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Jesus said, “The light is with you a little longer. Walk while you have the light, so that the darkness may not overtake you. If you walk in the darkness you do not know where you are going. While you have the light, believe in the light, so that you may become children of light.”     John 12:35-6 

PROLOGUE:               

                                         February 1640 off the Narragansett coast.

          That the whale turned left was its undoing, for had it just turned right it might have upset the boat and found its way back over the sandbar. The men in the boat could not believe their eyes. “Jab!” ordered the huge Dutchman steering from the sternpost. “Jab its tailfin!” A native lad with honey-colored skin and a haunted face did as he commanded. The crude harpoon struck home and the long finned pilot whale, or black fish, bucked and drove itself up on shore. 

         Over the course of the hunt, thirty or more people gathered on the beach. There was a sharp bite to the wind, reminding them that winter was hardly spent. Seas were rough again today. It was hard to locate any more of the pod though some tried, tracking the black fish with pointed fingers and sticks. Out of all the exiles, these were the hopefuls and they never ceased to impress the Dutchman with their vigilance.

         Now that the black fish was beached the Dutchman ordered the boat to land. He tucked the tiller under his arm letting his four-man crew row in. A wave blessed them, dropping them a few yards from the creature. “Ship oars,” the Dutchman boomed. Exiles crowded the poor black fish to larboard. The creature was scared, wounded, and screaming pathetically. Beached as it was, it knew it did not have long to live. 

         “Prayers, children! Remember prayers!” said the Dutchman. “We do not sup without first giving thanks.” This was enough to back his people off. 

         His crewmen steadied the boat, allowing the Dutchman to come off onto dry sand. Last autumn, four men easily lifted this craft. Now it took nine men to drag it beyond the high water mark. When he reached the black fish, the Dutchman knelt down beside its blunt head and snout. He placed one hand gently over the creature’s wide eye and held out his other hand in supplication. He was the preacher and the exiles were his congregation. They needed to hear who gave them this generous gift. “God,” he began. “Is great!” His congregants repeated this phrase. “God is just. We are His people and today, children. Today, He smiles on us again!”  

         The Dutchman closed his eyes and sensed his people pressing in on the black fish. He smelled their hunger. He heard their lips smack and their stomachs squealing as they ground their teeth in anticipation of being fed. This was no time for windy soliloquies though hunger was, and always would be, a worthy teacher. He kept his proclamation short. “Pray remember, children! Remember that we are not exiles. It is the world beyond Red Moon Island that lives outside His covenant. It is the mainland that is exiled from us! Never forget, children! The light of the Father shines in us!” 

         That said, the Dutchman offered thanks for the black fish. He then commanded the native lad to hand him the harpoon. With it the Dutchman straddled the creature, plumbed the weapon, and drove its mean point down through its skull and into the sand. 

         The exiles were on the carcass before it stopped flopping. The Dutchman backed away, giving his place to a very pregnant woman. She was one of the hopefuls who walked the shoreline. She was extremely thin and her cheeks were winded raw and red. There were driftwood and sea oat fires up behind the dunes with pots of water boiling away over them. The men cutting into the carcass did so from the top. This allowed their women and children to pan out as much blood as they could, catching it in pots and on rags. Within minutes everyone’s faces were smeared in thick black fish blood. Soon they would become drunker from it than cow’s milk. All eyes were on the cutters driving home for the heart and kidneys. Talking died as the neediest massed around them. Nothing on this carcass would go to waste. Oil from its blubber aside, the blessing was it would feed this congregation for a week or more. A gift this generous had not come in many long months. To the Dutchman there was much to read in this.

          While others gorged, the Dutchman looked out to sea and prayed, Dear Lord, I beg of you, unify us! Give us divine purpose. Help me turn these people from exiles and empower them to become evangelists. I beg of you, Lord God, send these children far greater challenges than simple black fish, for they are Yours and wish to be with You again…
ONE

         The Dutchman’s name was Booge. No first name, as it was never given. He told all he met that he preferred being called ‘the wretch’ Booge, for he had been a very great sinner indeed until that day the Lord put designs on him. Booge had long blonde hair, a high forehead, firm nose, bright blue eyes, a flush scarred face and cheeks, tall ears, many of his teeth, bench-like shoulders, and the neck of a horse. His hands were sailor’s hands; wide for catching lines and spars. He had been a sailor and spoke of Haarlem as having once been home. Booge was enormous, topping six foot ten. He walked with oversize, splayed feet while his hands dangled like millstones at his side. In an era where most men stood at five and a half feet, the Dutchman was more than a hill he was a mountain. Along with his height came a low rumbling voice. His detractors said, “It’s all in the fundamentals,” meaning Booge was a real bull where it mattered most. 

          People noticed Booge. They were attracted to his size. As a boy soaring into manhood it was the older women. They would cross right in front of him on the street and make some rude comment under their breath, suggesting something that he did not understand. This continued for months until a friend heard what one woman said and finally explained it to him. “Your big feet and wide hands attract them. They are not shy. But you must not go with them Booge as they will be your ruin.” Like whiskey and rum and other concoctions that enslave a sailor, Booge felt compelled to give in to their requests. 

          When at fifteen he stopped growing owners of barges, carts, dockyards, mills, and quarries began to seek him out. They had sharp eyes; they noticed Booge stooping alongside other people in the marketplace. These men would come up, tap his shoulder, cross their arms and challenge Booge with these words: “Stand straight, you!” Out of respect to their station Booge would. A foot or more was added and he towered over the entire crowd. As these men thought of the work a creature like this could do their greedy eyes grew big. “You are a beast,” they beamed, ready to adore him. They intended to work Booge like three men while paying him as one. Good friends warned him. 

         Booge was eighteen before the sea rescued him. Too many poor decisions had left him fearful of his own great shadow. His first ship was Belle Époque out of Le Havre. She was a ‘sweet ship’ in that her commerce was wines. Because wine barrels were very heavy strong men were needed to work the block and tackle. The ship’s captain had lost two men earlier that day. He could not cast off on the ebb without first replacing them. Studying the wharf side he watched Booge haul barge freight like kindling. 

         “You!” demanded the Frenchman, his Dutch wanting. “You work for guilders when indeed, ami, you could easily earn gold.” 

         Booge stopped mid-stride. The man blocked his path. Tilting his head he corrected him. “Today I work only for food.”

         “Food?” replied the captain, aghast. “Pas d’sou?” Meaning, and no money?
         “In eight days time my pub debt will be paid off. So, m’sieur le capitaine, you see I work to eat. Until eight days are past I cannot drink but water.” 

         “Fou!” said the captain, slamming fist to hand. 

          Booge shrugged, for this was his life.

          “Tonight we sail, ami, so tell me who and what you owe!”

          It turned out that the barge captain for whom Booge was working had lied to him. At the knife tip he admitted that no funds had gone to paying down Booge’s bar debt. The debt remained in full. Worse, the publican had friends keeping tabs on Booge. Should he bolt they would hunt him down and kill him. 

          “Show me this bar!” growled the Frenchman.

          Booge pointed to it. It was large, lit and central to the wharf. Prosperous. Even now, mid-afternoon, they could hear drunks roaring from inside it. 

         “Bien sur, the man has agents. Like a snow-capped mountain ami you will be missed.” The Frenchman silently studied the dark cobbles between them. 

         If there was any kind of escape Booge did not see it. He had worked fourteen days like a team of horses for the bargeman, yet he remained in the publican’s debt. Despair mounted, as it no longer looked like he could break free.

         The captain went from studying the cobbles to studying Booge. He was measuring him for a barrel. “You must become cargo, ami. There is no other way.” 

         Once out of the canals and at sea, Booge was told he had to work the voyage to Le Havre for free.  “And so,” explained the Frenchman. “You will repay your debt to me.” 

