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    Chapter 1


    The District of Maine. Map of northern Massachusetts (when it still included Maine) engraved by John G. Warnicke. Published in Casey’s General Atlas, Philadelphia. One of the earliest commercially available maps of Maine. Editions in 1796, 1802, 1814, and 1818; this map’s edition is unknown. Hand-watercolored lines divide the District into six counties. Warnicke also engraved twenty of Alexander Wilson’s ornithological prints. 12 x 17 inches. Price: $400.


    “Who is Carolyn Chase, and why is it so important that we meet her before Maggie’s even had time to unpack?” Will Brewer asked his great-aunt. He sat close to Maggie Summer on the weathered wooden gliding rocker overlooking Maine’s Madoc River.


    Deep blue tidal waters stretched wide in front of them, the calmness of high tide interrupted only by the voracious cries of herring gulls circling an occasional lobster boat on its way to unload the day’s haul. Maggie’s hand squeezed his as cool, late-day salt breezes gently ruffled the escaping pieces of the long hair she’d pinned in a casual knot hours before.


    “Carolyn’s a very dear woman,” said Aunt Nettie. Her back was cushioned by green-flowered pillows on the Adirondack chair, but her feet were planted firmly on the porch floor. Maggie suspected Aunt Nettie had sat in that very chair, in that very spot, on early August days like this for most of her ninety-one summers. “I know your drive from the Cape was long, Maggie, but I just couldn’t wait for you and Carolyn to meet. You could be an enormous help to each other.”


    Maggie looked from Will to Aunt Nettie. “I thought I was coming to Maine to relax. And do that antiques show you told me about, Will.” And most important, spend time with the man she loved. Her back ached from the drive, and she didn’t want to think about any more tasks. The Provincetown Show hadn’t gone as well as she’d hoped. This trip to Maine might refill both her emotional and financial coffers.


    “Don’t get your knickers in a knot,” said Aunt Nettie. “Lord knows I’m tickled to have both of you as guests. Will’s been a widower so long I’d about given up hope of his finding some woman worth paying attention to. When I met you last summer, Maggie, I knew you were the right one.”


    Maggie kicked Will lightly in consternation. Will just grinned and squeezed her hand.


    Aunt Nettie turned to Maggie. “Now, I’m an old woman, and know enough not to get in the way of young love, but you have to understand I have a few little things for Will to help me with this summer. You’d just be bored watching him work. I thought you could help Carolyn with her research while Will’s busy.”


    Aunt Nettie had plans to fill not only Will’s days, but hers as well.


    Will winked at her, clearly not intimidated by his great-aunt. “I’ve always spent part of my summer helping Aunt Nettie with chores. When I got here two days ago she gave me this year’s list. It seems I’m to paint her house, replace the gutters, and repair some shutters.”


    Maggie swallowed. A few little things! Visions of romantic walks on the beach and picnics on the rocky Pemaquid shore were dissolving before she’d recovered from her drive north.


    “Don’t be complaining, Will Brewer. You know I’ve got to keep this place in order or else someone’s going to declare me incompetent and ship me off to some nursing home. Your cousin Shirley’s already dropping assisted-living brochures on my coffee table. I plan to die in this house, and I intend for it to be in good order when that day comes.”


    “You’re in perfect health,” said Will. “As healthy as an ox. I’ll talk with Shirley. But what about this Carolyn Chase? There have been Chases in Waymouth for generations. Who’s Carolyn, and how does she fit in?”


    “She’s Helen Chase’s daughter, of course,” said Aunt Nettie. “Helen was my dear friend Susan Newall’s cousin. Surely you remember Susan, Will.”


    Maggie, who’d lost the genealogy thread several names ago, dropped Will’s hand and sat up straight, ending the gentle back-and-forth movement of the glider. “Helen Chase. The artist, Helen Chase?”


    “That very one,” nodded Aunt Nettie. “I knew you’d be interested! Carolyn’s heard of you, too. She read an article you wrote about Winslow Homer in some artsy magazine. She was very impressed when I told her you were my Will’s lady.”


    Maggie ignored the references both to her relationship to Will and to her academic publications. She was with him now, although what their futures held she didn’t want to guess. It had been a stressful spring, and she wasn’t up to making any long-term decisions. Not that Will was suggesting she do so.


    As a professor of American Studies, occasionally she had to prove she could publish. As an antique print dealer on weekends and vacations, topics related to nineteenth-century American artists were obvious choices for scholarly articles. “I don’t know as much as I should about mid-twentieth-century artists.” Maggie searched her brain. “Wasn’t Helen Chase from New York City? And didn’t she die about ten years ago?” If Helen Chase were the artist Maggie was remembering, her idiosyncratic oil paintings of New York City and its residents had found homes in some of America’s top museums.


    “Exactly right,” Aunt Nettie nodded in approval. “I was sure you’d know who Helen Chase was. She did live in New York City. But her family history is here in Waymouth, where her grandmother was born, and her great-grandmother before that. Her daughter Carolyn used to spend summers here with my friend Susan. Now do you remember her, Will?”


    Will shook his head. “I remember your friend Susan, but not a relative from New York.”


    “Carolyn’s a few years older than you. I guess your paths didn’t cross. Still, she and her mother, Helen, have roots in Maine, and Maine roots run deep. That’s why Carolyn’s here.” Aunt Nettie leaned back in her chair and sipped her iced tea as though she had now explained everything.


    Maggie smiled at Will and gently shook her head.


