In the History of Stratford by W. Howard Wilcoxson he writes: The origin of the name Lordship as applied to the vast tract of upland lying in the Great Neck is shrouded in mystery and uncertainty. The name as it was first applied occurs several times in various deeds given between 1650 and 1660 and seems to have been used in connection with a piece of meadow on what has long since been known as the Lordship Farm. No explanation of the terms, Mills Lordship and the Lordship Meadow has been found or known, but was doubtless wholly connected with Richard Mills, one of the first settlers of Stratford who being a large land owner there and a man of some wealth and social standing was referred to as his Lordship Mr. Mills and hence his properties at the lower end became known as his Lordship’s Meadow or as Mr. Mills Lordship. In reading The History of the Town of Stratford by Reverend Samuel Orcutt which he wrote in 1886, I find that there is great question about the actual happenings at the time of Stratford’s settlement in 1639. Generally a group of people set out from England and remained as a company to settle a town. Such was not the case in Stratford. There is no record of a boat landing in Stratford direct from England and it is not probable that the entire group came with Reverend Adam Blakeman from Wethersfield. At any rate when Rev. Blakeman and his band arrived in Stratford in 1639 the families were each assigned parcels of land. Each one was given free 2 ½ acres which was called a home lot on which he was to build a home and improve it for three years whereupon it was called a house lot. Thereafter it could be sold. Also each was given a share in a common field. There were two common fields one for cultivation and one for cattle and swine. The latter was constructed by making a fence from the brook at Little Neck to the swamp west and then down to the marsh. Today that dividing line is identified in the vicinity between Frash Pond and the junction of Elm Street at South Main Street. In the records at the beginning this was called the Old Field. The nursery adjacent to the Chance Vought parking lot across the street from Frash Pond was called Old Field Nursery. Today the line that divides Lordship from the rest of Stratford is located at the site of Neck Bridge. Orcutt says it should be remembered that these fields were largely without forests when the white settlers first came. Probably the Old Field and perhaps some part of the land where Stratford village was located had been somewhat cultivated by the Indians before the settlers came, at least it was largely cleared from forests for if it had not been, so few inhabitants could not have cleared it and laid out a village with such regularity and to such an extent as was done within four or five years. For in 1639 or 1640 the principal company of settlers came from Wethersfield and in 1648 the village plot was all laid out and apparently has been for several years. In the records of 1732 we find that it was ordered to divide all common lands. 
In Wilcoxson we find: The first house and barn at Stratford Point were built in 1767 by Abel Beach. It stood 20 rods west of the light house and was generally referred to in later years as the Merwin Farm. The old landmark was demolished many years ago, but judging from the remains of the cellar walls, must have been a large and rambling old homestead in its day. Legrand Cannon, a merchant from New York City bought the house from Abel Beach in 1768. Cannon also bought at brig from Beach which ran between Stratford and the West Indies. A daughter of Cannon married Edward DeForest and together they lived happily at the Point until one day DeForest killed his wife’s slave woman by stabbing her with a pitch fork. This caused a great deal of talk but nothing happened. Perhaps this event may have been the motive for the story The Hidden Door which I shall read later. 
In Wilcoxson we find recorded this item of local interest: Wheat was brought over from England and the first wheat raised in Stratford was planted by John Thompson on land which he owned down at Great Neck along the shore of Long Island Sound. It is among the stories handed down by the Thompson family that he and his wife Mirable while walking one day at Lordship to note the progress of the grain found that numerous heads had already grown yellow. He thereupon gathered several handfuls of the heads into his wife’s apron and she rubbed them out until nearly a peck of grain had been prepared. This they ground and from it made the first bread prepared in Stratford from home raised wheat. 