         “Debt? What debt?”

         “The price of the barrel and the men to haul it up and over the side as new freight. Surely you know that whenever a man lifts one hand he expects to be compensated with the other? Besides, was not my plan to free you sheer brilliance?”

         “But I can never go home again. The publican’s agents will knife me dead.”

         “Ah, home. Wherever you sleep is home, ami! But do you not feel you owe me for saving you? Vraiment, mon pote, you were that bargeman’s slave!”

         Yes, thought Booge. And now you are certain I am yours. 

         For four years, through all seas and weather Booge sailed onboard Belle Époque. The ship was owned by a concern based in Rouen on the Seine. Besides Amsterdam she traded in such ports as Portsmouth, Brest, Nantes, Bordeaux, Lisboa, and Cadiz. Twice she sailed as far east as Goteborg in Sweden, but as the seas were rough and profits marginal no further trips there were made. An old law of the sea said that no sailor took his pay far from his ship; that the meager amount he made on a voyage disappeared his first night on land. Fortune was something a ship’s owner made. Booge, like many in the foc’sle, felt the despair of service. Pay was low, the food maggoty, and the hours on watch dreadful. The captain no longer called him ami and treated him worse than an old plow horse. Booge began looking longingly at land once again. 

         Late spring of his fourth year onboard, the ‘sweet ship’ encountered the storm of the season. She was twelve miles off the western approach to Saint Malo when the winds rose up. The captain, sensing the worst, reefed sails and put in for the old harbor, but his maneuver changed the outcome not in the least. The storm that drove Belle Époque to her doom sank seventeen other merchantmen and four men-of-war along the Norman and Breton coasts. More than three hundred mariners were said to have drowned. Far more corpses than living men made it through the breakers that night. Booge was fortunate. Four years of hoisting heavy barrels aloft had given him enormous strength. That he was a good swimmer helped as well. Belle Époque’s dead floated in on the new tide. Alone on the beach in the gray morning light, Booge did what he knew the peasants would do the moment they found them – he removed his mates’ valuables. As for the dead captain, Booge could not keep himself from assaulting the corpse. Thanks to this man he spent four years in lingering debt and poverty. It was much like taking one’s aggressions out on a melon patch and it exhausted Booge as much as it relieved him. 

         He did not know the subtle art of trading with peasants so any valuables he collected went for cheap. Being a big man Booge had a big appetite. Living onboard a vessel eating maggoty salt pork and tack he longed for lamb, sweet meats, fresh vegetables, and a feather bed. The fortune in Booge’s pockets lasted less than a month. When he finally arrived in Cherbourg looking to ship out, he did so hungry from two days walking without bread. 

         For the next ten years Booge sailed on merchantmen plying the French, Portuguese, and Spanish coasts. He often sought solace ashore and always challenged two or more men to fights. His collection of scars became his proudly earned tattoos. For a man who so longed for it, it was sad to see Booge use land in such a poor, meaningless way. Aboard ship Booge was a necessary cog; vessels did not sail without men like him. Yet he was a man who could be whipped at another man’s whim. He was no better than a field slave and had flogging scars to prove it. Unlike field slaves though, sailors could come ashore. Land was a place where great freedoms existed. But Booge was miserable with himself. He mistreated land terribly along with anyone he encountered there, because those who ruled ships sorely mistreated him. 

        While aloft during a storm one night, as he and other sailors tried reefing sails, Booge lost his grip and fell from the top lines. He was halfway down before he managed to save himself, but he crushed his back in the process. He could not move. Two fellow sailors risked everything to climb down and assist him. The deck pitched. One fell into the sea and drowned. The pain was so intense that it knocked Booge out. Somehow he kept from falling. With great skill, another sailor worked a line around Booge’s chest. He ran the line through blocks and they lowered him safely to the deck. It took eight men to carry Booge below. He did not scream. He allowed the pain to knock him out. The surgeon, who was the ship’s cook, came to examine him. The man had a dull metal instrument. He poked it so hard in Booge’s back that it drew blood. “Bad color,” he said. Then he exhaled sharply and left the cramped hot forward berth. 

         That night Booge learned what the cook’s verdict was: ‘a broke back’. There was plenty of whiskey to give him, but the captain was not obliging. Booge’s pain increased tenfold when they tacked into the English Channel, for now they were meeting the seas head-on. Booge thought these seas would be the ones that finally killed him. In and out of consciousness, he heard the captain talking. The man spoke very softly. He advised Booge that, come morning, should the seas settle they would turn the ship toward the Breton coast, to a peninsula there called Presqu’ile des Morts. There, he would offload Booge into the workboat and row him ashore. “Sanctuary,” said the captain. “The monks are healers. I am well acquainted with them. Perhaps they may bring you a miracle, as I cannot.” Booge begged the man for whiskey. More merchant than sailor the captain gave him a miser’s pinch. 

         The peninsula where the crew left Booge was rocky and its beach was deep but narrow. The surf was so noisy that Booge did not hear his mates slip away. They left him sewn in canvas, lying on a hillock above high water, in plain view of anyone coming down the path. All he could do now was hope some Good Samaritan might find him.

         Hours passed. Booge felt first one shadow and then another cross over him. He opened his eyes. Two men dressed in flax habits, their faces deep in shadow, stared down at him. One poked him with a knobby stick. The other shrugged. There were no words exchanged. Booge watched the monks walk his length. The one with the stick used it to measure him. He did it twice. Again, nothing was said and the monks seemed agitated. The monk with the stick bent over Booge. The sun was behind him. Booge could not see his face. The man studied him, then left with the other monk up the path. In an hour, the beach became shadows. Booge cried. He could not remember ever crying before, though he knew he must have, as what child does not cry? His tears flowed poorly. His eyes hurt from the effort. Again, pain blanked him out. 

         By nightfall eight monks returned. They carried a plank litter between them, four to a side. They loaded Booge on. He did not dare scream and so passed out. When next he awoke, Booge found himself in an earthen room. There were no windows and only one low door and the rock walls perspired and reeked of mold. Hundreds of candles lit the room. He counted ten monks alongside him. They undressed him, turning him over onto his front. Booge spoke to them in halting French, asking what they intended. They did not answer. Hot stones were brought in from a cauldron. These they placed along Booge’s spine. He hardly felt them. Another monk ducked through the doorway. He stank of sour potatoes. Booge found out why this was when he offered him soup. Booge did not try to communicate; he just opened his mouth wide. His stomach felt the soup’s warm caress and he became greedy for it. Memories of his mother flooded him: sunlight, an open door, the smell of fire over which hung the soup pot. Still, no one spoke and it bothered Booge, so he wept.

         Days inched by. Weeks. Booge slowly began to feel his lower back and legs. Treatments continued every day. He began to make sense out of the monks’ hand signs. In deference to them he stopped using speech. The monks encouraged him to pull himself along by his hands – to escape into the bright daylight. Seasons changed three times before Booge could shuffle forward on both legs again. 

         Urged on by the monks, Booge went outside to explore his surroundings. The peninsula was narrow. The abbey occupied a low slope near a beach on the eastern side. At the top of a forested rise was a pond. The monks had built an aqueduct from it down to the abbey. The sound of rushing water intrigued Booge. To him it sounded like a vessel’s bow wave as heard from the foc’sle. He closed his eyes, trying to envision himself shipboard again. Just then a man’s voice called him. Startled, Booge lumbered around.  

         “Lowlander!”

         Booge had not heard any language since the previous winter. He used both hands to reply. 

         “You are not a monk, are you Lowlander?”

         Booge shook his head. 

         “Nor am I. Now, speak as you were made to.”

         Booge cleared his throat. 

