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Welcome to  Black Cat Weekly #8. As always, we present an eclectic selection of tales, ranging from short stories to novels, with setting from the Old West to the future to alternate worlds. In other words, no matter what your tastes, you’ll find something to love here.

I must admit I’ve been increasingly enjoying the adventure of the “telepathic detective” Carlton Clarke, whose 12 adventures originally appeared in newspaper syndication around the United States in 1908. We have been running them in order, and we are now up to #8. He is a Chicago-based detective very much in the Sherlock Holmes fashion, but with the added mental power of telepathy on top of an already-powerful intellect. We also have more recent novels by Edith Dorian and Darrell Schweitzer, both great reads, and a classic Nick Carter novel from 1915. Add stories by such masters as Gordon R. Dickson, Stephen Gallagher, and John M. Floyd, and it’s just icing on the gravy...to mangle a metaphor!

Seasonally appropriate tales are always welcome here, and we have a classic horror tale by Vernon Lee, plus another of my own “Sympathy for...” monsters series, this time featuring werewolves. (It’s also my personal favorite of the series—always quite popular whenever I do public readings of my work.)

Our usual solve-it-yourself mystery from Hal Charles, a classic crime story from Robert Camp, and a western by pulp master W.C. Tuttle round out the lineup.

This issue’s lineup breaks down: 

Mysteries & Suspense

Mystery on Graveyard Head, by Edith Dorian

“Kismet and the Baby Orchid,” by Frank Lovell Nelson [short story, Carlton Clarke #8]

“Awake To Fear,” by Robert Camp [short story]

“Look It Up,” by Hal Charles [Solve-It-Yourself Mystery]

“The Devil’s Dooryard,” by W.C. Tuttle [historical novella]

Straight to the Goal, by Nicholas Carter [mystery novel]

“The Moon and Marcie Wade,” by John M. Floyd [Barb Goffman Presents Mystery]

Science Fiction & Fantasy

“Marsyas in Flanders,” by Vernon Lee [fantasy story]

“Sympathy for Wolves,” by John Gregory Betancourt [fantasy story]

“The Blackwood Oak,” by Stephen Gallagher [science fiction story]

“Perfectly Adjusted,” by Gordon R. Dickson [science fiction novella]

The White Isle, Darrell Schweitzer [fantasy novel]

Enjoy!

—John Betancourt

Editor, Black Cat Weekly
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CHAPTER 1

Changes On Juniper Point

STEVE PURCHAS finished tamping earth around the last cedar post and crawled out from under the old fishhouse at the head of the family wharf. After inching around like a measuring worm for the last three hours, he was glad just to get his shoulders straight again. Besides, it had been hot enough to parboil him under there away from the breeze, and he wanted a swim. Strolling into the fishhouse, he changed his muddy dungarees for swimming trunks and ambled down to the float at the end of the wharf.

This afternoon he and the gulls had the Purchas Boat Basin to themselves. It was what Maine people call a blue-and-gold day, with deep water in Casco Bay rippling bluer than the sky in the sunshine, and most of the summer sailors had their boats out. Steve could count a dozen empty mooring buoys bobbing in the swell of the incoming tide, and with his father and Wait Webber both away, even the family boatshop was deserted. Diving into the water, he raced out to the black spar and back at top speed. Sticking a foot in Casco Bay any day was the quickest way to cool off that he had ever discovered, and right now Purchas Basin had apparently been kept in somebody’s refrigerator until he hit it. Staying in ice water to gambol around like a lamb on an Easter card was all right if you liked it, but it was not Steve’s notion of pleasure.

He hauled himself up on the float again in a hurry and sprinted for the fishhouse. Maybe I’d better get a move on, he thought when he looked at his watch. His father and mother had driven to the Brunswick Station to bring back the people who had rented his grandfather’s house for the summer. Dr. Cobb and his daughter were due in Juniper Point practically any minute, and it occurred to Steve rather belatedly that his mother would think something slightly more formal than bathing trunks was indicated for his first meeting with Miss Cobb. He yanked on a clean T-shirt and the flannel slacks he had brought along as he came down to work after dinner, and ran a pocket comb hastily through his red hair.

But there was no sign of the family Ford when he emerged from the fishhouse so he roamed on across the Point to see whether the carpenters had finally managed to shingle the one completed wing of the building under construction on the east shore. Steve had a stake in that wing, and he eyed the completed roof with approval. Those shingles meant that he was employed as of tomorrow, July first, instead of having to fiddle around until Dr. Cobb’s office and workshop were made usable. At present, the other buildings planned were only holes in the ground, but by the end of August, when they would be finished, the whole setup would be the Carriker Marine Biological Laboratory; and next summer would see it in full operation.

Steve prowled interestedly around the laboratory site. With college ahead of him, he needed a summer job, and it was unexpected luck to have a full-time one develop almost on his own doorstep. Generally he was a Jack-of-all-trades, patching garage roofs, painting houses, helping to dig wells, and mowing grass for the summer people whose cottages were sprinkled along the road and the shores of Harpswell Neck. Probably he would not be much more than a Jack-of-all-trades this summer either, but off and on this spring he had seen enough of Dr. Cobb, the lab’s research director, to decide that he would like working for him.

A few die-hard old-timers who sat around Randall’s Store argued that the laboratory was the worst tomfool nonsense that had hit South Harpswell yet; but in Steve’s opinion, if the Purchases could stand the laboratory on Juniper Point, where nobody except their own family had lived for two hundred years, the rest of the town would survive comfortably. As a matter of fact, it had taken Dr. Cobb nearly six months to persuade Captain and Mrs. Purchas to part with land for the proposed Carriker Laboratory. Like a lot of others, they had agreed from the first that a marine biological laboratory was a thoroughly sound idea, but they had decided objections to its construction on their property. To Captain Peletiah, good fences still made good neighbors; and, for Juniper Point, Purchas Basin and Bar Island Cove were good fences. He wanted to keep any neighbors on the far side of those coves, not to have them moving in on top of him, especially if they were part-time summer residents. In the end, however, their increasing respect for both Dr. Cobb and the laboratory project had made the Captain and his wife capitulate; but Steve knew that they were still occasionally uneasy.

He frowned a little, remembering the long family discussions through the winter months. He had got a job because of the laboratory and he admired Dr. Cobb; but it was hard to imagine Juniper Point with summer people underfoot all day every day. Now that the time had actually come, he was uncomfortable himself. Then suddenly he began to grin. What was he worrying about? Over across Bar Island Cove his brother Bob’s best friend, Seth Green, was burying a load of trash in the Colony rubbish pit. Next winter Seth would be a senior at Bowdoin; this July he was claiming to be the only college-educated garbage man in the state of Maine. If Seth could manage to work for a dozen different summer families at the Colony, he ought to make out all right with only one. This Miss Cobb was supposed to spend most of her days wandering off with a paintbox anyway. She certainly wouldn’t get in his hair so long as she didn’t get any idea that he was her personal errand boy just because he worked for her father.

A raucous blast set the echoes grumbling and started Steve down the path that twisted its roundabout way along the shore through stands of pine and birch back to Purchas Basin. That horn meant that Wait Webber, his father’s right-hand man, was tying the Maquoit up at the wharf and wanted help unloading the crates of stuff he had picked up in Portland for Dr. Cobb’s office. At the same time, off beyond the bend in the Point road, Steve finally heard his father’s car rattling over the planks across the salt marsh, but he did not bother to change his course. He could dust off his best manners after he had lent Waity a hand.

Jogging through the woods, he rounded the tip of Juniper Point to walk up the west shore. Well ahead of him, past the fishhouse, he could see Waity manipulating the Maquoit’s hand winch, methodically hooking big crates on its arm and swinging them over to the landing. Exactly what happened next Steve was never quite sure, but he thought Waity started the arm with a heavy load toward shore and failed to get out of its path when he straightened up. At any rate, the crate caught him full on the back of the head, and he toppled overboard like a lumpy sack of potatoes.

Steve’s feet pounded on the path. The water at the landing was deep, for his father and grandfather had had Purchas Basin blasted out years ago, and Waity had gone over without even a grunt. He must have been unconscious, and with the currents eddying around the wharf, he was likely to get wedged in the pilings.

Steve ran desperately. Right now the distance between himself and the landing float seemed twice as long as usual. All that he hoped was that his father or Dr. Cobb had happened to see the accident; one of them might be nearer. He couldn’t tell what was going on now that the fishhouse was beginning to block his view, but suddenly he heard feet running down the wharf. Then he was tearing around the building himself and racing out to the float. Ripples warned him that the other person had dived in, and he checked himself a second to take a hasty look. There was no sense in fouling things up by landing on somebody’s back, but there was not even a shadow under him. Kicking off his shoes, he went over in a long dive.

To the right, a little below him, someone was struggling to pull Waity loose from the piling, and Steve went down fast to help. Catching the unconscious man under the arms, he shoved him forward so his wedged foot could be freed. Then, with Waity supported between them, the pair of rescuers shot to the surface. Brawny arms thrust an oar within Steve’s grasp, and Captain Purchas hauled them alongside the float where he and Dr. Cobb lifted Waity out and began to work over him.

Steve started to turn to see if his companion needed help, but his mother was ahead of him, her hand already outstretched, and he climbed out on the float to sit there panting. The other person flopped, dripping, beside him.

“I’m Linda Cobb,” she said between gasps. “I guess you’re Steve Purchas. Hi!”


CHAPTER 2

Trouble Off Haddock

STEVE stared at the girl on the float as if some weird fish with a couple of tails had suddenly landed beside him. This was not the kind of Miss Cobb he had been expecting to meet. Somewhere along the line, the Purchases had got it into their heads that Linda Cobb was near his brother Tom’s age, and Tom was through college, married, and in the Navy. Steve tried hastily to figure out where they had gone wrong. On his flying visits to the Point, Dr. Cobb had never had occasion to talk much about his own affairs. All he had said was that he was a widower and that his daughter would be coming along with him to keep house and do some painting. It was that housekeeping business that had thrown them off, Steve realized. He started pulling himself together. Even waterlogged, Linda Cobb was easy to take, but by now she probably thought he had been born with his eyes out on stilts like a lobster.

Linda chuckled at his expression. “Don’t bother trying to explain,” she said. “It’s all Dad’s fault. Your mother told me he pulled me out of his hat without any vital statistics. He’s always doing it. Last summer our landlord had a playpen for me!”

Steve grinned and gave her a hand up. At least, she had a sense of humor. But with Waity on their minds, they had no time for casual conversation, and they stood, watching anxiously as Dr. Cobb continued artificial respiration. Captain Pel, though, looked up long enough to be encouraging.