The tales that I have been able to collect revolve around the lighthouse and the farmhouse. We will begin at the East and work toward the west and back to the east. According to the Government Light List the light house on Stratford Point at the west side of the entrance of the Housatonic River was first established in 1822 and rebuilt in 1881. The lantern is 54 feet above the high water mark on top of a conical tower with a brown band midway of the height. In the Tercentenary issue of the Stratford’s Who’s Who we find the following written by Gladys Cleary from notes given by Charlotte Lillingston. In Colonial days there was a landing at Stratford Point and a wood fire was lit at night to guide mariners to it. [I can find nothing in the records that would indicate that there was a large boat dock at the Point.] The first lighthouse was established in 1822, the original tower of wood having been under construction the previous year. The first light consisted of a pyramid of candles with a reflector which was focused on Stratford Point. This was in turn superseded by a whale oil and then a lard oil lantern. The big lantern was like a circular two fold screen opening at the side and standing on edge. Each side had a bulls eye lens surrounded by ribs of prismatic glass. On top of the lantern was placed a brass reservoir containing the oil which reached the burner through a brass tube. It was supposed to contain enough oil to last through the night, but in winter it frequently had to be replenished before morning. Lard oil was used because it was non explosive and moderately illuminating. The lens magnified the flame until the beam was brilliant. In winters this oil congealed and had to be cut out of the tanks in chunks which were melted over the fire until it could be poured into the reservoir of the lantern. A coal fire was maintained all winter in the small cylinder stove on the floor below the lantern to keep the oil from congealing while the light was in operation. There was a glamour over the old tower whose brilliant light through the lonely years faithfully warned those who went down to the sea in ships of the dangers of reef and sandbar. The location on land made it possible to provide the keeper with a small dwelling for his family and the assistant keeper, also a small barn as shelter for the necessary horse and buggy, the only available means of transportation. It was not permitted to keep a cow. Could this rule have been made after the following from Orcutts history was supposed to have happened? It is said that Mosketoes are not as plentiful as they were fifty years ago. In 1822 the lighthouse keeper lost a cow by mosquitoes. He shut the cow in the barn, but the mosquitoes attacked so numerously that she broke out of the barn in order to get away from the torment. Then they came in clouds and stung her so that she swelled as large as a hogshead and died from the effect. This being before the days of canned milk, half a mile walk to the nearest house was part of the price for a quart of milk. The Government provided an acre of ground for raising vegetables for the table. Meat and groceries were obtained from the village four miles away with the aid of the family horse. As the roads were impassible at times during the winter months, it was necessary to keep a stock of necessities on hand. It was a lonely and desolate spot in winter and as isolated as many of the off shore lights. There were no trees, the vegetation consisting of clumps of beach plums, sumac, bayberry and trailing blackberry vines. There were three houses within the three mile area, but so far away they furnished on real association. One house was a fine old farm house originally owned by an Englishman of title who had long since passed away. The house was known to the village as The Lordship. It still stands in 1939 as the nucleus of the thriving settlement of summer cottages still bearing the name of The Lordship. The tower was a wooden structure painted alternately black and white tapering from the ground to the lantern room which was a circular room enclosed by glass containing the lantern mounted on a clock constructed to operate the revolving light. The clock was accurate and had to be wound every four hours.  
Stratford Point juts far out into the Sound beyond the normal shoreline. There are only three such projections, Point Judith, Watch Hill and Shippan Point at Stamford. The shore line to the westward along the Sound was flanked on the shore side by picturesque bluffs which rose in most places to a height of forty feet. During World War II the owners of the property sold thousands of truck loads of gravel from that area so that the rise off the shore is only a few feet for most of the way. Along this shore line lies Bennetts Cove which is the scene of the famous Gold Diggings which we will mention later. In the Stratford History written by William Howard Wilcoxson we find further interesting facts concerning the lighthouse. The mouth of the Housatonic River, always treacherous and dangerous because of its shifting sand bars and swift currents was ever a menace to navigation. This made it necessary for some sort of signal to guide vessels entering the harbor, particularly at night. There is no written evidence of the methods used, but tradition has it that a man was stationed at the Point where the present lighthouse stands to keep a bonfire burning during the flood tides when a vessel was expected and on particularly foggy nights. Later a pole was erected to which was attached an iron basket in which wood was kept burning. 
Advertisement in Connecticut Courier for June 20, 1821: STRATFORD POINT: Proposals for furnishing all materials and building a lighthouse and a small house for the keeper on Stratford Point will be received at the collector’s office in New London until the first day of July next. The lighthouse must be of wood, about 28 feet high to the foot of the lantern which is not included in this contract and similar in the foundations and in all its dimensions to that on Five-Mile Point at the entrance of New Haven Harbor. The dwelling house must also be of wood with a cellar of about 20 feet and a firm foundation under it. It must be 26 X 27 feet on the ground floor and one and a half stories high with one stack of chimneys, having three fire places and an oven. The lower story must be so divided so as to give a parlor, kitchen, two small bed rooms, a pantry and staircase. The upper of half story will be furnished as one room. All the material for these buildings including glass, locks, latches, hinges, bolts, paints and whatever else may be necessary for their completion must be of the best and most durable kind. The work done in a firm, neat and workmanlike manner and the undertaker will please state the lowest sum for which he will complete the job, including paint and painting the outside of both buildings and the inside of the house. Also the lowest sum for which he will complete it in all respects with exception of the paint and painting.     T.H. Cushing Superintendent of Lighthouses in New London, June 11, 1821
In 1821 the first lighthouse was built, it being the third to be erected on Long Island Sound by the U.S. Government. It occupies a four acre tract of land purchased from Betsy Walker. In the fall when the lighthouse was built occurred the memorable September Gale which was the worse southeast gale that ever passed over Stratford. (Up to that time) Hundreds of trees were uprooted, houses blown over and salt spray was blown so far that the windows and leaves of trees in Nichols were covered with salt. But though only the frame of the tower was erected it stood unharmed through it all. Later at the east of and close to the light was built a bell tower. This bell ran by clockwork, striking every half minute. It took twenty minutes to wind and would run for half an hour.
