way girl,” Hestor called out from below.

Maria stepped back as Hestor lumbered up the flat steps carrying last
season’s canned peaches into the kitchen. Maria twisted her head, trying to
look further into the underground room.

Hestor turned to face the young girl. “If you ask me, it was mighty
wasteful to build those steps with such fancy stone pieces when wood is
better and more practical.” She muttered loud enough for Abigail to hear
her opinion.

Abigail, who usually ignored Hestor’s comments, shrugged her
shoulders. She looked at Maria and smiled in resignation at the fact that
Hestor always complained about something and felt she knew everything.
Abigail motioned to Maria. “Let’s sit outside with our cider while breakfast
is prepared. Minda is already awake and wandering in my yard for any
interesting herbs.”

Trying to stay out of Hestor’s way, Maria did as she was told and
joined Abigail on the bench in the back of the house. “It has been so
pleasant here, visiting with you.”

“Well, it’s too short of a visit for me.” Abigail smiled at Maria. “T will
count the days to the next time my two friends visit me from Eastham.” She
drank her cider and watched the early morning breeze ruffle through the
high oak leaves above her head.

Maria, also enjoying the fine morning, could not stop daydreaming of
Sam and the new life growing inside her.

They arrived in Eastham a little after sunset, when it was still in
twilight. Maria’s father was not yet home from Barnstable. Matthew was
waiting on the bench.

Maria waved and called out, “Hello there, Matthew.”

He placed his tankard on the bench and rose to meet the wagon. While
tying Old Brother to the post, he watched Maria’s every move. “Did you
have a pleasant trip?”



“Wonderful,” she answered. “Abigail’s new house is splendid, except
for her housekeeper.”

Matthew helped her out of the wagon, eager just to touch her.

Maria laughed. “The woman never speaks a kind word, but surely
delivers a fine stew.”

He held her waist and looked straight into her eyes. “It’s good that you
had an agreeable visit.” When he unloaded the weary traveler’s bags, Matthew
looked back at Maria. “I’ll take care of Old Brother. Go on in and get some
rest. We’ll talk another day.”

Minda watched Matthew from across the other side of the wagon and
thought what a good man Matthew is... too bad that Maria does not see him
as he sees her.
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Present Day — July 2 & 3
BREWSTER — CAPE COD

IT WAS GETTING DARK BUT PAUL KEPT DIGGING. I went to find
a flashlight.

He called over his shoulder. “Bring one of my old paintbrushes?”

I was too excited to walk and found myself running to get the brushes
from Paul’s studio and grabbing a lantern off a shelf in the barn. By the time
I returned, Paul was down on both knees inside the cellar, digging around
the wooden box.

I scrambled in next to him. “What is it?”

He brushed the dirt from his hands and leaned back. “It’s a box, all
right, a wooden box with writing carved on top.” Without looking up, he
asked, “Did you bring the brushes?” He held his hand out like a surgeon in
the operating room.

With light from the lantern, I quickly picked the biggest brush to hand
to him, then coaxed him on with, “Do the top first.”

Gently sweeping away the black dirt Paul whispered, “It looks like a
letter D.”

I looked closer. “You’re right. I think I see something else.”

Careful not to damage the rotted wood, Paul’s gentle movements revealed
two iron strap hinges across the wooden lid. “This is awesome,” he said.

In less than a millisecond, the top caved in. “Damn it!” he shouted.

“Crap,” I whispered. A cloud of crumbling wood and dirt descended down
upon the contents. Whatever was inside the chest remained hidden once



again. I leaned in to touch the sides of the box. “It must have been beautiful
at one time. I wonder how old it is?”

Paul ran his hands over the exposed sides. “I’m not sure—maybe a
hundred years.”

The chest measured about 16 x 20 inches. “How far does it go down
into the dirt?” I bent my head over trying to get a better idea of its depth.
Neither one of us said anything for a few seconds, lost in our own curious
thoughts. Standing up, I rubbed my hands clean. “Paul it’s really getting dark.
Maybe we better go in...should we cover it with something?”

