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    At the shifting line where sheltered waters end and the ocean’s long heave begins, a mariner discovers how slender the distance is between safety and peril, between lawful enterprise and reckless hazard, and between the promises of home and the restless call of fortune, a contest measured not only by wind and tide but by conscience, where calculations of profit, trust, and duty must steady the hand at the helm even as the horizon widens, the capes fall astern, charts and soundings grow uncertain, and rumor, weather, and will test the seamanship that keeps a vessel—and a life—on its chosen course.

Within the Capes by Howard Pyle is a nautical adventure novel by an American author best known for vivid storytelling rooted in historical settings. First published in the 1880s, the book belongs to the late nineteenth-century tradition of sea stories that paired practical detail with moral inquiry. Its setting moves along the Atlantic seaboard and outward into ocean routes shaped by commerce, weather, and the limits of coastal protection. The title invokes a familiar maritime idea: the comparative safety “within the capes,” inside the headlands that guard harbors and bays, versus the exposed waters beyond them where skill, luck, and judgment carry greater consequence.

Pyle crafts a premise that begins near home waters and pushes steadily into broader, riskier circuits of trade and travel. The narrative traces a seafaring venture that must balance calculation with courage, navigating shoals, contracts, and the unpredictable temper of the sea. Without leaning on pirate spectacle or melodrama, the book builds tension from decisions made under pressure—when to depart, what to carry, whom to trust. Readers encounter an experience shaped by weather, workload, and the steady attentions of seamanship. The result is an adventure that feels earned rather than contrived, paced by preparations, departures, landfalls, and the reckonings that follow.

The voice is clear and workmanlike, attentive to the look and labor of ships, the feel of wind shifts, and the minute reckonings of depth, cargo, and time. Pyle writes with an economy that respects process: provisioning, negotiation, watchkeeping, and the plain arithmetic of risk. Set pieces arise from circumstance rather than spectacle, and the mood alternates between taut watchfulness and sober reflection. Readers who appreciate the texture of maritime life—fog over a bar, the swing of a tide, the logic of a coastal passage—will find the book grounded in realities that lend its episodes weight and a quiet, enduring suspense.

Themes emerge from that grounding. Within the Capes considers the ethics of enterprise, asking how far prudence bends before profit and how leadership should answer to both crew and conscience. It studies the boundary between law and opportunism, where customs, salvage, and rumor mingle with necessity. It weighs the lure of expansion against the obligations of home, seeing in the capes a figure for belonging as well as limitation. Above all, it treats nature not as ornament but as an actor: a force indifferent to human plans, demanding competence, patience, and humility from those who would cross its ever-moving thresholds.

These concerns remain resonant. Readers today will recognize the book’s steady gaze at uncertainty: markets that change like weather, information clouded by wishful thinking, and the need to decide with imperfect charts. The story’s respect for skill—quiet mastery earned through repetition and care—speaks to any craft under pressure, from navigation to business. Its moral questions are practical ones: What promises bind when conditions turn? What risks are justified, and by whom? By inviting readers to inhabit those choices without sensationalism, the novel offers not only adventure but a study in judgment, resilience, and the costs of getting both right and wrong.

As an author often associated with legendary and historical romance, Pyle brings to this sea tale a disciplined realism that broadens his range and offers a distinct contribution to American maritime fiction. Within the Capes rewards readers who value atmosphere built from weather and work, character revealed through action, and themes articulated through the pressures of place. It is a book for those drawn to coastwise passages and to the larger ocean beyond, for anyone curious about how people steer through danger with limited knowledge and necessary courage. In its measured way, it carries the bracing clarity of salt air and the steadying pull of home.
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    Set along the busy waterways of a Mid-Atlantic port, the story follows a young clerk whose work in a counting-house keeps him close to ships yet far from the sea’s freedom. He is steady, observant, and ambitious, raised to weigh prudence against opportunity. Around him, vessels pass to and from the two capes that guard the river’s mouth, symbols of the boundary between home and hazard. The routine of ledgers and invoices stirs his hunger for a larger life, and the familiar skyline of warehouses and masts becomes a constant reminder that fortunes are made by those who dare to depart.