During the year 1930 when Mrs. Miriam Bouton was a teacher at the Lordship School the children apparently went on a trip to the lighthouse and wrote the following compositions: 
Bernice Turner: The lighthouse is built on Stratford Point. The keepers home is near the tower. This is a two family house in which both the keeper and his assistant live. The other buildings consist of a garage, power house and paint house.
Edward Buecher: The lighthouse is 56 feet above sea level. It is located on Stratford Point. It is painted white with a brown band midway between the bottom and the top of the tower. This brown band is called a day mark. When vessels pass they know this is the Stratford Light because it is the only lighthouse painted in this manner in the third district. Three blasts of the siren grouped every 50 seconds is another way in which passing vessels may know where they are. The buildings are immaculate. The walls are white and the staircase is brown. 
Betty Ottaway: In order to reach the top of the lighthouse where the light is located, we climb a winding staircase containing 33 steps. These stairs lead to a small room. From here we reach the light by climbing an iron ladder. There are windows on all sides of the light room. During the day these windows are covered by shades so the sun will not reflect on the powerful lens. If it is shone on the lens it would look like the light was burning. The lamp burns kerosene oil. It holds about a quart of oil. It is a six candle power light. There are two powerful reflectors. One on each side of the light. These reflectors increase the light to 2400 candle power. It may be seen 18 miles away. The light flashes every 45 seconds and makes a complete revolution in a minute and a half. A brass box with glass sides containing the clock work mechanism which operates the light stands nearby. The cable winds on a drum. Wire is attached to this cable. Weights which reach to the lower floor are attached to the wire. It takes 25 revolutions to wind the cable on the drum. This draws the weight up to the level of the platform on which the light stands. As the weight descends it unwinds the wire and causes the light to revolve. The light is cleaned and oiled everyday. 
Thompson Harlow: The engine room contains two sets of engines and one set of tanks for running the siren. Each engine consists of a motor and a compressor. Pipes carry the air to the tank. It requires a pressure of 45 pounds of air to blow the siren. There are two cisterns containing 20,000 gallons of water under the floor of this room. The water from these is used for cooling the engines. Three large fuel tanks are located outside the engine room. Two of them each contain 1500 gallons of oil. The other holds 600 gallons. Pipes lead from these tanks to the engine room. The oil may be drawn off through faucets which are located on the side of the engines. This oil is used to run them. The engines are oiled every hour when they are running. There are pipes which carry the oil that overflows back to the engine. 
Frances Buecher: There is a recording gauge in one side of the engine room. A new face is put on the clock every 24 hours. This face is numbered like the face of the clock except that 24 hours are marked on it. A pen makes a fine red mark on the face as the clock turns around. As soon as the fog horn starts to blow this line becomes wider. The pen makes this wide mark as long as the siren continues. In this way the exact minute that the siren starts and finishes is recorded. The records are sent to the government every month. A record is also kept in the ledger. This ledged contains the reason the siren was needed and the name of the man that was on duty and the cost of blowing. The lens was imported from France and cost several thousand dollars. The light is a revolving white, requiring three minutes to make the revolution. There are two flashes in every revolution each flash lasting thirty seconds. It is a fourth order light considered the best of its class in the district. On a cold snowy night the life of the old time keeper was not to be envied for the light must be tended several times, the bell must be wound every half hour and once or twice if the wind was strong the glass around the lantern must be washed with alcohol to remove the sleet and salt spray. On a certain foggy June the bell was rung for thirty-two consecutive hours. But even this record was exceeded in a blinding snowstorm which visited this section in the month of February some years ago. The bell was started going and was kept going for 104 hours, not quite five full days and nights; then the bell was stopped only four hours when the storm started again with unabated fury and the bell had to be operated continuously for 103 hours making practically a total of 207 hours of operation with that one brief stop. In 1881 the old dwelling was moved away and a more modern one built. A new lighthouse tower was also erected using the same old lens. This structure was built under the direction of General Duane a famous engineer. It is mainly built of cast iron which attracts lightning frequently. It has been struck a number of times, but without damage to the structure. A kerosene lamp makes the big light in the tower, a burner with separate reservoir, its tiny flame scarcely larger than a pencil rotates two huge glass prisms which magnify the light beam from its tiny flame until it flashes forth with 2400 candle power, visible for many miles at sea. In 1911 a modern siren fog horn was installed in the lighthouse replacing the old bell which had served to guide sailors on their way during stormy or foggy weather. These are operated by two separate engines installed in a building constructed for the purpose which operate a small air compressor. The air generated by the compressor is used to blow the powerful siren. Duplicate engines are installed for emergencies so that if one should break down the other engine can be started without interruption to the supply of compressed air for the siren, thus avoiding the possibility of having the horn stop blowing. This light is now a fourth order light which gives 290,000 candle power and can be seen as far as Faulkners Island about 25 miles. 
