The Barefoot Maid at the

Fountain Inn

By
Charles Edward Cheney

Chicago Literary Club
1912




COPYRIGHT, 1912, by
CHARLES EDWARD CHENEY

2026009

[ S I o

e

T S

&

P
~



THE BAREFOOT MAID AT
THE FOUNTAIN INN

I

HE rugged coast of New
England has few points
morepicturesque than where
the historic town of Marble-
head looks out on its land-
locked bay. As Pompeiiand
Herculaneum, unearthed by
‘ modern excavation, recall

vividly what Roman cities were when Nero

sat upon the imperial throne, so Marble-
head restores to the Twentieth Century
much of the appearance it wore two hun-
dred and fifty years ago. Now, as then,
one seeks in vain a level area amidst the
jumbled mass of gray rocks forming the site
on which the town is built. The strata
are tilted on edge and twisted into weird
convolutions by some primeval cataclysm.
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To-day, as in colonial times, the wooden
buildings bid such defiance to all orderly
and systematic planning of their location
that a stranger might fancy them to have
been sown broadcast, as the old-time farm-
er scattered the seed of a future harvest,
Here a quaint cottage may nestle in the lee
of a beetling cliff, while another like struc-
ture faces from the summit the fierce winds
from off the sea. As in the Eighteenth
Century, the narrow paths which serve as
streets make their sinuous way in and out
among the houses—a perpetual sugges-
tion that the dwellings were built to escape
human approach, and that the roads had
later set out to find them.

But if, like an Egyptian sepulchre, the
Marblehead of to-day has kept embalmed
the town which our Puritan forefathers
knew, there are some features of its present
life in strange contrast to what it was when
its citizens were loyal subjects of the second
King George of England.

In our day, inside the long and rocky

- promontory which divides the waters of the

harbor from the rude pulsings of the Atlan-
tic, each summer sees a congregating of tiny
sea-craft from every American port, while
even Europe sends its fleet-winged yachts
to struggle for supremacy in the annual
regatta.

A lonely expanse was the bay of Marble-
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head in the early colonial times. Then its
surface was furrowed only by the keels of
the fishing-boats which gave a livelihood
to its hardy population, while at long inter-
vals some venturous vessel from London or
Bristol cast anchor in its quiet waters.

In this generation wealth, fashion, and lux-
ury hold high carnival through the summer
months in the brilliant halls and broad ve-
randas of great hotels, conspicuous among
the simple dwellings of the ancient town.
But in the old times a single hostelry suf-
ficed for public entertainment. The Foun-
tain Inn was perched upon one of the rocky
hillocks which command a view of the open
sea. Close by was an old and deep-dug
well of purest water, which gave to the tav-
ern the striking name it bore. Choked up
and covered over for perhaps a hundred
years, its recent discovery and reopening
have served to identify the site of the fa-
mous inn which long ago crumbled into
ruin, but lives imperishable in the historic
traditions of the place.

" Here the chance traveler of those. days
found a hospitable welcome and such fare
and lodging as had made the name of mine
host, Nathaniel Bartlett, known to the far
corners of the Commonwealth. Here, too,
of an evening, when the storm beat on the
many-paned windows, and the booming of
the surf was like the explosion of great
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guns, the fishermen sat before the roaring
fire, drank their brown ale, sang their songs,
and told their weird tales of dories lost in
the fogs off George’s Banks, and of fishing-
schooners that sailed out of the portals of
the bay, but which no man ever saw again.

IT

One summer afternoon, in the year of
grace 1742, the cheery landlord of the Foun-
tain Inn.bustled to the entrance of his
hostelry to welcome such a guest as never
before had crossed its threshold. His ad-
vent had been announced by the rumble
on the rocky road of a great coach with
armorial bearings on its panels, drawn by
four sleek horses, and attended by liveried
flunkies. Little wonder that when the cum-
brous vehicle halted before the door, and a
footman, leaping from his perch, let down
the folding steps for his master to alight, the
astonished Boniface, cap in hand, louted low
before such unaccustomed splendor.  Still
more must the landlord have been over-
whelmed with reverential awe when he dis-
covered that his unexpected visitor was none
less than Charles Henry Frankland, Es-
quire, Collector of the port of Boston, and
next in dignity, as a representative of the
crown, to Sir William Shirley, Governor of
the Province of Massachusetts. If histori-
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ans are to be believed, even thus early the
smoldering sparks of Democracy had begun
to kindle in the bosom of New England.
But the fierce conflagration of the Revo-
lution was yet far down the future, and with
the fisher-folk of Marblehead blue blood
counted for much, and those in whose veins
it flowed commanded an almost obsequi-
ous respect. Charles Henry Frankland bore
one of the great family names of the Mother
Country. Almost from the days of the Nor-
man Conquest his forebears had been lords
of the manor of Thirsk, with their seat at
Great Thirkleby Hall, in the North Riding
of Yorkshire. The youngest daughter of
Oliver Cromwell, the favorite of her illus-
trious father, and a woman of such rare
charm that, according to Carlyle, Charles
the Second offered to make her his con-
sort, was Frankland’s great-grandmother.
Yet despite the alliance with the line of the
great Lord Protector, the Franklands were
loyal to the Stuart dynasty, and, at the Res-
toration, in 1660, the head of the family
was rewarded by a baronetcy, and became
Sir William Frankland of Thirsk. Doubt-
less it added to the dignity of the Collector
of the port of Boston, when, in 1754, his
younger sister became the wife of Thomas
Pelham, Earl of Chichester.

