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Mary Hyrne Protests
By MARGARET RHETT TAILOR

THE DAY w*s /air and mild 
and a haze hung upon the

 ea, paling the distant outline 
tf the shore. Th<? good *hip, al 
ter months of roujh weather, waj 
tt last making port under lull 
lail. She bobbed gently with the 
Japping of the water against her 
prow, and bore steadily on, past 
the many islands anj into the 
harbor of Charleston.

On its bow stnodi a woman, 
Blight an-i tall. She ur.s becom 
ingly garbed in & red cloak and 
bonnrt. and hrr skirts blew in 
the fcrrP7c as shr* held to the

ays and watched, with cagrr 
eyes, the horizon become trc-cs, 
 nd houses and in their midst 
there rose aeamst the sky the 
Shining slender outline of a stee 
ple. 

This was the far country that
 he had ccme to sork. Leaving 
behind all th-Tt she knew or 
cared for, Mrs. Latham has set 
out to find employment in a nrw 
world. Finding herself a widow 
without means of support, ihe 
had listened to the extraordinary 
tales of this land of opportunity 
ftnd had finally srt sail from her
native Ireland with hope in her 
heart.

It v.as, however, not only em 
ployment that Mrs. Latham wish- 
ed to find Her secret yearning 
was for romance. She was young 
and her marriace to Mr. Latham 
was one of expediency. Now she 
wished to find a drvastating love 
Burn as those in the novels that 
she 50 avidly devoured.

When the boat anchored and 
she had boon roucd ashore, she 
lost no time in taking her letters 
to the authorities and \*as grati 
fied to learn that a place could 
be found for her immediately. 
She was to sot out next day for 
"Old Goose Creek" Plantation 
where she would teach lour lit-

for Tstrpaming in the tall window*.
her, h"r bass and boxes w-ere 
p:lcd on top. and she rode in 
the comfortably padded Interior. 
The old coachman got up on the 
driver's box, flicked his reins 
affectionately on his horse's 
backs, and they wrr*» off.

The way was a delight to Mrs. 
Latham. She had never before 
 een trees hung with grey moss. 
What a wierd and ghostly sight it 
was, through long stretches of 
wooHs. and thr-n, the C'lddYn 
open spaces where the sunshine 
sparkled on the blue waters of 
the crrrk and the hn;je made 
lavender tones in the tawny golds 
of the marshes. It was Ml new 
and strange and exciting.

I'pun arrival she was greeted 
by Mrs. Henry Smith and her 
small daughters. The little girls 
hung back sh\ly, staring in un 
belief at their new governors. 
They saw that she was \oung and 
pretty and gay they likrd hrr 
red cloak and hrr brribboned 
bonnet, they v ere von com  
pietely by her sw ret smile.

Mrs. Smith bade her welcome 
and said. "You will occupy th*> 
west room up.«ta i r*. Si nee m y 
husband's death, the girls and 1 
have moved down to the firvt 
floor, but if you wish. I will have 
one of the servants sleep up 
there so that you will not b^ 
alone."

"Oh, really, Madam. I would 
not b*> afraid to stay up th*»r«* 
by myself. What could possibly 
happen to me? I beg you, do 
not give it a thought."

And so. Mrs. Latham mrnrri 
in her possessions, her clothes 
and several tr-xt books and a 
box of "Novels" that she had 
brought to beguile her spare 
time, and to gratify her interest 
in romance. She felt happy in 
her bright bedroom with Ita 
high ceiling and the sunshine

Tiiry overlooked the blue water 
where it curved around a point 
of land and gave the place its 
name of "Goose Creek."

NKXT MORNING, being Sun 
day, the family assembled In "( 

the hall downstairs for devotions 
as was their custom. At the same, 
time the servants were nil gath-, 
rred on the hack piazza, where' 
they would have the sen-ice read' 
to them.

Presently, the quiet of the re--j 
ligious hour was rudely broken 
by the tramping of hasty fool 
steps and the sudden appearance; 
of Mrs. Latham. She was wide- ; 
eyed and trembling and she^ 
cnrd out hysterically. j

"Who was that who just went j

They regarded her with amare-" 
for no one had passed. *

-(

.Upon her insistence, they told - 
her that it was n"t possible to | 
gel out without going through the 
ball and that no one had gone 
by that way.