“He’s coming around,” he said comfortably. “Stirred some a minute ago. You two go get dry. And step on it, will you, Steve? You’ll have to drive over to the Neck for Dr. Littlefield. We’d better play safe.”

He turned his attention back to Waity, and Steve dashed off with a muttered apology to Linda for his desertion. Throwing on dry clothes didn’t take long. Linda was just disappearing through the Cobbs’ front door when he slid under the wheel of the car and headed off the Point. But it was nearly six-thirty before he located a supperless Dr. Littlefield out on a call, and piloted the Ford home again, the doctor in his own car close behind him.

“Waity was on the landing float when I left,” Steve said as they climbed out in front of the house. “Maybe we’d better go down there.”

But his mother, on the lookout at the door, beckoned to them. “This way, Doctor,” she called. “Waity’s rolled up in blankets on the living-room couch. He seems pretty comfortable. And, Steve, Dad says you’d better get those crates on the float under shelter for the night. The wind’s shifting.”

She followed the doctor into the house, and Steve went reluctantly back to the landing. At the moment, he would have been willing to call it a day without hauling a batch of heavy crates up a gangplank and along a wharf to a fishhouse. The job was finished eventually, however, and he whistled his way to the house once more, his mind fixed on his belated supper until he spotted the doctor’s car still parked where they had left it. Then he took the porch steps two at a time and bolted through the hall into the living room. There was always the chance that Waity had been injured more seriously than anyone supposed.

But Waity was obviously doing fine in spite of the huge goose egg on the back of his head and the quantity of salt water that had been rolled out of him. Propped against the pillows of the couch, he was busy with a bowl of hot soup while the rest of them ate supper at a table pulled over in front of the fire. Steve tackled his own chowder, smiling with relief.

“Whew,” he said. “For a minute there, I thought Dr. Littlefield had turned up a couple of broken ribs and a punctured lung.”

The doctor laughed. “You can stop worrying, son. The patient’ll live. Just concentrate on this supper while it’s hot.”

Actually, his only real concern was over the foot that Waity had caught in the piling. It was too swollen and discolored for the doctor to be sure no bones were broken, and he insisted Waity stay off it until he could drive him to Brunswick next morning for an X ray.

“You can cart him home and get him into his own bed,” he told the Purchases as he got ready to leave after supper. “I’ll send Abby Beamish along to take care of him.” Then he smiled broadly at Waity’s outraged growl. “Oh, all right, have Steve if you’d rather. Only keep off that foot, Wait Webber, or I refuse to be responsible.”

Smothering a laugh, Steve strolled off to collect his pajamas and toothbrush. Offhand, he couldn’t think of any occasion when Abby Beamish and Wait Webber had seen eye to eye. Besides, the idea of a woman bustling around his house would raise Waity’s blood pressure to an all-time high. As Harpswell’s most determined bachelor, he lived alone and liked it. Steve, with an increased respect for the medical profession, helped his father carry him out to the car. Between satisfaction at escaping Abby and the sedatives administered for the pain in his ankle, Wait was obeying orders with abnormal meekness.

Steve took a quick look as they passed his grandfather’s old house, but there were no Cobbs in sight. He had been at the landing moving crates when they stopped to inquire for Waity, and he had yet to see Linda without her hair plastered to her head and water dripping off her nose. But from where he sat, Linda Cobb was not hard on the eyes, wet or dry, and since she had turned out to be seventeen, the summer could have been rough if she had shown up looking like a sculpin.

The weather next morning was not calculated to lure anyone outside his own door, and there was still no sign of Linda when Steve tramped back to Juniper Point. It was already after ten o’clock. A southeaster in the night had stirred up a kettle of pea soup that made the foghorn on Halfway Rock Light wail like a banshee, and with visibility beyond ten feet absolutely nil, Dr. Littlefield had been understandably slow getting around to Ash Point to pick up his patient. Steve stopped at the house just long enough to leave his pajamas and to answer his mother’s questions. Then he strode on to Purchas Landing. He still had to finish the unloading job that the accident had interrupted.

The Maquoit, tied up at the float the way Waity had left her, looked like a boat daubed on a backdrop that somebody had forgotten to fill in with scenery. As he climbed aboard to open up her hatch and clear her winch, Steve could hear his father’s power saw whining through planks in the boatshop at the head of the cove, but for all he could see, the shop might have been at the bottom of Casco Bay. It was certainly no day for pleasure cruising. He swung the winch arm monotonously back and forth, picking up crates and dumping them on the float until he had emptied the Maquoit’s hold and could begin to haul the stuff across the Point to Dr. Cobb’s office.

It was dull work, though, and he was glad to see the end of it when he manhandled his final load onto the wheel-barrow and stopped at the fishhouse to get a hammer and crowbar from the tool rack. At least, yanking the slats off the crates would keep him inside the lab wing long enough to let the fog evaporate out of his ears. He picked up the wheelbarrow handles and shoved off again. After six round trips, he felt as if he could run the course with his eyes closed, so he butted the office door open with his shoulder and backed in without bothering to look around. The possibility of traffic complications was the last thing worrying him until he pinned somebody against the wall. Then he turned in a hurry to find Linda laughing at him.

“I was going to honk,” she said, “but you didn’t give me time.”

Steve chuckled. “You can’t say the Purchases don’t make an effort,” he told her. “When we can’t drown our tenants the first day, we try to flatten ’em out the next.”

“You can have ’a’ for effort,” Linda retorted, “but you were licked before you started. The Cobbs bounce up like rubber.” She eyed the crate on the wheelbarrow interestedly. “Is that the weapon that clouted Waity yesterday?”

Steve nodded, “and if it had been handy, I’d probably have bounced it off his skull again this morning,” he admitted. “The easiest way to handle Wait Webber is to have him out flat counting stars. He roared around like a walrus cussing the weather from six o’clock on.”

“Then I hope he did some for me,” Linda said plaintively. “The first morning I’ve ever spent in Maine and what do I get? Visibility unlimited—clear to the end of my nose!”

She twisted around to study the wet white blanket outside the window, and Steve glanced appreciatively at her profile. He had seen plenty of worse views. In fact, this morning in charcoal dungarees and a red flannel shirty Linda Cobb was likely to improve any scenery he’d met. Parking lazily on the nearest crate, she watched him pry off slats until he happened to look up again and smile. Then she reached for the hammer.

“Oh, all right. You shame me into it. I’ll pull the nails out of these things while you pry off the rest. I suppose you want them stacked in that wood basket, too, while I’m at it!”

She buckled to work energetically, but now and then her eyes wandered to the window for another look at the weather.

“It’s positively spooky outside,” she exclaimed. “Why, anything could happen in weather like this. Look at that fog drift into queer shapes. I almost saw pirates landing gold a minute ago, or maybe they were smugglers loaded down with jade!”

Steve grinned at her. “Keep right on seeing things,” he said. “That’s all the excitement you’re likely to get around here. If you wanted Indians and buccaneers, you should have dropped in a couple of hundred years ago. Kidd cruised in the Bay, and a lot of others buried gold on the Islands. My grandfather ued to tell us about a Bailey Island man who dug up twelve thousand dollars’ worth of Spanish doubloons.”

“When do we dig?” Linda demanded, and Steve laughed.

“We’re a hundred years too late for that, too. Everybody else beat us to it. Of course, Dad says things got pretty lively again in rumrunning days, but Harpswell’s turned respectably dull. My brother Bob’s an ensign on one of the two coast guard cutters that get assigned to the Bay in case of trouble, and we haven’t even seen the Yakatak’s stern since he’s been aboard.”

Linda wagged her head sadly. “Another one of those realists,” she said. “They’re always taking the fun out of life. Go ahead and play it your own way. I’ll keep my weather eye out for sinister ships and suspicious characters. When I’m sniffing on the trail of the treasure, you’ll eat your words.”

“I won’t have time then,” Steve said promptly. “I’ll be too busy streaking past you with my shovel!”

Still laughing, Linda was tossing her armful of slats into the wood basket when voices outside shouted for Steve, and Captain Pel and Dr. Cobb hurried into the room.

“I need you, Steve,” his father explained. “Some radio ‘ham’ picked up an SOS from a cruiser off Haddock Rock. Ed Randall just phoned in from the store. Let’s get going. Ed’s notifying the Coast Guard we’ll take over with the Abenaki.”

Steve was already on his feet, grabbing his jacket, but he stared at his father in surprise. “The Abenaki? With Waity laid up? What’ll you do if I have to get aboard the cruiser?”

“Make out,” the captain told him. “Dr. Cobb’s volunteered to come along. We may be shorthanded on her, weather like this, but Ed says the cruiser’s a seventy-footer. The Maquoit couldn’t touch her with a sea on.”

He turned impatiently to the door, anxious to get started, but Linda ran after him.

“Would I just be in the way, Captain Pel?” she asked. “Because I’ll come if you think I’ll do.”

His hand on the knob, the captain regarded her quizzically. “Ever get seasick, young lady?” he demanded, and Linda shook her head.

“I don’t think so,” she told him. “At least, I never have when Dad’s taken me out on lab boats.”

“Then you’re signed on,” he said, and led the way rapidly down to the wharf.


CHAPTER 3

The Delight Makes Port

MRS. PURCHAS was already on the float, stowing boxes of sandwiches and a couple of quart thermos bottles of coffee in a skiff when Captain Pel and his crew came down the gangplank.

“Enough for lunch and plenty to spare if the people on the cruiser need it,” she told them briskly. “And the barometer’s rising, Pel. Perhaps the fog’ll lift by the time you get outside the harbor.”

She pulled off her slicker, nevertheless, and wrapped it around Linda. “Good luck,” she called as they shoved off. “Good hunting.”

Linda, seated in the stern, turned her head to smile, but Purchas Landing had faded into the fog behind them as quickly as Steve’s oars dipped in the lobsterman’s short, choppy strokes. With a dozen more, her bearings were gone completely. We could be rowing in circles for all I’d know, she thought, and Steve Purchas acts like a homing pigeon! Another dozen or two and the Abenaki was practically dead ahead of them. Linda could already see a vague green hull, shrouded in mist.

“Tie the skiff on the mooring, Steve, and cast us off,” his father ordered as they drew alongside. “We’ll take care of the anchor.” He climbed aboard and leaned hastily over the rail. “Here, Linda, let me give you a hand up. Steve’ll be along in a minute with instructions.”

He and Dr. Cobb strode toward the stern, leaving her stranded amidships until Steve hit the deck five minutes later. But he was beckoning even before he headed for the engines, and she trailed willingly at his heels.

