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  THE VIKING’S DAUGHTER


  I


  
    BAR HARBOR, Mt. Desert, Maine


    Desire to retain your services in important matter. Please come at once. All expenses paid. Money no object.


    ALLISON DINGLE

  


  The telegram had arrived at a moment when Mr. Tutt — the rest of the office force, with the exception of Miss Sondheim and Bonnie Doon, having departed for a vacation — was feeling particularly old and lonely.


  “Dingle? Dingle? Ever hear of him, Bonnie?” He tossed the yellow sheet toward the ambulance chaser. “Look him up in Who’s Who.”


  Mr. Doon reached for the unwieldy red volume that always stood on the end of the table alongside the Bible, the World Almanac, Burke’s Peerage, Bartlett’s Familiar Quotations, the Shakespearean Concordance, Bibby’s Pocket Dictionary and Ploetz’s Manual of Universal History.


  “Dingal — Dingball — Dingbat — Dingel — here he is: ‘Dingle, Allison; b. Yonkers, N.Y., Sept. 30, 1870; s. Thomas and Sarah Jane D.; m. Mary Haskell, of Brooklyn, N.Y., April 15, 1904.’ Gee! This guy certainly hates himself! They write their own obituaries, you know! Claims he’s a manufacturer, financier, author, genealogist, agrostologist _”


  “What’s that?” asked Mr. Tutt.


  “Got me!” answered Bonnie. “But whatever it is, he says he’s it!”


  “What clubs or societies does he belong to?”


  “Union League, Yale, Sons of the Revolution, Society of American Wars, United Order of Americans, President of the Breakfast Food Manufacturers’ Association, Vice-President of the Nordic Society — there’s nearly a page of it!”


  “He’s everything but a Blue Goose and a Sacred Camel!” declared Mr. Tutt.


  “Anyhow, I guess he’s good for a ticket to Bar Harbor.” Bonnie replaced the book. “If you don’t feel like taking such a long trip this hot weather, I —”


  Now, although Mr. Tutt had always insisted that New York was par excellence the finest summer resort upon the American continent, he was at this particular juncture yearning to get out of it. In the first place, there was absolutely nothing doing in the office of Tutt & Tutt; in the second, the weather had been unspeakably hot; thirdly and lastly, he hated to be left there all by himself when everybody else was off having a good time, and even the Saturday-night meetings of the “Bible Class” at the Colophon Club, where they played deuces wild and everybody raised on a red and black nine, had been temporarily suspended.


  Besides, strange as it may seem, in spite of the fact that Mr. Tutt was by birth a New Englander and had fished most of the inland waters of the state of Maine, he had never visited the sea-coast, although he probably knew more of its early history than most of the native inhabitants. He had passed many a winter evening beside his sea-coal fire in his musty old library on Twenty-third Street, smoking innumerable stogies and reading of the earlier expeditions from France and England to the North Atlantic coast nearly two decades before the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth in 1620.


  Champlain was one of his favorite heroes, and he was familiar with the fact of his picturesque but ill-starred expedition, which, under the charter of Henry of Navarre, King of France, and the leadership of Pierre de Guast, Sieur de Monts, had visited the coast of Maine in 1603, discovered the island of Mt. Desert, and attempted unsuccessfully to establish a colony at the mouth of the St. Croix River, where most of his followers had fallen victims to starvation, scurvy and Indian arrows. Hence Mr. Tutt’s interest in Mt. Desert was not social, nor even professional, but historic.


  He had always wanted to go to Mt. Desert; and now the chance was being offered him — all expenses paid — by the distinguished Mr. Allison Dingle. Send Bonnie Doon in his place? Perish the thought! It made no difference who or what Mr. Dingle might be, or the nature of the matter in which the latter desired to retain him. “Service” was the motto of Tutt & Tutt.


  So Mr. Tutt gave Bonnie Doon a paternal smile.


  “It is very kind of you to suggest going in my place,” he said. “But as I read his telegram, Mr. Dingbat demands my personal attention.”


  “Dingle is the name,” corrected Mr. Doon with hauteur.


  His employer rose.


  “I shall honor the call of this patriotic manufacturer of dry cereals,” he announced. “You and Miss Sondheim can hold down the office furniture while I am gone.”


  Thus it was that Mr. Tutt, at five o’clock the next morning, had found himself in the wilds of Maine. He had gone via Boston and debouched at Bangor, tired and rather cross, after a sleepless night in the Pullman; but having snatched a cup of coffee at the station restaurant and transferred himself to the back platform of the train, he had begun to revive. As he rattled down the single track to Ellsworth and the Mt. Desert ferry, Mr. Tutt, breathing into his tobacco-tanned lungs the cold air in which the balsam of pine forests was mingled with the breath of the ever-nearing sea, revived more and more.


  Later he stood clinging to his hat in the bow of the “Norumbega” as it churned across the bay toward the mountains that ranged themselves like a row of gigantic elephants over the island of Mt. Desert, passed through a narrow channel between some small spruce-covered islands, called The Porcupines, and threading its way among the yachts lying in the harbor, bumped at length against the Bar Harbor pier. Mr. Tutt had enjoyed every minute of that beautiful sail, and it was by reason of his desire not to miss anything, and his consequent commanding position in the bow of the steamer, that he was the only passenger to observe the tableau at that moment being enacted upon a neighboring float at which lay a small stubby white launch.


  A girl in khaki overalls and blue jersey, her yellow hair cupped by a round blue worsted cap, was standing in the stern, evidently engaged in saying good-bye to a white-flanneled young man upon the float, who seemed disinclined to let go her hand. They evidently had a great deal of importance to say to each other, and they were much too engrossed to notice either the approach of the “Norumbega,” or the inquiring presence of Mr. Tutt.


  “All ashore that’s going ashore!” yelled the mate as the hawser looped one of the piles; and Mr. Tutt, grasping his carpetbag, descended the plank.


  Reaching the pier, he turned to see what further might have happened. The launch was by this time a couple of hundred yards from the float, scudding for the open bay, the girl looking back, one hand upon the wheel, and waving good-by with the other.


  A trimly gaitered chauffeur relieved Mr. Tutt of his carpetbag, conducted him to a shining limousine, whirled him through the town and up a half-mile of curving bluestone drive to a chateau surrounded by pines upon the summit of a neighboring hill.


  It was a sparkling day, one of Stevenson’s “green days in forests, blue days at sea.” The odor of roses drifted from the garden near by; across the tree tops he caught the glint of the ocean.


  Mr. Tutt would have liked to throw himself down on the lawn, stick his face into the hot grass, and maybe roll about and kick his old heels in the air; but a portly, pink-faced manservant was standing upon the marble step beneath the porte-cochère.


  “Mr. Dingle wished me to say that he will be down in a few minutes,” he said. “Breakfast is at nine o’clock. Shall I show you to your room, sir?”


  So Mr. Tutt turned his back on the sunlight outside and followed the butler through a shadowed entrance hall, hung with armor and mounted trophies, and up the heavily carpeted stairs, to a vast white bedchamber, adjoining an equally vast bathroom, resplendent in tile and gleaming nickel.


  At the door of this natatorium, Mr. Griffin, the gentleman in waiting, paused.


  “How do you like your bath, sir?”


  “Er — medium, I guess,” temporized the old lawyer.