    No matter what Aunt Nettie had planned, it was good to be in Maine. She was with Will, away from the tensions and decisions of life in New Jersey. Winslow Homer, her cat, was comfortably sharing summer quarters with Uncle Sam, the American Studies department cat, at her secretary’s home. Her new red van had made it to Maine after the disastrous antiques show in Provincetown where she’d barely made enough sales to pay booth rent, but at least she’d been able to spend time with her best friend, Gussie White. Her bank account might be too low for comfort, but on the whole, life was good.


    Maggie’s antique print business was named Shadows. Prints are images of the past, bringing reflections of earlier lives and images to the present. Here on the coast of Maine, sitting on a nineteenth-century porch overlooking a river harbor once filled with three- and four-masted schooners, Maggie felt closer to that past than she ever did at home in suburban New Jersey. She glanced down at her worn jeans, wishing they’d magically transform themselves into a long, lace-trimmed linen skirt.


    The air smelled of salt water and of clams being fried at a small restaurant on the next block, and the man she loved was beside her. Maggie tugged teasingly at his soft, gray beard. He pulled her wayward hand to his lips.


    Aunt Nettie pointedly looked out over the porch railing at a bright blue kayak making its way through the wake of a small motorboat.


    This was the first time Maggie had stayed at Aunt Nettie’s house. She’d have to be on her—their—best behavior. She might be thirty-nine years old, but she’d already noted that she and Will had been assigned rooms at opposite ends of the second floor. Aunt Nettie’s room and the one small bathroom in the house were between them. She hadn’t felt so adolescent since she was in junior high school.


    “When will we get to meet Carolyn, then?” asked Maggie, pulling herself back to the moment. “What research is she doing?”


    “I’ll let her explain. She should be here any moment now,” said Aunt Nettie, looking toward the road. “I invited her for haddock chowder and blueberry pie. Even being from New York City, I’d expect her to remember that in Waymouth supper means six o’clock.”


    As though on cue, a tall, almost stately woman strode around the corner. From a distance she reminded Maggie of Katharine Hepburn: someone confident, and comfortable with herself. Her gray hair was short, but fell softly around her face, and her jeans and sweater were clearly from Madison Avenue, not L.L. Bean. She was perhaps in her late fifties. No wonder Will hadn’t remembered her. Despite his gray beard, he was at least ten years younger than she was. As children vacationing in Maine they would have had very different interests.


    Carolyn joined them on the porch and handed Aunt Nettie a bottle of Australian Chardonnay.


    “I hope I’m not too late?” she asked, with a relaxed smile.


    “You’re right on time,” said Aunt Nettie approvingly. “This is my nephew Will, and his friend, Maggie Summer, who I told you about. Will and Maggie, this is Carolyn.”


    Her handshake was firm. “Pleased to meet you both. I’m sure Nettie’s told you all about my summer’s quest. I’ve been longing to talk with someone who understands my project and can give me some advice and counsel.”


    Aunt Nettie took the bottle of wine and headed into the house. “You young people talk, while I check on the supper. Will, you come on inside in about ten minutes. I’ll need you to open the wine and heft the chowder pot. After supper I have some pictures to show you all.” The screen door banged as she disappeared into the house, clearly having left them an assignment.


    “I just got to Waymouth an hour ago,” said Maggie. “Aunt Nettie said you were Helen Chase’s daughter, and I’ve always admired her work. I’m afraid Nettie didn’t tell us what you were doing here, except that you were doing research.”


    “Nettie’s a special lady, for sure,” said Carolyn. “She probably just assumed you would figure it out. I’ve been in town several months now, and everyone seems to know. No secrets in Waymouth. My Aunt Susan is in a nursing home, and not doing well. Her mind is fine, but at ninety-seven her body is giving out. She was living at home, with help from a local home health aide, Joann Burt, until she fell last spring and broke her hip. She knew I was writing a biography of my mother, so she suggested I come here, stay in her house, and finish up my research. Between us, it was a way she could ask for help, and be giving help, too.”


    Will and Maggie exchanged smiles. That was just what Aunt Nettie might have done.


    “Of course I came as soon as I could. On Tuesday nights the Waymouth Library hosts people doing genealogical research. It’s a good way to learn where records are in Maine, and compare notes with others searching for their roots. Nettie comes once in a while. She’s lived here all her life, and she remembers so much she’s often a help to people.”


    Will nodded. “She once told me she did that. She enjoys sharing memories and stories of the past.”


    Carolyn agreed. “I’ve seen her identify faces in old photographs, and suggest directions to look when someone hunting for genealogical information comes to a dead end. She’s the only one left who remembers that ‘Ruth’s youngest girl married a young man over to Camden’—which can be critically important for someone trying to trace their background. Anyway, Nettie told me you were coming to Maine and—click! Here I am. If I’m interfering with your plans, just tell me.”


    “So you’re looking for your family history,” said Maggie.


    “Mother seldom talked about where she came from. I don’t think she knew much, except that her grandmother was born in Waymouth. And the little she said didn’t add up. For example, she’d always told me her grandparents died in an accident, but I can’t find any record of that, although I did find their graves over in Sprucewood Cemetery. Susan has hinted she knows more, but she’s never told me anything. And now that I’m actively looking I keep running into dead ends.” Carolyn shook her head. “What’s most surprising is that I’m finding connections with other artists. Mother never mentioned Waymouth’s being a town of artists, like Monhegan or Ogunquit. But there have been artists here for years. In fact, Betsy Thompson, who I met at the genealogy group, is quite positive that her husband, who’s an artist, is a descendant of Winslow Homer. Her father-in-law was an artist, too. His family has apparently been bragging about the Homer connection for years. Certainly Betsy lets everyone know about it!”