“Your father gets this engine job, once the anchor’s up,” he explained. “Dad’ll take the wheel. You and I draw the towing gear.” His hand on the throttle, he listened to the rattle of chains from the stern, waiting for his father’s signal. “We’ll be working back there, too,” he said. “We only have to stick around here till your father takes over.”

Finally a bell sounded from the wheelhouse forward, and Steve got the engines moving. Then Dr. Cobb was at hand to check briefly with Steve before he assumed his responsibilities, and the younger members of the crew headed aft to tackle their own job. Working together, they opened up stern lockers and began to ready gear. “Boat hooks, too, Linda,” Steve said, and went on dragging, out heavy coils of cable as she hunted them up. Though he hadn’t taken time off to say so, he thoroughly approved of having her along. For the second time in two days Linda was coming in handy in an emergency.

Often a crewman from the rescue ship was needed on a disabled craft, and Steve knew that he might have to return aboard their tow. Linda was no Wait Webber in a crew; still, without her on the way back, Dr. Cobb might have been saddled with the winch and the towing gear, in addition to the engines. A man could manage a lot of things simultaneously when he had to, of course, but it might have been strenuous. Towing cables had parted before this.

Hawk-eyed, Steve examined every inch of the cables before he shoved two aside in case of trouble, and turned back to Linda.

“We’ll thread a couple on the winch,” he told her. “This cruiser’s heavy and we’ll probably need them both. Can you hang on to this stuff and feed it to me?”

Linda nodded, and they struggled with the salt-stiffened cables, not evey trying to talk, their thoughts on the cruiser somewhere ahead of them in the fog. But the barometer really had meant business, the girl decided, when Steve made her take a minute off to rest her hands and she had a chance to look around. She could see half a dozen boats on their moorings, in the harbor now and make out the blurred outlines of the long wharf where the Casco Bay Line’s Aucocisco docked on her trips to and from Portland. Back in Purchas Basin all that she had been able to see was the water under their own bow.

“Is Haddock Rock far from us?” she asked.

Steve shook his head. “Not in miles, but too far for that cruiser’s comfort. This fog’s been slowing us like crazy, and the Abenaki’s no race horse at best.” He pointed at the jagged, weed-covered ledges stretching down into the Bay off Harpswell Neck. “Nasty things to pile up on,” he said soberly, “and the cruiser’s got plenty of them to worry her out behind Haskell Island.”

They went back to their job on the winch. Time was getting shorter. Now that the visibility was improving by the minute, Captain Pel had begun to drive the Abenaki hard through the heavy seas. The storm that had blown through the night and early morning had left the Bay in turmoil. Even in the shelter of the harbor, they had felt the force of the swells under their ship’s keel, and out here beyond the end of Potts Point she fought head on against the rising tide.

His father was holding their course straight out for deep water off Haskell, Steve noticed, as they finished their job and hurried forward to join the others around the wheel for a hasty lunch. Apparently he was calculating the effect of wind and tide on the cruiser’s drift.

Captain Pel nodded when he saw his son’s glance.

“There was no sense in working through the Gut and running along the outside shore,” he said. “That ‘ham’ thought the cruiser’s engines were dead so she’s more’n likely drifted up this way—if she isn’t hung up on a ledge somewhere.” He sounded troubled. “Tide’s turned and the weight of the wind’s behind it. There’ll be a sea off Haskell.”

Linda blinked at him. What did he call this? With the Abenaki pitching headlong, it didn’t seem like a duck pond to her. But when they finally ran out from the protection of the farthest headland, she knew what he had meant. The Abenaki stopped pitching and began to buck like a rodeo bronco. Then Steve gave a shout and she forgot the ship’s antics to race to the rail. Between the ragged ledges of Haskell Island and Haddock Rock, they had found the cruiser wallowing heavily, broadside to the incoming seas. Steve just made out the name and port across her stern as the Abenaki, engines throttled down, nosed into hailing distance.

“Delight, Palm Beach,” he said to Linda. “Great guns, she’s come a long way to find trouble!”

The four men aboard the Delight cheered them heartily. “Our second anchor, on chain, parted ten minutes ago.” It was the broad-shouldered man with the iron-gray hair who shouted to them. “Can you shoot us a line, Abenaki? We’re using a drag but we’re drifting in fast.”

Captain Pel nodded. “Stand by,” he called. “We’re dropping a cable in your bow.”

Braced in the stern, Steve waited while the Abenaki forged slowly ahead. Then, with one tremendous heave, he shoved the coiled ends of the heavy towing cables onto the deck of the cruiser and sprang down to take care of his end of the operations at the winch.

The gray-haired man smiled his thanks. “My name’s Sutton. Dr. Bartley Sutton.” He raised his voice as the water widened between the two boats. “We’re mighty grateful to you.” Lifting an arm in salute, he turned quickly away to lend his men a hand.

Steve knew that his father would idle the Abenaki’s engines as long as he dared, and he kept his eyes on the Delight’s crew, approvingly gauging their speed with the towlines. Every second counted now. At Captain Pel’s quiet orders, Dr. Cobb sent their engines inching ahead again and again to counteract their own drift, but with each wind-driven wave they could see the Delight roll perceptibly closer to the ledges. No improvised drag could possibly hold the big cruiser long in a sea as heavy as this. The four on the Purchas ship, waiting grimly for some word that the towlines were secured, felt ready to cheer when Dr. Sutton sprang into the Delight’s bow, signaling with his arms, and Captain Pel could get cautiously under way.

Steve and Linda stayed together in the stern, nursing the towing gear. Even a greenhorn like Linda could see that they were not out of trouble. If those towlines parted, their difficulties would start all over again; yet they had to haul the Delight clear of Haskell before there would be leeway to circle out for the return trip. Fighting the tide in a rough sea, with the heavy cruiser dragging, was slow, grueling work for the Abenaki. This was not like towing in the open sea with a long length of line paid out behind you. Here you had to shorten lines to keep your tow off the reefs, and the strain on the cables increased proportionately. Steve sat tense and tight-lipped, ready to shout a warning to his father, until the laboring Abenaki rounded the island and had wind and tide behind her to ease the cables’ strain.

“Look, we’re actually moving again!” Linda exclaimed. “I began to think this Bay was filled with glue.”

Steve grinned and relaxed a little. “Some job,” he said feelingly. “That’s what we get for being nearer than the Coast Guard this time. You pulled your weight, Linda. It was a smart idea to bring you along.”

The girl’s face flushed with pleasure. “At least I didn’t get seasick,” she said, laughing, “so I guess I passed your father’s test.”

They sat in companionable silence for a while. Behind them in the Delight, Dr. Sutton and his crew were spelling each other, two of them manning the towlines and two resting, turn and turn about. After their battle with high seas in the helpless cruiser, they were exhausted.

“I wonder who Dr. Sutton is,” Steve said finally. “One thing sure, he’s not starving, not with a plaything like that cruiser. I hope he sticks around long enough to let us get aboard.”

“Well, he can’t get very far till his engines are fixed,” Linda pointed out. “We’ve got him in our clutches for a few days anyway. I’ve always wanted to see a ship’s galley.”

Reminded of food, she rummaged around for the sandwiches she had put aside and set the open box between them. “There wasn’t any sense in passing these over to that cruiser,” she said, biting into deviled ham contentedly. “That man bringing out the coffeepot back there now must be the cook.”

“Could be,” Steve agreed. “Even the luxury liner behind us doesn’t need more than two in her crew when her owner’s his own skipper.” Again he eyed the big cruiser with admiration. “She’s a beauty all right.”

Eventually, the Abenaki worked her slow way past the tip of Harpswell Neck, and Captain Pel called Steve forward.

“Shorten those cables still more,” he told his son. “I’m not aiming to run foul of the Petticoat or the Delilah or any other craft in the harbor with that dancing tow. She’s as skittish as a porpoise. And stand by, Steve, in case of trouble.”

But the cruiser behaved like a lady, once Steve and the winch had worked her in closer, and they threaded their way through the harbor without any incidents.

Leaning out of his store window, Ed Randall waved cheerfully as they passed Town Landing; and in home waters, when they reached at last for their mooring, they could see Deborah Purchas flapping a dish towel in triumph on the back porch. The Delight was safe in port.


CHAPTER 4

Jude Farr’s Grandson

THE Purchas kitchen was fragrant with the buttery smell of lobster stew when the rescue crew came through the doorway, bringing Dr. Sutton with them. Mrs. Purchas, busy sliding pans of rolls into, the oven, stopped to greet their guests warmly.

“I’ve nearly worn the binoculars out watching for the Abenaki,” she said, smiling. “It’s good to know you’re safe. Supper will be ready by the time you’ve had a chance to catch your breath, and Wait Webber will be hobbling in to join us any minute. He’s been down at the boatshop a couple of hours.”

“With that foot!” Steve exclaimed disgustedly. “Is he crazy?”

His mother’s eyes twinkled. “He sounded pretty normal to me,” she admitted. “He spent fifteen minutes here in the kitchen sampling stew and taking doctors apart for the way they cramp your style with adhesive. He’s all right, Steve. There weren’t any bones broken. Dr. Littlefield dropped him off himself.”

She turned pleasantly back to their guest. “You and the Delight took care of today, Doctor,” she explained, “but Waity provided yesterday’s excitement. When the Cobbs saw him, he was half-drowned.”

“A mite of water in my scuppers,” Waity agreed, limping into the room, “but I don’t know if it wasn’t a sight better’n being checkreined and harnessed so tight the beach fleas play tag all over me.”

Mrs. Purchas presented him to Dr. Sutton and the Cobbs, and he stared down in obvious surprise at Linda’s head, a good four inches below his shoulder. “I’ve been wanting to say ‘much obliged’ for pulling me out,” he assured her. “Only thing now, I’m kind of sorry I missed that performance.” Waity shook his head regretfully. “Must have been considerable like watching a herring try to tow a shark.”

They were a contented group when they gathered around the supper table, and Dr. Sutton, of course, was the center of everyone’s attention. Long before they had reached doughnuts and coffee, he had had to tell the story of the failing engines and the heavy seas that had nearly ended in disaster for the Delight. It made thrilling listening.

“I’d have been petrified,” Linda confessed at the end. “I can’t even decide which part was worst.”

“I can manage quite nicely without a repeat performance of any of it,” Dr. Sutton told her, “but that last hour off Haddock Rock when our anchors parted, first one and then the other, finished eight of my nine lives.”

“Enough to take your mind off blueberry picking,” Waity agreed, and Dr. Sutton laughed.

