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PREFACE.
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Historians have bestowed little attention to that important
period in our great commonwealth, just after the restoration
in England. Though one hundred years before liberty was
actually obtained, the sleeping goddess seemed to have
opened her eyes on that occasion and yawned, though she
closed them the next moment for a sleep of a century
longer. Events produce such strange and lasting impressions
on individuals as well as on nations, that the historian may
not be much out of the way, who fancies that he sees in the
reign of Cromwell the outgrowth of republicanism, which
culminated in the establishment of a free and independent
English-speaking people on the American continent. The two
principal classes of English colonists were the cavaliers and
the Puritans, though there were also Quakers, Catholics, and
settlers of other creeds. Generally the cavaliers were the
"king's men," or royalists, and the Puritans republicans. The
different characteristics of these two sects were quite
marked. The Puritans were sober and industrious, quiet,
fanatically religious and strict, while the cavaliers were
polite, gallant, brave, good livers and quite fond of display.
They were nearly all of the Church of England, with rather
loose morals, fond of fox-hunting and gay society. During
the time of the Commonwealth of England, the Puritans
were in power, and the king's people, cavaliers, or royalists
were reinstated on the restoration of monarchy in 1660.

Sir William Berkeley, a bigoted churchman, a lover of
royalty, and one who despised, republicanism and personal
liberty so heartily that he could "thank God that there were
neither printing-presses nor public schools in Virginia," was
appointed by Charles II. governor of Virginia. Berkeley,



whose early career was bright with promise, seems in his
old age to have become filled with hatred and avarice. He
was too stubborn to listen to the counsel even of friends.
Being engaged in a profitable traffic with the Indians, he
preferred to let them slaughter the people on the frontier,
rather than to allow his business to be interfered with.
Berkeley's tyranny was carried to such an extreme, that
rebellion was the natural consequence. Rebellion always
follows some injury or misplaced confidence in the powers
of the government. This rebellion came a "century too
soon," being just one hundred years before the great
revolution, which set at liberty all the colonies of North
America.

In this story we take up John Stevens and his son Robert,
the son and grandson of Philip Stevens, whose story was
told in "Pocahontas." The object has been to give a
complete history of the period and to depict home life,
manners and customs of the time in the form of a pleasing
story. It remains for the reader to say if the effort has been a
success.

JOHN R. MUSICK.
KIRKSVILLE, MO., August 1st, 1892.
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THE DUCKING-STOOL.
Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!

You cataracts and hurricanes, spout
Till you have drenched our steeples, drowned the cocks!
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world.
--SHAKESPEARE.

[Illustration: ducking stool]
A crowd of bearded men, some in the sad-colored clothes

and steeple-crowned hats of Puritans, others in loose top-
boots, scarlet coats, lace and periwigs of the cavaliers of the
Cromwellian period, intermixed with women, some wearing
hoods and others bareheaded, was assembled on the banks
of a deep pond within sight of Jamestown, Va. A curious
machine, one which at the present day would puzzle the
beholder to guess its use, had been constructed near the
edge of the water. It was a simple contrivance and rude in
structure; but the freshly hewn timbers were proof of its
virgin newness. This machine was a long pole fastened upon
an upright post, almost at the water's edge, so that it could
revolve or dip at the will of the manipulators. On the heavy
end of the pole was a seat or chair fastened, with a rest for
the feet, and straps and buckles so arranged that when one
was buckled down escape was impossible. On the opposite
end of the pole a rope was tied, the end hanging down to
the ground. This contrivance, to-day unknown, was once



quite familiar to English civilization, and was called the
"ducking-stool." The founders of the American, colonies,
whatever may have been their original designs for the
promotion of universal happiness, found it necessary very
soon to allot a portion of the virgin soil to the humiliation,
punishment and degradation of their fellow creatures.