A change in circumstance forces a decision. Through a modest turn of luck and the collapse of a patron’s affairs, he faces the prospect of independence sooner than expected. He meets a seasoned captain whose experience at sea complements his own knowledge of accounts and markets. Together they consider chartering a small schooner, balancing risk and reward while securing credit and insurance. Their plan is simple trade, lawful and straightforward, but opportunity and peril appear in equal measure. The capes, often visible in his imagination, come to stand for the threshold they must cross to test their judgment beyond familiar waters.

Outfitting the vessel reveals the realities of command. Crew must be hired, provisions stowed, ballast trimmed, and every rope and spar inspected with care. The captain instructs the novice partner in harbor rules, tides, and the customs of pilots who guide ships downriver. Departing under fair weather, they move past wharves, then marshes, until soundings deepen and the air turns salt. With a pilot aboard, they pass within sight of the capes and feel the swell of open ocean. The moment is both exhilarating and sobering: their venture now depends on skill, discipline, and choices that admit no easy revision.

Early days at sea test judgment more than courage. Calms and headwinds demand patience; small frictions among the crew require measured authority. The captain models firmness without harshness, and the partner learns that commerce is as much character as calculation. At their first port of call, bargaining is brisk. They sell what they carried and purchase cargo for the return, all while navigating bills of lading, weighers, and customs officials. A rival merchant’s agent appears, slyly probing for information and offering terms that would bind them disadvantageously. The encounter signals the broader contest ashore, where reputation and credit rule outcomes.

Further south, the ports grow brighter and the risks less predictable. Rumors of privateers and wreckers circulate on every quay, and flags are eyed warily on the horizon. Tempting bargains appear, promising quick profit if they relax scruples or ignore obscure regulations. The captain counsels restraint, and the partner, remembering the fragility of their credit, agrees. A distant sail shadows them for a time, raising tension, yet no shot is fired and the threat fades like mist. The episode clarifies their resolve: they will trade openly, keep clear papers, and let prudence, rather than bravado, be their constant compass.

The homeward passage brings the sea’s sternest lesson. Weather turns contrary, then violent, battering spars, soaking cargo, and testing every man’s endurance. Amid the gale, they sight a small craft in distress and debate their duty. Towing would jeopardize their timetable and profits; refusal would weigh on conscience. They choose action, improvising repairs and taking exhausted sailors aboard. The rescue strains the ship and leaves questions for the future—claims, delays, and potential disputes with insurers. Yet the young partner senses a change within himself: the arithmetic of gain now includes human lives, and leadership means bearing that added weight.

Within the capes again, calmer waters offer no respite from entanglements. A pilot takes them upriver, and officials crowd the deck for manifests, inspections, and inquiry. The rival’s influence surfaces in complaints and legal threats, alleging irregularities arising from the storm and the rescue. Hearings are scheduled; statements are taken. On shore, the partner navigates parlors and counting-rooms with equal care, securing allies, explaining decisions, and discovering a quiet sympathy from one who understands both his caution and his aspirations. Their position remains precarious, but a new voyage, planned to settle accounts and prove their steadiness, begins to take shape.

The final movement balances time, tide, and trust. To clear their names and strengthen their standing, they attempt a carefully judged run that demands coordination with pilots, attention to soundings, and nerve in shifting weather. Fog gathers within the capes, muting bells and blurring beacons, while familiar channels feel suddenly uncertain. A concealed design by their rival comes to light, threatening ship and reputation together. Faced with divided counsel and narrowing options, the partner commits to a decisive course that risks much to preserve what matters most. The result, close-run and hard-won, turns on choices formed by earlier trials.