    Maggie tried unsuccessfully to stifle a laugh. “That’s amazing! So far as I know, Homer never married, or even had a serious romantic relationship with a lady friend. Or gentleman friend, so far as that goes.”


    “That’s what I’d heard, too. But it seems there are a lot of family stories in town that support the Homer-Thompson connection. Kevin Bradman, a Harvard grad student, is here for the summer working on a history of Maine artists’ connections to Waymouth, so he would love to prove that connection, too. It would make his doctoral thesis publishable, so he’s hanging on Betsy’s every word.”


    “‘Publish or perish’ is not just an old saying. Scholars would kill for proof that Winslow Homer sired a line of Maine artists!”


    “Then you understand why Homer is a hot topic on Tuesday nights at the library!” said Carolyn.


    They laughed, and Maggie shook her head. “I know a little about your mother’s work. I’ve never heard of the Thompsons. But the twentieth century isn’t really my field. You haven’t told me what you think I could help you with.”


    “I’m not looking for help with the twentieth century. I know the artists who were my mother’s contemporaries. Many of them were her friends. And rivals. I hoped you could help me with some information from the late nineteenth century.”


    Maggie looked thoughtful. “I know late-nineteenth-century prints and publishers. And I know the major painters, like Winslow Homer, of course. But the wood engravings he did between 1857 and 1874 are what I know best. He did them before he lived here in Maine, in Prouts Neck, where he did some of his greatest paintings.”


    “I’d love to chat, and share what I’ve found with you. I know you’ve just arrived, but would you be free for lunch tomorrow?” asked Carolyn.


    Maggie looked at Will questioningly.


    He nodded. “Go ahead. I have to measure and then get paint samples tomorrow morning.” He looked at Carolyn and grinned. “My paint will go on the outside of Aunt Nettie’s house. I’ll leave the fine arts to you ladies.” He looked at Maggie. “After you’ve had an artistic lunch with Carolyn you and I can spend the afternoon together.” He got up. “Right now I’d better go and see how Aunt Nettie is doing with our chowder.”


    “Lunch sounds like fun,” agreed Maggie. “Noon, at the Waymouth Inn? I’ve always wanted to eat there.”


    “Aunt Susan asked that I visit her at the nursing home in the morning. But I never stay long; she tires easily. Noon sounds fine.”

  


  
    


    Chapter 2


    The Family Record. Winslow Homer wood engraving published in Harper’s Bazaar, August 28, 1875. Man sitting at a small wooden table entering a name in the family Bible while his wife looks over his shoulder. A baby lies in a cradle next to them. 12 x 8.125 inches. Price: $350.


    After supper Will and Maggie sat on one side of Aunt Nettie and Carolyn on the other side as the elderly woman carefully opened the worn red morocco leather cover of an old photograph album.


    “Carolyn’s been the one asking about her past, but Will, it’s time you knew who you came from, and Maggie, you’re a part of Will’s life now, and you’re going to be helping Carolyn, so I want you to see these, too,” she said. Her tiny body looked as though it could hardly support the weight of the album she was balancing, and Will and Carolyn each reached out to hold a side of the large volume.


    “Who are these people?” Maggie asked.


    “This was my family.” Nettie replied. “Some of yours, too, Carolyn. In the days people think were simpler.” She pointed at the picture on the first page. “These are your great-grandparents, Will. My parents.” The couple was posed formally, the woman seated, wearing a high-necked white dress adorned only by a cameo brooch on the pleated bodice, her husband standing stiffly behind her, his hand on her shoulder. Neither smiled. “Handsome, both of them. Could smile if it was required. But that wasn’t often.”


    Nettie turned the page. “This is the year I was born, and your grandmother, Kathleen, was married, Carolyn. She’s the tallest girl, over there on the right.”


    Carolyn leaned over the book, clearly fascinated. “I’ve never seen a picture of her before. She has light hair, like mine. Who are the others?”


    “She does look mighty like you. Those are her cousins with her. That little one is your Aunt Susan. Susan’s mother took Kathleen in after her parents died, and then had five little ones for her to look after. I don’t have any pictures of Fred Chase, the man Kathleen married, but I remember people talking about how handsome he was. Wouldn’t surprise me none to think Kathleen was happy when Fred Chase asked her to marry him and go away to New York. But life doesn’t always turn out the way you think it will.”


    She turned a page. “Will, here’s your grandfather, all dressed in his uniform, set to fight in Germany. Next to him is his brother William, who insisted on going too, even though he was a bit younger. He’s the one you’re named for, you know.”


    “I know,” said Will, softly. “He didn’t make it back.”


    “He didn’t. Your grandfather never quite got over it. Said he couldn’t stay here in Waymouth without his brother, so after the war he moved ’way out there to Buffalo in New York State, thinking that would stop the memories. Then he met your grandmother, and that’s how your father and then you ended up being born there.”


    “Who are the two girls in that picture?” Maggie asked, pointing. “Is one of them you?”


    “I’m the baby,” said Aunt Nettie. “A late-life blessing, my mother always said. I hardly remember William, to be truthful. I was so young when he died. That’s my sister Sally, holding me. She married Silas Leary, who took to fishing instead of to war. When you were here last year you met her grandchildren, Maggie.”


    “I remember.” Maggie did remember all of them, although she’d never pass a test on how they were all related. How strange to look at these browned photographs and have met the adult grandchildren of the children pictured.


    What had her own grandparents and great-grandparents looked like as children, she wondered. If there had been photographs, what had happened to them?