         “I see you can walk. For a time the monks didn’t think you could be healed.” The man approached him from the shadows of the building. He was simply dressed like any common sailor. He wore two earrings in one ear but none in the other, a long beard, a wide head and very thin body. His language was neither Dutch nor French, but English. His few teeth were black and rotten. “Does it feel good to be walking again? I should think it would.”

          “Yes,” said Booge, accommodating the man in his tongue. 

          “Legs numb, are they?”

          “I am not steady.” The words came well enough to his head, though he formed them roughly. 

         Booge was reticent to speak so the sailor told him his own sad tale. While dying of scurvy the previous year, he and three shipmates were dumped from their ship on the same beach Booge was. Of the four only this man survived. He said his name was Crowder and he hailed from Liverpool. Crowder said there were many more sailors on the peninsula. All were recovering from different maladies that sea life threw at them. Apparently, ships of every nation visited, ditching sick crewmen, taxing the good will and expertise of this heavenly order. Some sailors recovered. Many more died. The dead were then consigned to the sea at the peninsula’s head. “And that’s why they call it Presqu’ile des Morts. It means, ‘Jut of the Dead.’”

          Booge was tired of standing so he sat. Crowder joined him under the shade of a large leafy tree. He continued talking. “Now that I’m all fixed, I’m keeping me eye out for a ship. Something you’ll do too, I reckon, should you ever get back them legs.” 

          Booge learned that those ships that dumped men here often picked up their healthy replacements. For the first time in many long months, Booge thought beyond being cared for. He gazed out on the sea, into its blue-gray hue and knew, in time, he would go to it again. Despite its many privations, at least it was not land with all of land’s agonies and confusions. So, Booge would go to sea again because he had no other place to head. His life was swells, weather, timber, oakum, mastheads, and the whip. Let other men live as they wish, he told himself, condemning himself to the yards and foc’sle forever. 

         Weeks passed. Booge did not run across the English sailor again. A ship must have put in and taken him off. Feeling stronger, Booge decided to explore. Being drawn to it, he took the path under the aqueduct. He was still unsteady and used his arms to pull himself up the incline. As he neared the top he turned around. The view was brilliant. He followed a sunken stone trench toward the interior. The trench was open and tree leaves floated in it. Booge dipped a hand in to savor it. The water was fresh and cool and tinged tan by leaves. Refreshed, Booge headed to the source. 

         To Booge’s reckoning, the peninsula was three cables wide, and more than half a league long. The trees on top were scrubby and bent, shorn down by Channel winds. He guessed he was on the north side of the Breton coast, near Sillon de Talbert perhaps. Brest was to the west, far enough away along mule paths and forests to be on the moon. Booge lost himself in reverie. He saw himself in a Brest pub, downing rum after rum after rum after rum. Hobbling alongside the trench, he replayed this image in his head. It consumed his mind so completely that he came to the water source before realizing it. He saw he was at the edge of a spring-fed pond. Branches rustled, alerting Booge to something nearby. He scanned the scrub for it, but whatever it was it had hidden well. Booge looked out over the pond and saw three large swans floating in the middle. They were neither evasive nor alarmed by him. It was a startling scene. Booge drank it in, purging all thoughts of pubs, fights, women, and drink. The scene in front of him was beautiful to behold – tranquil and effusive and eminently serene. He would not sully it. 

         Tears flooded Booge’s eyes. This astounded him. He dropped to the ground on the bank and let whatever it was that needed to come out of him. With his head between his legs, Booge wept. When he raised his head again, he saw the three swans drifting immediately in front of him. They seemed so tame. He guessed the monks fed them. Perhaps they too depended on the monk’s largesse. This explained their interest; they were simply waiting for a handout. Booge demurred yet the swans remained. Booge felt fatigue overwhelm him, so he lay down. He was soon asleep. When he awoke, he did so slowly, aware that his situation had changed. As he sat up Booge noticed the swans around him. They were sleeping, their beaks tucked under their wings. They were close enough to touch. Resisting the urge, Booge closed his eyes. Without warning, he felt unseen hands cup the top of his head. Warmth unlike any he had ever known cascaded slowly down his neck and back. It felt like honey heated over a low, blue flame, and it was pure and deliberate and it forced his eyes up into the back of his head. Booge drifted off to sleep. 

         When Booge awoke the sun was setting and the swans were out feeding in the pond. He raised himself to his knees and awkwardly stood up. For the life of him, he could not recall ever sleeping so soundly. He felt unusually invigorated. 

         For days after, Booge climbed the hill to seek out the swans. His first few visits he took along bread, but the swans politely ignored it. In a low, calm voice Booge began chatting with them. He sang them nursery rhymes and told stories he remembered from youth. This piqued their interest. He discovered they preferred his native Dutch to French; that certain words, when he pronounced them slowly, made the swans sit up high in the water and wiggle their tails. By the fifth day Booge found them more friendly than cordial. Now, they seemed to be waiting by the shore for him to come. 

         It was during his sixth visit that things changed. Just as Booge sat down to greet his three friends, a cautious voice called him from the scrub to his right. Booge thought it was the English sailor again, for the words were from that tongue. Turning to the source, he told the man to reveal himself, adding that no harm would come to him. 

         The man popped his head out of a bush. He had beady little eyes, large ears, and wild black hair. A thin crane neck, narrow shoulders, and nervous hands emerged next. Booge saw that the man’s clothes were a collection of holes and patches. 

         “Come friend,” coaxed Booge, hands by his side. Was this man a shipwrecked sailor who had gone insane? 

        The man stepped hesitantly from the bush, coming as near as he dared. He stared at Booge with big wet eyes.

         “Who are you?” Was this man was a renegade monk? Booge expected him to beg for bread and wine.

         The man laughed and his eyes danced. Booge noticed that the swans accepted his presence. “It’s what I’m not, friend, that’s more important,” he said, dropping to his haunches. 

         “Really? And what are you not?”

         “Well, I’m no goner,” he replied.

         As he spoke Booge watched the swans waddle over and circle the man. This was curious.  

         “A goner? Do you mean you are not dead?”

         “That’s one way of looking at it, yes.” 

         “Tell me your name?”

         “Don’t use it. Haven’t in years.”

         “But they must call you something?”

         “Them monks don’t speak.”

         “So, you are not part of their order?”

         “Never have been.”

         Booge studied him. His behavior spoke volumes. Was he a hermit who lived up here? “Are you a sailor, friend?”

         “Once.”

         “Did your ship dump you here when you became ill?”

         “Oh, yes,” he replied, eyes growing wider.

         “How long ago?”

         “More years than I can recall.”

         “And you live up here by the pond, with these swans as company? You do not associate with the monks below?”

         “Sometimes. They got things I need, you know.”

         “But what do you do here?” Booge insisted.

         “Why, I mind the Holy Trinity.” 

         Booge studied the man. He was wild. It would not take much to make him bolt back into the scrub. The way the swans associated with him was intriguing, though. They did not protect him so much as include him as one of their own. “The Holy Trinity?”

         “Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,” he said proudly, pointing out each swan separately.

         “Oh, you named them?”

         The man looked flustered. “No,” he said, his voice trailing off. He looked at Booge funny and began to fidget.

         “But why do you call the swans that?”

         The man would not answer.

         “Why do you call them that?” Booge asked a second time. 

         The man stared. “But you already know why,” he replied, and then he abruptly disappeared. 

         Booge climbed the hill to visit the swans every day for the next week. He hoped, in time, to speak again to the odd little man. The morning of the ninth day Booge found him ready to speak.

         “If I scared you, friend, I am sorry,” Booge said.

         “You are a giant, but you don’t scare me.”

         “Why did you run away?”

         “You confuse me,” replied the man. 

         The swans fed nearby. Booge teetered unsteadily. The man paced. Seasons were warming. Soon, more and more ships would come to the Jut of the Dead. Booge would have his pick of vessels then. “I confuse you? How so?”

