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CHAPTER II,

"Three stormy nights and stormy days
We tossed upon the raging main;

And long we strove our bark to save,
But all our striving was in




LOWE.

1 WAS born-the first óhild of this marriage, on the 10th day
of October, 1802, in the low, long house built by my great

grandfather, the buccaneer. My memory awoke early. I have

recollections which date several months ere the completion of

my third year; but, like those of the golden age of the world,

they are chiefly of a mythologic character. I remember, for

instance, getting out unobserved one day to my father's little

garden, and seeing there a minute duckling covered with soft

yellow hair, growing out of the soil by its feet, and beside it a

plant that bore as its flowers a crop of little mussel shells of a

deep red color. I know not what prodigy of the vegetable

kingdom produced the little duckling; but the plant with the

shells must, I think, have been a scarlet runner, and the shells

themselves the papilionaceous blossoms. I have a distinct

ecollection, too-but it belongs to a later period-of seeing

ny ancestor, old John Feddes, the buccaneer, though he must

.iave been dead at the time considerably more than. halfa ccii

tury. I had learned to take an interest in his story, as pre
served and told in the antique dwelling which lie had built

more than a hundred years before. To forget a love disap-
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