    She’d been thinking of adopting. Adopted children would never be able to see their faces in a hundred-year-old photograph album. But, then, she wasn’t adopted, and she’d never seen pictures like these either. And maybe some ancestors were best forgotten. Maybe it was easier to start fresh, without the weight of all these lives to live up to. Or live down.


    She refocused her thoughts as Aunt Nettie turned another page.


    “Carolyn, here’s your grandmother Kathleen, back home visiting your Aunt Susan, during the hard times, in 1931, I think it was. The girl standing between them is your mother, Helen.” She paused. “Your grandfather, Kathleen’s husband, had died by then. Influenza took him in 1918. Your grandmother was working as a waitress, as I remember, but she brought your mother to Waymouth most summers. Helen must have been twelve or thirteen then. I’m the girl with the big bow in my hair. That bow was blue and just matched my eyes. I was right proud of that bow, and insisted I wear it in the picture.”


    “So you knew my mother and grandmother as well as Aunt Susan?” asked Carolyn quietly. “You knew my mother when she was a child?”


    “There weren’t that many children to play with. We all knew each other, even when some lived away and came only in the summers. That’s why I have photographs of your family as well as mine.”


    “You never told me that before!”


    “You never asked,” said Aunt Nettie.


    “Mother always said she didn’t spend much time in Waymouth,” Carolyn said in disbelief, staring at the photograph.


    “Well, in truth, she didn’t. Kathleen used to bring Helen up on the train and leave her with her Aunt Sarah, or with my mother, for a month or two. The Newalls and Brewers lived close by each other, and there was always room for one more little one in the summertime. We all knew Kathleen was having a hard time in New York. She never stayed here long herself; said she had to get back to work. For ten years, or maybe twelve, Helen was here for part of the summer.”


    “What was she like as a girl?” Carolyn asked eagerly.


    “Quiet, mostly,” Aunt Nettie answered. “More used to New York City ways than to Waymouth. Shy. She drew some, even then. Spent time at the library. She liked the freedom of walking on the shore, and in the woods. Went for long walks alone.” Aunt Nettie smiled in the remembering. “Drove my mother crazy, that girl did. Never knew exactly where she’d be. Helen always seemed to be on her way somewhere, at least in her mind. She was friendly with all of us, but not real close to anyone but maybe Susan. She wrote to Susan in the wintertime, I think. She wasn’t real handy at berry picking or fishing or gardening—those were things we did a lot of, with jobs and food hard come by. But she was family, and she was welcome.”


    “And then she just stopped coming to Maine?”


    “Exactly that. Don’t know why. Once in a while we’d hear about her. We knew she’d gotten a scholarship to art school. Her family and friends around here were real proud of her for that. Then we heard she’d gotten married, right before the second war. Everyone was so worried, and stirred up about the war, I don’t think we rightly thought a lot about her at that point. She’d been gone from Waymouth so long.”


    “Her husband died in the war.”


    “Many men did. From here in Waymouth, too.”


    Aunt Nettie turned another page, showing a handsome man in uniform standing next to a young woman who was proudly holding his arm. Maggie recognized her immediately.


    “Who’s the man with you, Aunt Nettie?” asked Will.


    “The man I was to marry,” said Aunt Nettie. She looked at the book for a moment more and then firmly closed the cover. “The past is over. And I think I’ve had enough talking for tonight. I’m feeling weary.”


    “And I must be going,” said Carolyn.


    Maggie walked after her, toward the door.


    “What a fascinating evening,” Carolyn said. “I had no idea Nettie knew my mother so well. Do you think she’d loan me a few of those pictures? I’d love to have copies. Perhaps I could even use one in my book.”


    “You could certainly ask her. Another day, of course. And I’ll see you for lunch tomorrow?”


    “Noon, at the Inn,” Carolyn promised.

  


  
    


    Chapter 3


    At the Park, c. 1865. Scene from La Mode Illustrée. By the late 1850s sewing machines were widely available, and magazines for middle- and upper-class women pictured new fashions they could copy themselves, or give pictures of to their dressmakers. In the United States Peterson’s and Godey’s Ladies Book were the standards; in Britain, the Englishwoman’s Domestic Magazine; but La Mode, published in Paris from 1859-1914, was the queen of fashion engravings. This steel engraving depicts seven elegantly dressed children feeding a family of ducks at a pond in a formal Parisian park. 9 x 14 inches. Price: $250.


    It was a glorious morning. Maggie kissed Will demurely on his cheek and left him with Aunt Nettie discussing the appropriate shade of forest green to paint the shutters.


    She decided not to tell them that in the nineteenth century New England shutters were painted emerald green, which contained arsenic, which reacted to air pollution and darkened to the forest green used as the classic shade for shutters today. Of course, that same arsenic, used to preserve bodies of Civil War soldiers sent home for burial in family graveyards, was still polluting wells all over the north. Decisions made in the past still influenced the present in so many ways.


    Commercial Waymouth was basically two blocks of small businesses on and off Main Street. If you wanted to buy groceries or hardware you’d have to drive ten miles or so to a larger town. The windows of the gift shop were filled with thermometers in the shape of lighthouses, stuffed toy moose, lobsters, and puffins, pine-needle-filled pillows, and souvenir T-shirts, sweatshirts, and baseball caps sporting a choice of Red Sox or Sea Dogs logos. Maggie paused, looking at the toys and children’s clothing.


    Last winter she had almost decided to adopt a child. She’d learned adoption took more than love, and now she was having doubts about what was right for her. This summer she’d vowed to focus on herself. And on Will, who didn’t want children.


    Putting off a decision about adoption had seemed very sensible and sane in June. But sometimes a moment as unexpected as looking at children’s T-shirts could bring all her maternal longings back. Maggie shook her head slightly to chase those feelings away, and moved on to the next window.