On Monday, January 13, 1947 I visited the lighthouse reservation for the first time. Chief Lighthouse Keeper Dan McCourt greeted me and showed me around just as I imagine the school children were shown around 15 years before. I was greatly disappointed to find that the old French lens which seemed so romantic through the years was removed from service and replaced by a modern reflector made in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania on August 31, 1927. Then much to my deeper disappointment I found that the oil lamp had been replaced by a 1000 watt electric bulb on November 18, 1931. On December 29, 1932 one of the big diesel engines was removed and two modern electric engines were set in its place to operate the fog horn. And so the modern efficient system has taken over the primitive and romantic past. It is a real pleasure to meet Mrs. McCoart and visit the second floor sitting room of the house. Mr. & Mrs. Shackley the assistant occupy the ground floor. I urge you to visit your lighthouse some warm summer day because in January it is a breezy spot. 
I quote from a paper prepared in October 1939 by Mrs. Arthur Hale with the title Captain Nicoll’s Square in the Patchwork of Old Stratford’s History. Captain Samuel C. Nicoll was Stratford’s contribution to the success of the United States in the War with Great Britain in 1812. His family was not connected with that of Francis Nichols, one of Stratford’s original seventeen settler families. His great grandfather was Benjamin Nicoll Jr. a merchant in New York City. Reverend Orcutt records: In pursuit of mercantile business in New York, some of the Beach family of Stratford became largely indebted to him and he accepted their store and other property in Stratford in payment and hence his son Matthias was placed in charge of the store and thereby became a resident and lived and died in Stratford. The home of General Matthias Nicoll who became the father of Captain Samuel Nicoll is located on the east side of Elm Street opposite Wells Place and is today in the possession of members of the Beach family. During the war against England, the United States employed vessels owned by individuals as privateers or in other words granted letters of marquee to capture English vessels wherever found. Captain Nicoll being a qualified person was thus engaged. In some cases the engaging in this kind of employment is regarded the same as going to the field of battle in the army. The work of a privateer is very different from that of a pirate. Cogshall’s History of the American Privateers says the privateers Scourge and Rattlesnake appear to merit something more than a passing remark as they were often in company in a distant sea on the same cruising ground and were very fortunate in capturing and annoying the enemy trade and commerce. Though the worthy Captains of both vessels have passed away from earthly scenes, I hope their acts and deeds in their country’s service will ever be appreciated while bravery and patriotism are held in high regard by civilized nations. The Scourge was owned in New York and commanded by Captain Samuel Nicoll a native of Stratford, Connecticut. He was a worthy, intelligent, enterprising man and a good patriot. The Scourge was a large schooner privateer, mounting fifteen guns with musketry etc. and suitably officered and manned for a long cruise. She sailed from New York in April 1815 for the north coast of England and Norway. Captain Nicoll was a man of sound judgment and a good financier. After he made one of two successful cruises, he found it more to his advantage to remain on shore in the different parts of Norway where he sent in most of his prizes and attend to the sale of them, than to go to sea and leave the management of the rich prizes in the hands of dishonest or incompetent persons. Orcutt says: It is said that during these cruises as a privateer Captain Nicoll obtained a very elegant chandelier which he gave to the Episcopal Church in Stratford and which was used many years for lighting the Church. Wilcoxson says it was captured from a Spanish galleon and was probably going from Spain to some cathedral in Mexico. It was a richly ornamented article for which he was offered in New York $1800 and if it were still preserved would be worth a large sum of money, but it was broken up and distributed some years since to any who desired. (The only unbroken arm known to exist is in the Stratford Historical Society.) After the war Captain Nicoll returned to Stratford and lived upon his farm. About 1815 he built a dyke and in 1818 erected the dwelling and barns. Orcutt says: That year he brought from New York a red or Spanish cedar pump, some say a cedar of Lebanon taken from a Spanish vessel that was being repaired at that port; the pump being old and unfit for further service at sea. He set it in his yard for watering his cattle at the Lordship Farm. After standing there for forty-three years it was taken out somewhat rotted at the lower end and was afterwards used by the Spiritualists to pump water from the hole at the Gold Diggings about a mile east from the Lordship Farm near the shore. The old pump was made of two pieces bound together by iron