Through its measured progress from ledger to helm, the narrative treats the sea as both livelihood and proving ground. The capes mark more than geography; they represent the passage between caution and commitment, habit and responsibility. The plot follows a prudent nature learning boldness without rashness, and honest trade enduring intrigue and adversity. Scenes of outfitting, piloting, bargaining, and weather emphasize practical detail, while quiet relationships on shore supply human context. By the conclusion, principles tested on open water and within the capes alike convey a central message: integrity, sound judgment, and perseverance are the firmest anchors for fortune.
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    Set in the early national period of the United States, Within the Capes unfolds around the Mid-Atlantic seaboard, especially the waters “within the capes” that guard the mouth of Delaware Bay—Cape Henlopen (Delaware) and Cape May (New Jersey)—and the approaches to Philadelphia and Wilmington. The novel’s world is one of pilots, coasting schooners, and merchant brigs threading sandbars, tides, and fogs as they move flour, timber, and West Indian goods. The timeframe evokes roughly the first decades of the nineteenth century, when American neutrality in the European wars was under strain. Quaker-influenced mercantile communities, maritime laborers, and shore towns like Lewes provided the social fabric that the story treats as familiar ground.

After 1783, American oceanic commerce expanded rapidly, and the Delaware River–Philadelphia corridor became a chief artery. The federal Tariff Act of 1789 organized customs districts and funded the young government; by 1810, U.S. registered tonnage approached a million tons, much of it in Atlantic trade. Philadelphia exporters shipped grain, lumber, and flaxseed to Liverpool, Madeira, and the Caribbean, importing sugar, coffee, and molasses. Pilot associations at the Delaware Capes guided vessels over shifting shoals, and insurance houses assessed risks of European conflict. The novel mirrors this post-Revolution boom by portraying merchants and mariners whose fortunes depend on reliable clearances, pilotage, and the regular pulse of arrivals and departures within the capes.

British impressment of seamen and interference with neutral ships escalated in the 1800s. A flashpoint was the Chesapeake–Leopard affair of June 22, 1807, when HMS Leopard fired on USS Chesapeake off the Virginia Capes, killing and wounding sailors and seizing alleged British deserters. The incident, rooted in Britain’s Orders in Council and manpower shortages during the Napoleonic Wars, outraged the United States and inflamed coastal communities from Norfolk to the Delaware shore. Within the Capes reflects this climate of anxiety: mariners fear press gangs and cruisers lingering off the capes, and papers—protection certificates, registers, and clearances—become vital shields against arbitrary detention at sea.

The Jeffersonian Embargo and its successors reshaped maritime life between 1807 and 1811. Congress passed the Embargo Act on December 22, 1807, halting nearly all American foreign trade in response to British and French violations of neutral rights. The economic shock was immediate: U.S. exports, about $108 million in 1807, collapsed to roughly $22 million in 1808. Coasting traffic, river commerce, and warehousing surged and then stalled as inventories piled up; shipyards idled; dockside laborers and pilots faced underemployment. Enforcement widened through the Revenue-Marine and port collectors, seizures under the embargo laws, and judicial affirmations (for example, the Supreme Court’s 1808 decision upholding federal enforcement). Local resistance ranged from legal evasion to outright smuggling under cover of night. When the Non-Intercourse Act (March 1809) repealed the total embargo but forbade trade with Britain and France, and Macon’s Bill No. 2 (May 1, 1810) conditionally reopened commerce, uncertainty persisted as to what could legally sail and where. In Delaware Bay and along the Jersey shore, small craft used inshore channels to “hover” just beyond patrols, while merchants debated risk, legality, and livelihood. The novel’s episodes of covert departures, ambiguous manifests, and tense encounters with cutters and customs men distill this history into lived experience. Characters wrestle with the moral calculus—adhering to law when law seems to ruin honest trade, or slipping seaward within the capes to keep crews paid and ships afloat—echoing real dilemmas faced in 1808–1810 by Mid-Atlantic traders.

