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finding you here ? De Catinat, this is my old

friend Ephraim Savage, under whose charge I

came here."

" Anchor's apeak, lad, and the hatches

down," said the stranger, in the peculiar

drawling voice which the New-Englanders i

had retained from their ancestors, the English

Puritans.

** And when do you sail ?

"

'' As soon as your foot is on her deck,

if Providence serve us with wind and

tide. And how has all gone with thee,

Amos ?

"

" Right well. I have much to tell you of"

'' I trust that you have held yourself apart

from all their popish devilry."

'' Yes, yes, Ephraim."

'' And have had no truck with the scarlet

woman."
'* No, no ; but what is it now ?

"

The grizzled hair was bristling with rage,

and the little gray eyes were gleaming »trom

under the heavy tufts. Amos, following their
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