    An antiques shop featured folk art—samplers, stenciled Boston rockers, a sea chest in the original blue paint, and an iron horse weathervane. Nineteenth-century weathervanes brought high prices today. So high that many New England barns had lost their original weathervanes to thieves, and the market had been filled by modern “aged” weathervanes that looked very much like the originals. The merchandise in this window looked authentic. She wondered if the dealer offered a written guarantee of age with every item. For someone making a major investment in folk art, and that weathervane would be a major investment, buyers would be looking for provenance that told the history of the item, and a guarantee that it was as old as it was represented. Twenty years ago that wouldn’t have been necessary. Today all buyers, including dealers, had to be more cautious.


    The small bookstore on the corner featured an enormous gray Maine coon cat dozing in the window and books on Maine history, cooking, and children’s books featuring lighthouses and lobstering, seals and puffins, blueberries and beaches, by Barbara Cooney, Robert McCloskey, and contemporary Maine authors Cynthia Lord, Lynn Plourde, Toni Buzzeo and Kevin Hawkes. Children again.


    Across the street was the post office, a brewpub she didn’t remember from last summer, and just a block ahead, the Waymouth Inn, across from the library. Built when this street had been on the Boston Stage route in the 1830s, the Inn had sheltered travelers for almost two hundred years. Today it offered a few rooms for overnight stays, but most of the high-ceilinged rooms had been turned into restaurant seating.


    The young waitress, her hair pulled up in a conservative ponytail, but with six piercings in each ear and a nose ring, found a table for two overlooking the village green. Maggie ordered a glass of Diet Pepsi and looked at the menu. Crab cakes and a salad would be perfect for her first Maine lunch of the summer.


    What had Will planned for the afternoon? He hadn’t told her; just said it had nothing to do with art or antiques. She smiled to herself. When she and Will were together they always seemed to end up at antiques shops or shows or auctions. But maybe today they’d drive to Pemaquid, to climb the rocks and see the ocean, or down to Boothbay Harbor and play tourist at the gift shops, or take the ferry to Squirrel Island and back. Will had been here for two days. He’d probably already scouted his favorite buying sites.


    “Maggie!” Carolyn was carrying a large leather bag full of papers as well as her pocketbook. “Apologies for being late. My visit to Aunt Susan turned emotional, and I couldn’t get away before this.”


    “I didn’t even notice you were late,” said Maggie. “I took advantage of the weather and walked here, window-shopping along the way.”


    “Waymouth’s a beautiful little town, isn’t it?” agreed Carolyn. “Lots of places to spend time and money, too, which is just what the locals are hoping we tourists do this summer.”


    “Have you decided what to order?” The waitress was standing, notepad in hand.


    “Another diet soda,” said Maggie, “and the crab cakes with a small salad.”


    Carolyn closed the menu she’d been skimming. “I’ll have the crab cakes, too. But with iced tea.”


    “How is your aunt?” asked Maggie.


    “Weak, but knows her mind. She’s a dear old soul,” said Carolyn. “Like Nettie, but with a harder crust. I spent summers with her when I was growing up. From what we heard last night, I guess the same way my mother did when she was young. I loved Waymouth and learned some of the old ways. Aunt Susan taught me to embroider. I wasn’t too successful, I’ll admit, but the summer I was twelve she actually insisted I produce a sampler of sorts. She walked me to the library once a week. When I was little she read to me, and then when I could read books on my own we had ‘reading time’ in the late afternoon. She served tea, and I felt very grown-up.” Carolyn took a deep drink of the iced tea the waitress had brought. “As I think back, she must have been lonely, and very patient to take me in summer after summer. I wasn’t always easy. Like my mother, I liked to take long walks by myself, and I loved to row on the river, which has a dangerous undertow. She’d worry. I cherish the memory of those summers. Now she’s weakening every day. I never know when I’ll be visiting her for the last time.”


    “She sounds like a wonderful woman. She had no children of her own?”


    “She never married, so, no. Although not being married didn’t stop my mother!”


    Maggie looked at her.


    “No secret! I thought you’d know, since you knew my mother’s work. Mother was married once, just before the Second World War, but her husband was shot down over Europe. She never used his name. After that she had a lot of ‘gentleman admirers,’ but didn’t marry again. I never knew my father. I never even asked who he was. Somehow Mother convinced me it wasn’t important.” She looked out the window for a moment. “Now, as I’m writing about her life, I wish I knew more.”


    “It must have been hard for both of you, not having a husband or father.” Maggie thought about her own hesitation about adopting as a single parent. It couldn’t have been easy to be an unmarried mother in the nineteen-fifties.


    “Perhaps for her. I don’t know. I don’t remember it being a problem. We lived in Greenwich Village, and most of our friends were artists or writers or musicians. A lot of them lived in what the world considered ‘untraditional situations.’ I’ve had fun trying to remember those days and recreating the way we lived for my book. My summers in Maine were an important counterpoint to living in New York City. It was like traveling from one world, maybe even one century, to another each year for two or three months.”


    “From poetry readings in Bleecker Street coffeehouses to embroidering samplers in Waymouth.” Maggie shook her head. “Two worlds indeed.” She took a bite of her crab cake. Delicious, with bits of fresh scallions and parsley.


    “Memories. If you’re interested I’ll share more when we have time. But now I have to tell you what happened this morning at the nursing home. It involves you.”


    “Me?”


    “We’ve just met. So I want you to know that what I did this morning can be undone. ”


    What could Carolyn have committed her to? She’d hardly met the woman, and was looking forward to an uncommitted late summer.