Then followed much confusion 
as both services were abandoned 
and everyone joined in the search 
for the mysterious person.

No one was found.
Mrs I.alham then related her 

experience. She had been sit 
ting in her room, reading a 
novel, when she heard a com 
motion in the hall outside. She 
listened putting down her hook, 
 and the footsteps came right 
up lo her door. The door open 
ed slowly, and there stood an 
old lady. She was wearing a 
black gown with a muslin ker 
chief crossed on her breast, and 
on her head, a close white cap.

"I arose," said Mrs. Ijtham, 
"puzzled because you had not 
told me of any other occupants 
of the house, and I asked her

>litely. 'Will you come in?'

"She stared at me and did 
not say a word. Again I said, 
'Come in. won't you?' !

"There was still no answer,  i 
only a disapproving glare. So I • 
went toward her, holding out my ! 
hand and she moved slowly off.

"A cold draught seemed to fill 
the room. I was repelled, and '! 
at the iame time attracted in- 
rredibly attracted to her. I fol- j 
lowed   drawn by this force   
against which 1 had no strength, j 
as she glided, with a strange [ 
smoothness, always several parr»   
ahead, into the next room and on 
 into the smaller room beyond. 
From this I knew that she could 
not escape, and here she van 
ished.

"I turned and ran frantically 
bark through all of the roomt 
thinking that I must have missed 
her. that surely she was hid 
ing .

"She was gone gone."

IT WAS some time before they 
could pacify Mrs. Latham or 

comfort her. She was not con 
vinced by their assurances, and 
she knew that she was not mis 
taken. She acrrptrd now grate 
fully the offer to have someone 
slerp upstair*.

The following Sunday, Mr. 
Benjamin Smith came to visit 
his brother's widow. At sight of 
him. the governess onre more 
bcrame hysterical, crying out,

"You are like her. Heaven 
hrlp m**, >ou are the living 
imago of her the old lady who 
glared at me."

Mr. Smith had difficulty in 
calming her. It was only after 
talking to her at some length 
that he convinrrd her that she 
had nothing to fear. "My mother. 
Mary Hyrw." he told her, "spent 
the last years of her life in these

rooms upstairs. Shr srlrlom r-imo 
down, and it was customary for 
the family to take their work up 
there to sit with her. She was 
a fear old lady and kind. In
the closet of one room she had 
many lutl* p;trtitiorn built in 
which she krpt sugar dainties for 
her small grandchildren."

Mr. Smith then intimated that 
perhaps his mother, who was a 
very plus prrson, was displeased 
with Mrs. Ijitham for reading a 
novel on the Sabbath instead of 
attending the lord's service wilh 
the family. She was no doubt 
concerned about the influence 
Mrs. tatham might have upon 
the minds of her granddaughters 
and had come back to protest.

This advice had a nrnarkablr 
effort upon the governess. From 
that day sbf became a faithful 
and pius instructress. She did 
find romanrf, fnr she married 
again, and she lived to a ripe old 
age. teaching fnur generations of 
the Smith family nnd many child 
ren of other distinguished Char- 
lesionian*. Tis said that shr dr. 
lighted to tell hrr "Phantom 
story" and make the hair of h**r 
young pupils stand on end with 
the horror of her experience.

oOF RKCENT years the old
1

place ha* hern restored and 
many handsome "cottages" buill | 
around it. It is now owned by 
wealthy winter residents from the 
North. What was in the begin 
ning known as 'Teaman's Creeke 
in Iltnwan River" is now called 
"Veaman's Hall."

Some Charleston ladies were 
there one day assisting with the 
drroratinc of the new place. One 
of them while1 alone, saw «n old 
lady come into the room. She 
did not speak, but only stood and 
stared and wont away.

Later, the Charleston lady ask- 
rd, "Who c\sc is in the house? A ; 
little old lady cnme in and star 
ed at me. She wore a black drew 
and a muslin kerchief and a 
white cap."

No one answered as they look 
ed fit each other. Then, In an 
awed voice, one said.

"It was Mary Hyme protest 
ing "