  The eyes of the stately one enfiladed Mr. Tutt’s congress shoes, string tie and rusty old frock coat. Elevating the carpetbag upon a supercilious finger, he inquired unhopefully, “Shall I lay out some other clothes for you, sir?”


  Mr. Tutt, who had thrown himself at full length upon a lounge and was feeling in his pockets for a match, waved him aside.


  “No,” he replied. “In point of fact, I haven’t got any. And you needn’t bother to open that bag, either. There’s nothing in it but a toothbrush, a pair of socks, a bundle of stogies and my last copy of the Influence of Wealth in Imperial Rome.”


  “Very good, sir. Thank you, sir,” said Mr. Griffin.


  “Not at all!” said Mr. Tutt.


  II


  “I’m a Nordic,” said Mr. Allison Dingle, half an hour later, with one eye on the butler. “And,” he added with a significant nod at Mr. Tutt across the breakfast table, “we Nordics must hang together.” He drained his cup of coffee nervously and poured half a pitcher of cream over the cereal on the plate before him. “Oh, I’m not a pessimist! All I mean is that we Nordics, who furnish most of the back-bone, muscle and moral character to the American nation, ought to present a solid front to any attempted relaxation of the immigration laws. America ought to be for the American — the real ones! We ought to breed true,” he waved a stubby arm, “particularly since we live in a country where the really good elements in the stock have a chance to rise to the top. There’s where we put it all over the English and the Germans, who weaken the strain by inter-marriage within an artificial nobility already run to seed!”


  An egg-shaped spoon jingled. Mr. Dingle was addressing an imaginary audience of thousands.


  “Yes, sir! ‘Out of a democracy of opportunity we have created an aristocracy of achievement!’ There is no wealth, no honor, no public position which is not within the grasp of any man who has it in him. Look at the Vanderbilts, the Astors; at Rockefeller, at Carnegie, at Ford — and, in a more modest degree, myself! These men had nothing except their natural inheritance of brains and moral fibre, and the other dominant characteristics of our race.”


  He leaned back in his wicker chair, which creaked ominously, a short, snugly-tailored fat man with restless gray eyes.


  “When did you come over?”


  Mr. Tutt regarded him abstractedly.


  “Me? The ferry landed me at the Bar Harbor pier about twenty minutes ago.”


  “I know that — I meant your people. When did they come to America?”


  “I haven’t the remotest idea.”


  Mr. Dingle refused to be placed in the position of entertaining a mongrel.


  “‘Tutt’ sounds like a Scotch name,” he mused, ignoring his guest’s admission of ignorance. “We Dingles are Scotch. ‘Dingwell’ the name was originally, until it was unfortunately corrupted over here to ‘Dingle.’ There is a barony in the family. The first Lord Dingwell dates from 1609. My personal forbears were naturally not in the direct line, but were merely of good, honest yeoman stock, who came over somewhere toward the beginning of the last century. I find genealogy rather interesting to play with. Everybody should have a hobby, don’t you think?”


  “I certainly do,” agreed Mr. Tutt.


  Mr. Dingle cast his other eye at the tall Englishman who was fussing at the side-table.


  “That will be all, Griffin,” he said impatiently. “You needn’t wait.” Griffin reluctantly retired, and his master arose and closed both doors leading off the breakfast porch.


  “We may as well get down to business,” continued Mr. Dingle as he sat down again. “Your time is valuable and so is mine — and I have a golf engagement at ten o’clock. Try one of these.” He extended a gold case containing a row of oversized cigarettes, each bearing the intials “A. D.” surmounted by a discreet crest.


  Mr. Tutt produced a withered stogy.


  “I’ll smoke my own brand, if you don’t mind.”


  Mr. Dingle helped himself and returned the case to his pocket.


  “Well, the fact is I’m up against a delicate situation. Every rich man has to face the possibility of blackmail, I suppose, but this is different from the ordinary run .... The trouble is Robert insists on marrying the girl. He’s only twenty-two, and still in college. All my hopes are centered on him. I want him to take my place in the business world — to start where I leave off — and so far, he has come right up to scratch. But last Sunday he broke the news to me that he wanted to get married. At first, naturally, I supposed that it was some girl friend of his whom I knew, whose parents come up here in the summer — from New York, Philadelphia or Boston. Then I discovered that this woman had been a waitress at the village tearoom, and that she is the daughter of a — of a lobsterman.”


  Mr. Dingle paused to allow the full horror of the disclosure to sink in.


  “Yes, sir! The daughter of a common fisherman — a man who gets his living by catching lobsters. Imagine my son tied up for life to a woman like that! It would ruin him socially — and in a business way too. Ridicule is the one thing that kills a man. Lobsters! It would spoil all my daughter’s chances of making a proper match. There is a young Englishman of title over here just now, who is quite attentive to her. If he knew about this lobster business he’d run like a rabbit!”


  Mr. Tutt nodded.


  “No doubt he would .... Have you seen the young lady?”


  “No! And I don’t want to. Whatever she looks like — and I assume that she must be good-looking or Robert wouldn’t have fallen for her — such a marriage would be preposterous — a calamity”


  “Do you know anything against her except that she is a lobsterman’s daughter?”


  “That’s all I want to know. I don’t want to be allied with that sort of people.”


  “What’s her name?”


  “Her name?” Mr. Dingle’s gray eyes held the glint of ice. “Her name,” he announced, “is Dizzy Zucker — and she comes from Mud Island!”


  Mr. Tutt experienced a certain sympathy for his dogmatic host. Dizzy Zucker of Mud Island! It certainly sounded like bad news!


  “What do you want me to do?” he asked.


  “Go there and buy her off.”


  “But suppose she won’t be bought off?”


  “Every woman has her price. I’ll pay her anything she asks, so long as it doesn’t get into the papers; buy the whole island rather than have my only son married to a lobsterman’s daughter! Can’t you see the headlines? Mud Island! There’d be photographers and reporters swarming all over it! I’ve no idea what kind of a name Zucker is — Italian probably, or maybe it’s Portuguese — there are a lot of them scattered along the coast. But that’s the least of my troubles. I could even swallow Mud Island! What I can’t stomach is the lobsters — and the girl’s front name! Dizzy might mean anything. I can’t find out from Robert whether it’s her surname, her Christian name — if she is a Christian — or a nickname. If it’s the last, she probably drinks. I don’t know how a girl would get a name like that in any other ways — unless she was an acrobat or suffered from vertigo. Some of these islanders are a tough lot.” He leaned back and patted his forehead with his napkin. “Dizzy! Lobsters!” he muttered.


  “Where is this Mud Island?”


  “Thirty miles offshore from Bass Harbor Light. I’ll send you over, when you’re ready, in my motorboat. You’ll get there in a couple of hours. If money won’t turn the trick, maybe your powers of persuasion will. I appreciate that what I’m asking you to do for me is a bit unusual, and I’ll not forget it. Do whatever is necessary, and if you’re successful, you can fill out your own check and I’ll sign it without looking to see how much it’s for. I’ve a lot of other business — and my present attorney isn’t altogether satisfactory.”


  He was the kind of client all lawyers dream about.


  “I’ve only one suggestion,” said Mr. Tutt, “and that is that you go with me. It would be much safer if you were on hand to sign your check and close the transaction yourself. If I went alone, the girl might change her mind while I was making my report to you, or perhaps tell your son.”


  “There’s something in that,” agreed Mr. Dingle. “We’ll go together, and start after luncheon. Now I must hustle off to the golf club. Meantime try to amuse yourself.”