“It certainly was,” he said. “As a matter of fact, I never expect to see a prettier sight than the Abenaki nosing around the end of Haskell Island!”

“The Bay doesn’t always treat strangers that way,” Mrs. Purchas said apologetically, “so we hope you’ll stay long enough to fall under her spell in spite of a bad beginning.”

“Actually, I’m planning to stay the rest of the summer,” Dr. Sutton said, “I hadn’t got around to telling you, but I own an old house somewhere here in Harpswell. It belonged to a family named Farr.”

Captain Pel snapped his fingers with satisfaction. “That’s the answer, of course,” he exclaimed. “Your name has been teasing at my mind all afternoon, Doctor. So you’re one of the Sutton family those Boston lawyers have been handling taxes for all these years!” He looked across at the doctor with fresh interest. “If I recollect rightly, my father used to say Jude Farr had a distant cousin surviving somewhere out West. You’re kin to him, I take it.”

Dr. Sutton shook his head. “Not kin to him,” he explained, “kin to Jude Farr and his wife Patience. My mother was their daughter.”

The Purchases and Wait Webber looked at him in blank bewilderment. “You’re claiming to be Jude Farr’s grandson?” Captain Pel put down his coffee cup as if it were suddenly too heavy to hold. “Why, Jude and Patience never had but the one child, and she was lost, along with them, when their ship went down in a gale off the coast of Florida.”

He pushed back his chair and reached for a big scrap-book on the shelves behind him. “I forget the date—it was before my time, but the newspaper story’s pasted in here. My father kept everything he found in print about Harpswell ships and Harpswell seamen.”

The others crowded around to look over Captain Pel’s shoulder as he laid the book down and turned the pages.

“There,” he said, pointing to a yellowed clipping, “the ship that foundered was Jude’s own Sturdy Beggar, and the date was 1902.”

Nodding, Dr. Sutton brought his wallet out of his pocket and extracted another yellowed clipping to lay beside the first.

“The story has a sequel,” he told them, “a happy ending. Delight Farr did survive. A life preserver and some drifting wreckage kept her afloat, but she was ill for a long time after a fishing smack picked her up and brought her into Palm Beach. She had been pretty badly battered about the head, Dad said. It was months before she remembered who she was or what ship she had sailed in.”

He put a snapshot of a handsome man and woman on top of the clippings. “Joel Haine Sutton and Delight Farr Sutton.” He showed them the names on the back. “Delight married the young doctor who took care of her during her illness. I was their only child.”

The group around Captain Pel still looked at Dr. Sutton in amazement. “It’s like something out of a book,” Linda said wonderingly. “It’s not what happens to people you actually know.”

Then Captain Pel and Wait were shaking hands again with Dr. Sutton, and Mrs. Purchas was beaming.

“So you’re really going to open the old Farr house,” she exclaimed with satisfaction. “I’ve never seen it alive—just dead and dreary looking. Houses aren’t meant to be like that.”

Dr. Sutton smiled as though he understood what had troubled her. “Mother felt the same way,” he said. “That’s one reason I’ve come. My father had a Boston law firm take charge of everything. They shipped family papers down to Mother and had the house boarded up. She hated thinking of it like that. When I was small, she was always planning to spend summers here as soon as my father could take real vacations. She never had the opportunity; she died before I finished grade school.” The doctor shook his head ruefully. “I meant to get here myself years ago, but it was hard for a young surgeon to steal a lengthy holiday. Fifty years, though, is a long time for a house to be deserted. I’ll be lucky now, I suppose, if the timbers aren’t rotten.”

“Timbers are sound enough,” Captain Pel told him. “I was over that way duck hunting in the fall and prowled around some. Your mother probably told you that the Farr place was a garrison house originally; the old walls are eighteen inches thick. Shingles and porches, the barn ell, too—those are what will need attention.”

“Maybe a few spring cleanings wouldn’t have hurt much either,” Mrs. Purchas suggested mildly.

Dr. Sutton whistled. “Great Scott, I never thought of dirt,” he admitted. “It must be a foot deep!”

Grinning wickedly, Steve glanced out of the corner of his eye at Waity. “You get Abby Beamish after it, Dr. Sutton,” he advised. “Abby says there’s no percentage in everyday cleaning; she likes dirt enough to begin on to know she’s done something when she’s through.”

Waity snorted, and Steve smiled. “Just don’t go buying her a lot of newfangled cleaning apparatus though,” he warned the doctor. “Waity bought a broom down at Randall’s last week, and I heard Abby telling him a new broom might sweep clean but the old one knew where the dirt hid.”

Dr. Sutton laughed outright. “The redoubtable Miss Beamish it is then,” he announced. “How do I go about luring the lady into my cobwebs?”

“Mrs., not Miss.” Waity was still snorting when he corrected him. “Dirt’ll do the luring, Dr. Sutton; don’t you trouble your head about that. You’ve got self-preservation to fret over. Dirt lured her into Lem Beamish’s place eight years ago, and before Lem knew what was happening, Abby’d married him.” Waity looked owlish. “Come spring, she’d cleaned Lem Beamish straight into the graveyard. If you’ve a mite of sense, you’ll take out over the clam flats and let Abby Beamish lie.”

But the doctor refused to be daunted. “You’ve got to admit I’m prepared,” he told him. “That’s more than Lern was.”

Mrs. Purchas’s eyes danced. “Prepared?” she repeated. “My stars, you’re practically barricaded in the cruiser’s cabin with your diving suit at hand! If Abby Beamish needs a cake of soap, she’ll have to rout out the Coast Guard to find you.”

Still laughing, she stacked the dishes on a tray to start for the kitchen, but Dr. Sutton reached persuasively for the sweater hanging on the back of her chair.

“Those dishes have the patience of Job,” he insisted. “Daylight hasn’t, and I’ve come a thousand miles to see a house. There must be a car around here somewhere.”

“A new station wagon in our barn,” Dr. Cobb offered promptly, and Mrs. Purchas untied her apron.

“I’m already on my way,” she said. But she paused a second as she started for the door. “Pel, please go find a hammer and a crowbar. Dr. Sutton’s going to have a chance to see the boards off the door over on Graveyard Head if I never wash those dishes.”


CHAPTER 5

The House On Graveyard Head

WHEN Linda slid into the back seat of the station wagon with Steve, she still thought her ears had been playing her tricks.

“Your mother didn’t really say Graveyard Head, did she?”

“Sure she said Graveyard Head. That’s the name of the headland where the Farr house is.” Steve chuckled at Linda’s incredulous face. “Cheerful sort of address, isn’t it?”

“But why?” Linda demanded. “For goodness’ sake, why?”

“Because the Farrs put their graveyard along the shore at the top of the ledges,” Steve explained. “You couldn’t miss it from the water. It’s all tangled up in vines and bayberry bushes so you can hardly find it now, but Grandfather said ships beating up Merriconeag Sound in the old days used to steer their course by the Farr headstones.”

“I still don’t get it,” Linda said in bewilderment. “Why didn’t they use a cemetery like other people?”

“But there wasn’t any regular burying ground when the Farrs settled here,” Steve told her. “All the early settlers had family graveyards, and a lot of them kept on using them even after they built a Meetinghouse in 1758. You would have, too, if you’d had to lug a heavy coffin five miles over rough trails to the church ground in Center Harpswell.”

Linda laughed. “Maybe I would, though I’d never have guessed it if you hadn’t told me. I can’t seem to picture families living in the same house in the same place hundreds of years. Down home in New York hardly anybody we know was even born in the city. Anyway, if I’d been a Farr, I’d have got rid of that graveyard name in a hurry.”

Steve grinned at her. “You’d have had a swell job on your hands. Fifty years from now Grandfather’s house will still be the ‘Lorenzo Purchas place’ even if Dad suddenly sells it to you tomorrow. Besides, the name fits. Wait till you get a look at that house on the Head.”

By that time, the station wagon was turning out of Juniper Point and starting along the main road on Harpswell Neck. Dr. Cobb barely crawled. Half his carload was giving him directions while they hunted for the break in a tangle of bushes that marked the old entrance to Dr. Sutton’s property.

“There it is, about ten feet in front of you.” Captain Pel pointed to the right of the road. “Better park where you are, Dr. Cobb. There’s no earthly use trying to turn in on the Head. Dr. Sutton’ll need a bulldozer before a car’ll navigate that road again. There’s a footpath, though; duck hunters and berrypickers have kept it open after a fashion.”

Following his lead, they plunged through the bushes, strung out in single file. Steve and Linda brought up the rear. Bayberry thickets and scrub growth hemmed them in on both sides, and overhead, wind-twisted birches nearly locked branches. Linda hardly took a step without turning an ankle or getting tangled up in blackberry creepers.

“Those Farrs certainly had sense,” she admitted. “I’d have made two graveyards right under my front porch before I’d carry anything bigger than a pillbox over a trail like this. You don’t suppose Waity would like to lend me that nice stiff horse collar he’s got on his ankle, do you? His foot’s the only one that’s safe.”

But the narrow rutted path finally opened into a pine woods where the traces of the old road were easier to follow.

“Going’ll be better in a minute,” Captain Pel promised. “The Head’s so rocky it won’t support much except juniper and berry bushes. That’s what made it so good for a garrison in the old days—not much grass to set afire and no cover for the French and Indians.”

But Linda was in no state of mind to brood over the past. She could start thinking about history if she reached Dr. Sutton’s house without a broken ankle, and she continued to pick her way gingerly until she emerged intact from the woods. Then she stopped to stare across the headland at the T-shaped old Farr house, its crossbar facing south down the Bay to the open sea and its tail of barn and additions stretching northward.

“See what I meant?” Steve asked, and she nodded slowly. If there was ever a headquarters for a ghost convention, it was that gaunt, weather-beaten old place with its doors and windows boarded tight and the sea gulls roosting on its chimneys.

“Bright and cheery all right!” Steve said as they started after the others down the field. “When I was in fifth grade, a gang of us used to come over here just before dark and scare ourselves half to death. Jim Moody had nightmares all night because we dared him to stay alone on the back porch fifteen minutes.”

“What did you expect him to have?” Linda demanded. “Edgar Allan Poe and Charles Addams probably dreamed that house up between them. Steve Purchas, if you get more than six inches away from me when we’re inside, I know I’ll drop dead and haunt you!”

But by the time the pair of them had caught up with the rest, the atmosphere around the Farr house had grown so practical that any self-respecting ghost would have taken flight, squalling, with the outraged sea gulls, from the roof. Four men were prowling from one side to another, tapping framework for the hollow tune of rotten wood, and on the front porch Mrs. Purchas was prodding and poking at the floor boards.