hoops. After a time is was brought to the village and became the property of Nathan McEwen for some work he did in pay. So the old pump after being transported in active service over the great seas many years did about sixty years service on land and then although much of the wood was filled with nails, Mr. McEwen secured enough to make a number of beautiful canes. And to the old cedar pump lives on. (Mrs. Harold Fish owns one of these canes). Perhaps you have been mystified by the reference to Gold Diggings at Bennetts Cove. So far as is known the exact location is still a mystery for finding the gold has not been reported. The mystery refers to hidden gold and pirates. According to Mr. Nathan McEwen the authentic story is this: The story is that the Bank of England was robbed and the wealth obtained was taken aboard a pirate vessel. One of the sailors when on his dying bed confessed the whole business and said the gold was buried in the sand bank on Stratford Point near the lighthouse. His confident was a spiritualist and after the sailor had kicked the bucket, he consulted the spirits who told him the money was there yet. A quarter of an acre of land was purchased and dug over to a depth of thirty feet. They did not find the prize however but they made such sport for the lookers on. Every morning the Spiritualists from all over this and surrounding towns would march in procession to the shore and commence digging as if for dear life. Not a word was spoken, all directions given by signs and a stranger would have taken them for a bunch of dummies. They had a tent rigged up and hires a man to stay in it to keep watch for fear thieves would steal the march on them and lug off their treasure. At this point I will give you the version of the story as found in Wilcoxson’s history: Stratford Point is not without its legends and traditions concerning Captain Kidd and his buried treasure. Early in its history Stratford Point was noted for its countless numbers of wild water fowl and hunters used to lie on the high bluffs just west of the present lighthouse and shoot ducks and geese sitting on the rocky shore below. It is an old tradition that a slave once lay there in the moonlight watching for game when he saw a large boat come ashore and men with a heavy chest landed on the shore and started to bury it in the sand. Discovering the presence of the slave watching them from the bluff they immediately set chase intending to kill him but he made good his escape. Not wishing to take a chance of losing their treasure they buried it further to the west. So persistent has been the story down through the ages that during the early 1850’s a company of people was organized in Bridgeport who spent much time and effort digging for treasure trove at what has ever since been call the Gold Diggings. 
To get back to Captain Nicoll: In 1820 he took unto himself a wife. She was Elvira Benjamin of Stratford. Twenty six years old and twelve years his junior (that makes him thirty-eight) she brought him the happiness which a good wife always brings every man. In a letter to her sister Delia she describes her marriage to Captain Nicoll: “On the morning of the 23rd of February Wednesday at twelve o’clock on the altar of Christ Church in this village in the presence of a number of friends and acquaintances I plighted my nuptial vow and knelt to receive the holy benediction. It was indeed a solemn season, a moment of exquisite feeling, you know my dear sister how solemn our service is and at the altar of our God how much more solemn. William Johnson and Betsy Nicoll were the bridesmaid and groomsman; they rode with us to the Church where all our friends were assembled and Mr. Baldwin, rector of Christ Church waiting. I trembled so excessively that I walked with difficulty up the aisle though led by him who was to be my guide through life. The service began. At the first “I will” the words faltered on my lips, no sound came forth, but I roused myself and repeated the rest in an audible though trembling voice. The moment it was ended we hurried to our sleigh without waiting to receive the congratulations of any. All the Nicoll family and Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin returned to our house and had cake and wine and bid us good morning. William Johnson and Betsy Nicoll remained with us until half past two when we all went to the Generals to dine from whence I did not return until evening. We had previously taken lodgings at Mrs. Uffords for the time we should remain in Stratford. The next morning William Johnson and Betsy Nicoll came and spent the morning in writing notes for my bridal party to be given Friday evening at my lodgings. In the afternoon went to my lodgings with my bridesmaid. The next evening gave my party which was said to be the most splendid ever given in Stratford. We had oranges, almonds, raisins, nuts of various kinds, apples, whips, tea, coffee, cake, punch, variety of wines all served in my new cut glass, a beautiful set which Mr. Nicoll imported from England. I sat in state dressed for the first time in my bridal dress with my bridesmaid on my left. Mr. Johnson was master of ceremonies and led everybody to me