  “I’d like a chance to talk to your son before we go,” said the old lawyer. “It might be wise to get a slant on the young lady through him.”


  “All right. But you’ll find him very obstinate. He simply won’t talk to me! In fact we’re barely on speaking terms. However — see you at one o’clock. Ta-ta!”


  III


  From where Mr. Tutt stood on the veranda, awaiting the arrival of the Younger Dingle, he could see the whole grand sweep of Frenchman’s Bay. Eastward stretched the hundred-harbored coast, promontory after promontory lying in echelon. Behind him, on the hill, crows summoned one another to council in the pines, squirrels scampered over carpets of pine needles. The air was tonic to the old lawyer’s soul.


  “What a place to live!” he exclaimed as, with his eyes wandering over the horizon festooned with the smoke of distant steamers bound for Halifax or New York, his thoughts flew back three hundred years to the day when Champlain in his patache, a tiny open boat with lateen sails and oars, had come coasting by the reefs and rocks, the bays and harbors of the then unknown coast, until he had sighted the bare summits of Les monts désert from which the island took its name. Hardy explorers those, who, braving shipwreck, starvation and savage enemies, had come in their tiny shallops to found a new empire for the King of France!


  The seascape shifted its lights and shadows to suit the play of the old man’s fancy. The low-lying islands became the shelter of Spanish buccaneers, their rakish schooners hiding behind clumps of trees to swoop down upon the unconscious fishermen, — that far-off sloop, carrying its load of lumber from Eastport to Boston, changed to a Portuguese caravel, a Norse trireme, a shallop of the Cabots, or the quaint bark of the brave De Guast with his motley company of nobles and vagabonds, — a crew of whom François Villon would have loved to sing — of gamblers, cutthroats, gay young blades of Paris, bloods of the court of Henry IV, and thieves fleeing the torture of the galleys. Mr. Tutt knew the stories of all of them. Under the still, blue, burning sky he saw the mists enveloping De Guast’s fragile vessel amid the crags of the long-sought islands; heard the surf roaring along the barren granite shores; watched the creaming of the sunken reefs, the flapping sails of the pinnace; heard the boom of cannon above the songs of Lescarbot and the patter of Latin prayers. Did Dingle suspect the debt he owed De Guast?


  “How do you do, sir?” The words, in a clear, boyish voice, brought Mr. Tutt to himself. Robert Dingle, tall, brown, was extending his hand. Mr. Tutt recalled the scene on the float. It was thus that he had first seen him. His heart warmed to the young man. Was Dingle, Sr., on the right track, after all? In his self-assumed capacity of adjuster-general of the universe, Mr. Tutt resolved to get at the bottom of the matter.


  “How about a walk in the woods?” he suggested, with his gentlest smile. “I don’t often get such a chance as this — That is, unless you have an engagement.”


  The boy shook his head.


  “No,” he replied; “as it happens, I’ve nothing whatever to do this morning. I’ll be delighted to show you a little of Mt. Desert.”


  They wandered up the hill back of the house, through the pines, to an open sunny spot on the very crest covered with gray reindeer-moss.


  Mr. Tutt made no effort to force the conversation, but there was something so sympathetic about the old man’s kindly face and courteous manner, that they had not rested there twenty minutes before Robert had told him the whole story of his love-affair with Dizzy Zucker.


  “It all seems so foolish and unnecessary!” declared the boy, as he lay on the bed of moss with his hands locked behind his head, looking up at Mr. Tutt. “If Father would only just see Dizzy once, and talk to her — but he won’t even let me bring her to the house! It isn’t as if she were an uneducated girl, — Dizzy goes to college. You see, I’m on our college glee club and we gave a concert at Colby, winter before last. Dizzy was on their reception committee. I thought she was the grandest girl I’d ever met, so honest and capable and lovely to look at. I guess she liked me pretty well, too, although she didn’t say so.


  “I went back to college, but I used to think of her a lot, and once I sent her a book of poetry — Yeats, you know — and got a letter from her, saying she hoped we’d meet again sometime — nothing much, but very friendly and nice. Well, the following summer Dad rented this place here in Bar Harbor in order to give my sister a chance to meet what he calls the ‘right sort’ of people, and when I got here I found that Dizzy had taken a job in the village tearoom. Of course, after that, I saw her all the time.


  ”


  “That was a year ago?”


  “Yes. I didn’t see her but once last winter. You see, Dizzy’s father died a long time ago, and she has always lived with her mother and grandfather on the island, except when she has been away at school and college, or working. Last March her grandfather was taken sick with pneumonia and they sent for her to go back. He died, and she stayed on there to look after her mother, who is quite an old lady and can’t be left alone. I saw Dizzy for a couple of days during the Christmas vacation while she was visiting her brother in Boston. I want her to go back to college again this autumn, but she says she ought not to leave her mother; and that, anyhow, they couldn’t afford it unless she makes a lot of money this summer lobstering. It makes me feel like a perfect rotter to be hanging around here doing nothing, while she’s hard at work over on the island.


  “I suppose Dad would like me to marry the daughter of somebody just like himself, who’d made a few millions in mining, or insurance, or electric lighting, or canned goods, and is satisfied to spend three or four months here in the summer going out to a lot of fat luncheons and dinner parties. He talks a lot about wanting to have me begin where he leaves off. Well, where is he leaving off? As far as I can make out, it’s at the Kebo golf course and the Pot and Kettle Club. I don’t mind coming up here in my college vacations and swinging a golf club for a week or so, in order to be near him, but I’d a darn sight rather be off camping in the woods, or taking a walking trip in Switzerland, or putting in a couple of months with Grenfell in Labrador.


  “Perhaps Dad shouldn’t have sent me to college if he wanted me to be the perfect type of American business go-getter. It isn’t that I don’t like business. I do. I really enjoy it a lot. I’m pretty good at figures and I’ve taken a lot of courses in economics and banking. But I’ve taken others, too — in philosophy and fine arts — and I think there’s something in life besides money.” He considered a moment. “I want to be perfectly fair to Dad. I’m not sure he really values money any more than I do, but he confuses the kick he gets out of making it — it’s his form of sport, you see! — with the thing itself. That’s his fallacy. He says he judges people by what they’ve done, whereas he really judges them by what they’ve got. I agree that manufacturing breakfast-food is a high and honorable calling, only I don’t see why the man who makes it is any better than the woman who passes it around the table.


  “And then, of course — speaking confidentially — Dad is bugs on this Nordic business. To hear him you’d think the present generation of Dingles were of undiluted English blood. You got all this talk of his about our being merely ‘good honest yeoman stock’? Well, I looked that good old yeoman stock up, and the first Dingle to come over was a ticket-of-leave man whose family had to pay his debts to get him out of jail. And Dad’s paternal grandmother was a French Creole born in Martinique. I don’t suppose he counts her in at all!


  “He’s just as muddled in his theories about racial inheritance as he is over that democracy-of-opportunity-and-aristocracy-of-achievement bunk of his, in which he measures achievement simply by how much money a man has got. It seems to me that it’s not how much a man has got, but how he gets it that counts. I’m ready to become an aristocrat by achievement in the breakfast-food business and carry on the prestige of the Dingle family, but I’m going to marry whom I choose!