“They’ll still hold us over there by the door,” she announced. “You can get busy with that crowbar, Steve.”

The sound of ripping wood brought the men hurrying up the steps, ready to lend a hand, but Steve was not having much trouble. Rusty nails and screws simply broke off under pressure. It was the door itself that presented the real problem. In the end, they had to force it because the lock was so badly corroded. Then Dr. Sutton pushed it wide, and they crowded after him, peering eagerly over one another’s shoulders. Even with only the door open, light streamed ahead of them down the wide hall, and they could see how meticulously Patience Farr had prepared her home for safekeeping before she sailed on her last ill-fated voyage. Yellowed dust sheets covered settles and tables, and on the wall each picture wore a newspaper blanket.

“How Dr. Sutton’s grandmother must have loved her house to take care of it this way,” Linda exclaimed impulsively.

“Loved it and had to leave it again and again to sail with Jude,” Mrs. Purchas said, nodding. “Just as Jude’s mother before her had loved it and left it to sail the seven seas. Farrs were born at sea and died at sea, Linda, but the Head was always home.”

Naturally, upstairs was too dark to explore, but they looked as best they could through every room on the first floor, barking their shins on furniture and stirring up clouds of dust, before they wandered down the hall again to the front door. The shrouded pictures on the wall had roused Linda’s curiosity more than anything else.

“What do you suppose they are?” she asked Steve as the rest trooped out ahead of them.

“Family portraits and pictures of the Farr ships, I guess,” he said. “Most of the old houses around here are full of them.”

Sunlight was streaking across one picture right in front of them, and Linda reached up to tuck its wrapper more securely behind the frame. “Watch it,” Steve warned her, but the paper had already crumbled under her touch, and she looked at him in dismay.

“Never mind,” he said. “Go ahead and pull the rest off. We can wrap it up again. Waity’s got tonight’s paper stuck in his pocket. I’ll go swipe a piece of that.”

Left alone a minute, Linda removed the last dusty shreds and studied the picture in delight. It was a portrait of an oddly beautiful girl with a cluster of flaming red curls in the nape of her neck and strange greenish lights in her eyes. She’s only a little older than I am, Linda thought, but she’s not nearly as tame. Maybe she was born in a storm at sea. She leaned forward quickly to read the name “Loraney Farr” on a brass plate. Then she rewrapped the picture in the newspaper that Steve brought her and they strolled on outside.

“You’ll want electric lights and plumbing, I suppose,” Dr. Cobb was saying when they found the others. “What about water? Will you drill a well?”

“If I have to, of course,” Dr. Sutton said, “but there used to be a wonderful spring on the place according to my mother. Maybe one of the Purchases can tell us what’s happened to it.”

“You mean the Witch Spring, Dr. Sutton,” Steve told him. “It’s still the best spring anywhere around. I’ve been here berrying when it hadn’t rained all summer and half the wells were dry, but the Witch was flowing the same as ever. She’s over here.” He led the way toward a green thicket a dozen yards further. “The springhouse tumbled down years ago though. You’ll have to build that over again.”

Trailing along after them, Linda listened interestedly. What she wanted to have accounted for was that name. “Would somebody please stop just long enough to tell me why it’s called the ‘Witch Spring’?” she asked.

“Because the Farrs were smart enough to have a witch in their family,” Mrs. Purchas said, smiling. “She tapped the ground one day and created it. At least, that’s the way the story goes. Before that, the Farrs had a dug well and it was always running dry like everybody else’s.”

They stood awhile watching the water flow steadily over the worn silvery stones, and Linda’s eyes grew dreamy. “Perhaps she’s still lurking around her spring, Dr. Sutton,” she said. “Maybe if you’re lucky, you’ll see her riding her broomstick across the face of the moon with her nose in a big shadowy hook and her white hair flying.”

“Then she won’t be our witch, and I’ll have to chase her for trespassing,” the doctor protested. “There was nothing toothless and scraggly about the Farr witch, I’ll have you know! Ours was nineteen and redheaded.”

“A disturbin’ woman,” Waity added promptly. “That’s what my great-great-grandfather called her in his diary. Loraney, her name was. She was living on Bailey Island yonder, time she married Shubael Farr.”

He pointed at the rocky shore across Merriconeag Sound, but Linda was paying no attention.

“Why, I’ve just seen her back there at the house,” she cried. “No wonder she didn’t look as tame as I do.”

At Dr. Sutton’s startled expression, Steve couldn’t keep his face straight, and Linda chuckled.

“Her picture’s hanging in the hall,” she explained. “She’s absolutely gorgeous. I can understand Shubael all right, but what made a witch decide to capture him, Dr. Sutton? Was he supposed to be fabulous?”

“Girl in every port, according to the family stories,” the doctor assured her, “but frankly I suspect Shubael was a man of business. I have his old account books, and for a whole year he’d entered regular payments to Loraney opposite the notation ‘spells for favorable winds.’ Perhaps he decided it would be more economical to marry his witch. Then fixing up fair winds for his voyages would fall under the head of ‘wifely duties.’”

But Linda refused to listen. “I don’t believe it,” she announced indignantly. “Loraney bewitched Shubael for some good reason of her own. She brewed brews and mixed potions.”

“Strawberry hair likely was enough brew,” Waity said drily. “It beats all how unsettled most men can get when a redheaded woman crosses their bow.”

Dr. Sutton laughed. “As long as she fixed up this spring for me, I don’t mind how unsettled Shubael managed to get. Anyhow, poor Loraney’s spells must have failed her. The first voyage she and Shubael sailed together, neither they nor their ship came back.”

The general conversation turned to practical details of piping water into the Farr house, and Steve pulled Linda aside. “Loraney’s headstone’s down near the shore with the others,” he said, and she fell hastily into step at his side.

“What’s her headstone doing there, though, if she was lost at sea?” she demanded.

“Families put them up anyway,” Steve explained. “After a ship was so long overdue they had to give up hope, they ordered a headstone with ‘Lost at Sea’ on it. There are plenty of that kind with nobody under them on Graveyard Head. The Farrs were all sailors—fishermen and whalers and clipper-ship men.”

He pushed tangle after tangle of myrtle and wild grape aside, hunting until he found the stone that he wanted. “Here it is,” he said, LORANEY. WIFE OF SHUBAEL FARR. LOST AT SEA 1798. AGED 19. The minister’s supposed to have come galloping right down here to order the witch’s stone pulled out, but it didn’t get him anywhere. The Farrs just said they put headstones up for Farrs regardless, and that was that—except they didn’t go to Meeting for quite a spell!”

Linda looked around her. At her feet slept generations of seafaring men and women. Behind her, the lilacs they had planted guarded the old wall, built stone upon stone from their rocky acres. Before her, the Bay they loved slapped little waves against ledges they had climbed.

She turned eagerly to Steve. “I hope Dr. Sutton clears away the weeds and tangles. I want the stones to be visible again so sailors on the Sound nowadays can know how much the Farrs loved the sea.”

Steve looked down at her in surprise. He had not expected her to understand why the Farrs lay sleeping as close to the Bay as they could get. “We’ll work on Dr. Sutton,” he said. “Just lilacs and flowers aren’t enough for seafaring people like them.”


CHAPTER 6

Sea Gulls And Shingles

WHEN they came wandering back, Steve and Linda found the rest impatiently waiting for them. The sun had started to slip down behind the pines, and nobody wanted to pick his way through that overgrown footpath in the dark.

“Where did you two disappear?” Dr. Sutton asked as they began the trek to the station wagon. “Down on the beach?”

“Close to it,” Steve said. “We went down to see Loraney’s headstone, but it’s a chore to find it. That burying ground’s pretty much of a mess, Dr. Sutton. Vines and creepers and rank grass all over it. You’re going to have a job resetting markers if they’re not cut out of that tangle soon.”

The doctor nodded. “My sins of omission are catching up with me. The list’s a mile long now, and Alex Cobb says no one around here has time to hire out to work in lobster season! I’m beginning to think I should have shipped a crew of carpenters aboard the Delight.”

“Dr. Cobb ought to know,” Steve said, grinning. “People around Harpswell do their own plumbing and carpentry, and he snaked in every man who does stuff like that for the summer people. They don’t go lobstering, so he still thinks he’s got them sewed up full time on his lab job. Wait till he learns about haying!”

“I’ll be looking forward to it,” Dr. Sutton admitted. “I understand he’s got you sewed up, too.”

“Five days a week, tight as a button,” Steve agreed.

The doctor promptly looked hopeful. “Then maybe I can get a mortgage on a couple of Saturdays and Sundays,” he suggested. “The boys on the Delight can stand a few watches with paint buckets, and I’ll scare up carpenters and paper hangers somewhere. If you’d just yank the old shingles off that roof next week end and clean out the graveyard when you get a chance, that’s all I’d ask.”

“It doesn’t sound as if it would strain me much,” Steve had to admit. “If that’s all you want, I guess I can manage.”

“Then that’s settled,” Dr. Sutton said with relief. “Use your own judgment about what to cut out down by the shore, Steve. I’ll put that problem on your shoulders.”

“And I’m signing on right now as foreman,” Linda said firmly. “If you think you’re chopping out all those wild things around Loraney, Steve Purchas, you’re fired already. The rest of the Farrs have to be tidy and ship-shape, of course, but her marker belongs in those tangles.”

Steve studied her a second. “Worse than Shubael,” he said, shaking his head. “Bewitched. Maybe you ought to get this place exorcised, Dr. Sutton. Loraney’s still working spells.”

But Linda refused to be baited. “Just remember I’ll be watching,” she said sweetly and swung around for a last look at the Head. The sun was slanting across the porch of the old garrison house, and she could almost see it catch again in the red curls of Shubael’s green-eyed witch. Loraney must have stood there often, smiling over the secret things she knew.

“Oh, Dr. Sutton, I love your Headland!” Linda had forgotten that she had ever thought the Farr house grim and forbidding. “Will you let me come here and paint sometimes?”

“Paint?” the doctor asked, his interest obvious. “Any time, anywhere you like. I never could draw a line myself so I had to turn into a collector. Do you use oils or water color?”

“I use water color, but I’ve only been in a few classes at Cooper Union so far,” she told him honestly.

The note of authority in Dr. Sutton’s voice when he mentioned painting puzzled her. She looked at him again trying to think. Where had she heard of a Dr. Sutton in Connection with art? Then suddenly she remembered, and her eyes opened wide.

“Dr. Sutton! You’re not the man in all the newspaper stories who outbid the Museum of Modern Art for those two Orrin Woods last winter, are you?”