He looked down at the find. “Go get a piece of plastic and a couple of
bricks to hold it down for the night.”

I left in search of what was needed.

After covering the chest and pushing the sawhorses close together to
guard the hole, we walked towards the garage. Paul carried the lantern, and I
held the brushes. I could sense the restlessness between us as we hurried
across the yard. I knew we both wanted to keep digging, but it just wasn’t
going to happen anymore tonight. Anxious to tell the kids what we’d
discovered, I wasted no time in getting to the house.

I dropped the brushes on the worktable in the garage, kicked off my
muddy shoes then ran up the steps and into the living room. Paul stayed
behind to clean up, as usual. I called out to the kids, “Guess what we
found?”

They were all sitting in a line on the couch watching TV. I recited in
one breath, “We found an old chest at the bottom of the cellar, but it’s so
dark we had to stop digging. It even had a big letter D on it and it was about
this big,” I showed its size with my hands. Then I took another breath and
continued, “It could be over a hundred years old, but the lid broke, so we’re not
sure what else we’ll find, if anything. We’re going to try to dig it out
tomorrow.”

“Cool Mom,” Brian said, keeping his eyes on the screen.

Jim chimed in. “Maybe you’ll find treasure!” He tickled Molly, who
was sitting next to him. “And then we’ll be rich!” She laughed and flung
her legs up into the air, hitting Jim in the mouth with her tennis shoes.

“Molly, be careful,” I yelled out. “And don’t forget,” pointing at Molly,
“it’s almost time for your bed.”



July 3

When morning came, Paul was up first. I stayed a little longer sleeping.
As I stretched my arms above my head to wake up, Molly came running in
next to the bed, “Mommy, come on. Let’s go! Let’s dig up treasure.”

“Okay. Okay. I'm coming!” I sat up on the edge of the bed, dangling my
feet. “Did you already eat your breakfast?”

Molly looked at me with wide eyes. “Yup, Daddy said I could watch
and MAYBE dig a little.” She leaned close to the bed and fidgeted with her
foot, then pulled it up against her back in a stretch, “...IF I was careful.”

Within the hour, the three of us were marching to the backyard armed
with brushes, trowels and garden shovels, intent on resuming our dig in the
old cellar.

“Molly! Until your brothers get home from work you’ll have to stay
with us,” said Paul.

That was just fine with her.

After removing the sawhorse barricade, Paul pulled the tarp away to
reveal the top of the chest and stepped down into the cellar. He began
slowly to cut away at one side of the box. Molly sat on the edge of the hole
with a pile of dirt, a pail and a shovel. I jumped in next to Paul.

We first worked at trying to clear away some of the wood and dirt that
had caved in on top of the box but before long, it was evident that the contents
inside the chest had disintegrated. Disappointed, I pulled my finger back
and forth through the dust, trying to find anything. As I took one last swirl
through the dirt, my fingertips brushed against two tiny pieces of paper.
“Paul! I found something.”

Carefully I pulled them out of the dirt and rested them on my thigh.
They looked like parchment or vellum. I picked one piece up. “I see some
letters.” Reading out loud, I said, “...here’s an M, and there are two t’s.
Look, right above the two t’s there,” I pointed at the paper, “there’s another
letter that looks like an S...and there’s an m-y.”

Paul reached for the other piece. The second vellum was smaller and
had numbers written on it. He brought it closer to his face. “I can make out
a 1, a 7, and another 1, but not the last number. Wait, I think the last number
could be a 5!”



“Oh my God, this is so exciting!” I leaned closer to inspect the piece
that Paul was holding. “The numbers look like they could be a year. Like
1715 or 17757 Is it possible? Do you think this box has been down here that
long?”

“I don’t know. Let’s see what else we can find,” Paul said.

Molly was quiet and had stopped digging to see what we were looking
at. She crawled closer to the hole. “Mommy, what’s that over there?” she
asked, pointing to the side of the chest nearest her view.

“Where?” I asked.

She leaned farther into the root cellar; her outstretched finger pointed to a
dirty beige object. “There.”