  “I don’t regard it as any particular favor to me for Dad to load me up with all his money. I’d enjoy life exactly as much as a retailer as if I were a wholesaler, — selling athletic goods, writing ads or raising chickens, so long as I do it with the right girl. From what Dizzy tells me, there’s a lot of excitement in the lobster business. Dad is too pig-headed even to look at her! Once I told him her name and where she came from, he shut up like a clam. He won’t even let me use the launch to go to see her .... Can you keep a secret?” Mr. Tutt nodded solemnly. “So she has to come over here to Bar Harbor to see me!”


  “How does she get here?”


  “In her own motorboat. She can make it in four hours and a half .... I haven’t any money of my own, but I can work. If Dad won’t give his consent to our marriage I can marry without it. I’m fond of Dad, but he doesn’t need a lawyer half so much as a little broadmindedness. He at least ought to be willing to listen to me.”


  “I’ll do my best to see that he listens to me,” said Mr. Tutt.


  IV


  It is a scant mile from the top of Malvern Hill, where the millionaires live, to the boat wharf, where the real life of Bar Harbor centres, — the steam-laundry, the bakery, Hodgkin’s fish-market, Nickerson & Spratt’s feed-store, Mr. Angelo’s peanut-stand, Charlie Parker’s canoe-float and supply-store, and the Dirigo landing, where once in a blue moon you can find an old-time Portugee seaman with rings in his ears. Thither it was that Mr. Tutt, who always gravitated toward the genuine rather than the artificial, leaving behind him the gray-stone château of good old yeoman Dingle, took his way. From the bluestone drive he emerged upon a broad concrete highway lined with flower-bedecked stone walls and, smoking a contemplative stogy, strolled down West Street toward the harbor.


  Here descending a hill, he passed a small grocery store where prominent in the window stood a pyramid of parti-colored packages labeled Dingle’s Korn Pops. America was surely the land of opportunity! Contemplatively, he continued, pausing to buy a package of peanuts from Mr. Angelo, and arriving eventually at the steamboat wharf, where he sat down on one of the piles.


  Engrossed in the view and otherwise fully occupied in eating his peanuts, he was rudely accosted from below: “Avast there! What ye doin’ with them shells?”


  Directly beneath him lay an exquisite mahogany launch nearly a hundred feet in length. Flags fluttered at her bow and stern, her brass blazed in the sunlight and the waves reflected themselves in dancing ripples on the green of her shining water-line.


  Her red-faced captain, no less immaculate, glared up at the old lawyer.


  “Don’t y’ s’pose I’ve got suthin’ better to do than pick up your peanut shells?” he demanded.


  “Sorry. Very careless of me .... Have a peanut?”


  “No, I won’t!”


  “Sorry. My mistake .... Nice launch you’ve got there .... Have a cigar?”


  The captain’s austerity melted, as did that of most people when Mr. Tutt was around.


  “Thanks, don’t mind if I do.” He made a fair catch. “Yes, she’s a pretty good boat.”


  “Who does it belong to?”


  “Feller named Dingle.”


  “Don’t say! I’ve heard of him.”


  “Like to come aboard?”


  “I sure would!”


  Thus it was Mr. Tutt made another friend.


  V


  The bell of the launch jangled, the dial registered “Full Speed — Reverse,” and the” Arrow” churned back into a whirlpool of seething foam.


  The launch, bearing the two elderly men on their cynical adventure, had raced seaward for an hour, slicing through. the rollers, while the silhouette of Mt. Desert sank lower and lower over the stern. Then on the uttermost purple rim had lifted a gray shadow, growing in definition each instant as they leaped toward it, until it had become an island with ruddy granite cliffs and fir-capped promontories; lonely, yet beautiful, and seemingly uninhabited save by the snowy gulls that spotted its rocky shores or flickered against the background of its black pines.


  “That’s Mud,” announced the captain. “Nothin’ much else between us an’ Lisbon.”


  At that moment he observed a jagged, barnacle-covered rock, not quite awash, apparently rushing directly at the “Arrow,” and gave a frenzied jingle.


  “That was a close one!” he ejaculated, gazing anxiously at the island across the maelstrom created by the “Arrow’s” abrupt retrocession. “It’s been some time since I was over here.”


  He slipped the lever to “Ahead” and the launch hummed in a sweeping half-circle around the nearest promontory.


  “That’s the harbor — such as it is.”


  They were at the mouth of a narrow cove the shores of which, littered with buoys, nets and lobster-pots, rose everywhere in steep gravel banks to where it joined the meadow. At the farther end, a few weatherbeaten gray shanties clustered about a sagging wharf. Unless one wanted to shin up the slimy piles, it was difficult to see how one could get up there.


  “Tide’s goin’ out. I’ll have to set you ashore in the tender,” the captain allowed. “I’ll run in ez fur ez I darst.”


  With her engines at “Slow” the “Arrow” nosed a hundred yards or so in toward the wharf, the anchor was dropped, the dinghy lowered.


  “Wait for us, captain,” ordered Mr. Dingle, as he climbed in, followed by Mr. Tutt. “We’ll be back inside an hour.”


  “All right, sir. I can’t stay in here ‘count of the tide, but I’ll hang around close as I kin. I’ll be watchin’ out fer ye.”


  Mr. Tutt looked about him, sniffing the reek of tar and seaweed. So this was Mud Island! Again the grim suspicion came creeping over him that, after all, Mr. Dingle might be right. How could any girl who lived in such a place, even if she had gone to college, make a suitable wife for a young man of Robert Dingle’s tradition and environment? Well, they would see. But first, how were they ever going to climb up that almost perpendicular bank? Slipping and sliding, his congress shoes filled with loose gravel, Mr. Tutt, followed by his fat client, scrambled up the slope and collapsed panting on a bed of juniper at the top. There was no suggestion of a road; no sign of life except the footpath that straggled around the cove to the group of houses on the opposite side. There was not even a cow in sight.


  “This is a hell of a place!” grunted the perspiring Mr. Dingle. “That girl must live over in one of those hovels.”


  They walked along the path, which presently ducked over the dune and quartered the stony beach left bare by the receding tide. A grizzled gaffer with incredible ringlets was searching among the stones, watched from a distance by a small freckle-faced boy. The ancient one looked up at their approach.


  “Ain’t seen a knife-blade, have ye?” he cackled at Mr. Dingle. “I lost one here some’res ever so long ago. I dunno where it is.” The cracked voice was plaintive.


  “I have not!” snapped Mr. Dingle, stepping aside into a mudhole.


  “He’s all right!” called out the small guardian, approaching. “That’s only old Pop Mullins. He’s cracked, but he won’t hurt nobody. Been lookin’ for that knife-blade for the last thirty years. He’s eighty-seven. Folks never dies here .... Dizzy Zucker? Sure, I know where she lives. You keep on this path round the cove, an’ up over that hill thar, an’ through the grove, an’ you’ll see it. Big yaller house.”


  It was a glittering afternoon. About them the meadow was sprinkled with daisies and wild roses. Beyond the reddish rocks of the headland they could see myriads of white horses racing shore-ward across a bay of indigo. The air was full of grassy smells, pungent with the odor of thyme, juniper and sun-dried moss, the breeze fragrant of fir and balsam. From overhead the sun burned hot upon their backs. Through the drone of bees and the rasping of locusts came the faint syncopated tinkle of unseen cowbells, the occasional bleat of sheep.


  “It’s a fine afternoon,” admitted Mr. Dingle. “These folks have a pretty nice place to live in — if they are able to appreciate it.”