The doctor nodded. “Guilty,” he confessed, “but I can’t say my conscience hurts. I’d have done a lot more than outbid a museum to get those two Woods into my possession. You use the Head as much as you like, Linda, I’ll be glad to have you here.”

So that’s who Dr. Sutton was! Linda turned to Steve the minute their companion strode ahead to speak to Captain Pel.

“You were certainly right,” she exclaimed. “Dr. Sutton’s not starving any. He’s one of the most famous art collectors in the country.” She looked after the doctor thoughtfully. “Isn’t it queer he hasn’t turned up on the Head before? People do make the craziest excuses for not getting around to things, Steve. He never was the kind of young surgeon who had to earn money for a vacation. According to those newspaper stories, he inherited oil wells when he was twenty. He could have come any time he wanted to—he’s always spent weeks on end in Bermuda.”

Dr. Cobb dropped Waity off at his own house, and the rest of the group separated almost as soon as they got back to Juniper Point. After a day of interruptions, everyone had something to finish. Steve still had to run the Maquoit out to her mooring; so he walked down to the landing with Dr. Sutton. That’s quite a guy, he thought as he watched the older man row over to the Delight. And he couldn’t find anything wrong with Linda Cobb’s batting average either. She’d been hitting home runs ever since she arrived. Thinking about her, he wondered how much he would actually see of Linda in the weeks ahead. The accident and the SOS had tossed them at each other, but once Juniper Point settled to the daily dozen, the situation might change. She didn’t seem to be allergic to Purchases so far. Just the same, she was on vacation, and she would have more in common with the summer crowd.

He certainly saw almost nothing of her the next week. The daily dozen had taken over with a vengeance. Sea and Shore Fisheries men drove in to Juniper Point early Monday morning with an experimental project in their minds, and as a result, both Steve and Dr. Cobb were swamped. They worked all day and most of the evenings building storage cupboards and setting up equipment to convert the biologist’s office into a satisfactory laboratory before the next week end. But as far as Steve could see, everyone was involved with time-consuming extras. Dr. Sutton, of course, was making Purchas Basin his headquarters while Captain Pel repaired the Delight, and he showed a positive genius for cajoling other people into helping him solve his problems. Mrs. Purchas was spending the major part of her days managing Abbey Beamish or inspecting sinks, stoves, and refrigerators; and afternoons, the Cobb station wagon, with Linda at the wheel, ran a shuttle service between the Brunswick shops and Graveyard Head.

Steve generally caught up with the day’s events at suppertime. By Tuesday he knew Linda had already met some of the summer crowd. His mother told him she had introduced her to Seth Green and a group from the Colony on Brunswick’s Maine Street, and he spotted a car with a Texas license in front of the Cobb’s house the next night. After that, he expected to hear that she was swimming or playing tennis over on the other side of Bar Island Cove, but, to his surprise, she went on with her taxi service. His mother was obviously distressed by the amount of time Linda was spending on the road, though. Steve had never seen her more pleased than she was Friday night when she announced that the doctor had ordered a Jeepster.

“He’s got a demonstration car to use in the meantime,” she told her family. “That’ll free Linda, thank goodness. Not that I won’t miss her,” she added vigorously. “There’s enough yeast in that girl to make her good company. But she’s so devoted to Dr. Sutton that she’s playing taxi when she ought to be painting. She’s got too much talent to throw time away.”

Steve remembered his mother’s comments when he shoved a ladder against the Farr house Saturday morning to begin on the shingles. According to her notions, now that Dr. Sutton had a car, Linda should have been perched on the front steps with a sketch pad, working like mad. This was her first chance to paint on the Head since Jim Moody had opened up the road with his bulldozer. From his perch on the ladder, Steve looked at the road again with approval. He had not been back since the day they had towed the Delight into port, and mere reports of progress had not prepared him for quite so much improvement.

For an easygoing Southerner, Dr. Sutton sure get things done, Steve thought as he pried shingles off the slope of the roof above the rain barrel. Of course, his turning out to be a Farr had been no liability. Jim Moody had brought his bulldozer over for the same neighborly reasons that would have made him help raise a new house for any other year-rounder the first week end after the old one had burned. Nobody knew better than Steve that the summer resident did not yet exist, no matter how sizable his bank account, who could have persuaded Jim to tackle that road after hauling lobster traps all day. The rest of the secret, however, was the doctor’s friendliness. The Neck liked him on sight, summer and winter residents both.

Through an open window below, Abby Beamish’s voice was tenting briskly on the old campground, and Steve chuckled to himself. Even Abby ate out of Dr. Sutton’s hand. For that matter, who was he to talk? Wasn’t he skidding around a roof yanking off shingles the first free day he’d had in a week?

He was going full tilt an hour later when someone’s whistle sent him inching upward to pop his head over the ridgepole. Linda was down in the road, looking up at him.

“I’m parking on the ledges near the graveyard,” she called. “How about bringing your lunch down when you get hungry?”

“Not a bad idea,” he agreed promptly. “I’ll gallop across at noon to see whether you’ve taken off on Loraney’s broomstick. Maybe I’ll get your lunch, too.”

He grinned down at her and watched her black curls bob on past the house before he went back to work. When he looked at her, it was hard to take Linda’s painting seriously. He knew his mother thought she was good, but when it came to Linda Cobb, his mother was transparently prejudiced. She had almost adopted the girl.

The sun was high overhead as Steve backed down the ladder, feeling as if he had earned his lunch. He had guaranteed to have the roof ready for the carpenters on Monday, and he was set to finish stripping the shingles off by the end of the afternoon. He’d have one free day out of his week end yet. Whistling contentedly, he rescued his lunch from the back porch and strolled off to find Linda on her ledges. She was still there, hunched over her sketch pad, but apparently she had forgotten that food existed. Neither his whistle nor his footsteps made the slightest impression, and he banged on his tin lunch box.

“Hey,” he called. “Come to. It’s time to put on your feed bag.”

Linda twisted around and stared up at him gloomily. “Have you ever tried to paint sea gulls?” she asked. “They keep zooming off when I want to see how they’re put together.”

Shoving her drawing pad disgustedly aside, she found her own lunch and settled down on the rocks.

Steve helped himself to the banana she offered. “What’s the matter with your gulls?” he wanted to know.

“They look like ghosts flapping their sheets, that’s what’s wrong with them. Take a look for yourself if you want.” She handed him the sketch pad, pointing. “Over there on the last pages. I’ve been practicing on them for the last hour.”

Steve turned on a critical eye on the offending gulls. “They’re bats,” he decided candidly. “Anyway, half bat. No sea gull ever grew a wing like that, Linda. Here, wait a minute.” He hunted for a pencil and turned her page over. “I can’t draw worth a hoot but I can give you the idea. A gull’s wings are made this way. See?” His pencil began moving across the paper. “That’s the bony structure; then the wing gets attached to the body like this. Got it?”

Linda was watching attentively. “I think so,” she said, “but I’d like to keep yours to study. Where on earth did you learn to do muscles and bones like that?”

“Fiddling with dead birds on the beach. It used to come in handy for biology lab.” He smiled at her, hesitant. “All right if I take a look at what you’ve been doing?”

Linda nodded, and he flipped back the pages on his lap, staring in surprise at the water color of the beach and the sandspit she had been working on. Steve nearly whistled. His mother was right; Linda Cobb could paint. You could almost feel the lazy motion in the water beyond her rocks.

“You’ve got what it takes!” he said with conviction.

There was such honest admiration in his voice that Linda’s brown eyes glowed. “Thanks, Steve,” she said softly. ‘I’ll hang on to that.”

They leaned against the ledge, finishing their last sandwiches and watching the sandpipers run on the beach. Perhaps it was time to work again, but they felt too comfortable and lazy to move.

“I hear you’ve met the Colony gang,” Steve said, and Linda grinned.

“They’re a swell crew and a bunch of owls,” she said cheerfully. “They still got a couple of hours to go after they’ve met the midnight train in Brunswick to feed lobsters to the engineer.”

Steve chuckled, but he shook his head. “I can’t keep up with them often. Seven A.M. rolls around too soon.”

“I know. I tried it this week,” Linda exclaimed. “I’d have to be on vacation to take that pace, and Dad brought me along to paint. He’s got to work in Boston next year, but I’m supposed to qualify for Art Students League by the time we get home again.”

She studied Steve with frank curiosity. “What about you?” she asked. “Your mother says she’s got one coast-guardman and one marine architect already. I know you’re going to Bowdoin. Then what? Boats?”

Steve’s smile was a trifle crooked. “Purchases always build boats or sail ’em,” he admitted, “but I can’t seem to make up my mind.”


CHAPTER 7

The Man On The Beach

BACK on the roof, Steven went to work again mechanically, his mind on Linda’s question. “Maybe I’m a drifter,” he muttered. He planned to do his hitch of service in the Navy like brother Tom. He did not even have to stop to think about that. But what came later bothered him, and he had to decide soon if he wanted to gear his work at Bowdoin to the future. Neither of his brothers had had any struggle. They both had one-track minds like Linda. Bob was a blue-water man and always would be. The Coast Guard was a natural for him. And Tom still thought anyone who didn’t want to build boats had a screw loose. Listening to his plans for expanding the family boat yard, you could take it for granted that Purchas ships would make yachting history yet.

I guess I’m nuts, Steve thought impatiently. He knew that he wanted to stay around salt water and he was bone proud of the work his father turned out. He’d have to settle for the boat yard in the end. Why couldn’t he have said so instead of hedging? Neither the Coast Guard nor the Merchant Marine actually made sense for him. Underneath, he knew he was no blue-water man. He liked the Bay where he could drift along the ledges in a skiff watching sand dollars on the bottoms, or stop and explore a tide pool.

The afternoon wore on slowly. Steve felt as if his hands went on prying and tossing almost of their own volition, but down on the ground the piles of old shingles grew impressive. By four-thirty the roof was nearly clear. He wedged himself tight behind the seaward chimney to finish the last patch and tackled it with revived energy. He probably had housemaid’s knee, but he’d be through in another fifteen minutes. And right on the nose, too, he thought with satisfaction when he chucked the last broken shingles over the gutter and looked at his watch again. Now all he had to worry about was unlimbering enough to make it down the ladder.

He hooked an arm over the chimney brace for support and stood a minute looking out across the Head. The tide had turned, and a swim before supper would be an idea if he could make Juniper Point in time. He had promised to whistle for Linda before he left, of course, but she had probably grown tired of hanging around long ago. He would see her later anyway; they were all having supper aboard the Delight.