We stopped and scanned the dirt. I spotted what Molly had found and
picked it up. “I wonder what it is?” I sifted through the area that it came
from. “There are a few other white fragments, but that’s all. They could be
bones, but I really doubt it.”

Paul said, “If the chest and its contents were buried hundreds of years
ago, it would be safe to presume that whatever was buried here, would not
have survived.” He reached over and took the piece from my hand. “You
know, maybe it is a bone, it looks like the top of a skull.”

“Mommy, what’s a skull?” Molly asked.

Unsure of how to explain to our five year old that we might have found
the remains of a body, we looked at each other for answers.

Paul tried to find the right words. “Uhhh, a skull is what’s under your
skin on your head....” Before he got the next word out, Molly took off,
running towards the back of the house.

“Oh, crap!” I climbed out of the hole to try and comfort her. “Molly,
don’t be afraid, it’s all right. Come on back.” She shook her head in a no. I
picked her up and started to open the back door. “Come on honey. We can
go inside if you want to.”

Paul put the bone fragment back in the dirt, picked up the two pieces of
parchment and followed us inside. Before sitting down next to Molly at the
kitchen table, he put the small pieces of vellum on top of a newspaper by
the counter, washed his hands, and asked her, “You okay honey? It’s just
some old bones. Remember when we lost Bernie? We buried the old pooch in
the back of our barn in Ohio. You helped me bury him, remember?”

Molly nodded her head up and down.



“Don’t be afraid. It surprised your Mom and me too.” He humored her as
he tried to steal a bite of her cookie.

She wiped her eyes, smiled and sipped her milk.

“Molly, you want to watch some Sesame Street for a while?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“Okay, finish up and I’ll turn it on for you.”

I could see Molly calming down as she settled herself into a big chair
to watch her favorite show. I whispered to Paul, “Should we call the
police?”

“I guess we could.”

Grabbing an old towel from the counter, I told Paul, “Why don’t you
cover up the area where we found the bone for now and I'll give them a
call.”

“Okay, make sure you tell them that we don’t know what it is,” Paul
said as he went out the back door.

With my back to Molly, I picked up the phone and dialed the non-
emergency number of the Brewster Police station.

“Brewster Police,” the lady dispatcher answered.

“Hello, this is Nancy Caldwell, and I have a non-emergency. We just
moved to Brewster a few months ago and we were digging in the back of
our house and discovered an old root cellar. As we dug down into it, we
found a chest containing, we think, a small skull. We weren’t sure if we
should call you or not.”

The dispatcher took the address and put me on hold. While I waited for
a response from the other end, I kept studying the old parchment fragments
on the counter.
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August 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

THE WARM SUMMER MONTHS WERE FILLED with hard work for
Maria. The everyday chores that had to be done, along with gardens that
needed tending, and her father who became more demanding, all plagued
her daily. By mid-August, Maria had begun to grow fuller under her skirts.
To her relief, no one noticed her changing body as she observed the Sabbath
on Sundays, or on the rare occasion she needed to enter the village for
supplies.

She tried to maintain a good diet and rested as much as she could,
knowing that she needed most of her strength to harvest not only her
vegetables and fruits, but the flax that she had planted for spinning and
weaving. The flax beds were the most difficult to care for, but very important
because her weaving had become the only source of income which was hers
alone.

One morning, while standing among the flax plants, Maria looked down at
her bare feet and smiled at how fortunate she was that her feet were small
enough to walk and weed between the rows of flax. She knew to be careful
among the delicate plants. Stroking her round belly, she thought, I have no
children to help me now, but soon enough...there will be.

Bending over to weed, she recalled Minda’s words to her when she was
small, “Dig the plant, do not pull it out...as you weed, step carefully down
the rows of flax.”



Maria learned everything about weaving from Minda: how to soak the
harvested plants in streams or ponds to loosen the flax fiber from the woody
core of the plant; how to dry and break it apart by skutching or hitting the
hard stalks with a wooden skutching knife to scrape off the hard pieces and
reveal the fibers. Maria became skilled at hackling and combing the strands
into coarse, short, and long fibers. She needed more of the long fibers to
spin into fine twisted threads, carding the short for coarser, everyday woven
cloths. As the morning sun warmed her back, she felt good, and the memory
of Minda’s encouraging words stayed in her heart, “Maria, you are a smart
child, and you learn fast. You will make a fine weaver. Your mother would
have been proud of you.”