         “You talk like you don’t know what you should know.”

         “I am as dense as pasture oak, friend. Fill me in.”

         “I’ve watched you these many long weeks, Dutchman. They come to you like you are a close friend. They come to you every time you’re here.”

         Booge glanced at the swans. “Yes, it is very agreeable to me that these beautiful creatures like me. I adore them too.”

        “More than that. They touch you.” The man felt the top of his own head. He ran a hand down the back of his neck. “Warm as honey, is it not? Neck, shoulders, and spine, right? You feel it?”

         Booge recalled what he felt in the presence of these swans; a peace that made him return so often to this sanctuary. 

         “It’s the same for me. So very strong. I have learned I can’t ever leave them or this pond, Dutchman.”

          Booge thought over his reply. Was there no shipping out for him either? “You cannot? I cannot either?”

          “Oh,” the man said emphatically. “You will. You must.” 

          Booge sensed the man knew far more than he was saying. “What do you truly know of me, friend? Reveal it.” 

          “The swans have attached to so few over the years. Me, they will not let go. Others they do, for they are the Holy Trinity. They bless the good and urge goodness on.  In a world such as ours, all good can’t stay here, can it? Some good has to leave this pond, go out and spread the message? You know, you are quite huge.”

          It was Booge’s turn to be confused. He thought about grabbing the man’s arm and sitting him down on the bank. All this pacing was distracting him. “Is that what you meant when you told me you are not a ‘goner’?”

          “Goners are the ones the Lord don’t pick. Everyone knows why the Lord chose Moses, Lot, Job, David, Peter, and Paul. You, Giant? The Holy Trinity touches you too, except you don’t know why yet.”

          “Who are all these people? I do not know even one of them.”

          The man smiled hugely. He had no teeth, yet his eyes danced like a child’s. “The monks’ sacred book will teach you why. Read the Holy Gospels.” He turned to run. “Read the Holy Gospels and see why the Trinity swans chose you, Dutchman.”

          “The Holy Gospels? I am to learn them, friend?”

         The hermit cackled and scooted into the thick underbrush. Booge’s legs were not strong enough to chase after him, nor did the swans follow along. They seemed content to stay behind with him. 

         The monks disliked hearing words expressed anywhere in their presence. There was no way around it. He approached a monk he trusted and repeated what the man said. To Booge’s amazement, the monk listened; especially when he mentioned the Trinity swans and the mad hermit up at the pond. The monk took Booge’s hand and led him into his own tiny writing cell. There, he handed Booge a heavy, leather-clad Bible and indicated the New Testament. It was written in English; a language Booge knew well enough. In a gesture seen only among intimate brothers of this small sect, the monk patted his cheek and heart. His gesture demanded that Booge honor and treasure the book, as it was a sacred gift, given of the soul. Booge replied by touching his own cheek, thumping his chest loudly, and bowing low to him. This sealed his promise. When he could, Booge fled outside. With great deliberation, he lay down along the sun-blasted hillside and prepared to devour the gift. He was eager to bathe in the mystery, light, and warmth of the Spirit – the Spirit the Trinity swans embraced him with up at the pond. Booge pushed thick fingers into the heavy pages and landed eighteen chapters in on the Book of Matthew. An ancient voice jumped out at him, challenging Booge so loudly that it hurt to hear it said: “Truly, I tell you, unless you change and become like children you will never enter the Kingdom of Heaven.”
TWO 

         In late autumn a Dutch ship appeared off Presqu’ile des Morts. Her name was Lille out of Rotterdam. Two men had fallen from her bowsprit during the night. The vessel was on her way to New Netherlands in the New World and would not sail undermanned during an ocean crossing. Her captain knew the peninsula’s reputation and so tacked in. Booge and another Dutch sailor came aboard to replace the missing crewmen. By now, Booge walked with a wide gait, masking a mild limp in his left leg. It was nearly two years since last he boarded a vessel. He breathed it in deeply, like a chef breathes in a familiar kitchen he has been too long out of touch with. 

         Men in the foc’sle took their time sorting out all the visible scars dotting Booge’s body. Knife scars impressed enough hands forward to give the huge Dutchman the better berth. Yet it was Booge’s flogging scars that sent tremors up the chain of command. Lille’s third mate, who only recently was promoted out of the foc’sle, announced that the giant was someone they all needed to keep an eye on. His superior, the second mate agreed and together they watched Booge for any signs of a mutiny.

         Crossing the Atlantic in 1638 was an exercise in necessity mixed with great courage. Lille was rated a ‘Fast Lugger’, capable of eight knots. She carried a compliment of thirty men. Ship’s cargo was steel goods, ironware, seeds, dyes and yarns, lead for shot and windows, unmixed gunpowder, and myriad other items that could not be had in New Netherlands. The animals they carried onboard (pigs and guinea fowl) were for their own consumption. A dog accompanied them – a tall black spaniel. His name was Breda, after the city the Lille’s captain came from.

         The Lugger had three masts: a tall main mast, and two lesser poles forward and aft. Because of his height and strength, Booge was stationed on the main mast where the sails and spars were heaviest. This placed him under the direct authority of the second and third mates. The day they left the English Channel, Booge discovered he had enemies onboard. They were not enemies of his making though. On another ship in another time the second and third mates may have taken a more mature path. They might have pulled the enormous sailor aside, and worked to turn him into their friend and ally. But this was the Lille. As later events would prove, these two mates charted a course that would lead to the betrayal and murder of an innocent shipmate. 

         Breda was the captain’s dog but all onboard fought to embrace him; after all, he was that little bit of home. Breda fit right into the ship’s pack. He was an unusual dog, a leader that preferred the company of other dominant males. As such, he took to Booge. Booge did not discourage Breda; he enjoyed the dog’s attentions and intense loyalty. Unfortunately, all this attention became a sore point for the captain. By the third week out, the two mates saw every reason to increase their campaign against Booge. To their way thinking, it was just a matter of time before the monster tried taking over the ship. The pair’s logic was simple: ‘first the captain’s dog and then the helm’. But their logic was flawed. Had they spoken to shipmates they would have discovered that Booge was a peaceful man with a calm, paternal influence on others in the crew. 

         Off watch, Booge read his Bible. He devoured it slowly, savoring the words, for English was not native to him. The crew said little about this; none dared have an opinion of him. Few sailors could read, so they did not know what was consuming him. Booge’s size and scars kept most everyone back; even those who dreamed of challenging him. As on any ship, dominance games ruled the forward decks. Six men continually fought their shipmates for better berths, and food. Blood spilled. Teeth were lost. Men who had ruled other foc’sles stepped down to tougher authority. During such brawls, the two mates stayed well aft. 

          Booge too was reluctant to step in. He only did so when a challenger mistook him for an opponent. The ship was in the middle of a watch change. Booge was heading below in the dark when a solid object jammed him in his ribs. He recovered quickly, caught his assailant, and brought him into the light. Holding the man by the throat, he interrogated him. “Who is your target?” 

         The man would not confess. Booge repeated the question. Silence. “Now hit me,” he insisted. The man refused. Booge said, “You others who wish to rule the foredeck and galley come here now.” Three of the six did. “Now, you men hit me.” One contender returned to his hammock. The two who remained raised fists. He deflected both. “Do so again.” The pair tried, but they failed to strike him. Booge smiled. “Again!” One backed off, leaving the last man to swing away. Booge caught his hand, cartwheeling him onto the man who first attacked him. “Again,” Booge commanded, but this man admitted he was licked. “No one?” Booge asked, looking over the assembly. “Very well, then as victor I announce that Breda is king of the foc’sle. Breda’s first directive is this: we are now a joyful ship on a voyage of peace. Work towards that end.” Most sailors laughed and cheered the big man. Two however, took advantage of the darkness to slip away aft.