Thus we find, in addition to the prison, the whipping-post
and the pillory, the ducking-stool. From the vast throng
assembled about the pond on that mild June day in 1653,
one might suppose that the entire colony had turned out to
witness some great event. Nearly four years before the
opening of our story, Cromwell had established the
"Commonwealth" in England; but it was not until 1653 that
the Parliament party, or "Roundheads," as they were
contemptuously termed, conquered the colony of Virginia.
Many of the royalists were still elected to the House of
Burgesses, and the cavaliers in boots and lace, with riding-
whips in hand, predominated in the throng we have just
described. The continual neighing of horses in the woods
told of the arrival of fresh troops of planters and fox-hunting
cavaliers.

The merry cavalier was easily distinguished from the
sedate Puritan. The latter gazed solemnly on the instrument
of torture as a thing essential to the performance of a duty,
while the cavaliers seemed to have come more for the
enjoyment of some rare sport, than to witness an execution
of the law. Occasionally a snake-eyed aborigine mingled
with the throng, gazing in wonder on the scene, or a negro,
granted a half-holiday, stood grinning with barbarous delight
on what was more sport than punishment in his eyes.

There is something hideous about the ducking-stool in the
present age of reason and enlightenment, more especially
as it was designed to punish the weaker sex and usually
those advanced in years. Before the ugly machine and



between it and the road which ran past the pond to the
village was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock,
pigweed, plantain and such unsightly vegetation, which
seemed to find something congenial in the soil that bore an
instrument for the torture of the gentler sex; but on one side
of the post and leaning against it was a wild rosebush
covered with fragrant flowers.

It was still an early hour, for the morning dew sparkled in
the deeper recesses of the grand old forest, and the
moisture of dawn yet lingered on the air. Strange as it may
seem, that instrument was regarded with careless
indifference, even by the gentler sex of this period.

Meagre and cold was the sympathy which a transgressor
might expect from the assembly at the pond. The women
mingled freely with the crowd and appeared to take a
peculiar interest in the punishment about to be inflicted. The
age had not so much refinement, that any sense of
impropriety kept the wearers of petticoats and farthingales
from elbowing their way through the densest throngs to
witness the executions. Those wives and maidens of English
birth and breeding were morally and materially of coarser
fibre than their fair descendants, who would swoon at the
thought of torture and punishment. They were not all hard-
featured amazons in that throng, for, mingled with the stout,
broad-shouldered dames, were maids naturally shy, timid
and beautiful. The ruddy cheeks and ruby lips indicated
health, and the brawny arms of many women bore evidence
of physical toil.

The cavaliers were jesting and laughing, while the Puritans
were silent, or conversing in low, measured tones on the
purpose of the assembly.

There was enough of gloom and solemnity in the one
party to prove that the execution was not to be a farce, and



enough merriment in the other to convince a beholder that
the punishment was not capital. A young cavalier, all silk
and lace, with heavy riding-boots, galloped up to the scene
and, dismounting, handed the rein to a negro slave, who
had run himself out of breath to keep up with his master,
and hastened down to the water.

"Good morrow, Roger!" said the new-comer to a young
man of about twenty-five years of age, like himself a
gentleman of ease.

"Good morrow, Hugh," Roger answered.
"What gala scene have they prepared for our

amusement?" asked Hugh, his dark gray eyes twinkling with
merriment. "I trow it is one that you and I need never fear."

"The magistrates have adjudged Ann Linkon to be
ducked."

"Marry! what hath she done?"
"Divers offences, all petty, but aggravating in themselves.

She is not only a common scold, but a babbling woman, who
often hath slandered and scandalized her neighbors, for
which her poor husband is often brought into chargeable
and vexatious suits and cast in great damages."

Hugh gave utterance to a genuine cavalier-like laugh, and,
striking his boot-top with his riding-whip, returned:

"Marry! but she will make a merry sight soaring through
the air like a fisher-bird to be plunged beneath the water."

"It will be a goodly sight, Hugh, and one I knew you would
wish to see; therefore I sent for you."

"You have my thanks; but where is the culprit?"



"They have not arrived with her yet. Did you come from
Greenspring Manor this morn?"

"Yes."
"How is Sir William Berkeley?"
"He is well, and still lives in the hope of seeing the king

restored to his throne."
"Hath he invited our wandering prince to Virginia?"
"Sh--! speak not so loud," said Hugh in an undertone.