As September neared its end, Maria had grown too large under her
skirts to hide her secret from those around her so she was forced to stop
working at the inn and attending church services. Almost daily, her lack of
energy became a burden for her; she took to napping. One afternoon, a knock
on the door of the Hallett house roused Maria from her rest. She cracked open
the door and pulled her shawl close, hoping to hide her protruding stomach
from whoever was outside. It was a woman from church. Maria’s voice
trembled with fear, “Good afternoon... Widow Baker.”

“Miss Hallett, I have come to call on you... on behalf of Reverend Treat.”

The thin elder widow, dressed in a black dress and hat, cocked her head
to look past the young girl to see what was inside. Maria stood large,
blocking the widow’s view into the house.

The inquisitive woman stretched her neck high above Maria’s head but
saw nothing unusual. She stepped back and focused her attention onto
Maria. “I am here to inquire as to why you have not been honoring the
Sabbath.”

“I have not been feeling well,” Maria replied. “I’'m tired from the
harvesting.”

“I see.” She pushed on the door and stepped a little closer into the house
to take a better look at Maria’s body. “You don’t look tired. In fact, you look
very healthy indeed.” Then she noticed the bulge under Maria’s shawl. “Very
healthy!”

Eager for the woman to leave, Maria spoke quickly, “My father will be
home soon, I must get back to my work. Thank you for your concern.”



Frightened of this mean and meddlesome old woman, Maria wanted her to go.
In a panic, she pushed her outside and slammed the door shut behind her.

The Widow Baker quickly turned on her heels, only to stand face to face
with the weathered and splintered door. “Well, of all the rudeness. I never....” She
left in a rage. “The ladies and the Reverend will be very interested in this little
encounter.”
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September 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

AS MARIA CLOSED THE DOOR she knew her life would never be the
same; the Widow Baker would see to that. She leaned her back against the
wooden door and let her head fall forward, her emotions exploding in cries
and fits of piercing screams. Her distended body slid to the floor. “Sam,
where are you?” Her shawl caught on the rough edges of the old door and
trailed in a pattern of grotesque shapes above her head. With her legs
outstretched on the dirt floor before her, and her face wet from tears, she
called out to her mother for help, and then she screamed, “SAM! WHERE
ARE YOU?”

With her energy depleted, both physically and emotionally, she
remained motionless on the dirt floor—quiet, desperate and alone.

The Sunday Social

The social gathering after Sunday meeting was held at the house of
Widow Baker, a tragedy for Maria but a social coup for the widow. Of modest
means, the Widow’s house was simple, yet large enough to accommodate
the men and women who wanted to meet socially and hear about the
activities of their neighbors. As some of the ladies gathered in the corner by
the sideboard, the Widow Baker came over to them and spoke, “I am so



glad to see all of you here at my house.” She sat down and folded her hands
against her black skirts. Smugly she smiled. “I have some interesting news,
but I am not sure I should be telling you.”

Mrs. Eldridge leaned closer. “What is it?”

Mrs. Paine urged her on, “Yes dear, you must tell us.” She took a large
bite from her sweet bread.

Reaching for her teacup, Widow Baker took a sip, clinked her cup
back onto its saucer and continued with pursed lips, “Well, if you insist. I
was passing by the Hallett house the other day and thought I would stop in to
see how the girl, Maria, was doing.”

With her mouth full, Mrs. Paine sputtered, “Go on. Go on.”

The widow paused in mid sip. “When she opened the door to me, I knew
immediately something was wrong.”

Mrs. Eldridge leaned in so close that she almost fell from her seat.

The Widow Baker continued, “After a few impolite words from the young
girl, I could see that there was something different about her.”

The women stopped eating and grew quiet.

She whispered to them, “I do believe she is with child!”

A collective gasp echoed from the small group of women.

“What?” Mrs. Eldridge yelped.