Loosing his hold on the chimney rod, he was ready to slide for his ladder when Linda suddenly popped into sight on the beach. The tangled shrubbery in the old Farr graveyard had hidden her before, but now he could see her clearly, running like a rabbit. The Harpswell Harbor side of the Head was all sand and clam flats. Anybody could tear along that. Linda, though, was heading down the Merriconeag shore where the going got worse every minute. Steve was furious. Even a girl born in a city ought to have wits enough not to try to sprint over a beach that could give a mountain goat the jitters. He stuck a couple of fingers in his mouth and whistled frantically.

Obviously Linda heard him. She threw one arm up in acknowledgment, but she didn’t slow down. She had been running along the upper level of the shore where the rocks were comparatively small and sand lay between them. Now she began to swerve toward the water. Out there the rocks gave way to boulders and corrugated ledges covered with slippery rockweed.

Somehow, without shooting on over the gutter, Steve managed to skid to the top of his ladder and twist around, his feet feeling automatically for the rungs. He hated to turn his head away from the girl jumping from ledge to ledge on the beach, but he needed his eyes himself. In a minute, though, he was looking shoreward again, and in that minute Linda had slowed down. She was moving almost cautiously, testing each foothold before she trusted her weight on the treacherous weed. Apparently she did have a little sense left after all.

Steve drew a quick breath of relief. But what Linda had seen to make her run that way, he couldn’t figure out. Hanging on by one hand, Steve let himself swing as far out from the ladder as he could. He seemed to have a clear enough view; he could even see the lower reaches of the shore, and still there was nothing except the usual kelp and driftwood around. Puzzled, he pulled himself back against the ladder, dropped down another half-dozen rungs, and swung out once more. This time he saw what he had missed before—a group of huge granite boulders above a long line of ledges and at their base, sprawled grotesquely over the weed, the body of a man. For a split second he hung there horrified. Then, as he watched, the figure pushed to its hands and knees and crawled forward a foot or two before it collapsed. Steve’s shoulder began to shake with laughter. Oh no, he thought, not that again!

But he sobered quickly. No wonder Linda was running. He had better get down there after her. Maybe he couldn’t stop her but at least he could pick up the pieces. He practically slid the rest of the way to the ground and ran across the scrubby field behind the house onto the beach, zigzagging in and out to avoid the bigger rocks and the tangles of weed and driftwood. Ahead of him, Linda’s small figure balanced precariously and almost went down. Steve groaned, but, by a miracle, the girl caught herself and jumped safely to another ledge.

Slipping and sliding on the weed, Steve headed diagonally toward the water. He knew that he ought to be watching his own footing more carefully, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off Linda. At every jump she made he held his breath. She wasn’t used to a rugged shore; her shoes were probably slippery. She made a final spring, and Steve set his teeth. She was teetering wildly. Then she shot out of sight. He tried to redouble his own speed, but it was no good. He still had to pick his way.

Working steadily closer, he strained his ears for the sound of voices. Even if Linda were hurt, he ought to hear something besides the mewing of the gulls and the tide sucking at the litter of shells and pebbles. So far there was nothing. Recklessly, he made a last crazy leap and caught himself against the granite boulders. Somewhere beyond them, Linda’s tones blended with a man’s deep rumble. Steve climbed gratefully down. It was all right. She was laughing.

But she looked up, contrite, when he appeared. “I heard you whistle so I kept hoping you’d come,” she told him. “I just didn’t dare wait. Honestly, Steve. First I thought I saw a dead body on the rocks and then it crawled and I decided someone was hurt. After that, I simply ran.”

She looked at the man in the battered dungarees sitting on a rock and began to laugh again. “Oh dear,” she gasped, “did you ever see a healthier corpse? Mr. Wood, this is Steve Purchas.”

Mr. Wood was feeling apologetic over the excitement he had caused, but he couldn’t help smiling. “The first time I met Steve he was exactly the right size to take afternoon naps in a clothesbasket,” he said. “Don’t tell me you were rushing to my rescue, too, Steve—or were you trying to save Linda’s neck? I’m appalled when I realize how easily she might have broken it!”

“It was Linda’s neck that was worrying me,” Steve admitted. He sat down on a ledge and mopped his hot face. “But I was mad enough to wring it until I spotted you doing that backing and filling stunt of yours, painting.”

Mr. Wood nodded ruefully. “I had my paper stretched out on a flat rock. I suppose I do look weird from a distance.” His face was distressed. “The Head’s been deserted so long it never dawned on me anyone might see the performance and get excited.”

“Excited!” Steve said. “I practically had heart failure watching Linda on those ledges. Would you mind hoisting one of those ‘men-at-work’ signs the next time you try that stunt?”

He pushed to his feet and pulled Linda up alongside him. “If we’re going to get back to Juniper Point today, we’d better get started,” he told her. “We’re not traveling this beach again like a couple of express trains. Are you coming our way, Mr. Wood?”

The man in the dungarees shook his head. “I’ll stay a while,” he said. “Mrs. Wood is planning to pick me up at the Ash Point road later.”

He waved his pipe as Steve and Linda started off together; then he dropped out of sight again behind the boulders.

Picking her way carefully from ledge to ledge, Linda kept unusually silent. She was a bit bruised and shaken up, but that didn’t bother her. She was thinking about the man on the beach. She liked these fishing-village people, and the number of things they turned their hands to kept surprising her.

“He’s nice, isn’t he, Steve?” she said as they neared the Farr graveyard. “Mr. Wood, I mean. Tell me about him, will you? I was scared to death when I slammed around those rocks. I never thought to look at what he was doing. Do you suppose he can really paint?”

Steve stopped so short that she nearly fell over him. “Paint?” he asked in amazement. “Of course, he can paint. Linda Cobb, are you trying to be funny?” He was beginning to look almost as puzzled as she did. “Why, you and Dr. Sutton were talking about him the other day. Naturally, I thought you knew. That man is Orrin Wood!”

Linda shook his arm, incredulous. “Oh no, not Orrin Wood,” she whispered. “I thought he was a lobsterman. Steve, what on earth would Orrin Wood be doing in a place like this?”

Steve stared at her, his face suddenly shuttered. So he could chalk up another big-town snob for the record after all.

“Orrin Wood was born and brought up in ‘a place like this,’” he said evenly. “He went to school with Dad. He always spends the summer here.”


CHAPTER 8

Moving day

STEVE retrieved Linda’s paintbox from the ledges and fell into step beside her on the path across the Head. He was still tired and hot, and Linda’s question had done nothing to cool him under the collar. At least, he knew now what she thought of the place, and, presumably, of its inhabitants. If she wanted to paint from here on in, she could count on getting no interruptions from him. Linda, however, was too well insulated by her own excitement to notice his formal politeness. As long as he answered questions, he could have practiced ventriloquism without making a dent on her for awhile. They had left the Head behind and were well along the Juniper Point road before she even missed the usual easy friendliness in his voice.

But by the time they reached her doorstep she was distinctly annoyed. If Steve thought he could get away with giving her the treatment reserved for snooty tourists, he could think again. She accepted the paintbox he handed her with a “thank you” formal enough to match his manners, but she paused with her foot on the steps to express her opinion.

“If you do happen to know what you’re being redheaded about, you might let me in on it someday,” she said indignantly. “People always warn you that red-haired men as pigheaded and touchy. I guess I’ve been lucky not to know any before.” Then she sailed on into the house and up the stairs.

She had exactly fifteen minutes to shower and change for Dr. Sutton’s supper party, but she made it somehow. The Cobbs were the first aboard the Delight. When the Purchases appeared on deck, Linda was still in the middle of her account of the afternoon’s excitement. Orrin Wood was well represented in Dr. Sutton’s private collection, and his interest matched her own.

“I ought to be embarrassed to tears,” Linda admitted. “I made a complete idiot of myself tearing around like a first-aid squad. But all I can think of is that I actually talked to Orrin Wood. Here! My goodness, this isn’t Provincetown where you fall over people with palettes every six steps. If he had turned out to be Admiral Peary, I wouldn’t have batted an eyelash.”

Steve could feel his ears getting red. He looked hastily over at Linda, but she was still concentrating on Dr. Sutton.

“I’d have expected a sailor myself,” the doctor agreed consolingly. “Artists seem to attract one another. At least, they certainly congregate in the art colonies.”

“But Orrin Wood’s not our only artist,” Mrs. Purchas said. “Elsbeth Rules and Etienne Rienet and Harold Waters are here every summer, too, now, and we already have an art show in August. We don’t let anybody forget that.”

From then on, Steve decided, the situation got more and more out of hand. He did some unobtrusive maneuvering to corner Linda a minute, but between his father’s yarns about Orrin Wood and his mother’s tales of art-show personalities, he never got to first base. And at supper, practically the entire length of the table managed somehow to get in his way. Short of strongarm tactics, there was nothing he could do about it at the moment. Just the same, he had no intention of spending the entire night in the doghouse.

This was the Delight’s last day in Purchas Basin, however, and Dr. Sutton’s guests lingered, chatting long after his crew had cleared away the table on the afterdeck. Captain Pel had finished the cruiser’s repairs, and tomorrow she would weigh anchor for Harpswell Harbor beside Graveyard Head.

“Waity claims I’ll need to pull my shades over there,” the doctor said, smiling.

“A bit populous after the Basin,” Captain Pel admitted. “Harpswell Harbor’s home port for the Merriconeag Yacht Club. Race days are busiest, of course, but you won’t get lonesome. Summer young people buzz around there day and night. It keeps the Coast Guard patrol boats nosing in and out with an eye to accidents.” He chuckled reminiscently. “Prohibition days, rum-runners avoided that harbor like poison.”

Steve thought the doctor looked somewhat taken aback by the prospect, but anyone who liked people as much as he did was bound to enjoy that anchorage. His crew, of course, would revel in it. With visiting cruisers putting in nights, there was always plenty of scuttle butt. It was no place to keep a secret.

Dr. Cobb, with a word of apology, looked at his watch and made a reluctant move to leave. “Don’t let me disturb the rest of you,” he said, “but I’ve got to run over to Augusta tomorrow and I still have some material to get ready.”

“And Pel and I are going to Popham for the-day.” Mrs. Purchas rose with him, nodding at her family. “It’s high time we were all ashore. We hate to have you leave us, though, Doctor. We’ll miss you on the Point.”

“You won’t even have a chance,” the doctor warned her cheerfully. “I’ll be on your doorsteps daily, wanting just as much advice as ever.”