"There are some of those Puritans, the cursed Roundheads,
near, and it would mean death to Sir William if it were
known that he but breathed such thoughts."

The two young men walked a little apart from the others
and sat down upon the green, mossy banks, where they
might converse uninterrupted and still be near enough to
witness the ducking when the officers arrived with the
victim.

"Keep a still tongue in your head, Roger," said Hugh when
they were seated. "Greenspring Manor is beset with spies,
and the Roundheads long for some pretext to hang Sir
William for his devotion to our king; but Sir William says that
the commonwealth will end with Cromwell and the son of
our murdered king will be restored."

"The rule of the Roundheads is mild."
"Mild, bah!" interrupted Hugh, in contempt. "They are men

without force, groundlings, the common trash from the earth
with whom the best do not mingle."

"But they permit the people to send royalists to the House
of Burgesses."



"That they do; yet there they must mingle with leet-men
and indented slaves whose terms have expired," and Hugh
heaved a sigh and dug his boot heel into the ground,
adding, "It was not a merry day for old England when they
struck off the king's head."

While the young royalists were discussing politics and
awaiting the arrival of the guard with Ann Linkon, the
women were not all silent.

"Good wives," said a hard-featured dame of fifty, "I will tell
you a piece of my mind. It would be greatly for the public
behoof, if we women being of mature age and church
members in good repute like Ann Linkon might speak our
minds of such baggage as Dorothe Stevens without being
adjudged and sent to the ducking-stool as she is to be done.
Wherefore is Dorothe Stevens so great that one must not
say ill of her that they be plunged in the pond? Did she but
have her deserts, would she be at home and Ann Linkon on
the stool? Marry! I trow not!"

"Prythee, good dame Woodley, be more chary of your
tongue, lest you be brought to judgment," interposed a
more cautious sister.

Dame Woodley scowled and ground her teeth in silence
for a short interval, and then resumed:

"I speak only to you five who know the wife of John
Stevens truly. Despite all her airs and efforts to assume to
herself a superiority, we know full well she hath her faults."

"Verily, she hath," interposed a female who had her hood
drawn low over her face to protect it from the morning sun.

"And I have heard that she does lead poor John Stevens a
miserable life. What with her extravagance, her temper, and



the way she does hate his old mother whom he loves, his
life must be a burden?" continued dame Woodley,

"Little the pity for him, though," interposed the woman
whose weak eyes were half-hidden by her hood.

"Why say ye so, Sarah Drummond?"
"The more fool he to maintain such a creature."
"Marry! think you, Sarah, that a wife is like a shoe to be

cast off at will? John Stevens hath two children, whom he
loves as ardently as ever parent loved."

"I have known Dorothe Stevens to be kind and gentle,"
interposed a woman who had not spoken before.

"Yet she is haughty, and she would have all the world
believe her of superior flesh and blood to ourselves. Doth
not the Scriptures say that 'Pride goeth before destruction
and a haughty spirit before a fall'? Yea, verily, I wish she
would break her neck when she doth fall."

At this moment, one of the petty officers came to the
group of gossipers and cried:

"Go to! hold your peace, you prating dames! The prisoner
comes."

A confused murmur swelled to a general hubbub as two
men appeared over the hill leading between them a woman
about fifty-five years of age. She was a strong, thin-visaged
woman, whose cheek had been bronzed by sun and
weather. She was bareheaded, and her hair was gathered in
a knot at the back. Her gown, of a thick woollen stuff, fit
closely to her person, as if it had been made on purpose for
the punishment she had been adjudged to receive. She was
talking in a loud voice and gesticulating angrily with her
head, for her arms were confined.



"I will give ye a piece of my mind," she declared to her
guards.

"Hold your peace, Ann!" cried the eldest of the guards.
"Hold my peace! Verily, I will, not hold my peace about

such a hussy as Dorothe Stevens. That I, a Christian and
Puritan, should be ducked for slandering one so foul as she!
I choke at the thought."