  The path led up the hill, traversed a grove, and unexpectedly emerged upon the other side of the promontory. A horizon of unbroken ocean encircled them. From the beach below came the roar and rattle of breakers. A solidly built two-story house with a cupola, surrounded by tall pines, faced the sea a hundred yards back from the edge of the cliff. Beside the open door of a shed, piled high with birch logs, a hatchet lay upon a wood-block, the ground littered with white chips. Smoke was rising from the kitchen chimney.


  “Go ahead. You must do the talking,” directed Mr. Dingle.


  Mr. Tutt knocked on the kitchen door, which was opened by a pleasant-faced woman, spotless in white calico.


  “Does Miss Dizzy Zucker live here?” he asked.


  “Yes,” answered the woman, “here’s where she lives. She’s out at present. But if you want to bargain for lobsters, it isn’t any use, for she’s all contracted up with Gains & Foster down to Boston.”


  “We’re not looking for lobsters,” answered Mr. Dingle stiffly. “We want to see her about something else.”


  “Well, if you want to try to find her, she’s gone over to read to old Captain Freeman. He’s stone-blind. She reads to him ‘most every afternoon. You can follow the path right along the cliff.”


  They strolled on and entered the fragrant woods again, pausing frequently to enjoy the ocean-glimpses through the trees.


  “Say!” unexpectedly exclaimed Mr. Dingle, as they gazed through a framework of spruce and hemlock at the blue white-flecked bay. “This would be some site for a summer cottage, wouldn’t it? Just look at that view! A fellow could buy one of these islands and have it all to himself. Don’t suppose it would cost hardly anything to speak of. He could have a regular place over at Bar Harbor, with all the society he wanted, and come over here every day or so to — to —”


  “— to live?” suggested Mr. Tutt.


  The path circled back through the pines and they found themselves once more on the edge of the meadow overlooking the cove.


  Here, in a patch of sun, a tall old man with snow-white hair and beard was sitting with closed eyes, his head resting against a pine trunk. Beside him, flat on her stomach, lay a girl reading aloud — the girl Mr. Tutt had seen that morning on the float. She lifted her eyes at their approach.


  “I beg your pardon,” said he. “Are you Miss Zucker?”


  “Yes,” she said, without moving, “that is my name.”


  “Would it be convenient for you to have a few moments’ talk with us — on a matter of business?”


  “That’s all right, Dizzy,” boomed from the old man’s lips. “Don’t you bother about me. You must ‘a’ read more’n an hour already. Go ahead and talk to these folks.”


  Miss Zucker scrambled to her feet. She was still dressed in her khaki overalls. She had presented a pretty enough picture in the early morning as she stood in the stern of the launch with her hand upon the wheel; now, close at hand, Mr. Tutt perceived that she had real beauty.


  “What do you want to speak to me about?”


  Mr. Tutt, ignorant as he was of all feminine artifices, could not but wonder whether the blue cap and jersey had not been selected with an eye to contrast, for against them her bobbed yellow locks and clear sunburned skin looked almost golden. They made her eyes sky blue, her white teeth whiter. She stood easily erect, with her head thrown slightly back as if she were looking out to sea. Although her shoulders in the tight jersey looked absurdly small, she was only half a head shorter than Mr. Tutt — and Mr. Tutt was a tall man. Her expression was frank and direct.


  “I haven’t any lobsters — if that’s what you want,” she added.


  Mr. Dingle rubbed his chin and looked at his companion.


  “Allow me to introduce myself.” The old lawyer bowed. “My name is Tutt — Ephraim Tutt — and this is Mr. Allison Dingle.”


  Miss Zucker flushed under her tan — flushed to the top of her temples, the tips of her ears.


  “Tutt — Dingle? I never knew anybody by those names,” interjected Captain Freeman. “You’re not island men, are you?”


  Mr. Tutt, repressing a natural desire to explain that they were Nordics of good old yeoman stock, admitted that unfortunately they were not island men.


  A moment of mutual embarrassment followed, relieved by a totally unexpected diversion.


  Miss Zucker pointed suddenly to the cove.


  “If that’s your launch, she’s in trouble!” she exclaimed. “Looks to me as if she were aground.”


  A single glance was enough to satisfy them that the “Arrow” was, indeed, in trouble, for she lay canted on her side high out of water in mid-channel, surrounded by a flotilla of skiffs and lobster boats, while Captain Hull waved his arms and shouted ineffectually at the cosmos.


  “Never ought to have come in on ebb tide,” interjected the blind man, towering to his feet. “It’s plumb crazy. You don’t know much about this coast, I reckon.”


  “Better come along and see if we can’t get her off!” cried the girl, running swiftly down the hill, followed by Mr. Tutt and his client.


  “She’s hard and fast on the bar!” she shouted to them over her shoulder, as she climbed into a dory and pushed off.


  “Say,” panted Mr. Dingle, “this is awkward!”


  A crowd of perhaps twenty islanders was gathered on the beach, yelling encouragement and jocularities at the unfortunate Hull, who, waist-high in the water and assisted by the mate, was attempting to lift the bow clear of the mud.


  “I got trapped just like a lobster, b’gosh!” he shouted. “We come into the dog-goned cove all right, but when I went to turn around to git out, I got stuck on this here dog-goned mudbank. Tide must ‘a’ dropped jist enough to ketch us.”


  He grasped the bow in his arms and heaved. The thin mahogany cracked.


  “Look out!” You’ll rip the engines out of her!” warned the girl. “You can’t move until the tide comes in.”


  “And when will that be?” inquired Mr. Dingle.


  “About six to-morrow morning.”


  “Dear me, this is awkward!” repeated Mr. Dingle.


  The girl, who had been surveying the situation from a dory, came rowing toward them.


  “Your launch is all right,” she said. “Lucky the bottom where she went aground is soft and level, and will distribute the weight of the engines so that they won’t tear through. She’ll lie there safe enough until morning.”


  “Isn’t there any way for me to get back to Mt. Desert?” inquired Mr. Dingle, addressing Dizzy for the first time directly.


  “Cap’n Higgins might take you over in his dory. He puts on an outboard motor — she makes nearly six knots.”


  “How long would it take?”


  “About six hours.”


  “But I wouldn’t get home until one o’clock to-morrow morning!”


  “Besides which, you haven’t as yet accomplished your purpose in coming here,” warned Mr. Tutt.


  “Looks as if we’d have to spend the night. Do you know of anybody who would put us up?” asked Mr. Dingle.


  “The Duncans might take you in. They sometimes accommodate people,” she replied. “Shall we go there and see?”


  They followed the duck board that constituted the main street toward a frame house planted in the middle of a field. Four adults, three men and one woman, rocking on the porch and regarding the horizon with studied unconcern, stolidly awaited their approach. The men were all in their shirtsleeves and collarless, apparently taking turns spitting over the crazy balustrade.


  “Good-evening, Mrs. Duncan,” said Dizzy. “These gentlemen want to spend the night. Can you accommodate them?”


  Mrs. Duncan seemed to be suffering from acute indigestion.


  “No, I can’t!” she snapped, after a lengthy silence.


  “She can’t!” echoed the last spitter. “School-teacher’s stayin’ here.”


  “I’m sorry. We’ll try Mrs. Godkin.”


  The man at the other end of the row spat joyously.


  “She’s full too. The coastwise missionary’s got her only room.”