The War of 1812 intensified pressures along the Delaware and Chesapeake. From 1813, the Royal Navy imposed a rolling blockade on the American coast; in the Chesapeake, Admiral George Cockburn led raids that culminated in the burning of Washington on August 24, 1814, and the bombardment of Fort McHenry on September 13–14, 1814. American privateering, authorized by letters of marque beginning in 1812, captured well over a thousand British merchantmen over the course of the war, while British cruisers prowled off the capes. The novel channels this milieu: signal flags, rumors of blockading frigates, and decisions about privateering versus commerce frame the hazards of clearing in or out within the capes.

Federal maritime administration shaped daily coastal operations. The U.S. Revenue-Marine (created August 4, 1790) patrolled bays and entrances, boarding vessels to enforce customs, neutrality, and embargo statutes; its cutters were a frequent sight near the Delaware Capes. The Lighthouse Act of 1789 placed aids to navigation under federal care; light stations and daymarks at key headlands, including the capes guarding Delaware Bay, guided coasters through shoals and shifting bars. Within the Capes draws on these institutions: pilots, lamps, buoys, and cutter chases are not mere scenery but instruments of state power and safety that define how, when, and whether a trader dares the open sea.

Regional society around Philadelphia and Wilmington combined a Quaker-rooted mercantile ethos with industrial stirrings. E. I. du Pont founded his gunpowder works on the Brandywine in 1802, tying riverine transport to early manufacturing. Port labor was stratified—owners, factors, pilots, sailors—while seamen carried protection certificates (issued from the 1790s) to prove American citizenship against impressment. Steamboats began appearing on the Delaware in the 1810s, yet sail remained dominant offshore. The novel refracts these realities: a sober, ledger-bound culture of risk management confronts the precarious lives of crews and pilots, revealing tensions between prudent pacifism, economic necessity, and the temptations of faster profit in wartime trades.

Within the Capes operates as a social and political critique by exposing the human costs of policies made far from the waterfront. It questions the equity of embargo enforcement that crushed small merchants while scarcely denting European belligerents, and it portrays impressment and blockade as imperial overreach borne by ordinary sailors. The book highlights class divides between owners insulated by capital and crews who risk arrest, injury, or starvation when trade halts. By dramatizing smuggling’s ambiguous ethics, the narrative scrutinizes a legal regime that punishes survival strategies yet depends on their fruits, revealing contradictions at the heart of early American commercial governance.
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CERTAIN members of Captain Tom Granger[1]’s family have asked him, time and time again, why he did not sit down and write an account of those things which happened to him during a certain period of his life.

These happenings, all agree, are of a nature such as rarely fall to the lot of any man, crowding, as they did, one upon the heels of another, so that in two years’ time more happened to Tom Granger than happens to most men in a lifetime.

But Captain Granger has always shaken his head, and has answered that he was no writer and that a pen never did fit nicely betwixt his stiff fingers, as Mrs. Granger can tell them if they will ask her.

Beside this, he has hitherto had his affairs to look after, so that he may be able to leave behind him enough of the world’s goods to help his children and his children’s children easily along the road that he himself found not over smooth.

Now, however, he has given up much of his business to the care of his sons, who are mostly men well on in years, with families of their own, and who are discreet in the management of things. Therefore, having much more leisure time upon his hands than he has ever had in his life before, he will undertake to do as he has been asked, and to write a plain, straightforward story of his adventures. This he does with much diffidence, for, as I have said, he is no very good hand with the pen and the ink-horn. The story may be told in a rough way; nevertheless, I believe that many of those that read it will think well of it, having a certain tenderness for the writer thereof.

I am furthermore inclined to thus take upon myself the transcribing[6] of the history of these things, because that Captain Tom Granger is coming fast to the ending of his life; and, though his latter days may be warm and sunny, like a late Indian summer, there are those yet to come in a few years who will not have the chance to hear of these things from his own lips. Therefore, as there has been much gossip about certain adventures that befell him, I would rather that they should learn of them under mine own hand than from hearsay. Truly, things get monstrously twisted in passing from mouth to mouth[2q], and by the time that the story of these doings has passed down through three or four generations, the old gentleman might be turned into a pirate and a murderer, for all that I know, which would be a pretty state of affairs.