“I said, ‘I think she is with child!’ ”

The women all leaned back in their chairs, resumed their nibbling, and
shook their heads back and forth in disapproval.

Reverend Treat noticed the commotion coming from the corner and
walked over to them. “Well, how are we today, good women?”

Mrs. Eldridge spoke, “Fine.... Thank You Reverend.” She snatched up her
piece of the bread.

Mrs. Stone set down her teacup and braced herself to share the news. “You
see, my dear Reverend, the Widow Baker was telling us that she thinks the
girl, Maria Hallett, might be...” she empathized her words with a bravado,
“...with child.”

Reverend Treat responded slowly, “I see....” He furrowed his brow. The
Widow Baker was quick to finish her news. “I saw her, months back,
walking with a stranger. And my hired hand said he saw the same man at the
tavern, talking of finding treasure. Well, what would you expect? The poor
girl has no mother and her father is, you know....”



Reverend Treat interrupted her. He was not going to tolerate the sin of
gossip. “Ladies, please let us not pass judgment on the girl. Until evidence
is brought before the church, we must not make assumptions. Should such
evidence of sin become apparent, then the proper punishment will be
administered. Now, let us continue with our repast and enjoy our
afternoon.”

The ladies were silent as the reverend walked away to join the other
men. Whispers of ‘whore’ and ‘shun’ were soon floating into the air from
the women’s little circle amidst the clanging of teacups against saucers.
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October 1715
EASTHAM — CAPE COD

MARIA WAS TOO AFRAID TO LEAVE THE HOUSE after the
Widow Baker’s visit. The prying eyes and judgmental behavior of the
church’s good ladies were unbearable for her. Over the past month of
Maria’s self-inflicted seclusion, she was miserable. She did her chores as
well as her swollen body would allow her to do but it was never enough for
her father. Oblivious to her physical limitations of carrying a child, he
demanded food and labor from her with no relenting. On one exceptionally
cold morning, gentle puffs of steam billowed from Maria’s mouth into the
chilly bedroom air as she lay under the coarse, prickly blankets, not wanting to
get up. Approaching her seventh month with child, her body temperature
usually kept her warm during the frosty mornings of late October, but not
today. She finally rose from her nest, dragging her bedcover like a large
cape behind her.

Grabbing the long iron stick from its hook in the kitchen hearth, she
poked at the fire’s embers and waited until a spark ignited, then fed it some
kinder and a log. Maria walked back to bed and lay down. Her eyes closed,
she stroked her large belly, moving her hands in circles over her bloated
stomach. She felt the need to relieve herself and groaned in irritation. This
bothersome task plagued her morning, noon and night and usually she
accepted it. Today she felt annoyed. Pulling herself from her bed once more,
she squatted on the necessary jar. As she reached for a clean shift, she heard her



father stir. Worried that he would notice her condition, she dressed quickly,
then went into the kitchen to begin her day.

Her father was as ornery as ever. He’d continued drinking his liquors,
rendering him irrational in his demeanor. During the day he remained in the
barn, tanning hides that he’d caught himself, or from others who’d brought
skins to him. Maria took note that his longtime customers were keeping their
distance. His reputation as a craftsman, who could make superb vellum and
soft leather, was slowly being replaced with an image of unreliability and
the village buffoon. He seemed to Maria as a man who cared little for anything,
except his drink. He never even noticed the physical changes in his own
daughter’s body.

Supplies were low in the pantry and today Maria barely had enough
flour to make breakfast. The low staples meant that she must face the
scrutiny of her neighbors. She hoped to wait one more day before having to
enter town. Perhaps she could stretch her supplies if she didn’t eat as much,
then she could save her portion for her father and stay home.

Old man Hallett finished his morning biscuits and pushed his empty
plate away. He ordered, “You need to deliver my hides to Mr. Eldridge
today.”

Maria had forgotten that she had to go into town for him. More
frightening than facing the wrath of her father was the possibility of
meeting church ladies with their scornful glances aimed at her and her
‘sinful’ condition. She did not want to go. She grew defiant. “I’m sorry
Father. I simply can’t go today, I must finish my cloth. You said you needed
my weaving money for your debt.”

