
JAVA HEAD

Fall Review seemed incredible to Roger Brevard. He was

indiff-^rcnt to the activities of the Common; but when he

heard that the Nautilus was sailing in the middle of the

afternoon he left his inconaequenlial affairs for Phillips'

Wharf.

A small number were waiting on the solid rock-filled

reach, the wharfinger's office at its head and a stone ware-

house blocking the end, where the Xautilus lay with her

iiign-.veeved bowsprit pointing outward. The harbor was

slaty, cold, and there was a continuous slapping of small

waves on the shore. Darkening clouds hung low in the

west, out of which the wind cut in flaws across the

open. The town, so lately folded in lush greenery,

showed a dun lift of roofs and stripping branches tossing

against an ashy ; ':v.

Close beside Roger stood Barzil Dunsack, his beard

blo\ving, with Kate Vollar in a bright red shawl, her skirts

whipping uneasily against her father's legs. Beyond were

the Ammidons— William, and Rhoda in a deep furred

wrap, and their daughters. Rhoda waved for him to join

them, but he declined with a gesture of acknowledgment.

The deck of the Nautilus was ah.ive his vision but he

could see most of the stir of departure. The peremptory

voice of the mate rose from the bow, minor directions

were issued by the second mate aft, a seaman was aloft

on the main-royal yard and another stood at the >^taae ris-

ing sharply from the wharf. G. nt and his wife had not

yet arrived, and the pilot, making a leisurely appearance,

stopped to exchange remarks with the Ammidons. He

climbed on board the ship and F.c^er could see his head

[252]