  Mrs. Duncan’s turtle eye was fixed upon a tin can containing one dingy geranium.


  “Why don’t you take him in yourself?” she inquired, adding enigmatically, “I guess what’s good enough for one is good enough for another.”


  Dizzy turned to her companions.


  “Do stay with us. Mother will be delighted to have you,” she said cordially.


  Already, the sun’s red ball was rolling on the purple horizon and the shadows of the pines were shooting across the field. A wind chill from the mists of the Bay of Fundy drew down the hill.


  “Really, this is most embarrassing,” said Mr. Dingle in an aside to Mr. Tutt. “What the dickens are we going to do?”


  “Unless you want to sleep out here in the meadow, I guess you are going to spend the night at Mrs. Zucker’s,” succinctly replied Mr. Tutt to Mr. Dingle.


  The shipwrecked Son of the Revolution turned humbly to the daughter of the islands.


  “Er — really, I hardly know what to say,” he stammered. “I — er — hate to impose upon your mother; but if there’s nowhere else—”


  “There isn’t!” she laughed. “You will be entirely welcome. If you can amuse yourselves looking around the town for a few minutes, I’ll dash ahead and get things ready.”


  “Well — it’s awfully good of you,” began Mr. Dingle, but already the girl had turned and was running light-footedly up the hill.


  He stared helplessly at Mr. Tutt.


  “Say!” he ejaculated. “I wouldn’t have had this happen for a million dollars!”


  VI


  Mr. Tutt and Mr. Dingle watched Dizzy Zucker disappear among the pine trees.


  “No, sir! I wouldn’t have had this happen for a million dollars,” repeated the manufacturer miserably. “Imagine coming over here to try to buy off a — er — blackmailer, and then finding yourself forced to accept her hospitality and spend the night in her house! It’s — it’s grotesque!”


  “Oh, it isn’t so bad as all that,” Mr. Tutt encouraged him. “In fact, it seems to me to be almost providential. It puts us on a solid and amicable footing at the very start, and gives us plenty of time to feel our way along instead of hurrying roughshod through negotiations that will probably require very delicate handling. In fairness to the girl herself, you ought to find out something about her, first hand; anyhow, that will be necessary in order to make up our minds what to offer her.”


  “Well, as I told you before we started,” replied Mr. Dingle doggedly, “I’ll buy the whole damned island before I’ll let my son marry into a lobsterman’s family. It doesn’t look as if it would cost much either. I don’t believe the land is worth over fifty dollars an acre cleared, if that; and uncleared, it’s practically worthless. What bothers me is how you are going to broach the subject. She might take it into her head to get mad and throw us out of the house, and then where would we be?”


  “Right here in this meadow,” admitted Mr. Tutt.


  “You’ll have to wait until morning before you try to talk business with her,” warned Mr. Dingle. “Anyhow, as you say, the more we know about her, the better we’ll be able to calculate what to offer. How about giving the village the once-over, as she suggested? What a wretched-looking place! I don’t believe they’ve even got a church! How do you suppose they manage to make a living?”


  “From the sea, I suppose,” answered Mr. Tutt. “Don’t you think we’d better go back and try to arrange to have Captain Hull and your crew taken care of for the night? They can’t sleep on the “Arrow.””


  Captain Hull and the engineer were just corning ashore in the dinghy as Mr. Tutt and Mr. Dingle reached the beach, where a reception committee composed of the entire population of Mud Island, including old Pop Mullins, was awaiting their arrival. The sand-bar on which the “Arrow” had gone aground was now clear out of water, and she lay high and dry across the mouth of the cove.


  “Darned if I had any notion there was any such tide here as that!” declared Captain Hull in extenuation of his error, as he climbed shamefacedly out of the dinghy. “Must be over two fathoms if it’s an inch!”


  “Tide averages eleven foot,” replied Captain Freeman, who had seated himself on a tar barrel and was interrogating the witnesses to the disaster. “There won’t be a part’cle o’ water in this cove two hours from now. You kin walk acrost it anywheres.”


  “I was diggin’ clams this mornin’ right where your propeller lies,” announced another ancient mariner.


  “Say, Joe, you didn’t see nuthin’ o' that knife-blade of mine out thar, did ye?” inquired Pop Mullins. “I lost it ever so many years ago, an’ I’ve been lookin’ fer it ever since.”


  “Sorry, Pop, but I didn’t,” answered the other old man in a kindly tone. “I heard you lost one and I’ll keep an eye out fer it.”


  “What sort of a knife was it?” asked Mr. Tutt.


  “It were an oyster knife — a new one,” replied Pop. “That is, it were a new one when I lost it. I guess it would be kind o' rusty by this time.”


  “Come up to the store and I’ll buy you another,” volunteered the lawyer.


  Pop appeared overwhelmed by such munificence.


  “Wa-ll, na-ow, that’s kind of ye, I’m sure,” he said with an embarrassed smile. “I don’t know ez I ought ter let ye do so much for me.”


  “It won’t do no good,” declared Captain Freeman. “Dizzy buys him a new knife every six weeks or so, and he just puts ‘em away somewheres and goes on lookin’ for the old one.”


  “No matter,” said Mr. Tutt. “I’d like to buy him a knife.”


  “Go along, Pop,” urged the crowd. “Let him git ye a new one.”


  Headed by Pop Mullins, Mr. Tutt and Mr. Dingle, the crowd moved in single file along the duck board toward the group of shanties constituting the village. A flight of steps, so high as to seem almost like a ladder, led up to the door of a weatherbeaten combination post-office and grocery store which stood on the side of the hill. Two little girls and a wizened old man with a nut-cracker face stood staring down at the approaching throng.


  “Hi, Henery!” yelled someone. “This man’s goin’ to buy Pop a new knife. Got one?”


  “Reckon I hev,” mumbled Henery. “Come on up an’ I’ll see what there is.”


  “Henery’s postmaster,” explained Pop as they laboriously climbed the steps. “He’s been postmaster pretty nigh ez long’s I kin remember. He come from Lowell, Massachusetts, time of the war — didn’t ye, Henery?”


  “I sure did, Pop,” answered the wizened one. “I come here the year President Lincoln signed the Emancipation Proclamation. Lowell was my home. I used to know Gen. Benjamin F. Butler well. But I had a hankerin’ fer the sea, an’ this seemed a likely place .... How’ll one o’ them do ye?”


  “How much is it?” asked Mr. Tutt.


  “A quarter. It’s the kind Dizzy allus gits fer him.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Pop, pocketing the knife. “You’ll find Henery a very interesting man.”


  “You say you came here during the Civil War?” challenged Mr. Dingle suspiciously. “How old are you, may I ask?”


  “I’ll be eighty-nine next month,” said Henery. He lifted off his ragged wig, disclosing an entirely bald skull. “This ain’t my own haar, ye see. But there’s plenty o’ folks livin’ on this island older’n I be. Take old Captain Higgins — he’s nearly a hundred.”


  “Where does he live? I’d like to meet him,” said Mr. Tutt.


  “First house to the right at the end of the street,” replied the postmaster. “Pop will be glad to show ye.”


  The sun had sunk below the horizon, leaving behind it a fan of gold. Overhead the sky was dappled with pink clouds. The reflected light bathed the weather-beaten sheds and dwellings, and the no less weather-beaten faces of the old folks about them, in a magic sheen. The pines upon the promontory stood like bronze pillars against the deep blue. Mr. Dingle felt as if he were in a strange mysterious world, unlike anything which he had ever known before and in which nothing was real. They bade the postmaster good-night and walked on. Standing apart a hundred yards up the hill was a shanty no bigger than a large doll’s house.