Hallett knew she was right. His debt required more money than he had.
Reaching for his jacket he spoke, “Mind your chores today, girl. I expect
you to finish that cloth. I’ll be back late.”

“Fine,” Maria answered, pleased with herself for the rare time that she
got her way. She watched him close the door, then moved to the small
window, where she saw him enter the barn. Let him make the delivery, she
thought. He’d get his money, get drunk and not return till late.

Within minutes, he had the bundle of hides under his arm and was
walking into town.

Maria rubbed her belly in soothing circles. In her isolation, she had
become accustomed to talking to her unborn child. She spoke in a soft



voice. “At least we’ll have the day to ourselves. Now what song would you
like me to sing to you?”
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Tuesday Morning — October 29, 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

THOMAS HALLETT EAGERLY ANTICIPATED his payment as he
walked to the house of Jacob Eldridge. He had hoped that Jacob’s wife,
Mrs. Eldridge, was not at home so he could drop off the tanned leather, get
his money, and leave quickly. He knocked on the door.

A shrill voice called from inside the house, “Helloooo, just a minute!”

He cursed under his breath at the whiney sound of the irritating Mrs.
Eldridge. The door opened, and the elder woman greeted him.

Tom Hallett gave no greeting in return. “This package is for your
husband. He said the money would be waitin’ for me.”

The puzzled lady looked him up and down and then instructed him:
“You will have to wait until I speak with my husband. He’s busy right now.
Wait here please.” She took the package and shut the door in the old man’s
face.

Hallett cursed again, wiping his nose on his sleeve as he stood his
ground.

Several minutes went by before Mrs. Eldridge opened the door once
more. “Here’s your money, sir. And if I may ask, how is your daughter,
Maria?”

He answered, “She be well.”

The woman was persistent. “I hope that the state she’s in will not bring
shame on our community.”



Hallett did not wait to hear her comment. He turned and walked away,
counting his coins.

The tavern was empty except for a few travelers eating their midday meal.
Hallett slammed a coin on the table and instructed Mr. Smith to give him a
drink. Ale was set upon the dark wooden sideboard. Hallett finished it with a
single lift of his hand. As several coins spilled out of his bony fingers, his
tankard crashed down once more and he yelled, “MORE!”

Mr. Smith was happy to have the old man’s money but was prepared to
cut him off when necessary. It wasn’t good for business. The tavern keeper
drained ale from the tap as he tried to engage Hallett in idle conversation.
“How’s the tanning business these days?”

“As good as it should be.” Leaning closer, he took another long swig
from the tankard.

The stout proprietor began to wipe the spilled ale from Hallett’s
sloppiness. “How’s Maria? I haven’t seen her for several months.”

The old man snarled back at him. “She’s fine, and it’s none of your
business.”

“I was just wondering when she was coming back to the tavern for
work. She, no doubt, is a pretty little thing.”

“Pretty?? It’s nothing but a curse for her and me. Why, some scalawag
by the name of Sam Bellamy tried to get his hands on her a while back, but
I wouldn’t let him. I showed him my fist.” He raised his gnarled hand in a
ball. “Then I told him to get off my property!”

Mr. Smith leaned closer. “My missus’ told me that some of the ladies
think something did happen with him and your Maria.”

“What?”

“I said that some of the good ladies of the church are concerned that
your Maria might be with child.”

Hallett stood straight. Ale dripped from his lips as he asked again, “What’s
that you say?”

Before Mr. Smith could speak another word, his first words sank into
Hallett’s brain. The old man slammed his tankard on the table and stormed



out of the tavern, pushing chairs over in his path.

OceanofPDEF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

21

Tuesday Afternoon — October 29, 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

LAUNDRY DAY WAS A TIRESOME CHORE for Maria. The extra
weight of her unborn child made any physical movement difficult for her,
especially heavy wet clothes. While the sun rose above Maria’s head, she
draped the clean clothes to dry across boulders, low branches, bushes, a fence
and the rock wall. When she finished, she sat on the wooden bench against
the outside of the house for a rest and nibbled on some dried fruit.