    “Aunt Susan’s lawyer, Brad Pierce, was with her at the nursing home. He’s been her friend for years, as well as helping her with legal issues. It seems he’s been holding a trunk of old papers for her. She’d asked him to keep them until she was ready to, as she put it, ‘cope with the situation.’”


    Maggie put her fork down. Papers. Old papers. This was getting interesting.


    “Aunt Susan said she’d decided to leave her entire estate to me. There’s no one else left in the family she’s close to, and she hoped I’d be able to keep her house as a summer home. Or sell it, if I chose to do that.”


    “How wonderful of her!”


    “To be honest, I’d suspected she might do that. I’d already decided I’d keep the house. She was pleased when I told her. The house will need some work, but will make a wonderful retreat full of memories.”


    “You’re lucky. Not many people today live in a house more than two or three years, much less keep a home in the family for generations.” Maggie wondered for a moment what would happen to Aunt Nettie’s house after her death. One house that had been in the Brewer family for two hundred years had been sold a year ago, and the ensuing complications had not been pleasant.


    Carolyn continued, “Some families don’t seem to break ties to places like Waymouth. Your friend Will, for example. I didn’t catch everything Nettie was saying last night. Was he born here?”


    “No; his grandfather, Aunt Nettie’s brother, was. Will grew up in Buffalo. Like you, Will spent his summers here in Waymouth.” Maggie paused a moment. “Now that I think about it, I suspect he feels Waymouth is more home than Buffalo is.”


    Carolyn nodded. “I understand that completely. It’s good to have roots; to know who your people were, and how they lived. It can give your life structure; make it feel part of a pattern.”


    “I envy you that,” said Maggie. “I know very little about my family.”


    “Then you should do some research! Although that’s harder than I imagined, even when the family comes from one small town. But let me tell you about the trunk of papers.”


    “Yes?”


    “Aunt Susan was the only one of her brothers and sisters who didn’t marry. She inherited the family house.”


    Maggie remembered Will’s family house: always left to the unmarried daughters. Maybe it was a Waymouth tradition. Or just a practical solution.


    “She found a trunk full of papers in the back of the attic, far under the beams. In it was a journal written by my great-grandmother, and letters my grandmother wrote after she moved to New York. Susan’s mother had kept them all.”


    “What wonderful materials for your book!” said Maggie, leaning forward.


    “Exactly what I said! I asked why she hadn’t told me about the trunk before. She’s always known I’m interested in family history, and I’ve been working on my mother’s biography for five years now. But I’ve always felt my mother’s life somehow wasn’t attached to the past. There was the world of Waymouth, where her family had lived and worked and died in the nineteenth century, and there was the world of twentieth-century New York, where my mother and grandmother both struggled as single parents. The connection between the two was a blur.”


    “Yet she sent you back to Waymouth every summer, so you’d know the family you had here.”


    Carolyn nodded. “Part of it was convenience, of course. But clearly it meant a lot to Mother that I knew and loved Maine. She lived in New York, and she’s known for her paintings of the city. But after I was in college she came back here a few summers herself, staying with Aunt Susan. Maybe she was trying to recapture her heritage. During that period she painted a number of seascapes and New England landscapes. I have some of them. She gave a half dozen to Aunt Susan, too, but this summer I’ve only seen four in her house. I don’t know where the others are.”


    “They must be worth a fortune!” Maggie blurted.


    Carolyn smiled. “The reaction of a dealer! I know their value. But I don’t intend to sell them. Maybe someday I’ll hang mine in the house here in Waymouth. That’s where they should be.”


    Maggie reddened in embarrassment. Of course, value couldn’t always be measured in dollars. She changed the subject quickly. “I don’t understand why your aunt kept the letters and journal a secret. Why didn’t she give them to you, or to your mother, when she was visiting here as an adult?”


    “She said the papers contained Waymouth family secrets. That secrets of the past were best forgotten. She admitted she hadn’t even read all of them. Just enough to know there was information in them that would be embarrassing to our family, and to other families in town.”


    “How curious! I’ll admit I’d have read them.”


    “So would I. And I will.” Carolyn looked straight at Maggie. “I’d like you to read them, too.”


    “Carolyn, it’s not my family,” Maggie said quickly.


    “No. I’m serious. I want you to read them. I need the opinion of someone who’s not emotionally involved with the family. Aunt Susan has already told me one reason she stopped reading.”


    “And?”


    Carolyn took a deep breath. “Do you remember my telling you yesterday that my great-grandparents died in an accident, but I couldn’t find any record of it?”


    “Yes.”


    “This morning Aunt Susan told me it wasn’t an accident. My great-grandfather shot his wife, and then killed himself. He believed his wife had an affair. That my grandmother, Kathleen, was the daughter of another man.”

  


  
    


    Chapter 4


    Fall Games: The Apple Bee. Winslow Homer wood engraving published in Harper’s Weekly, November 26, 1859. A popular nineteenth-century New England custom was for young ladies to peel an apple in one long strand and then throw the peeling over their shoulder. If they were lucky the apple skin would form the initial of the man they would marry. 9.125 x 13.75 inches. Price: $325.


    Maggie sat back. “Your great-grandmother’s having an affair would have been scandalous. Especially back in the eighteen-nineties! But I can’t see it would be all that shocking to us, over a hundred years later, or that knowing it could do any damage to anyone today. It is a mystery, though: who was the real father?”