as they came in. The party was large and everything was conducted in style. Now I must tell you about my dresses. I was married according to the most modern style in what is called a morning dress in church, that is white cambric frock trimmed with four flounces tucked and pleated and inserting in the waist and made as beautifully as a cambric dress could be made with a merino shawl thrown loosely over me, as beautiful a white velvet hat with three long white feathers as ever you saw and a white lace veil. My bridal dress which I wore when I saw company, that is at my party, was a white figured satin which comes in patterns for dresses with a most superb border of raised flowers half a yard deep, all in white. It was I think the most beautiful dress I ever saw. This was trimmed at the neck with my elegant lace which you have seen and in my hair I wore one of the sweetest wreaths of small white roses and white seringa that you ever saw. My bridesmaid who you know is very pretty wore a plain white satin with a wreath of white roses in her hair. Now let me speak of my husband, does not the word seem strange to me, it conveys a thousand tender emotions that dear beloved husband, so tender, so kind, so affectionate to me, so studious to promote my comfort and happiness, my heart overflows when I think of him. What a change has a few days wrought. I loved him before I married, dearly loved him, but now every thought and wish is entwined with him and my soul hangs on him as on its better part.”
The old manor house still stands at Lordship, but when the farm was cut up for building lots to serve modern deeds it was turned off Ocean Avenue to face Fourth Avenue. When it faced the Sound in the old days an immense hall ran through its center. When the outer doors stood open on warm summer days the sea breezes must have swept with force enough to rival those which swept the deck of the Scourge in the Captain’s youth. On one side two long staircases, one from the front and one from the back, ascended nearly to the high ceiling where they met to form a landing. From this landing two or three more steps up carried one to the upper hall onto which six chambers opened. On the first floor west of the hall and running parallel to it was a long drawing room which occupied all that side of the house. An outside chimney served a fireplace at the center of the west side of the room. The mantel was of black marble. The east side was divided into a dining room and kitchen. The former faced the Sound. Both these rooms had fireplaces, that in the kitchen being the type to accommodate the needs of the cook. Built in cupboards lined one side of the room, the little wooden knobs on the doors and drawers being scrubbed and polished until they were like satin to touch. The well was beneath the kitchen floor. Captain Nicoll and his wife died within a few months of each other and are buried side by side in the Episcopal Churchyard. 
Now I will read you a story called THE HIDDEN DOOR – A STRATFORD MYSTERY by Mrs. H. Odell. The house herein described was torn down about August 20 1909. The story was written about 1907: A long point of land extending for out into the water. On one side long meadows slope to the waters edge where the blue waves of the Housatonic meet and mingle with Long Island Sound whose white capped billows rush in fiendish glee to meet the rivers gentle flow and seizing the blue waves in their greedy arms bear them far out to sea. On the other side bold cliffs rise to forty feet in stately dignity frowning at the waves which in summer days roll in gentle murmurs at their feet or last and foam in anger through the winter storms. A few hundred feet back from the shore stands a low red farm house whose many windows have gazed in silent wonder for nearly a century at the restless ever changing scene before them, its low walls, oaken timbers and weather stained sides prove its antiquity without a doubt; it struggles over great length of ground, crouching close to the earth as if fearful Neptune in his wildest moods should hurl a blast that would uproot it from its very foundation. Lonely and forsaken, it looks just the place for the thrilling tragedy to have occurred that I am about to relate. First just a few lines in regard to our being in such a lone, dreary spot and then to our story of bloodshed and murder and how it was revealed after nearly fifty years had passed. The lease of our house was running out, papa hearing of this place and tired of hustle and bustle of hotel life in summer, the time for rest and reposed, decided to come here for the season, its very contrast to former summers being its greatest attraction. We arrived the last of April. After some weeks of hard work the old house took on quite a homelike look and lost some of its ghostly aspect, but the latter added greatly to the interest of the place, especially since there were a younger portion in our party and when Colonel Judson, the lighthouse keeper and only neighbor for miles related as far as he knew the tale connected with Lordship and Mintos Bar, we listened with faces blanched at the telling thereof, but determined to ferret out the mystery and find the hidden door.