"Marry! I wish you were silent."
"Silent, Joshua Chard, silent, indeed! Think ye that the fear

of all the water in James River will awe me to silence?"
"No, by the mass, it will not," answered his companion.
"Lawrence Evans, unholy papist, do not touch me!"
"I am not a papist."
"Come, Ann Linkon, let us have this execution done with,"

put in Joshua, dragging the woman along.
The scene was now ridiculous enough to excite the

laughter of even the gravest Puritans. The pond and
ducking-stool were in sight, and Ann Linkon, with a
persistence and strength that was marvellous, began to pull
back, and when she had set her heels firmly in the ground it
required the united strength of both guards to move her.

"I won't go! I won't be ducked! I won't! I won't!" she
screamed at the top of her voice.

"Nay, Ann, bright flower of loveliness, you shall have a
soft seat."

"Shame on you, Joshua, to drag an old woman like me by
the arm."



"Marry! I am not dragging you, dame Linkon. Your heels do
stick like a ploughshare in the ground."

The woman continued in her sharp, shrill voice to upbraid
him:

"Ungrateful wretch, is it thus you serve one who fed you in
your infancy, when your mother had deserted you? Unhand
me, indented slave, and go back to your master, wretch--
wretch--wretch!" she hissed, as she went sliding on her
heels, her toes horizontal and her knees rigid. Her feet
ploughed up the earth and stones, and the crowd hooted
and jeered.

"Come on, Dame Linkon, and take your bath," cried some
idle urchins, waiting at the water in anticipation of rare
sport.

The victim continued to scream in her shrill voice:
"It's for that hussy! She bore false witness against me at

the court and had me condemned. I will be avenged for
this!"

"Marry! we will be more damp than you," said Joshua,
wiping the perspiration from his forehead with the cuff of his
coat.

"Joshua, is this payment for what I have done for you?
When you were sick with fever I sat by your bedside and
cared for you; when no one else would cook your food, it
was I who did it, and is it thus you requite me?"

"Peace, good dame, I have my duty to perform."
"Duty; but such a duty!"
She still braced her heels against the ground, and it

required all the strength of her guards to push and pull her



along.
"Verily, I say such a duty," answered Joshua, on whose

grave features there came a smile. "Dame Linkon, if you
would limber your joints we could make more speed."

"I am in no hurry," she answered.
"I believe you; yet if you had not detained us, this affair

would have been over."
The urchins and older persons began to cry:
"Hold back, Dame Linkon; make them earn their fees."
"I will scratch your eyes out!" she hissed, as she was

forced down to the bank and made to sit in the chair. Joshua
wound a strap about her waist and stooped to buckle it,
when, with her freed hand, she seized his hair, causing him
to yell with pain.

"Prythee, hold her hands, lest she make good her threat!"
he cried to his companion.

The appearance of the victim and her guards brought
everybody to their--feet, and a silence fell over the group.
The matrons ceased to gossip; the royalists left off talking
politics, and all gathered about to witness the scene.
Joshua's companion held the woman's arms, and he stooped
to bind her feet to the chair, when one flew out like a bolt
from a catapult, planting the toe in the pit of poor Joshua's
stomach, causing him to roll over on the ground and howl
with pain. The sheriff by this time came on the scene and
summoned sufficient help to bind her to the chair.

"See to it that every strap and cord is secure, for if she
should fall she would drown," said the sheriff, and the men
drew the leather straps tight, while Ann Linkon continued to
rail and abuse all about her.



"'Tis for the hussy that I am to suffer this," she cried.
"Dorothe Stevens bore me false witness. I never slandered
her. There--there is Hugh Price. Verily I spoke truly, as he
knows."

Hugh Price, the young royalist, who had been talking
politics with his friend Roger, blushed.

At this moment, there appeared on the scene a young
man twenty-eight years of age, whose light blue eyes and
frank, open face spoke honesty and humanity. His knit brows
and distressed features showed that he was not in accord
with the proceedings. He led the sheriff aside and spoke
hurriedly with him in an undertone, which no one could hear.
It was quite evident that he was making some request which
the sheriff would not grant, for he shook his head in a very
emphatic manner, and those nearest heard the official
answer:

"No, no, the judgment of the court, the judgment of the
court."