They all strolled across to the boarding steps together, and Steve did not have to waste energy being subtle. He steered his mother and father firmly into the skiff with Dr. Cobb and stranded Linda in his own. Ignoring him, she turned a little to wave at Dr. Sutton as they headed for the landing, but there was still enough light to see her expression. Steve fixed his eyes on the curls around one ear.

“They’re not red,” he remarked hopefully. “She probably has a forgiving nature. Besides, I’ll sit up and beg if she’s got a dog biscuit handy.”

Linda laughed in spite of herself. “Not for my dog biscuit, you won’t,” she retorted. “You’re too unpredictable. You might growl the minute you got it.”

“Not even a ‘woof,’” Steve promised hastily. “I’m just a lap dog at heart!”

Watching the length of leg he was unfurling for a jump to the float, Linda chuckled. She had called him redheaded, and maybe touchy and pigheaded, too. She couldn’t remember exactly. But she still didn’t know what she had said or done to annoy him in the first place. Right now it didn’t seem to matter too much. Steve made the skiff fast, and they wandered along the wharf to the path. A young moon hung high in the sky. It was a night made for lingering, and he saw no sense in turning a conveniently narrow path into a race track. He smiled down at the girl close behind him.

“Whatever it was, I didn’t mean it, Steve,” she exclaimed.

“Next time I’ll be brilliant,” he assured her. “Just ask me what on earth Orrin Wood would be doing in a place like this and I’ll figure you’re talking about Admiral Peary. What could be simpler?”

Linda gasped. “Did I say that? No wonder you thought I was an insulting heel. Maybe I’d better beg for that dog biscuit!”

She curled both hands appealingly, and Steve marched her to her front door. “You’d better get in there quick,” he threatened, grinning. “You’re a ‘disturbin’ woman’ and I’m getting as unsettled as Shubael Farr.”

Linda tore through her breakfast dishes next morning as if cup handles grew back like crabs’ legs. All she had left to worry over was the chicken that Steve’s mother had showed her how to fix, and if she cooked that now, she’d only have to reheat it at suppertime. She did not even have to prepare lunch. Her father had already started for his appointment in Augusta, and the rest of the day was hers. Shedding tears furiously, she chopped up onions to add to her bowlful of seasoned bread crumbs and popped the stuffed bird into the oven. Eleven o’clock and you’ll be done, she thought with satisfaction. Then she settled down with the Sunday papers.

The chicken was cooked and cooling on the kitchen table, and she was about ready to consider a sandwich for herself when Steven banged at the back door. “Dinner?” he asked hopefully, but Linda promptly squashed that notion.

“Nothing doing,” she told him. “That’s Dad’s supper, and you needn’t try to work on my sympathies either. I saw what your mother left you.”

Steve looked reproachful. “Hardly more than this and that,” he told her. “It could stand supplementing. If they hadn’t eloped with the car, we’d go get a spoogie.”

“We can have western sandwiches. I saved some onions.” Linda hunted in the refrigerator for eggs and ham. “But what under the sun’s a spoogie?”

“A nice little Italian sandwich.” Steve stirred onions for her enthusiastically. “The roll’s a foot long and they stuff it. Onions and cheese and lettuce and meat and peppers and tomatoes doused with olive-oil dressing. I’ll buy you one the first time we go to Brunswick to the movies. How about tomorrow night?”

“I’d love it,” Linda said.

“Better have some indigestion pills along.” Dr. Sutton poked his head around the doorframe. “I’ve been knocking out there,” he explained, “but Steve was so busy itemizing that grocery list he calls a sandwich, nobody heard me.” He strolled in and joined them at the kitchen table, eying their westerns with appreciation. “I came to see whether you’d cruise around to the Head with me. I’ll bring you back overland in the covered wagon.”

The pair of them nodded eagerly. “We’ll come if you eat lunch with us,” Linda said, laughing. She got out slices of bread and broke more eggs and ham into the rest of the fried onions. “You certainly can’t stand being surrounded by us if you don’t.”

They went out in the Delight’s tender together and clambered aboard. Standing on deck, chatting with Dr. Sutton, Linda watched the preparations for departure, fascinated. It was an old story to Steve, of course, and he gave the crew a willing hand.

“Waity says all Purchases have salt water instead of blood in their veins,” the doctor told Linda. “Anyway, that young man has. I’ve been watching him from the deck here evenings. He spends hours on the ledges, studying the tide pools and the weed. They’re quite a family, Linda, all of them.”

The Delight began to cut through the blue waters of the Basin, heading for Potts Harbor and the long tip of Harpswell Neck, and the doctor relaxed comfortably beside his guests in a deck chair.

“Moving day’s no trouble if it merely means shifting anchor from one harbor to another,” he said. “The day’s perfect. Let’s enjoy it.”

“Sailing weather,” Steve called it, and he pointed to the sloops dotting the Bay in every direction. The cruiser saluted three or four in friendly fashion, giving them right of way, as she navigated the Gut off the Neck. Then she reached for the Sound, and Linda looked around her, enchanted.

“If a little sloop’s so lovely, no wonder people say a clipper was the most beautiful thing man ever created,” she exclaimed.

The Merriconeag waters bore a score of sails—big and little—yawls, sloops, ketches, even a catboat or two. Steve studied them interestedly.

“Half a dozen of them laid over after the inter-Bay race yesterday,” he explained. “They’re on their way home. Look at the designs on the pennants at their mastheads, Linda, if you want to know which ones belong to the same yacht club.” He indicated the sloop in the lead. “She’s one of Dad’s, and that’s a Small Pointer a boat’s length behind her. They’re good all right, but a Purchas-built sloop will show her heels to ’em.”

Dr. Sutton gave the Purchas sloop a keen scrutiny, but he obviously reserved his real enthusiasm for motor cruisers. He turned his binoculars with undisguised interest on every one they sighted.

“There are four or five handsome craft nearby,” he said finally. “Know any of them, Steve?”

The three of them turned to look astern, and Steve nodded.

“Two of them, sir. One’s an Orr’s Island boat and another’s out of South Freeport. I never saw any of the rest before, but the Bay’s always full of visitors in the summer, just cruising or putting in for tuna like that pulpit-rigged gray job farthest out. We get our quota nights in both harbors, Potts and Harpswell.”

He watched the sportsmen’s ship cut a buoy deliberately and shook his head. “Probably the kind of idiots who don’t use their charts either,” he said. “Waste of good Coast Guard fuel bothering to go out after them; they’re always hanging themselves up on some ledge.” Then he chuckled, pointing to the gray patrol boat slipping around the end of the Neck. “They’ll get an earful this time anyway. That’s the Coast Guard hailing them now.”

He dismissed the cruisers indifferently and smiled at Linda. “Let’s get a before-and-after look at the Head,” he suggested. “Next week you’ll be able to see why it got its name. I’m tackling the graveyard Saturday.”

“Then it’s my last chance to remind you to save the wild things for Loraney,” she said promptly. “You coming, too, Doctor?”

Their host shook his head. “Go on and be energetic if you have to,” he said lazily. “I’m much too comfortable to move.”

He picked up his binoculars again, and the other two made their way forward to settle in the bow where they could watch the features of Graveyard Head take shape.

“Why, it’s loveliest when you approach it from the water,” Linda exclaimed. “Oh, dear, do you suppose Dr. Sutton is even remembering to look?”

Steve glanced back along the deck. When he craned his neck, he could spot the doctor with the binoculars to his eyes, but they were still obviously trained on the other cruisers. “He doesn’t see a thing except those motor ships,” he reported, and Linda gave up.

“I guess owning anything as luxurious as the Delight is enough to make you motor-minded,” she admitted, “but I wouldn’t waste five minutes on those cruisers if there was a sail in sight!”

Why anyone would go cruising around on diesels when he could use sails was something Steve had never figured out either, and he nodded vigorous agreement.

“Oh, well,” he said, “a man’s got to have one quirk just to keep him human, and every other way, Dr. Sutton’s the best they come.”


CHAPTER 9

Lights Beyond The Basin

LINDA hurried the chicken back into the oven as soon as they came home from Graveyard Head. Then she slid into a bathing suit and ran down to the float. Steve was already loafing comfortably in the sun, but he rolled over on his stomach and propped himself on his elbows to watch her buckle her cap under her chin.

“I shoved the icebergs out of your way,” he told her, “so you can dive right in. I’ll lie here and cheer like crazy.”

“That’s what you think!” she retorted.

Circling cautiously, she caught him off guard with a neat flank movement, and he hit the water fast. Linda smiled contentedly at his howl of misery, but she planned to be elsewhere before he emerged. Diving hastily over-board, she came up again a safe distance offshore to bob up and down derisively.

“Yow!” Steve raced for the float and hauled up in a hurry. “You’d better stay where you’re safe, you doggone polar bear. Just wait till I thaw!”

Linda flipped a scornful hand at him, but she went on avoiding the float. Moving along in a ridiculous duck waddle, she paddled right on by and scrambled out on the beach.

“See you later maybe,” she called, grinning, and sprinted for the house.

Steve chuckled and stretched out again for a last toasting. Eight days ago he had been prowling around the Point wondering what the place would be like with summer people underfoot. The answer was easy: cockeyed! Between the Cobbs and Dr. Sutton, he had hardly been off Juniper Point for a week. Maybe, if he could work up enough energy, he’d stick the outboard in a skiff later and chase over to Randall’s just to see what was cooking in the town. Reaching for his T-shirt, he finally got to his feet and started up the wharf. His family had probably shown up and he ought to be getting decent for supper, but he was still in no mood to hurry. Down in the Harbor, past Bar Island, three cruisers had already put in and anchored for the night, and Steve stopped to take a look. Even at this distance he recognized two of them as ships Dr. Sutton had asked about earlier, a big white pleasure yacht and that gray tuna-rigged job the Coast Guard had hailed. She looked like a powerful craft with plenty of speed. Steve shrugged his shoulders as he turned away. Tuna headquarters were across the Sound at Orr’s Island. What she’d be doing lying over in Potts Harbor he wouldn’t know, but he had given up trying to figure out the vagaries of visiting sportsmen.

There was still no Ford in the barn, he noticed, when he neared the house, but the phone had begun to ring insistently. Steve took the steps two at a time. Ring four—that was Purchas. It was his family at the other end of the line, explaining that they were staying overnight in Popham and that his father wanted him to get a message to Wait Webber.

“There’s a quart of corn chowder in the refrigerator, Steve,” his mother said, “and an apple pie in the pantry. You won’t starve.”

“Never have yet,” her son assured her. “Don’t you begin worrying about me. Tell Dad I’ll walk over to Waity’s tonight. I’ll be seeing you in the morning.”
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