  “That’s whar Cap’n Higgins lives,” said Pop. “He most allus goes to bed at sundown, but I’ll rout him out. He’ll be glad to see ye.”


  The doll’s house was perhaps eight feet high by seven feet square, with tiny windows, surrounded by a fence inclosing a miniature garden of phlox, sunflowers and hollyhocks.


  Pop pounded on the closed door with his fist.


  “Ahoy, Cap’n Higgins!” he cackled. “Got visitors fer ye! Let down your companionway!”


  A muffled bellow came from somewhere under the roof, there was a heavy creaking, the door opened a crack, and a huge white beard protruded from it.


  “Who’s thar?”


  “It’s me — an’ some men from the mainland,” explained Pop.


  The door opened wider, a shaggy head appeared in the aperture, and its owner came forth, stooping, and stood up. Erect, he was nearly as tall as the rooftree of his house.


  “Glad to see ye,” he said in a deep husky voice, extending a gnarled, blue-veined hand, first to the manufacturer and then to Mr. Tutt. “I can’t ask ye to come in, ‘cause there ain’t room. There’s hardly space fer the cats after I get in.”


  “What a delightful house you have!” remarked Mr. Tutt. “It’s the smallest one I ever saw.”


  “Yes, it’s a pretty good house. I built it myself,” agreed Captain Higgins, obviously pleased at the compliment. “When I gave up the sea about twenty years ago I had to have some place to live, an’ havin’ no family and not wantin’ to go to any o’ them seamen’s homes or such places, I set to and built myself this house. I’ve lived here ever since.”


  “May I peek in?” begged Mr. Tutt.


  “Sure! Look all ye want.”


  Captain Higgins picked up the white kitten that was purring between his ankles, and stepped to one side. Mr. Tutt bent his head and thrust it through the door. A rag carpet covered the floor, white dimity curtains hung across the windows, the unpainted walls were gay with lithographs. One side was completely filled with a modern, highly polished stove. There was a rocking-chair, but no bed. A ladder led upward to a manhole in the ceiling.


  “Where do you sleep?” inquired the lawyer.


  “I bunks ‘tween decks,” explained Captain Higgins. “There’s just room for my mattress under the keel — I mean the ridgepole. I tried to make it ez much like my old quarters aboard the ‘Sarah N. Higgins’ — my old barkentine — ez I could Below decks, I’ve got my little galley and cabin, and I’ve got my berth above. It’s mighty snug and shipshape. It wasn’t allus ez pretty ez it is now, though. Miss Zucker, a young lady who lives here — she’s quite a near neighbor o’ mine — gave me the picters and put up the curtains for me.”


  “We are spending the night at her mother’s,” explained Mr. Tutt.


  “Wa-al, ye couldn’t have a nicer place to stay!” declared Captain Higgins warmly. “The Zuckers are jest about the finest people on this island, or anywheres else, I reckon. They was among the first to come here way back in the time when nobody knew whether these islands belonged to France or England. I sailed with her father an’ her gran’ther an’ her great-gran’ther. They was all deep-sea men who could take a ship around the Horn or through the Strait of Malacca when there weren’t no lighthouses or markin’s on the reefs — just crammed full sail on her and sent her boomin’ through.”


  “Do they still breed good sailors hereabouts?” asked Mr. Tutt provocatively.


  “They do that — men an’ women! I don’t want to see any man handle a boat prettier than this here Dizzy Zucker, the young lady I spoke of. You know how Deer Island men rate, I reckon. They won’t have none but them to sail the big international cup races. Well, Deer Isle is only eleven miles south of here, and the men on all these islands rate as Deer Island men. It’s in the blood — they’re loyal. They’ll see ye through and they’ll stick by ye. Now take Dizzy. She’s one of the smartest girls ever I see — college-eddicated an’ able. She could go anywheres an’ be welcome
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  Afterword: An Essay on Maine Literature
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  THE PEOPLE OF WINTER


  Sanford Phippen


  On the surface, Maine has been described to death. The wonderful light in the summer on the coast that painters talk about, the smell of an old woods trail in the fall, the feel of a gritty clam hoe on a cold spring morning on the flats of a Downeast shore, the deep woods after a heavy winter storm — these have all been described in book after article after story.


  Capturing the essence of Maine on paper, however, is as elusive a task as there is for language. Edward M. Holmes, a Maine writer, has said: “No one is going to know Maine by reading about it... nor even by visiting here for a few months. He will have to live here ten years and develop the right rapprochement with his neighbors.” Even then, among people knowledgeable about Maine there will be vast differences in perspective — determined, for example, by ethnicity and income.


  Although popular literature has not shown Maine as diverse, its cultural heritage is rich. We are not all WASPs. Missing in this book — and to some extent in the literature — are stories about and by Maine’s French, a group that has played and still plays a very important role in the life of the state. But Willis johnson’s, “Prayer for the Dying” is set among the Russians in Richmond and Rebecca Cummings’, “Berrying” features Finnish people near South Paris. These stories present unusual perspectives on Maine.


  Because the state has great disparity between rich and poor and a relatively small middle class, some say it is like an undeveloped country, perhaps a colony of Boston and New York. It is hard to zone Maine; mansions and shacks exist side by side. On the one hand there is Louis Auchincloss’s portrayal of Anchor (read Bar) Harbor:


  ... clouded in the haze of unreality that hung so charmingly over the entire peninsula. It was indeed a world unto itself ... it was an Eden in which it was hard to visualize a serpent. People were never born there, nor did they die there. The elemental was left to the winter and other climes ... it was a land of big ugly houses, pleasant to live in, of very old and very active ladies, of hills that were called mountains, of small, quaint shops and of large, shining town cars.


  On the other hand, in Gladys Hasty Carroll’s “Head of the Line” there is an impoverished old man living in a cobbled-together shack on the side of an out-of-the-way road. Both accurately represent Maine — specifically, the Maine coast.


  We can understand perspective much more easily than essence, and understanding perspective leads to an understanding of essence. There are numerous Maines in literature. For the range of perspectives in these stories, compare “The Search” by Virginia Chase, “A Bundle of Letters” by Henry James, and “A White Heron” by Sarah Orne Jewett. But the different literary views of Maine can be sorted in general categories. First, there is the long romantic tradition. Then there is what I call the realistic view of Maine, a newer outlook. The other way to categorize Maine literature is to look at the seasonal influence, which is so pervasive this book is organized around it.


  The romantic version of Maine is very strong and no doubt will continue as long as the state remains rural and beautiful. Several Maine “transplants,” who were once summer boys but have now lived here year-round for a long time, have told me that the reason they wanted to live Downeast was it always seemed a much “realer place” than, say, Manhattan, where people shuffled papers but didn’t “produce” anything with their hands. As New York and Maine author José Yglesias puts it, “from a distance Maine is not a place but a metaphor.” Yglesias recalls Thoreau, inspired by climbing Katahdin, Maine’s highest mountain: “Here not even the surface has been scarred by man, but it was a specimen of what God saw fit to make this world.” Although paper companies have now scarred this view, it is still magnificent.