I do not know how it was that Tom Granger got the title of captain, for the highest grade that he ever reached was that of second mate of the Privateersman Nancy Hazlewood. However, as no one in Eastcaster ever had held so high a grade of the like nature up to that time, I suppose that the wonder really is that he was not called commodore, or even admiral.

Any one in Eastcaster can tell you where he lives; it is the large white house, with the porch in front, that stands well back from the road under the shadow of three broad maple trees. It is just across the way from the Hicksite Meeting-house[2]. You can easily tell it as you go along the street, because there is a ship in full sail chiseled in relief on the stone gate-post, which is very well done indeed, and was carved by William Johnson, the stone-cutter, under mine own direction and supervision.

I will say here, that Captain Granger will be always glad to see you if, at any time, you should chance to come to Eastcaster. If he is not at home, you will be likely to find him playing chequers[4] or backgammon at the Black Horse Tavern, just around the corner of Market street, and nearly opposite to the court-house.

However, that is neither here nor there, and I find that I am wandering from the point. But you must excuse and overlook that, bearing in mind that it is the way of an old man, who has done a great deal of talking in his day. I thank goodness that I am old enough now to know better than to gossip and talk as much as I used to do, and am rather silent than otherwise.

Nevertheless, I promise now that I will heave ahead with my yarn, though it may be that I will leave some things untold that you would like to hear, being, as I said, no great talker, in which case you must come to Eastcaster, and then I will tell you anything that you may want to know.

I will not enter into a long yarn concerning what happened in Tom Granger’s life before the year 1812[3], for though such a yarn would hold within it many concerns of interest, it is not for the sake of relating them that I have thus taken my pen betwixt my fingers. It was late in the spring of that year (1812) when he returned home after a three years’ cruise to the East Indies.

I think that there is no joy in all the world like that of getting home again after a long voyage[1q], such as this had been. I do not know but that it repays one for all the sorrow and pain of leave-taking, and for the home-sickness that follows thereon. Even such changes as have happened betwixt the going and returning do not seem amiss, provided that they have not brought grief and trouble with them.

The changes that had occurred since Tom’s departure in the summer of 1809 had brought no sadness with them. When he had gone away, he had left his sisters, Susan and Mary, as young girls; the former sixteen and the latter fifteen years old. They had now grown into a pair of fine young women and were chits no longer. This was the first and greatest change that struck Tom, so you may see how little had happened. The folks were already beginning to tease Susan about Will Gaines, who had just returned from Philadelphia, where he had been studying law, and had set up an office for himself in Eastcaster.

The next day was Sunday, or First-day, as we call it in Quaker neighborhoods, and as all of the family were going to meeting, Tom put on his best toggery to go with them.

It was a beautiful, bright clear day, and as Tom stood on the porch waiting for Henry, who was to go with him, his heart swelled within him with the love of home. It seemed sweet to him to look on the young leaves of the trees, the green meadowlands and the richness of growing wheat, after seeing nothing for months but a wide stretch of troubled waters; it was good to feel the balmy blowing of a breeze that was not salt; to hear the singing of the robin and the chattering of the wren; the crowing of the cocks and the lowing of the cattle, and not to have in his ears the everlasting washing and gurgling of the water alongside.

The folks use to ride to meeting on horseback in the old times, the women behind the men on pillion saddles[5]. But Tom was a sailor, and consequently no good figure on horseback, so he and Henry, the youngest, set off ahead of the rest to foot it, for the homestead farm was only a mile and a half from Eastcaster meeting.

The meeting-house looked very pleasant where it stood, back from the street under the shadow of the two great elms in front of it. The old meeting-house was standing then, for they did not tear it down to make room for the new building until ’32. The present building is larger than the old one was, and is, no doubt, lighter and better, and more comfortable in many ways; but for all that, I have never liked it as well as the old black and red brick meeting-house, with its high roof running up to a point from all four corners and topped with something that looked like a belfry, though it had no bell in it, of course.