         The second mate could not be roused from his bunk and the third mate took too long to arrive forward. By the time he did, the incident was over. Calm reigned below and only bilge rats were busy planning mutiny. Weeks passed. Storms raged across the Atlantic driving Lille along her course at a rate exceeding her captain’s expectations. The rough weather kept the men for long hours at their posts. The sea’s miserable frenzy exhausted the crew and dimmed complaints. Even at that the two mates concocted an onboard conspiracy about how Booge was scheming to seize the ship. According to them, the giant had signed up with mutiny in mind. As soon as he murdered Lille’s officers, he planned to use the vessel to prey on Spanish treasure fleets. “What,” they wondered. “Did their captain wish to do about this? Flog him with fifty or more lashes perhaps?”
         Lille’s captain was an experienced ocean hand. He knew what months at sea on small leaky ships could do to men’s minds. While he did not like watching Breda’s affections go to Booge, he did not embrace his mates’ conclusions about impending mutiny. Privately, the captain had his doubts about their description of the crew’s mood. Shipboard, Cook was the most important link between officers and men. Cook, who read every man by how he ate, had nothing compelling to report from the galley. He said that the men were eating well and were very tired. No one was talking ill about ship’s command.  As far as Booge was concerned, Cook had high marks for him. He said the crewmen liked the giant and often went to him for advice. Of course, there was always that dark question about why the man’s back had so many cat ‘o nine scars rippling it. “I’ll consider your report,” the captain replied evenly. Then he sent his two mates forward and doubled their duties. 

         Storms hardly abated the whole voyage. With luck and a brisk wind, Lille managed to steer both sides of latitude forty-one degrees. When the ocean’s color softened from steel gray to gray blue, sharp eyes were posted high in the masthead. Land was near. That morning, heavy cross-seas shifted cargo below causing some damage. A detail of men went below to resecure the mess. Booge was one of those picked. The men spent the morning repositioning crates and barrels down in the hold. An hour before supper two men rushed topsides and gave the alarm. Their eyes were wide and their faces ashen. They reported that one of the work party – seaman Thumes – was dead. 

         The third mate was down in the hold when it happened. The second mate was topside, buzzing around the cargo hatch. They both claimed they were doing their duties, keeping sharp eyes out for any problems. The first mate kept his station at the ship’s wheel, maintaining Lille’s course, while the captain was busy in his cabin approximating the ship’s position. 

         The third mate flew topside to spread the word – murder! Men swarmed the main hatch to witness this tragedy. Learning of it the captain bolted his door and fetched his sword; he suspected this murder was a prelude to mutiny. On deck, Breda barked and snarled. Witnesses said the dog rushed the third mate and tried to bite him. It took two sailors to restrain Breda. The men working below left the hold slowly. They were grim faced. One of them said there was a river of blood down there. Seaman Booge was the last to exit. His expression was hard to read. There was solemn concern, above which he seemed genuinely perplexed. As a precaution, the first mate ordered the detail to assemble aft. He commanded the head-of-watch to guard the men. “We wait for the captain,” he said smartly noting that, of all the men in the detail, only Seaman Booge had any blood on him. Of greater interest, Booge’s hands were cut and he was letting Breda lick them.

         The captain arrived, bristling with weapons. He had a short-barreled blunderbuss, the type highwaymen used, made by McDermott’s of Dublin. Packed with small shot, it was the perfect antidote to any mutiny. The captain took his place beside the helm and handed the blunderbuss off to his loyal first mate. 

         By now, Thumes body had been hauled out of cargo and lay on deck. Cook examined him. “Garroted,” he announced casually, but then Cook did not care for Seaman Thumes. Thumes was a Leidener. He enjoyed flashing his knife in his mates’ faces. The captain went to the corpse, leaned down, and examined the neck. He noted that the man’s windpipe was severed; that there was substantial blood loss from it. All would be noted in the ship’s log. “Which one of you will step forward?” he demanded sternly.

         The third mate stepped up, tipped his cap, and said, “If I may, sir. The murderer’s standing right there among the work detail.” The captain and crew spun around to see who was being accused. “The giant, sir,” said the mate. All eyes fell on Booge.

         Booge stood by a water cask with Breda at his side.

         “Bring him before me,” ordered the captain. The second mate went over to kick Booge that way, but Breda nipped at him. Booge pulled the dog back. “There now,” he said gently, going to where he was ordered. 

        “Are you one of two we took onboard at ‘Jut of the Dead’?”

        “Yes, Captain.” 

        “I shall give evidence in the log of the blood on your hands and cheek. Does any of this blood belong to seaman Thumes?”

        “No, Captain,” replied Booge. “It is my blood and mine alone. You see, I cut my hands on some broken cargo straps below.”

         “Liar!” the third mate yelled. “Only after they brought the dead man up did that monster arrange himself.”

         “I speak the truth, Captain,” said Booge, standing tall.

         “You are nothing but foredeck garbage!”

         The captain glared at his young third mate. Such words would only incite Booge’s shipmates to come to his defense. The captain remembered that the giant was well liked. Whereas they did not have mutiny on their hands earlier, the mood might easily shift. Such affairs needed to be handled quickly and fairly. That way, no one could say ship’s officers fabricated the outcome. 

         “Seaman Booge, do you wish to confess that the blood on your hands and cheek is your blood, then?”

         “I do, Captain. The dead man and I were not even working together. Other men below will confirm this.”

         “Well?” asked the captain.

         Two sailors stepped forward. They were two of the six that Booge humbled earlier in the voyage up in the foc’sle. Of all the crew available, the third mate had chosen his work-team wisely. “Not so, sir. That’d be a lie.”

         Three of the work detail rushed these two men. They were retained and hustled astern where they were placed in irons. This affair has all the markings of a mutiny, reasoned the captain. Conclude it before we reach land. “Will you swear your statement into the ship’s log? Will you swear and sign it?”

         The man answered glibly and slackened. “Indeed I will, sir.”

         “And you?” the captain asked, scowling at the second man.

         “Aye, sir. Swear and sign. And gladly too.”

         There was murmuring in the ranks that the captain did not care for. Conclude this! He told himself. “Seaman Booge,” said the captain. “Have you anything further to add in your defense?”

         “I repeat: I do not lie, sir. I did not murder my shipmate.”

         The captain stared at Booge, weighing his verdict. Had the man not been so bedeviled by cat ‘o nine scars he might have given him more consideration. Somewhere along the way, on another man’s ship, Booge had earned those awful scars. They were not ribbons or medals either; cat ‘o nine marks spoke the dark truth of a seaman’s behavior. The captain now understood how he should conclude this affair. He raised his head back up to speak.

         “I’m curious, seaman Booge. What is it that my dog finds so adoring in you?” He glanced at Breda, wondering if the dog he so loved would ever forgive him. “Seaman Booge? My heart is heavy. A crime has been committed on my ship. The law states that I must allow you your say. This I have done. The law states further that I be judge and jury. I do so, and I conclude that the blood on your hands is, as you say, your blood. But the blood on your cheek, Seaman Booge, belongs to the victim. I surmise that, for whatever reason, you murdered seaman Thumes. You garroted him, cutting open your own hands in the process. I am sorry, but as captain of this vessel, I charge you with your shipmate’s murder.”

         Booge’s body slackened. He dropped down heavily on his knees and stared up at the rigging, to the tree on which they would raise him. Two years to heal, he mourned. Two months to die. He did not need to hear the balance of the captain’s verdict to know what justice lay in store for him. Absentmindedly, Booge reached out to stroke and comfort Breda, but the dog had been chained and led astern.