It is not difficult to discover from the
annals of the period that of all the aristo-
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cratic society which reflected in the colonial
capital of New England something of the
glitter and stateliness of the court of St.
James, Charles Henry Frankland shone in
peerless pre-eminence. An education be-
coming his rank, and a fortune which was
ample, had cultivated a mind of no ordinary
acuteness to a degree which gave a schol-
arly tinge to his character. What we call
natural science was then in the infancy of
its development. But Frankland’s acquaint-
ance with botany, gardening, and scientific
agriculture was far beyond that of his con-
temporaries. Well grounded in the Latin
classics, he spoke French with the ease and
elegance of ‘‘one to the manner born.”” We
have the testimony of those who were his
companions and intimates that an almost
undefinable grace of manner charmed all
who came within the circle of his acquaint-
ance. Refinement and gentle breeding were
manifest in his conversation and, in con-
trariety to the habit of men of his class in
that age, he treated with equal courtesy
of address the humblest yeoman and the
proudest official. In his diary he gives
expression to this trend of mind, when he
makes the following entry: ‘I cannot suf-
fer a man of low condition to excel me in
manners.’’ Two portraits of Frankland are
still extant-—one in this country and another
in England-—both bearing witness to the
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manly beauty superadded to his intellect
and accomplishments. As one of his biog-
raphers has said: ‘‘He had a refined and
noble cast of features, with a peculiarly pen-
sive and melancholy expression. His face
bears witness to a certain sweetness of tem-
per and delicacy of taste.”’

Such was the visitor whose advent over-
whelmed the landlord of the Fountain Inn
on that summer day of 1742. It would be
interesting to permit imagination to color
the scanty facts which history has handed
down. We can fancy the hurried prepara-
tions to give fitting entertainment to a guest
so manifestly in startling contrast to the rude
fishermen and sailors who were the ordi-
nary patrons of the ancient inn. We can
see the portly host as he himself shows the
newly-arrived dignitary to the best chamber
which his house affords. We can hear his
orders to the hurrying servants, and his apol-
ogies to his guest for humble accommoda-
tions and rustic fare. The bare outlines.
of the incident have been filled in with en-
trancing lights and shadows in a modern
novel, and also in a charming poem by Doc-
tor Oliver Wendell Holmes. That which
concerns this essay is to relate only what
actually occurred. Certain it is that, as
Frankland was descending the staircase of
the Fountain Inn, his attention was attracted
to a young servant-maid of perhaps sixteen
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years, who on her knees was vigorously
scrubbing the floor. Clad in coarse home-
spun, much the worse for wear, but scru-
pulously clean, her poverty was emphasized
by the conspicuous absence of shoes and
stockings. But, as she looked up at the
sound of footsteps, and rose respectfully to
make room for the gentleman to pass, there
burst upon Frankland’s sight a vision of daz-
zling beauty. It may be that in maturer life
some great painter, like Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds, tried to portray the charm of her
womanhood; but there is no authentic like-
ness in existence of the barefoot maid at
the Fountain Inn. Nevertheless, with one
consent, the writers who have handed the
story down, bear witness to a loveliness such
as Frankland had never seen at the court of
King George, or among the stately dames
and blushing damsels of the colonial aris-
tocracy. One author says: ‘‘Her ringlets
were black and glossy as the raven; her dark
eyes beamed with light; her voice was
musical, and she bore the charming name
of Agnes Surriage.’”” Perhaps no attempt to
picture her face and form can rival that of
Doctor Holmes:
*She turned—a reddening rose in bud,
Its calyx half withdrawn —

Her cheek on fire with damasked blood
Of girlhood’s glowing dawn.”’

There can be no doubt that Frankland was
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