Dame Woodley, turning to a matron near, whispered:
"Sarah Drummond, there is John Stevens, the husband of
the woman who had Ann Linkon adjudged. How dare he
come here?"

"For shame!" whispered Sarah Drummond.
"Yea, verily."
"I wonder he could witness the wrong she hath done."
At this a young wife with a babe in her arms interposed:
"They do say that John Stevens had naught to do with the

matter and did protest against having one so old as Ann
Linkon ducked."



"John Stevens is a godly man," remarked still another. "He
would not wrong any one."

"If he were my dearest foe," whispered goodwife Woodley,
"he would have my sympathy for living with Dorothe
Stevens."

"Whist, Dame Woodley; speak not your mind so freely,"
whispered Sarah Drummond, "for there be those in hearing
on whose ears your words had best not fall."

All the while, Ann Linkon had been struggling with her
executioners; but now, helpless and exhausted, she was
bound in the chair. The sheriff, who was a humane man as
well as a stern official, remonstrated with her.

"Ann Linkon, do not so exert and heat yourself, or else
when you be plunged into the water you will take your
death."

"Death! Take my death! That is what you want, wretch!"
she screamed in her shrill voice.

"Peace, dame; be still!"
"I will not be silent. She is a hussy. John Stevens, I defy

your wife," she added as her eyes lighted on Stevens who
was near. "I told no falsehood on her. Go to your friend Hugh
Price, and if he will speak the truth, he will say I spoke no
falsehood."

Again Stevens was seen talking with the sheriff; but he
shook his head with the inexorable:

"The judgment of the court--the judgment of the court."
Stevens turned away with a look of disappointment on his

face. The sight of him seemed to increase the anger of Ann
Linkon, and she railed and struggled until, exhausted, she



panted for breath. The sheriff fanned her with his hat until
she had partially cooled; but as soon as she regained her
breath, she began again:

"It's a merry sight to you all to watch an old woman.
Verily, I wish Satan would rend you limb from limb, all of ye."

"Go to! hold your peace, Ann!" said the sheriff.
"I will not," she screamed, the froth appearing upon her

lips.
"Then you shall be plunged hot."
"I care not."
"It may be your death."
"That's what ye want."
"We don't."
"Ye lie, ye wretch!"
"Ann, I will duck you the full sentence if you don't hold

your peace."
"You are a wretch!" she screamed.
The sheriff at this moment motioned the crowd to stand

back and gave the signal to his two assistants, who went to
the other end of the pole and seized the rope dangling
there.

"You are a white-livered wretch!" the scold again yelled. At
this moment she went soaring off into the air. A piercing
shriek came from her lips as she found herself swinging out
over the pond. "I'll scratch your eyes out!"

"Let her down," commanded the sheriff, and the men
holding the rope allowed it to slip through their hands, and



the woman in the chair darted down toward the water.
"I said it, as I say it yet; she's a hussy! she's a hussy!"

shrieked the woman, whose vocabulary was insufficient for
her rage. The chair rapidly descended until it struck the
water with a splash, pushing the waves on either side and
letting the scold down, down into the cold liquid. She gave
utterance to a yell when she found the water coming up
over her breast, almost taking her breath.

She was drawn all dripping from the pond and elevated
high in the air so everybody could see her. A wild yell went
up from the crowd, and an impudent urchin cried:

"Ann Linkon, how like you your bath?"

"I'll scratch your eyes out!" she shrieked, then again
began to denounce her prosecutor as she once more
descended, repeating, "She's a hussy!"