The autumn sun grew warm on her face. She decided a little more
weaving on a promised cloth for Mrs. Ellis, Matthew’s mother, could be
accomplished before her nap. Weaving was so enjoyable to Maria. It was a
skill that she was proud to have conquered and, to her surprise, it brought a
welcome profit.

She climbed the stairs to the long room above the first floor. In the
eaves, she lifted a twelve-inch wooden square up and away from its frame,
and tied its anchor rope to a nail on the center beam. The fresh air blew
cool; it felt good. Her hands rested across her stomach. Outside, she noticed
something strange on the path leading to their house. Her eyes focused on a
figure approaching. She thought it looked like Father walking, but it
couldn’t be, he never comes home this time of day after he gets his pay. Maria
whispered under her breath. “It IS Father!” She quickly walked over to the
stairs and began to descend into the kitchen. As she neared the bottom, she
heard her name, "MARIA!”



Startled, her foot slid on the edge of the last step and she fell
backwards. Swiftly she righted herself.

Her father threw open the door. He sounded furious. “MARIA! Where
are you?”

“Here, Father! What’s wrong?”

He came closer to her. She backed towards the wall under the stairs. As
she clutched one hand to her shawl, the other rose slightly, ready to defend
herself.

Hallett yelled, “Show me yourself, or I’'ll show you the back of my
hand! Drop your hands so I can see!”

Maria let go of her covering and waited for the pain of his hand.

But it did not come.

Hallett stood with his hand raised as if to hit, but instead his wide eyes
settled on Maria’s protruding stomach. The back of his hand moved to
cover his own mouth.

Silence passed between them.

“You little whore...did you think you could fool me and everyone else in
Eastham?”

“Please, let me explain....” Maria begged.

Hallett glared at her. “I want nothing to do with you and your bastard
child! You’ve brought shame upon me.” He reached for the iron poker
hanging by the hearth. “I want you out of my house. Go find whoever did
this to you.” He held the iron stick in the air above his head and roared,
“Let him take care of you; I’'m done with you. You’ve been nothing but a
burden since your mother passed.”

Maria closed her shawl to cover herself. Her hands trembled as she
pleaded again, “Father, please... I’ll work hard and listen to everything you tell
me to do. I have nowhere to go.”

Behind Hallett, Maria caught a glimpse of a man coming into the
house. It was Mr. Smith. Hallett remained poised to hit Maria. Within seconds,
Smith took the poker from the angry man’s hand and led him out of the
house. He spoke as a friend and implored, “Come, Thomas...outside...before
you do something you’ll regret.”

Maria stood with body shaking, thoughts paralyzed. Confused, afraid
and fearful, she didn’t know what to do or where to go.



Mr. Smith came back into the house to find her crying on the stairs.
“Are you all right?” he asked. He took a seat at the table and swiveled his
head from side to side in despair. “You must realize that your father will never
come around to this. His pride has been hurt, and he’s stubborn as an old
mule. You should have told him and not let him find out from others.”

Maria stayed close to the wall and with tears answered him, “I was
afraid to tell him.”

He gently scolded her. “The damage has been done. I presume you
know that your condition will not be agreeable with the ladies and
Reverend Treat?”

She moved away from the shadow of the stairs and into the light of the
hearth. “Yes, I’'m aware of this.”

“Your father wants you to leave. Do you have somewhere that you’ll be
safe?”

“No....I do not.”

Smith added, “I was able to get him to agree to you staying till
tomorrow morning, but then you must go. He does not want to set eyes
upon you, ever again. He chooses to sleep in the barn tonight. I’'m sorry,
Maria. I have done all I can. I’m afraid that most people will not be
sympathetic to you; in their minds you have committed a grave sin.” He
pulled a small pouch from the inside of his waistcoat and placed it on the
table. “Here’s something to help you on your way.”

Maria stepped forward to examine its contents. She opened it, and
several coins fell into her hand. “Mr. Smith, I could not accept this from
you.”