In the old days, as now, when the weather was warm and bright and pleasant, the men used to stand for a while around the door of their side of the meeting, talking and chatting together before they went into the building. Such a group was standing on the grass under the shadow of the elm trees as Tom and his brother Henry came up the steps that led into the meeting-house yard.

Tom knew all of them, and they came forward and shook hands with him and welcomed him heartily. Will Gaines was amongst them, for, though he was not a member of the Society of Friends, he went to meeting as often as he went anywhere else. It might have been that he came on Susan’s account, though I do not say that he did.

He was the first to recognize Tom, and he came forward and shook hands with him and seemed very glad to see him. A young man usually is glad to see the brother of the young woman that he wants to marry, but I think that Will really was pleased to see Tom, for he and Tom had been dear friends from the time that they were children together. There were other young men of Tom’s age amongst the group: John Black, Joseph Sparks, Henry Jackson and others. They too came forward and shook hands with him and seemed glad to see him, though not so glad as Will Gaines had been.

Two men were standing by the open door of the meeting-house, talking earnestly together. One of them was Isaac Naylor, and the other was Mr. Edmund Moor, the real estate agent. As these two men had very much to do with Tom’s life at a later time, it may be well that I should give you a notion of them now.

Isaac Naylor was a young man—not over thirty at that time, I should think. He dressed very plainly, and was so serious of deportment that I do not know that any one ever saw him smile. He never jested himself, and never enjoyed a jest, for he was too practical for such trivial things. It was as though the man of him had been dried into parchment by his continued self-repression. He was well off in the world, for his father had died the year before, and, as Isaac was the only son, he had inherited all the property, which was very large. Although such a young man, he was high in the meeting, sitting in the gallery with men old enough, in some cases, to be his grandfather.

Mr. Moor was not a member of meeting, though he attended pretty regularly. He was a large, fleshy man, not exactly fat, but full looking. He had a smooth, goodly face and straight iron-grey hair, brushed straight back from his forehead and behind his ears. I never heard him say an unkind word or saw him in anything but a cordial mood. He was always full of jests and quaint turns of speech, and never failed to shake Tom heartily by the hand whenever he met him; yet for all that Tom did not like him. He had an oily, unctuous way, that was not pleasing to him; he was always so goodly that he did not seem sincere, and always so cordial that it did not seem as though he meant his cordiality.

Such were the two men that were talking together by the meeting-house door, and each welcomed him in his own manner.

“How is thee, Thomas?” said Isaac, dryly.

“Why! It’s Thomas Granger! Bless my soul! Back again like a bad penny, eh?” said Mr. Moor, and he shook Tom by the hand with great warmth.

In the meantime, Tom’s father and his two brothers, John and William, came over from the horse shed, where they had been hitching their horses, and joined the group, and then they all went into the meeting-house together, taking their seats on the hard wooden benches within.

That morning they held a silent meeting, no one speaking for all the hour between ten and eleven o’clock. Now and then the wind would rush in little puffs through the open window and across the gloom of the building. A fly buzzed against a window pane, and once a robin outside burst into a sudden gush of song.

No other sound broke the silence, saving for the rustling of a dress, as one of the women Friends would move in her seat, or the restless sighing of some poor boy in the back part of the building. The overseers sat ranged along on the raised bench facing the meeting, and amongst them was Isaac Naylor. All of them sat with their hats on, motionless, with downcast eyes, buried in serious thought: but no one spoke.

At such a time every one is supposed to address a sermon to his own heart, but I am very much afraid that Tom Granger addressed none to himself, for his thoughts flew here and there and everywhere, and his mind was never still a moment in the chase of them. Now and then he shifted himself uneasily on the hard wooden bench, trying to find a more comfortable position than the one in which he was sitting, but the seats in Friends’ meeting were not made with a thought to comfort in those days. There was a long partition that ran down the length of the meeting, separating the men’s from the women’s side.

After a while Tom’s eyes wandered over this partition in a way that they had no business to do. It was toward the place where his mother and his sisters sat that his eyes rested the most, but it was not at them that he was looking, for Patty Penrose sat between his mother and him.