         Prisoner Booge was placed in fetters and chained to the mainmast. He would have very little time to prepare himself for hanging. Apparently, the captain ordered it to follow the noon meal. He said he did not wish to go into the night guarding this condemned man, because he still feared mutiny. By his reckoning, land was nearby. The hard crossing would soon be over. Land presented enough dangers to a wooden hulled ship; no need to have the threat of mutiny distracting the crew too. 

         Cook was busy slopping out food to the watch when someone aloft yelled ‘Land to larboard! Land ho!” Captain and crew emptied on deck. “There,” someone yelled and all heads turned.

         In the gray November mist there stood what looked to be a pod of whales. The captain studied it closely. It was land, but not land in the place he hoped it would be. By his estimation, land should be to starboard, not larboard. Had they gone off course? Fetching his spyglass, the captain and first mate took a good long look at the apparition. Of the two, only the captain had made this crossing before and that was three years ago. Back then, land came up to starboard, followed by a long sand hook behind which laid New Netherlands port and river. This land did not look familiar. 

         The first mate stood by, rocking on his heels. The captain motioned to him, indicating they both needed to go over the math again. They headed below to his cabin. Men returned to their meals. No one mentioned the prisoner on deck, or anything about the impending hanging. Thirty minutes passed. The watch changed. Men came by for their meals. The man who first called out land was, by tradition, good and drunk. The dog Breda struggled to get to Booge. One of the crew asked the third mate if Breda would hang too, but the joke died. Skies were overcast. There was no way to take position. Captain and first mate reverted to recalculating previous calculations. Eventually, they found their mistake. The Lille was not along latitude forty-one degrees. A mathematical error placed her north of latitude forty-two degrees; an excellent position for tacking into Plymouth, the English Bay, or French territory north of the Kennebec. It did not, however, make their passage to Henry Hudson’s river any easier. In fact, considering rips, rocks, islands, and shoals the Lille would fair better if they took her back out into the Atlantic, reestablished latitude, and made another attempt. 

         Captain and first mate guessed that the blunt point of land ahead was Namset. If so, then it was that balled fist at the end of a very long arm of sand that would, because of its abundance, be called Cape Cod. Their Dutch chart indicated that behind Namset’s visible sand spit was a well-protected, shallow harbor. It was said this harbor could safely hold a thousand ships. Onboard ship water, beer, and cider stocks were low. The chart indicated Namset had fresh water ashore. Better yet, there were no English settlers anywhere in the area. Ideally, Lille could put into port, replenish her water supply, and not intrude on anyone but a few hapless natives. All the while the two of them could recalculate their navigation for the final leg of the voyage.  

         “And the hanging?” asked the first mate.

         “Let’s anchor and finish him in there. We’ll leave his mighty corpse on the beach for our friends the English. That should scare the living crap right out of them.”

         At anchor for the first time in seven weeks, Lille’s seaman had trouble walking straight lines. They went about ship’s business with a noticeable list, preparing the ship for a hanging. Men went aloft to rig block and tackle off the main yard. Booge’s size was taken into consideration. The captain ordered thick cargo hemp strung for the noose. “We want it quick and clean,” he told his officers. “If not, then morale onboard will plummet.” 

         When all was rigged, the captain ordered the third mate aloft to check lines and tackle. The mate was thorough; no one watching him from below believed he missed a thing. At the same time the second mate assembled the crew amidships and faced them starboard, toward where the noose lay. They stood there, hats in hand, staring at the spot where Booge’s life would be choked out of him. The second mate then went among ranks randomly choosing ten men to run up the noose. A few minutes later, the first mate and an armed seaman went to lead the condemned man over.

         “Prisoner Booge?” proclaimed the captain. “My judgment finds you guilty of the murder of seaman Thumes. Maritime law requires that a party of your shipmates haul you up the spars. In so doing your neck will snap, killing you. This act is payment for the crime you committed against a fellow shipmate. In death your body will be returned to the sea. As in all else, may our gracious Lord and Savior have mercy on your misbegotten soul.” 

         Booge stepped up to the noose and turned to face the crew. The first mate whispered to him and he bent down to allow for his height. With the noose on, he closed his eyes. Booge expected to feel anxious; worse, to loose balance or the will to stand. Strange, but he felt far too composed for a man facing death. To reassure himself he thought, death comes to everyone. Every second of every minute of every hour of every day someone goes to death. This is simply your time; now pray that He welcomes you home. 
         Ten men took up slack on the rope. Booge felt the noose tighten. He opened his eyes wide. There, off the rails was the New World. He had come far not to step one foot on it. Dead on its doorstep! Laid to rest at it furthest tip. Never to walk its land nor feel its new sun shine. 

         Breda howled from where they had tied him off.

         “Have you any last words?” demanded the captain. 

         “Yes,” replied Booge, staring him in the eye. “You hang an innocent man.” He raised his voice, looking squarely at those on the rope. “You mates. You are hanging an innocent man.” He stopped to compose himself. “I forgive you.” Booge shut his eyes and took a shallow breath. 

         The captain left the condemned man to stand at his place by the gangway. The first mate joined him. The breeze reeked of shore. Men on deck grew impatient, as did the ten sailors holding the rope. 

         “They all say they’re innocent,” whispered the first mate.

         “Yes, I know,” replied the captain. “But did you see his eyes. I have never seen eyes flash such a rich blue. They are remarkable! Such deep azure. Tell me, when you placed the noose over seaman Booge’s head, were not his eyes green?”

         “Hang him, sir,” urged the first mate strongly.

         “How’s that?”

         “Quick and clean, sir. That was your order to the men.”

         “Of course, but answer me this first! What color the eyes?” 

         “I cannot,” the first mate lied. “Already I do not recall him.”

         The captain turned to the men on the rope. When he gave the nod they clutched rope to shoulder and, single-file, ran aft with it. Led by the noose, Booge’s body rocketed into the rigging. 

         All went black.

THREE               

“God is spirit, and those who worship Him must worship in spirit and truth.”  John 4:24                                  

         Jerusa Harp longed to be in her husband’s arms the right way again, not up against his back stealing warmth from him. “No matter what, Jess. Hell or worse!” Joss was her man and she was his woman. “Not lightning or lava,” he promised her could ever separate their love. Jerusa and Josiah. Joss and Jess. One and the same. But then he forgot to chisel a promise against war separating them; or one against him being so altered by cruel death.

         It was still quite dark in the lodge. Jess could just make out gray light filtering through worn canvas seams. Dawn was a ways off, yet already some of Reverend Booge’s exiles were up and stirring. As usual it was the same five people, fetching water and feeding the fire. Most every morning, Jess fought to keep her place. She did not care to hear Joss criticizing her for helping, and rather than anger her husband she stayed in bed with him. When she did she found that guilt would not let her mind rest. As she lay there, Jess Harp’s mind wandered. She thought about the two of them. Who were they anymore? Who had they been? She was thirty-one now. The daughter of bondservants who was once indentured herself. Five feet three inches, with short blonde hair, freckles on her jaw, cheeks, nose, and forehead, bright blue eyes, sturdy white teeth, defined shoulders, arms, and hands Jess Harp’s body was like a clock’s compacted pendulum spring. The first time she and Joss kissed they were amazed to discover how wonderfully they fit. Head to neck, chest to belly, hip to thigh, and hearts entwined. They found their hearts meshing together like little brass timing gears. And like gears, as they came closer they found that one worked best when engaging the other. Recalling this made Jess shiver. She pushed herself hard up against Joss’ back. He stirred, cleared his throat, and dozed back off. She breathed his odor in deeply. She wanted him. She wanted him to take her in his arms, pull her into his chest, and hold her tightly again. She wanted him to reassure her the way he used to reassure her before the war took his mind to that awful place. “I need you, Joss,” she whispered, but hell or worse, lightning or lava, Joss Harp did not reply.