“It’s not from me. Sam Bellamy left this for you in my safekeeping, in
case you had need of it in his absence. I questioned at the time, but he spoke no
reason to me.” Looking at Maria, he added, “I understand now.”

Maria returned the coins to the pouch.

“I must go..may the Lord be with you.” He left a heavy silence
hanging over the room.
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Tuesday Evening — October 29, 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

ALONE IN THE SMALL HOUSE, the silence was deafening to Maria’s
ears and her knees would not stop shaking. She cradled the small pouch
from Sam in her lap, nestled into the folds of her skirts. The anxious
trembling of her legs caused the coins to strike one another. Their clinking
became the only sound in the empty house. At last, she was still, but then she
felt movement under her skirts. A tightening formed a point on one side of
her stomach. “Oh, I’m sorry little one. I’ve upset you.” Maria looked down.
“Yes, I need to think. We must have a plan, but what?” Abigail’s face
appeared in her thoughts. “We could go to Abigail’s house.”

She began talking to herself, working through her options, “Abigail said
she would help me. But how do we get there?” She walked over to the
window and looked to the barn. “I can’t use Old Brother. What can I carry my
things in? The pushcart will have to do. I shall take only what I need and
walk there. I know this will work.”

Maria remembered her mother’s travel bag. Pleased, she began looking
in the storage space above the main floor. The top of the bag peeked out
above baskets of wool and threads against the far wall. After carefully
pulling the cumbersome bag to the middle of the floor to inspect it, she wiped
the dust away with her hand. Her mother’s initials were stamped on the
outside: S.A.M. for Sarah Anne McNeill. Maria thought it odd that it spelled
‘Sam’ and took it as a good omen. Fearful that she might slip again, she



shoved the bag down the stairs. Dust flew into the air as it tumbled to the
bottom.

Maria stuffed four skirts, three shifts, two corsets, several hand-kerchiefs, two
pockets, straight pins, one apron, two shawls, two pairs of stockings and her
mother’s looking glass into the old bag. She looked around her tiny room.
“Now where’s Minda’s lavender water?” She stopped. “Minda! How will
Minda know where I am?” Frantically, she secured the latch on her mother’s
bag. “I can’t think about the PowWah, I must keep going.”

Her legs began to ache, warning her that she needed rest. Grudgingly, she lay
down, but kept thinking of other things to bring: food for the trip, spinning
wheel, tools for carding and spinning. Restless, she soon got up and
continued her packing.

After her last meal of the day, Maria eventually retired to bed. Still
worried about what to pack, she accepted that she had enough items but
doubts plagued her dreams throughout the night. She awoke after only a
few hours concerned about the bumpy and rutted roads she must walk on,
and the distance she needed to travel.
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Wednesday — October 30, 1715
EASTHAM - CAPE COD

BY EARLY DAWN, Maria had already brought the pushcart around to the
front of the house. Her mother’s case was placed in first. To her
disappointment its bulkiness nearly filled the whole cart. She pushed her
weaving supplies in tight around the outsides of the bag, using their
thickness as a cushion. Wrapping her scutching knife in a handkerchief, she
pocketed it for easy access, if needed for protection. She was barely able to
squeeze her food across the top of her pile of belongings. Lastly, she covered
everything with a shawl and a blanket, then tied them down with rope.
Hurrying back into the house to check if anything was forgotten Maria
paused to look around.

“My spinning wheel!” she cried out. “I can’t leave it behind; I need it.”
She paced back and forth in front of the hearth, holding her head in her
hands. “How foolish of me to think that I could take it with me. There’s no
room in the cart.” Her head shook in despair. The wheel meant so much to
her; it was her freedom from being dependent on others. It was the one
thing that she needed the most.

Maria climbed the stairs to the loft. She spun the wheel and held her
hand over its movement as it whirred on its axle. The other hand caressed
her belly. “The spinner must stay. We need to leave now, before Father
wakes.”

Returning to the kitchen, she looked once more around the tiny house.
Nothing else would be missed; memories of her dear mother were stored in



her heart. After adjusting her heavy cape, she placed on her cap, closed the
door and never looked back.

As Maria pus