We had settled into our new home a few weeks, when one day at dinner while comparing notes of our morning adventures, talking and laughing about the ghost, suddenly a low moaning sound seemed to circulate in and around the room, rising to a shriek and then sinking to low sobs. With beating hearts we listened trying to locate it. Through the long afternoon it continued but at sunset the wind died out and the silence on the part of our spiritual friend as papa called him, reigned. For two or three days the weather was very quite, the sun shone brilliantly and in pursuit of our occupations the memory of out ghost almost passed out of mind. One night a cold and easterly storm arose and when we gathered at the breakfast table our ears were greeted with the same moaning sounds that disturbed us a few days before, papa seeing that we were beginning to think something supernatural in these strange sounds, started after breakfast on a tour of inspection, every room and closet, nook and corner were visited, but nothing could be found to fulfill or ideas of ghosts. We returned to the dining room to our dismay came the low moaning as of some departed spirit that had returned to earth and was trying to fill the mortal mind the tale of woe that disturbed its peace, even in another sphere. Father in his cheery practical way explained how the wind drawing through the loosened windows and shaky ill-fitting doors, could cause just such unearthly sounds, we half believed but still clung to the romance we had heard. Papas business took him to the city a few days each week and during his absence we explored to see if any trace of the hidden door could be found in the dining room, but to no avail. As the weeks glided by and the weather settled into its summer calm, we heard so little of our former friend that for the time being we again almost forgot his existence. The season sped away, summer waned and the cool days of late September found us making preparations for our return to the city. But alas, not so were we to depart in peace of mind and the same disbelief in ghosts that we had enjoyed up to this time. One morning Maude, the youngest of our party a black eyed mischief of twelve, being of a questioning turn of mind, went into the store room adjoining the dining room to investigate certain raids made by rats the night before. She began poking her fingers through the hole in the baseboard gnawed by them to gain entrance. Soon we heard her rushing up the stairs like a whirlwind calling loudly for “Mamma see what I have found,” holding in her hand a flat key of peculiar workmanship and “O Mamma, I only put two fingers in and heard something close to the key rustle like paper, the baseboard moved when I took my fingers away.” We talked the matter over and thought it best to wait until papa returned from driving and just as he came into sight the wind, as is customary at the seashore suddenly commenced blowing. From the direction of the dining room and store room came the dismal wailing sounds, intensified a hundred times, slow mournful, then rising to quick sobs of entreaty then dying away and through it all the low moaning undertone that fairly turned the blood in out veins to ice as we listened. With a cry of relief we hastened to the hall as papa entered showing him the key. He laughed, but the laugh froze on his lips as a low gurgling sound and a thud as of a body falling came to our ears. With flashing eye and determined step he started for the place from whence came the sounds. Inspired by his courage we followed, plainer grew the sounds as of someone struggling for breath and when we reached the spot where Maude found the key the gasps grew fainter and at last with a sigh ceased altogether. We were this side of some mystery and how to get the other was the problem to be solved. Colonel Judson coming in just then took in the situation at a glance, commenced operations to the door, saying it was in this very room the owner of a murdered slave had died and that the lighthouse keeper at that time had helped a night or two before he died to keep him on the couch, when during his delirious spells, he was determined to get up muttering something about hiding the key before the doctor came in the morning. But his words were so disconnected that they could make out nothing else.
After finding the outline of a narrow door by following the hollow sounds caused by hammering on the papered walls, we removed the paper. We found a narrow door of foreign workmanship in panels of beautiful relief work, but no lock could be found. Helen standing nearest the place where the key had been found pressed it with her foot and lo a panel sliding open there at the bottom of the door exposed the lock. Applying a little oil, inserting the key and pushing with some force the door moved slowly and glided out of sight. A small room was found, moldy and worm eaten and blackened with age. The floor looked ready to drop beneath its own weight and some dark spots on its surface caused a shudder of fear as we gazed. An object in the shape of a roll of manuscript, its edges gnawed but the writing by some unknown power saved intact was of much more importance to us that the room or those fearful stains upon the floor. Unrolling the manuscript we found it written in a bold free hand and dated before the war, we gathered closely around while papa read aloud the contents. 