         The camp that Reverend Booge’s exiles built was located on the west side of Red Moon Island’s harbor. Tall dunes shielded their lodges from heavy Atlantic winds. Scrub grass, cedar bushes, sorrel, Indian grass, blue bent, and short, stunted trees covered the tops of these dunes, adding to the windbreak. The base was a long acre of level ground. Two lodges stood in the back middle, their vent holes belching smoke. The left lodge housed married congregants and their children loyal to Reverend Booge. The lodge to the right sheltered six bachelor men, two village idiots, and four orphan boys who had been forced to join the exiles an hour before parting Boston Bay. They had no loyalties, and because of their recalcitrant nature, the congregants labeled them ‘malcontents.’ There were no single women on Red Moon Island. 

         The island that Puritan elders exiled Reverend Booge and his flock to lay at latitude forty-one degrees zero two minutes. Equidistant from Nantucket and Block Islands, Red Moon Island was a heap of terminal moraine sitting thirty-eight miles off the Narragansett coast. Over two hundred feet high at bluffs and heads, the island was invisible from the mainland. Up until a few years before, Pequot Indians owned the island. They called it Squayoh Weyoun, Red Moon. It was ancestral and very sacred to them. The Pequot were once the region’s leading antagonists. Area tribes like the Narragansett and Niantic grudgingly rowed their log canoes out here annually to pay tribute in wampum, people, and blood. But the 1638 Pequot War had changed all that. Powerful and hostile, the Pequot were accused of blocking the expansion of an even nastier tribe, the English. The war cost them Squayoh Weyoun and every other piece of ancestral soil. What the English, and their Mohegan allies did not kill, they enslaved. English armor, shot, and steel won the day against wood, granite, and flint.

          Comprising over ten thousand acres, Red Moon Island was dubbed too far from the main to be defensible. Though the English won the war, they were still in the minority. Red Moon’s isolation, poor soils, and difficult harbor rendered it an extremely low corporate value. Whereas veterans, colonists, and Indian allies easily gobbled up other Pequot lands, Red Moon Island remained unwanted by everyone who knew it. That is until a judicious Puritan, the elder Dudley, cogitated a likely future for it. 

          For many Puritans, the Pequot War of 1637 left them with “serious doubts of purpose” about their roles here in the Lord’s New Zion. Hailed as their holy Christian obligation, the war was exposed for what it truly was: a power play to terrify any tribe who stood against English intentions. It came on the heels of the hotly contested ‘antinomian affair’; which led to the exile of the popular Boston matriarch, Anne Hutchinson. Hutchinson, who preached that all men and women are given equal access to God through the Holy Spirit, dared voice contrary ideology in this ‘city of spiritual elite.’ To her and the antinomians only God was elite, and those pious souls up on Beacon Hill claiming that they were right up there with Him were actually deceiving a lot of good, decent folks. 

          Naturally, this rebellion against Puritan elitism caught on. People like Roger Williams, who resisted all paternal dogma were sent packing to hostile terrain. While some violators seemed tame and contrite, others were far too egregious to remain anywhere near this community of saints. To a land first formed on Pilgrim ideals and then nurtured by a rigorous Puritan structure, this unappealing trend of ‘religions in a basket’ just had to end. Where are we to put all of these heretics? There are so many of them?

          In the summer of 1639, reports flooded the Bay authority that a fresh group of heretics were operating around Quincy. They were said to be a splinter group made up of antinomian devotees. There were twenty-two of them – men, women, and children. A monster Dutchman named Booge who claimed an association with the Holy Spirit led them. The Quincy magistrate was incensed. He demanded that authorities banish these heretics posthaste. He even claimed that his own flock was running low on rotten fish heads to hurl at these deviants over at the town stocks. 

          Authorities came quickly and led the Dutchman and his gang off to gaol. They were an odious mob, unrepentant; they deserved banishment. But where to ship them?  In a moment of earthy inspiration, elder Dudley saw the solution. He had just come from his morning ablutions, said he, when, “spying the big house ahead of me, I shut the outhouse door and welcomed my epiphany. Red Moon Island,” insisted the elder. “Should be our prison hulk, dumping ground, or backyard potty for those of the faith who cannot be rehabilitated.” 

          Taking elder Dudley’s advice, the Bay authority hired a pinnace fresh from England to run this mob out to Red Moon Island. Outfitted at Bay expense, the exiles were expected to pay an annual tribute in whale oil. It was said that Squayoh Weyoun was ground where many leviathans drifted in; they would have industry and the freedom to worship as they saw fit. However, they could never quit Red Moon Island so long as they evangelized God in the threatening manner that they did. 

         The ship, the accounting, the annual tribute, the business of drift whales, and the island’s isolation seemed agreeable to their imposing Dutch leader. Exile did not scare this mob. In fact, they welcomed it. Word of banishment spread quickly in this colony of super fast walkers. On the day the heretics were scheduled to leave, six repeat offenders, four useless orphans, and two village idiots were egged onto the pinnace at the ends of scythes and hay rakes. The Bay was dumping its clutter. Those who witnessed the ship’s departure said the huge Dutchman lovingly welcomed each of the twelve, calling them “our newest disciples.” He claimed that God was great in His wisdom and would deliver them all. This was the previous June; a short summer, harsh autumn, and long rugged winter ago. As yet, no adult was dead, though many were on the verge. As far as the Lord was concerned the giant was correct. 

         Mornings on Red Moon Island were brilliant, with orange sunrays shimmering over calm harbor waters. Whenever a new moon rose between the harbor heads, and the weather was warm, and people felt sufficiently fed life here could imitate paradise. A short hike away was a spring-fed pond. The island had forests of scrub oaks, pines, and cedar. The forests were not substantial enough to provide firewood and lodge timber for thirty-six people. Wood was precious on Red Moon Island. It had to be harvested sensibly if it was to continue to sustain their needs. Those who exiled them here had wit enough to provide them with a Pequot slave boy who grew up on the island. His duty was to teach his new masters how to hunt whales, make whale oil for tribute, and survive. Effectively, he was to teach these clumsy Owanux to prosper as his dead relatives once did, but to do so harmlessly and with vigor. The slave boy’s name was Quahaug (Cohog), which in Pequot meant ‘Clam’. This fit perfectly as he kept to his shell and hardly ever spoke. Quahaug bunked with Reverend Booge in a tiny native lodge that stood a few feet above the high-water mark, many yards away from the others. 

         Though just a lowly slave, the congregants took Quahaug’s advice about properly managing Red Moon’s scant resources. Bleached whalebones lay over every beach, into the dunes and beach grass – testament to many successful Pequot hunts. Quahaug instructed his English masters that bones were to be used in place of wood. So people went on ‘bone hauls’, dragging huge ribs and jaws across miles of sand all the way back to camp. Easily sawn and worked, they were dropped into holes, drilled, hewn, and turned into structure. Discarded hemp was unraveled; its thick cordage made into many lesser lines for fasteners. Distressed sail canvas that wise heads had sent along as tent material was thrown over these structures, patched, overlapped, and sewn shut. In order to conserve heat, cattails were harvested native-style by the women and children, bundled into small packs and stepped up against the lodge’s sides and roofs. These curved structures were economical and very ugly, yet they had one virtue: they were indecently simple to construct. Raised in less than a day, they were made the native way. Communally crafted, the overall intention was to conserve scant resources, but Owanux were a people more used to log and mud structures (‘airless caves’, the Natives called them) than airy lodges. It was hard not to worry about autumn winds and winter gales hurling these lodges airborne. Somehow or other they stayed in place, as did those Owanux struggling sleepless inside of them.      