After a man has reached the age of four and twenty, it becomes a continued source of wonder to him how the little girls about him grow up into young women. You leave a poor lean little chit of a thing; a few years pass, you meet her and, lo! she is transmogrified into a young woman, going her sedate way with very different thoughts in her head than when you saw her last. It seems as though it were only a week or two since you patted her upon the head and said kind things to encourage her; now your heart shrinks at the thought of such boldness, and you feel that she needs encouragement no longer.

When Tom had last seen Patty Penrose, three years before, he left her just such a little chit as I have spoken to you of,—lean and not graceful. She used to come over now and then to play with his sister Mary, but he had not noticed her excepting when she stayed to dinner or to supper. Even then he had not observed her very closely, and had not had much to say to her, for she was too shy to make it a pleasure to him to talk to her, and too young for it to be worth while for him to put himself out to amuse her. He would give her a nod with a “How is thee, Patty?” and then would turn his mind to other things.

Now, when he first looked at her sitting across the meeting beside his mother, he did not know her; then he saw first one little thing and then another, until it slowly dawned upon him that it was Patty Penrose, though not the Patty Penrose that he had known in times past. At first he looked with wonder and interest at the change that had come in three years; but, after a while, his interest took a very different shape with no wonder about it, and he thought that his sister Mary’s friend was a great deal better worth looking at than when he had last seen her, for Patty had grown into a very pretty girl,—a very pretty girl, indeed.

She sat looking calmly before her; but, though she seemed sedately unaware of his presence, as is becoming in a modest girl, I have not a grain of doubt that she knew that Tom Granger was at meeting that day, and, maybe, she even knew that he was looking at her at that moment.

Her head was uncovered, for she had worn a broad beaver hat, such as they used in those days, and she held the hat in her lap. She sat with her side turned to Tom, and it made his heart feel very warm as he looked at her pale, delicate face, the long lashes of her eyes, the smooth roundness of her chin and throat, and the soft curling of the brown hair at her forehead and temples. So, as I said, he was preaching no sermon to himself as he sat in silent meeting that day.

At length, the court-house clock around the corner of Market street struck eleven. They all sat in silence for a minute or two longer, and then old Thomas Winterapple shook John Stidham by the hand, and meeting was broken. After that they all went out into the sunlight and the open air again.

Will Gaines went over to where the young women were standing talking together, and said a few words to Susan, and Tom followed after him.

Patty was standing beside his mother.

“Thomas, this is Patty Penrose,” said she, turning to him; “don’t thee remember Patty?”

Tom knew that the color was rising in his face; knowing it, he felt very uncomfortable, and that made his cheeks burn all the hotter. It was a different matter talking to Patty now from what it had been three years ago. Oh, yes, he remembered Patty; “How is thee, Patty?” said he, holding out his hand to her. Her little fingers rested in his only for a moment, and then were quickly withdrawn.

“I’m pretty well, thank thee, Thomas,” said she.

Then there was a space of silence, during which Tom was thinking of something to say. This was no easy thing for him to do on the spur of the moment, considering how little he knew of Patty and her ways. He stood with his hands clasped behind him, looking at her and waiting for a thought, and she stood looking down at the toe of her shoe. Presently she raised her eyes to his face for a moment.

“Has thee just come back, Thomas?” said she.

“Yes; I came back yesterday afternoon.”

“Thee’s been gone a long while this time, hasn’t thee?”

“About three years.”

And then they were silent again.

Just then Isaac Naylor came up and spoke to Patty, and she turned partly away from Tom to answer him. It seemed to Tom that it was a relief to her to talk to some one else beside him, and no doubt it was, for she must have felt easier with Isaac than she did with Tom, knowing him so much better. After this, several of the young men came up, and in a little while Patty and his sister were quite surrounded by them, and were presently talking and laughing at a great rate, about people and things of which Tom knew little or nothing. Isaac Naylor stood amongst the other young men; he did not talk to Patty and Mary as they did, but he seemed contented to remain where he was.