    Carolyn didn’t smile. “That was my first reaction, too. I thought, ‘What great material for my book!’ But Aunt Susan and her lawyer were all taking it very seriously. I couldn’t help wondering what else was in the papers. Then she made me promise that after I’d finished with the papers, especially an early journal she said was important, I would destroy them, or make sure they were in the hands of someone who would understand how sensitive they were, and would take care of them. She didn’t want them to end up in an auction, or in the hands of someone who would sensationalize them.”


    Maggie shook her head. “Your aunt sounds a little melodramatic. Family papers are important to the family, of course, and your mother was a well-known artist. But I can’t imagine anything that would be devastating enough that those papers would be judged sensational. Not today.”


    “She’s kept them hidden for so many years. She’s passing on that responsibility, and she wants me to understand how important it has been to her.” Carolyn put her fork down. “She kept saying that knowing more about their history could change people today.”


    “I suppose that’s true. Think of how some people reacted when DNA evidence confirmed Thomas Jefferson had fathered children with Sally Hemings, one of his slaves,” Maggie said thoughtfully. “Although, of course, Thomas Jefferson was one of our founding fathers. And a man with strong public opinions about slavery.”


    “We’re certainly not rewriting American history here in Waymouth. But Aunt Susan was very clear that it was a major decision for her to decide to trust me with the documents. I told her I would treat them with respect. But she was still nervous about what would happen to them if something happened to me, so I told her about you. She’d heard about you from Nettie, of course, because you’re Will’s friend. I said you were an academic scholar and antique print dealer; an expert on American art and history and a very caring person. I told her that if anything happened to me, you would take the papers.”


    “Me?” Maggie gasped. “You’re giving me responsibility for journals and letters that are a part of your mother’s history? American art history?”


    Carolyn paused a moment and then looked directly at her. “I already have. That’s why I was a few minutes late. This morning Brad Pierce wrote a codicil to Aunt Susan’s will saying I am the sole beneficiary of her estate, but that when I die, you get any family papers that still exist. My current will leaves everything in my estate to the Portland Museum of Art. I thought they could use the money, and would value my mother’s Maine paintings. But Aunt Susan’s papers bypass my will and go to you.”


    Maggie just looked at Carolyn.


    “I’m thinking I may add a note to my will saying you also get the notes for my biography. The notes and papers should really stay together, in case I don’t get a chance to finish the biography.” Carolyn shook her head as she saw Maggie’s expression. “Don’t panic, Maggie. I’m feeling fine, and plan on spending the next few years writing that book myself! But I’m not getting any younger, and none of us can predict the future.” She grinned and raised her glass of iced tea in Maggie’s direction. “To whatever life brings!”


    Last summer Will’s family home had been sold. That had been upsetting. How would this family feel about their papers being left to Maggie? Especially if those documents contained sensitive information?


    Maggie sat, stunned. “I don’t know, Carolyn. I’ve just met you. You’re trusting me with a big responsibility.”


    Carolyn put down her glass. “You won’t do it?”


    “Of course, we may read the journals and letters and decide there’s nothing really important in them. No one today may care anything about long-ago scandals. And I’m assuming you’ll live for many years and finish the biography yourself.”


    “I certainly plan to. But this morning I needed to reassure Aunt Susan. I know your reputation, and Aunt Nettie recommends you.” Carolyn leaned toward her. “In Waymouth, that’s high praise.”


    “What about other people in your family? How will they feel?”


    “There’s no one else. Susan had four brothers and sisters, so I have a few distant cousins, but none of them live in Waymouth, and no one has kept closely in touch with Susan. The papers are about my great-grandparents and grandmother. Since my mother and her mother were only children, I’m the only one left in that line.”


    “I see.” Maggie drained her second glass of diet soda.


    “Aunt Susan may be over-reacting. You’re right. There may be nothing of interest in the papers. I might even decide to destroy them. Or, on the other hand, I might add them to what I leave the Portland Museum. But until I—until we—have a chance to sort through everything carefully, Aunt Susan was relieved, and I certainly would be, if you’d agree, to know that a trusted and intelligent friend of the family will be watching out for whatever secrets they contain.”


    “I understand,” Maggie agreed, somewhat reluctantly. She hadn’t been in Maine for twenty-four hours and she’d already taken on partial responsibility for a whole family’s history.


    “I have the trunk in my car. I’m going to the library to make a copy of the first journal. That’s the one Aunt Susan seemed most concerned with. Tonight there’s a genealogical meeting at the library. Why don’t you come, and I’ll give you a copy? That way we can read the journal at the same time and compare thoughts.”


    Maggie’s curiosity was already thoroughly aroused. “I’ll admit I’d love to read the journal. And maybe I should learn more about genealogy. What time is the meeting?”

  


  
    


    Chapter 5


    The Buds. Winslow Homer wood engraving published in Harper’s Weekly, March 3, 1860. Garden scene of two young ladies and a handsomely attired gentleman. He is handing one of the ladies several budding flowers, clearly (in 1860) a sign of emotional flowerings to come. 4.5 x 3.5 inches. Price: $140.


    “Your lunch with Carolyn went well, then?” Will had refused to tell Maggie their destination, but his car was headed north on Route 1.


    “I think so,” said Maggie. “I promised to meet her at the Waymouth Library tonight for a genealogy meeting. Her aunt gave her a trunk full of family papers, and she’d like me to look at some of the early ones.” Maggie didn’t tell Will more. Whatever secrets the papers held were Carolyn’s. At least for now.


    “Old papers sound right up your alley,” said Will, slowing up. The car ahead of them had a Florida license plate and was going twenty miles under the speed limit. On two-lane Route 1, that meant it now led a caravan of more than a dozen drivers. No doubt a retired couple, returned from their winter down south and enjoying the cool breezes.