MY CONFESSION: They think me mad; mad they say and must be kept under control. They wonder why from eight o’clock until the midnight hour I am wilder and much harder to manage. Ah just heaven. Little dream they that a remorseful conscience goads me on till the fire in my mind drives me to distraction. O for one hour of peace, just one. In hopes of that I make this confession. Twenty years ago I fled from my house in the South, bringing Minto my black slave with me, wishing to bury myself from the world and hide a broken heart from sound of human voice and sight from human face. Curse her I say. With her soft southern eyes and her dusky tresses. She wrecked my life in the zenith of manhood by her treachery stole the bloom of trust in my heart, for the name of women and sent me a wanderer to spend my days in the wilderness. At her door lies Minto’s death, though my hand did the deed and may she suffer a thousand fold for each pang of remorse that has been mine these ten long years. For ten years I have lived here in solitude, spending my time in study and reading and long walks. My only companion my slave, who left home and domestic ties to be with his master. I in my brooding, hardened state did not realize the sacrifice so nobly made in my behalf until too late. For long intervals during these years I would lose control of myself for many hours, always brooding more intensely than usual over the past. At such times faithful Minto would watch over me and guard me from harm and more than once after the dark cloud had left my brain, the first object to reach my eyes would his face with tears of pity streaming down his checks. The deep sympathy in his eyes showed his soul was much whiter than his skin was black in comparison with some of my own race. But I wander. One day after spending the hours pacing my study floor with the fever raging in my veins and my brain on fire, I resolved in a moment of desperation to end this miserable existence. I rushed to the drawer for my pistol and was raising it when Minto sprang into the room and grasping my arm begged me in piteous accents to give him the weapon. Maddened beyond reason that he had been watching me and had foiled me in my attempt at self destruction I aimed at him and with a groan he loosed his hold and fell to the floor. The instant I fired my brain cleared, the aroused demon shrunk away and with horror I realized what I had done. There at my feet struggling in the throes of death lay my faithful servant and best friend who through darkness and trouble had clung to me. In agony of mind I knelt and begged his forgiveness ere he died. The sound of my voice and the brandy I forced between his lips seemed to revive him and with his black head resting on his master’s breast he freely forgave. He made me promise never to attempt to take my own life again. He died begging me to send his body back to Virginia telling of a curse that rested on his people if one by the name of Minto slept apart from his forefathers; that the spirit would haunt the spot from whence it left the body, till it lay safe beneath Virginia soil. I had not time to promise this last request ere death left his impress on the pleading lips and with one last look of pity, love and reproach, he was gone. The tide of horror, remorse and loneliness that swept over me brought oblivion for a few hours. When I awoke a fierce storm was raging outside, but naught to the storm that assailed me. There lay the rigid form of one who so gladly gave his life for mine. The next horror that overwhelmed me was where could I hide the body? 

Like an inspiration came the thought of a hidden door I had once found, supposed to lead to some subterranean passage to the Sound and once used by pirates in hiding smuggled goods. I quickly opened the door; thrust the body in, breathing freer as the key clicked in the lock. Loathing food and water I spent hours on the shore buffeting wind and storm until I was exhausted. At sundown I stood where the Housatonic joins the Sound, the tide receding. I remembered a long sand bar that only could be seen at the very lowest tide. Returning to my study to look at the tide table I found it reached its lowest ebb at midnight. I made all the necessary preparations and at that hour I stood waiting by the dim light of the stars to watch the first wave wash over the grave where Minto lay so calmly sleeping. It swept nearer and with a gentle surging tone it swept over the spot. I bowed my head and a bitter rain of tears joined the tender song of the waves. Ten years have passed since that night of tragedy and alone I have dwelled with my conscience which sleeps neither by night or day. Ten years I have listened until my brain seems bursting with fear to the mourning, willing cries of a departed spirit, which rises to shrieks and groans when ere a storm arises and the waves lash in white foamed fury over Minto’s Bar. Ten years and I am lying in the very room with the hidden door and I know by my failing pulse I shall soon enter another hidden door, the door of death. Last night during one of my spells, the nurse and lighthouse keeper tried to sooth me and keep me on my couch while I struggled to reach the place where I conceal this manuscript, finish my confession and silence the soul of Minto thereby gaining one hour of peace in which to prepare for death. I will not trust the hands of those around me, but hide it in the spot where Minto’s spirit comes in wind and storm leaving it in his care, trusting he will know when and to whom to reveal the secret of the hidden door. 

There is little more to tell. Papa placed a force of workmen under the supervision of a competent foreman. Digging in the place designated in the manuscript, a long thin iron box was found with Minto inscribed on the lid. It was taken to the village and given burial. Though we remained long enough for several storms to visit us, Minto’s pleading cry was heard no more. Evidently after nearly fifty years of wandering and unrest he had at last gained a part of his soul’s desire and departed in peace. He probably saw the impossibility of the sending his body back to Virginia so accepted the next best thing, recognition of his own claims for burial among his own kind even in a strange land. 