Down, down she went into the water, until it came to her
chin, causing her to utter another shriek. Again she was
lifted high in the air. The sheriff, who was superintending the
enforcement of the sentence, turned to his assistants and
said:

"You do not dip her under; let the stool go lower."
As Ann Linkon descended for the last time, she seemed to

gather up all her energies and, in a voice overflowing with
hate, shrieked:

"It's true! She is a hussy!"
Plunging down, down, down, until ducking-stool and

occupant were completely buried beneath the water, sank
the victim, and on the air came a gurgling sound: "She's a
hussy!" The sheriff's assistants gave the rope a sudden pull,
and in an instant the choking, strangling creature soared up
in the air, gasping for breath with the water running in
streams from her garments. She made several efforts to
speak, but in vain. Her mouth, nostrils, eyes and ears were
full of water, and she could only gasp. Poor Ann Linkon was
humiliated and crushed. A ducking was a light punishment,
yet the disgrace which attached to it was sufficient to break
the spirit of one possessing any pride. The sheriff turned to
his assistants and said:

"Put her on shore."
The people gave way, and the stool swung round on the

pivot and was lowered to the sands. The sport was over, and
the cavaliers began to jest and laugh over the scene, which,
to them, had been one of amusement. Hugh and Roger once
more retired to talk of politics, and the Dame Woodley,
turning to Sarah Drummond, asked if she thought public
morals had been improved by such a disgraceful scene. But
few expressions of sympathy were offered to the coughing,



shivering, dripping woman, who sat silently in the chair
upon the sands. She was meek enough now when the
guards came to unbuckle the straps and free her. Even after
she was released, she sat in the chair, strangling, coughing
and shivering.

John Stevens made his way through the crowd and, going
up to the woman, who seemed almost lifeless, began:

"Dame Linkon, I am most truly sorry that this has been
done--"

At sound of his voice, the half-inanimate form seemed
suddenly inspired with life and vigor, and, bounding to her
feet with a shriek of rage, she dealt him a blow with her
open hand on the side of his head, which made him see
more stars than can usually be discerned on the clearest
night. He staggered and, but for the sheriff, would have
fallen.
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SEEKING BETTER FORTUNE.
On peace and rest my mind was bent,

And fool I was I married;
But never honest man's intent
As cursedly miscarried.
--BURNS.

In Virginia's colonial days, no man was better known than
John Smith Stevens. His father was one of the original
founders of Jamestown and, it was said, had felled the first
tree to build the city. John Smith was his first born, and was
named in honor of Captain John Smith, a personal friend.

John Smith Stevens was born about the year 1625, the
same year that Governor Wyat defeated the Indians. He was
four years of age when John Harvey became colonial
governor in 1629, and a year later, 1630, Sir George Calvert
came to Jamestown on his way to colonize Maryland under
the charter of Lord Baltimore. He was old enough to
remember the stormy days in the assembly, when, on the
"28th of April, 1635, Sir John Harvey thrust out of his
government, and Captain John West acts as Governer till the
king's pleasure is known." He never knew exactly why Sir
John Harvey was thrust out; but he heard some one say he
was interfering with the liberties of the people.

He knew that the king replaced him, however. Then the
people said that all Virginia was divided into eight Shires:
James City, Henrico, Charles City, Elizabeth City, Warwick
River, Warrosquoyake, Charles River, and Accawmacke, and



that a lieutenant was appointed over each to protect them
against the Indians. John Stevens remembered when William
Claybourne, the famous rebel of colonial Virginia, tried to
urge the people, against the will of the king, to drive the
colonists out of Maryland, which they claimed as a part of
their domain.

Claybourne established a colony at Kent Island, from
whence a burgess was sent. Leonard Calvert was governor
of Maryland, and a misunderstanding arose between him
and Claybourne on Kent Island. Claybourne must go, for the
island was part of Maryland, although the right of his
lordship's patent was yet undetermined in England.
Claybourne resisted. He declared that he was on Virginia
territory by the king's patent, and was the owner of Kent
Island, and that he meant to stay there. He would also sail
to and fro in his trading ship, the Longtail, to traffic with the
Indians. If he were attacked he would defend himself. He
soon had an opportunity to make good his boasts. Leonard
Calvert seized the Longtail, and Claybourne sent a swift
pinnace with fourteen fighting men to recapture her. This
was in the year 1634, when John Stevens was nine years of
age; but the affair was the talk of the time, and
consequently was indelibly stamped on his young mind. Two
Maryland pinnaces went to meet Claybourne, and a
desperate fight occurred on the Potomac River. A volley of
musket-balls was poured into Claybourne's pinnace, and
three of his men fell dead. Calvert captured the pinnace; but
Claybourne escaped. He was driven from Kent Island and
escaped to Virginia; but Sir John Harvey refused to surrender
him, and John Stevens saw the rebel when he embarked for
England, where he made a strong fight before the throne for
Kent Island. Although he seemed for a while about to
triumph, the lords commissioners of plantations finally
decided against his claims, thus dispelling the rosy dreams
of Claybourne.