  During World War Two and for at least fifteen years afterward, there was a flurry of sentimental, popular books published about Maine, many of them by people who had found great happiness in moving from urban areas to rural Downeast. These include John Gould’s Farmer Takes a Wife (1942); Louise Dickinson Rich’s We Took to the Woods (1942), its sequel My Neck of the Woods (1950), and The Peninsula, (1958); Chenoweth Hall’s The Crow on the Spruce (1946); Margaret Henrichsen’s Seven Steeples (1953); and Gertrude McKenzie’s My Love Affair with the State of Maine (1955). Similar books by natives include Mary Ellen Chase’s Windswept (1941) and Robert P. Tristram Coffin’s Maine Doings (1950). Such works promoted an unrealistic perspective.


  Those who dream of Maine — as opposed to, say, California — tend to see it not as presenting a life of ease but as a simplification. Some of the well-fixed summer or retired folk with well-insulated homes with picture windows framing Currier and Ives views do manage to have their Maine just as simple as they anticipated. But younger and poorer people are confronted with loneliness in a cold climate, low pay and limited job opportunities. This Maine is my own, and this outlook likely to be far closer to reality.


  This Maine is cold, dark and often deformed, recognizable not in the sunny seascapes of so many Sunday painters but in the dramatic forms of Marsden Hartley or the muted earth tones of Andrew Wyeth. This Maine is frustrating; it is hard on people. It is a life of poverty, solitude, struggle, lowered aspirations, living on the edge. One realizes that at any moment, despite all one’s efforts, one can lose everything. Most of the Maine writers of my generation, people now in their late thirties and early forties — Carolyn Chute, Stephen King, Margaret Dickson, and others — know poverty firsthand, and have written movingly about it.


  My case is no doubt typical. My family was poor, but because we had enough to eat, and just about the entire population of the town was in the same boat, we didn’t know it. Even the owners of the lobster pounds and lumber yards lived pretty much the same as their employees. Being poor in a coastal town meant eating a lot of clams we dug ourselves, and in winter a lot of deer meat. Being poor was getting a box of a summer boy’s used clothes to wear to school. It was taking up a collection around town to help pay for someone’s hospital bills or for a neighbor’s funeral. It was watching a neighbor’s house burn down in the dead of winter, then collecting clothes, furniture, and money to give to the deprived and uninsured family. Being poor meant sharing: it was keeping a cot in the kitchen for someone, even a stranger on the road, who needed a place to stay; or several people sharing a bed. It was a full car of people going shopping on Saturday or sightseeing on a Sunday afternoon.


  Indoor plumbing and electrical outlets were uncommon. My family had to labor to get water, to keep things cool, to heat the house, to prepare meals, to wash and clean. For many years we had no car, just the use of my father’s boss’s pick-up truck or the uncertainty of rides with relatives or neighbors. Repairs to house or car were made by the owner or with a neighbor’s help. There were no regular doctor’s or dentist’s appointments. The family kept a tab at the local grocery, and if you couldn’t pay a bill in cash you obtained a money order from the post office. Our house was filled with cast-off furniture. My mother, who did domestic work for the summer rich, took in laundries, sewed, and did any other odd job she could find.


  While some may see Carolyn Chute’s story “Ollie, Oh ... ” as grotesque and utterly bleak, I am impressed by Ollie’s stubbornness and toughness of spirit in the playing out of a life that was but a poor hand to begin with. Chute’s characters seem perfectly realistic to me.


  There is a positive side to this life: sharing, strong family and community ties, generations of traditions, a spirit of self-sufficiency, a life rich in the ways of the outdoors, and there is the earthy humor of the underdog. Maine people are hard-working, self-sacrificing, no-nonsense, and usually skeptical. They do not expect hand-outs or happy endings. They are usually appreciative of the great natural beauty of the ocean and woods.


  But I don’t for a minute believe the romantic notion that living a hard life in a hostile climate makes people better. A mean life breeds meanness, poverty breeds bitterness, suffering does not ennoble. Maine people are not essentially different from other people. In small towns people tend to be honest and dependable because everyone knows everyone. It is the family-oriented familiarity and interdependence that keep people honest. One gets a reputation fast. Unlike much of America, there is still community here. This is the essence of the positive side of Maine life.


  Most Maine people are well aware that from November to April they are ruled by the elements, that they could die if lost in the woods or on the ocean. If this situation breeds fatalism and a feeling that good fortune may be followed by a downfall, it also provides an exciting battlefield, a proving ground for strength and will. A friend says: “People who live like this have to have the sharp vision. Sunsets are intense, food tastes good.” Of course, even the tough and experienced can fall victim to hubris, as happens in Lawrence Sargent Hall’s “The Ledge.” Still, fatalism is not passivity, and unlike protagonists so prominent in much current literature who throw up their hands in despair, Maine people tend to fight on. “The Ledge,” one of the most powerful stories in all literature, shows just how far they are capable of carrying that fight.


  Maine’s climate means less mobility, more waiting, and a reduction in physical and psychological space as family members are pressed in upon each other. The result is that people pull in, become reticent. Feelings are held back, lest they shatter delicate balances. In “The Soldier Shows His Medal,” the narrator exclaims: “ ... damn that reticence that ties up the tongues of us all, when the heart wants to out with what’s next to it.”


  But beyond the winter there really is spring. Not surprisingly, some stories of spring and summer are happier or have a lighter tone. Summertime Downeast is a brilliant and joyful season when everything seems vividly green, alive, and sharp. It also is a time when millions of visitors from around the world pour into the state. Ever since people from “westward” started summering in Maine, conflicts between the locals and visitors have arisen. As both “The Lesson” by Sam Brown, Jr., and “The Viking’s Daughter” by Arthur Train illustrate, such conflicts have been the source of some of the best stories.


  The party ends by Labor Day, however, and afterward the resort streets are largely deserted. Fall is coming and it is time to begin digging in for the cold season. Crops are stored away, houses are winterized. In Maine the winter hovers over all the seasons. In a few lines of Auchincloss’s “Greg’s Peg” there is rendered the distinct Maine coloration of the impending cold and darkness.


  “Getting through the Maine winter” has as much to do with molding Maine character as the long Russian winter has to do with Russia. If one knows only the rhythms of summer, one cannot write realistically about Maine. Here is the bridge between, on the one hand, realism and romanticism in Maine literature and, on the other hand, the influence of the elements in this literature. Although in this book there are dark tones in the stories set in the warmer months, the grimly realistic and tragic stories are likely to take place in the cold seasons. I am thinking of “The Ledge” and “Ollie, Oh .... ” As Auchincloss wrote, “the elemental was left to the winter.”


  I personally feel that after so many years of romantic treatment it is time to redress the balance. It is not that the Real Maine has never been glimpsed. One of the stories just cited was written many years ago. But it is time that Maine’s winter and the people of winter be fully recognized.


  “About Maine we are all romantics,” Jose Yglesias wrote, appropriately, in The New York Times, and Maine is a romantic place of great natural beauty. It is understandable that anyone falling in love with such a place would want to try to capture romantically in word and image the object of this affection. But while rhapsodizing about its land, Maine’s romanticists tend to do the same about its people. While it is true that Maine people on the surface appear as straight as their pines and as independent as their seagulls, they are complex creatures of flesh and blood, full of sin as well as of good deeds. Their lives deserve complex treatment. Only then, with a balancing of perspective, can we approach the mysterious essence of Maine.


  Orono, Maine
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“All's well on the land;
All's well on the sea!”