At last Tom’s brother Henry plucked him by the sleeve of his coat, “Is thee ready to go now, Thomas?” said he. “Father and mother have gone and I’m ready to go if thee is.” Henry was too young yet to talk to the girls with any ease, and so the waiting was no pleasure to him.

“Yes; I guess I’m about ready,” said Tom. He felt that he had been awkward and ungainly before Patty, and he would have liked to say a word or two more to her before he left her to set himself straight in her opinion. But he saw no chance for this in all the talk and laughter that was going on around Mary and her, so there was nothing left for him to do but to go.

As Henry and he walked along the turn-pike road, numbers of Friends passed them on their way homeward from meeting.

There was a clatter of hoofs behind them, and old Elihu Penrose came riding by with Patty back of him on the pillion saddle.

“Woah!” cried he, reigning in his horse when he had come up to Tom and Henry. “How is thee, Thomas? I’m glad to see thee back again.”

“I’m glad to get back again,” said Tom.

“That’s right! I like to hear a young man say he’s glad to get back home again,—it sounds well. Come over and see us some time.”

“I will,” said Tom; “I’d like to come over very much.”

“Very well; do. Come over soon. Farewell.”

Then he clicked to the horse and rode on, turning down the road that led through the shady woods to the old mill.

“Patty Penrose’s a mighty pretty girl; ain’t she, Thomas?” said Henry.

Tom made no answer, and they walked on in silence.

At dinner time, Patty was brought up as a subject of talk.

“Don’t thee think she’s very pretty, Thomas?” said Susan.

“Well—I don’t know,” said Tom, hesitatingly; “n—not so very.” I do not know why he should have answered as he did, but, somehow, he did not feel like saying that he thought Patty was pretty.

“Well, I can’t help thinking as thee does about it, Thomas,” said Mary; “I love Patty Penrose very dearly, but, I must say, I never could see her beauty.”

“She’s the prettiest girl in the neighborhood,” said William.

“I know some people think she’s pretty,” said Mary, “but, I must say, I don’t see where her beauty lies. Her nose isn’t good, and she has hardly a bit of color in her face. She’s a dear good girl, but I don’t think she’s what one would call handsome.”

“Thee isn’t of the same way of thinking as the young men,” said John. “There isn’t one within ten miles of Eastcaster who doesn’t think that she’s the prettiest girl in the township. There isn’t a girl in the neighborhood who has as much company as she.”

“Nonsense,” said Susan; “what does thee know about it, John? Leave out Isaac Naylor and John Black and the two Sharpleys and she doesn’t have any more company than other people.”

“All right,” said John, who had an ill way of holding to an opinion and never arguing about it, “all right, have thy own way; it doesn’t make any difference to me; I only know what I hear the young men say about her.”

Then Tom’s father broke into the talk and nothing more was said about Patty. “I bought a new short-horn bull last fall, Thomas,” said he. “We’ll go over to the cattle-yard after dinner and take a look at it, if thee likes.”

So presently they all got up from their chairs, and the men-folks went over to the barn-yard to take a look at the short-horn bull.

But the talk at the dinner table had not pleased Tom, though I do not know why he should have disliked to have heard that Patty had a great deal of attention paid her; for how could it make any difference to him?
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AS time wore along, Tom got into the habit of dropping in at Penrose’s and of spending an evening now and then. At first he would find himself there once in every ten days or two weeks; in time his visits became more and more frequent. Elihu was always very glad to see him and Patty herself seemed pleased at his coming. I think that some of the happiest evenings of his life were those spent in sitting on the porch of the old mill-house in the long summer twilights—Elihu and he smoking their pipes, he telling his adventures at sea and Patty sitting listening to him. Often some one of the young men of the neighborhood would be at the house, and then it was not so pleasant for Tom; his talk would cease, and after a little while, perhaps, he would arise and bid them farewell. Patty and her visitor would usually sit apart talking and laughing together, and it would strike Tom how much more easy she seemed in the company of
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