In 1642, there came to Virginia as governor of the colony
Sir William Berkeley, then almost forty years of age, when
John Stevens was only seventeen. Berkeley was a man of
charming manners, proverbially polite, and he delighted the
Virginians, who had a weakness for courtliness. He belonged
to an ancient English family, and believed in monarchy as a
devotee believes in his saint, "and he brought to the little
capital at Jamestown all the graces, amenities, and well-
bred ways which at that time were characteristic of the
cavaliers. He was a cavalier of the cavaliers, taking the word
to signify an adherent of monarchy and the established
church," and thoroughly hated anything resembling
republicanism. For his king and church, this smiling
gentleman, with his easy and friendly air, was going to fight
like a tiger or a ruffian. Under his glove of velvet was a hand
of iron, which would fall inexorably alike on the New England
Puritans and the followers of Bacon. With the courage of his
convictions, he was ready to deal out banishment for the
dissenters; shot and the halter for rebels. He lived on his
estate of about a thousand acres at Greenspring, not far
from Jamestown. "Here he had plate, servants, carriages,
seventy horses, fifteen hundred apple trees, besides
apricots, peaches, pears, quinces and mellicottons. When, in
the stormy times, the poor cavaliers flocked to Virginia to
find a place of refuge, he entertained them after a royal
fashion in this Greenspring Manor house. As to the
Virginians, they were always welcome, so that they did not
belong to the independents, haters of the church and king."

From the very first, John Stevens did not like Governor
Berkeley and in a short time learned that he was a tyrant.
Berkeley issued his proclamation against the Puritan
pastors, prohibiting their teaching or preaching publicly or
privately.



John Smith Stevens participated in the Indian war in 1644,
and saw Opechancanough, at this time almost a hundred
years of age, captured and brought to Jamestown, where he
requested his captors to hold open his eyes, that he might
see and upbraid Sir William Berkeley for making a public
exhibition of him. A short hour afterward the aged chieftain
was treacherously wounded by his guard.

In the year 1648, John Stevens married Dorothe Collier,
the daughter of a clergyman of the church of England. This
naturally united him to the cavalier or church party, while
his mother, brother and sister were Puritans. Sometimes
John thought he had the best wife living, at others he was
almost persuaded that she was intolerable. She was a
beautiful brunette, with great dark eyes which smiled when
the sky was fair, but in which appeared the lustre of a
tigress when enraged. Love in its full strength and beauty
seldom dwells in the heart of both husband and wife
through all the vicissitudes of life. It was so in John's case.
When the honeymoon waned and practical existence began,
the wife became ambitious for a more showy manner of life
and more pleasures than the husband could afford. He was
prosperous; but his wife's extravagance, in which he
indulged her at first, kept him poor. Poverty became a
burden and marriage a mockery. He who had been insanely
in love, and who was unable to live out of her presence,
proved an indifferent husband before the honeymoon was
over. Why? John had thought his wife an angel, and
marriage had shattered his idol. His ideal woman had fallen
so far below his expectations that disappointment drove him
to indifference. His wife thought herself his superior, and
John, to her, was more a convenience than a husband.

Gradually Dorothe grew indifferent toward her husband's
mother and young sister, who idolized him, and though they
bore her no thought of ill, she came to despise them. John's



mother saw that her son's wife was ruining him by her
extravagance, yet she dared not interpose as it would make
the rupture complete. Dorothe was a haughty cavalier and
despised all Puritans and, most of all, her husband's mother;
but the cavaliers were in trouble. King Charles was tried,
condemned and beheaded in 1649, and a protectorate
(Oliver Cromwell) ruled over England a few months after the
execution of the king. John Stevens' wife gave birth to a son
who was named Robert for his wife's father.