         For fuel, Quahaug showed his masters where to go for peat. They dug it from low bogs bordering the eight saltwater ponds sitting behind Red Moon’s long southern beach. Men and boys made twice-weekly pilgrimages there, transporting it for miles tied to their backs. Peat’s warm flame and dank smoke took their minds back home to the old country. They would sit for hours, staring at their fires, dreaming of easier days and tastier food bubbling away in their iron cauldrons, wondering if they would ever shed these exile skins, and become worthy disciples of the Lord; if not for themselves then at least for their children.

         Finding food on Red Moon was a challenge and, like hauling bones, fresh water, and peat finding food took up most of their time. Pequot who once lived here only did so seasonally, seven months of the year. They came and left by log canoe, snuggling into the Canectico hills during the winter months. It was the warm season that brought many whales and months of plenty. Clams and oysters, peormug (young fish) came from the quinnebaugs (long ponds) and harbor. Rip fish, like sea bass, cod, tewtag, smelt, perch, shadine, shark, and porpoise came off the beaches. Weewachermunch (corn) and muskerzeets (beans), beesh (peas) growing wild would sometimes be added to shellfish in a thick weousiboige (soup). If one tired of fish, Squayoh Weyoun had jeets (birds) to feed on, but no rats or big rodents to speak of. This was ideal for it drew colonies of many species of birds with ample supplies of wormunch (eggs).  

         Quahaug was a painful boy. Knowing this most everyone avoided him. The war that destroyed so much, killing Quahaug’s parents, five uncles, three aunts, a grandmother and grandfather, four older cousins, most friends and neighbors, sending three young sisters, two aunts, four uncles, and a baby brother into slavery never to be seen again, was only three years past. Tall, the color of clover honey, with eyes that seemed far older than his thirteen years, Quahaug was a study in arrested misery. Defiant, unable to be worked by anyone other than Booge, Quahaug was a creature of annoying predictabilities. If the exiles were the heretics the Bay said they were, then Quahaug’s sum character exceeded even their worst depravities. They knew him as the ‘old son of defeat’. He lived while those he once loved were run down and slaughtered. That Quahaug’s days were now all slave days gave this grim Pequot lad his haunted nature. 

         Exiles on Red Moon may not have cared for Quahaug, they may even have avoided him whenever they could, but there was one man among them who despised the lad. This was Josiah Harp. If any one thing put a wedge between Joss and Booge, this was it. As far as Jess was concerned, it left her husband in a bad way with the one man Joss needed most: Reverend Booge. Not only that but his hatred forced animosity to exist in a weakened group of peace seeking Christians. Now, Jess loved Joss. She would stick by him like a scab to the mend, but this easy hatred of his? Was it not three years since the Pequot War ended? Did anger and hatred never get put to rest? Could Joss not let it go out with the tide; especially when love’s wick was turned so high? Did love not incinerate the bad stuff and purify our hearts? Did the love of his adoring wife not make Joss a better man? “How can you hate this lad so?” she would often ask him.

         “He and his kind know why!” spit Joss. 

         “God forgive him,” she would pray under her breath, wondering for days thereafter how he could hate Quahaug at that level while claiming his love for her? And then hope would dim. Would Joss never let in the light of the spirit that Reverend Booge promised them? 

Red Moon Island’s Synopsis:

1. Any preacher’s prayer. Any era. Any flock.
Prologue: March 1640 off the Narragansett (Rhode Island) coast. Introduce Reverend Booge and exiled flock on Red Moon Island. His frustrated prayer: “I beg you, Lord, unify us. Give us divine purpose. Help me to turn these people from exiles and empower them to become evangelists. Send us far greater challenges than simple black fish (pilot whales).” Opening chapters tell how this giant Dutchman goes from a fallen sailor to an instrument of God. Left with French monks to recover from his injuries, Booge encounters three swans. A caretaker calls them ‘Trinity Swans.’ Swans are drawn to Booge’s goodness, marking him to do battle for the Lord. Monks give Booge a Bible. Booge ships out to New World. Falsely accused of a mate’s murder, Booge is hanged. He encounters Holy Spirit. Rope breaks. They free him. From Cape Cod to Boston he gathers his flock and preaches full access to the Holy Spirit for all. Puritans jail them as heretics, exiling the lot to Red Moon Island. The love element is Josiah (Joss) and Jerusa (Jess) Harp: he with Post Traumatic Stress from Pequot War, her desperate to have his demon exorcised by Booge. Add in conflict between misfits banished with them (malcontents, orphans, and village idiots) battling isolation, cold, famine, the dumping of 38 French lepers, insurrection, and the discovery an old wreck full of Spanish treasure. “Truly, I tell you, unless you change and become like children, you will never enter the Kingdom of Heaven.” Even though Red Moon Island is under Quarantine (a big black quarantine cross painted on a harbor rock) Booge asks his people to see the lepers as salvation – “embrace Christ Himself” – and the Spanish treasure as Satan’s lure or distraction.

2. The Lord God then sent His children adversity in order to sharpen their faith.
Contrarian Joss Harp recognizes lepers’ strength and begins his cure with this question: “Do I not give faith its due, Jess?” Lepers’ arrival forces malcontents to lead insurrection to steal whaleboat but they fail, as Joss, Enos, Asa and Booge stop them. Division exposed. Booge presses for unity between congregants and lepers, expressing ‘tough love’ on malcontents and orphans. “Crave the light. Reject darkness.” All agree to return treasure to wreck – stop Satan – and give lepers their due. Booge and four others are lost while whaling. Immediately, the two camps bond. Leadership falls on Joss and Jess. Malcontents return to mine treasure. Congregants build a tower to defend themselves, while working to stock both camps for winter. Winter comes; the malcontents attack. Ringleaders killed, plot defeated, four are sentenced to death. Sentences commuted should the 4 seek God’s redemption. Jess now plagued by Joss’ trauma, for she killed a ringleader during the attack. Counseled by wise lepers, the Harps go to confront their demons down on Spanish Pond. In this battle they return mined gold to the wreck. Love is their shield. Their power is that they do not covet Satan’s treasure. They credit Booge for their cure. The colony now unites in Christ.   

3. “…nothing secret that will not become known.” Matt. 18:3  The Kingdom revealed.
Three years pass. Lepers now number ten. Congregants care for them. First ship in 4 years braves the ‘Quarantine Cross’ and drops anchor. Booge is onboard. He and Quahaug, the Pequot boy, survive hell at sea and years as Spanish slaves before being rescued by freebooters (pirates). Booge admits he led the freebooters here for the easy gold. His flock learns that the cruel sea and slavery stole Booge’s faith. His faith crisis creates questions, as some evangelize him, while others wonder. What they fail to see is that Booge is acting. He engineers a switch – the pirate ship for the gold. Remember Booge’s ‘black fish prayer’ in the Prologue? When he prayed for an end to division and a unity of faith for his people; that God make them evangelists and end their exile? It is now their time: “The Lord sent the lepers and the lepers braided the cord. He sent the freebooters and the freebooters knotted the cord tighter still. From wretch to righteous. From exile to evangelist. In the end, the Lord God empowered them as He saw fit.” Booge sacrifices himself so that they will succeed. The exiles take the ship and escape. Having embraced ‘Christ’ (lepers) Booge’s congregants have both a mission and an identity. Sailing from Red Moon Island, they assume the symbol of the big black ‘Quarantine Cross’ standing tall on its mustardy background. In ports to come, it will identify them as ‘the children of light’. Because they have seen the Spirit and do not fear death, they can help so many of those in urgent need.

*The author is a native New Englander, married to Carolyn, with seven children. On my mother’s side, Carrier, we are descended from Martha Carrier who was hung as a witch during the Salem Witch Trials. My father’s side comes down from John Slocombe, who crossed to the New World on the 1638 Puritan fleet. It is rumored that we are also linked to John Howland (Bond Servant) off the Mayflower.
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