Though England was a commonwealth, Virginia remained
loyal to the wandering prince, who slept in oaks and had
more adventures than any other man of his day. Berkeley, it
is said, even invited him to come and rule over Virginia,
assuring him of his support; but Parliament took notice of
the saucy colony and, in 1650, ordered a fleet to conquer it.
The fleet did not reach Jamestown until 1652, when, after a
little fluster, Sir William Berkeley retired to Greenspring, and
the government was turned over to the roundheads, who
chose Richard Bennet, Esquire, to be governor of the colony
for one year. On the day of Bennet's inauguration, John
Steven's second child, a daughter, whom he named
Rebecca, was born. These two links of love made his wife
more dear to him. At times she was pleasant; but usually
she studied to thwart his will. She was humbled with the
cavaliers and hated the Puritans. Ann Linkon, an old woman
given to gossiping, incurred the displeasure of Dorothe
Stevens, because she gossiped about her extravagance. She
had her arrested, condemned and ducked as we have seen.
There was no open rupture between Dorothe and her
husband's relatives. She still greeted them with half-smiles;
but those half-smiles were cold and uncongenial, and there
seemed to be a settled purpose on her part as well as theirs
to dislike each other. To no one did Dorothe express this
dislike save to her husband, and to him she never lost an
opportunity for doing so.



In 1654, Claybourne, who was in possession of Kent
Island, was threatened by the Catholics from Maryland, and
John Stevens, with his friend Hugh Price and half a dozen
more, went to aid in the defence of the island. They camped
at the mouth of the Severn, in the vicinity of the present city
of Annapolis, where they were joined by Claybourne and a
body of three hundred men.

On the 25th of March, 1654, Stone sailed with a force
down the river, landed and attacked Claybourne. At early
dawn the sleeping Puritans were awakened by the boom of
cannon and volleys of muskets. They arose, formed their
lines of battle and poured a tremendous fire upon the
enemy. The Marylanders landed and tried to storm their fort;
but after an hour retreated, leaving twenty killed and twice
as many wounded on the field. Claybourne had conquered
and, for a brief space of time, was to hold sway over the
Severn and Kent Island.

John Stevens returned to his home to find that his wife's
extravagance had impoverished his estates and almost
brought him to beggary. He had remonstrated with her
without avail. She wrecked her husband's fortune for a few
weeks of vain show.

"Were you more prudent, Dorothe," said John, "we could
soon live at ease. I have fine estates and earn money
sufficient to make us comfortable for life and leave a
competency for our children."

"Peace, man! Do you disdain to labor for your wife and
children? Do not other men support their families, and why
not you, pray?"

"But other men have helpmates in their wives."
This was the spark which ignited the hidden fires. Her

black eyes blazed, and her breast heaved. She upbraided



him until he withdrew and, mounting his horse, rode away.
At night he returned to find his wife silent and morose, and
for nine days they scarcely spoke. This life was trying to
John.

After a few days she grew more amiable and expressed
sympathy with her husband in his financial straits.

"I am going to economize," she declared. "I will take no
heed what I shall eat, nor what I shall drink, nor wherewithal
I shall be clothed."

Again for the thousandth time he took heart. After all,
Dorothe might become a helpmate. She was so beautiful
and so cheerful in her pleasanter moods that he thought her
a treasure. When he took his baby on his knee and felt her
soft, warm cheek against his own, he realized that life might
be endurable even in adversity.

One evening, as they talked over his financial troubles, he
said:

"Our family has a fortune in Florida."
At the name of fortune, Mrs. Stevens' head became erect,

and she was all attention like a war-horse at the blast of a
trumpet.

"If you have a fortune there, why don't you go and get it?"
she asked.

"We would, I trow, did we know we could have it for the
going," he made answer.

"And wherefore can you not?"
"St. Augustine is under the Spanish rule, and we know not

that they will permit an Englishman even to inherit property