    Locals ground their teeth and kept their brake lights blinking. Summer residents brought welcome dollars to Maine.


    Will and Maggie weren’t in a hurry.


    “Did you get the appropriate shade of green chosen for the shutters?”


    “I think we’re set. Had to order the paint from Boston, but it’ll be in tomorrow. Painting the house shouldn’t take me longer than a week or two, even including the gutters and shutters. Aunt Nettie’s grown used to depending on me for chores like that.”


    “I know,” said Maggie. “And she’s a dear. I really don’t mind. But I’d hoped we could spend more time together. You’re doing an antiques show this weekend, too, aren’t you?”


    “An outdoor show. The kind print dealers like you avoid like the plague. I agreed to do it when I was here last summer, so I’m on the hook.”


    “A one-day show?” asked Maggie.


    “Right. Set up from five-thirty until nine in the morning. It’s only about an hour from here though.”


    Maggie winced. “I hate one-day shows. You have to get up before dawn. But I’ll join you if you’d like the company. I might manage some buying. Otherwise that’s one more day we won’t have together.”


    Will reached over and touched her hair.


    “Always appreciate your company, my lady. And before you complain about my schedule, remember you’re the one planning to spend this evening at the Waymouth Library rather than with me,” he reminded her.


    “Carolyn’s going to give me a copy of an old journal that sounds intriguing,” said Maggie, intentionally leaving out how eager she was to read it.


    “I’m glad Aunt Nettie’s managed to connect you with a project you’re interested in.”


    “Me, too,” said Maggie. “You can climb those ladders and fix the gutters by yourself, Will Brewer. The chores won’t last forever. In the meantime, we’re off this afternoon! No Carolyn and no Aunt Nettie.” They passed an old mill that had been converted into an antiques mall. “No antiques?” she added, a bit wistfully.


    “There’ll be plenty of time for antiques. When have we ever not found time for antiques? But this afternoon I wanted to do something else.” Will turned his head slightly and winked at her. “For your birthday.”


    “My birthday! That was back in May.”


    “So I recall. I also recall we spent that day with you hobbling around with a cast on your foot, looking for vans in used car lots.”


    “I had to do that after my old van blew up.”


    “And then we spent a romantic evening ordering out for pizza.”


    “It was good pizza,” smiled Maggie, with a sideways glance. “As I recall the rest of the evening was even better.”


    “Indeed. You’re a wicked woman,” agreed Will, with a friendly leer. “But you’ve now recovered enough to get a real birthday gift. I was going to pick one out before you got here, but I thought you’d have more fun doing it yourself.”


    Maggie looked at the gold Victorian “regard” ring Will had given her last fall, which she wore on her right hand. Regard was spelled out by a band of small stones—a Ruby, an Emerald, a Garnet, an Amethyst, another Ruby, and then a Diamond. She rarely took it off. Will had found one at an antiques show after she’d admired one on someone’s hand. Victorian sentiment rings were getting harder to find every year.


    Since they’d met fifteen months ago at an antiques show where they were both exhibiting, he’d also given her a coffeepot for her kitchen (because he drank coffee and she didn’t), and flowers, and had often brought wine or champagne to share. He’d never asked her to pick out a gift for herself.


    Where were they going? How serious was this? Maggie realized she was clenching her left hand without noticing it. It couldn’t be that. Neither of them was ready.


    She felt like a flustered teenager, wondering what her boyfriend would give her for Valentine’s Day.


    Carefully she unclenched her hand. She was all grown up. She and Will had both been married before. Why was she reacting so foolishly?


    But how much money would he spend? What if she didn’t like what he’d picked out?


    She barely noticed the vistas of pine trees and sparkling rivers and narrow streets lined with green-shuttered white houses. Occasional ANTIQUES signs caught her eye, but she refused to react.


    “You’re awfully quiet,” Will commented. “You couldn’t be nervous, could you?”


    “Will, you don’t need to get me a birthday present.”


    “Then it will be a ‘welcome to Maine’ gift,” he agreed easily. “In fact, that’s probably even more appropriate.”


    Maggie forced herself to smile. “Are we going out to eat lobster?”


    “An excellent idea, and one we’ll definitely explore at a later date. But not today.” Will glanced at her again and grinned. “I’ve really got you worried, haven’t I?”


    “You can read me too well,” admitted Maggie.


    “Relax. I promise this will not be painful,” said Will. “And we’ve only a few more miles to go.”


    Traffic was almost stopped in the classic Maine village they were passing through. In Maine pedestrians have the right of way. As long as they’re in a crosswalk, all vehicles have to stop. In this small town there were three crosswalks.


    “Now where are we heading?” said Maggie as Will turned off Route 1. She watched the narrow road twist around an inlet, following the shoreline almost too closely for comfort.


    “Taking the back road to get us on Route 27,” said Will comfortably.


    “Route 27 goes to Boothbay,” Maggie remembered.


    “Give the lady an A-plus in geography,” said Will as they made a right turn and headed down the peninsula. “You do remember what you saw last summer.”


    “Yes.” Maggie remembered all too much from last summer. Amy, her former college roommate, had been arrested, and was currently living in a mental hospital in Augusta. Amy’s husband had sold their home back to the family who’d originally owned it, and moved to “The County,” as Mainers call Aroostook County, the northern part of Maine, to teach in a small school there. She hoped he’d found the peaceful life he’d been looking for.


    “Almost there,” said Will.


    “Are those llamas?” Maggie asked, as they passed a field where several animals were grazing.


    “We have just about everything in Maine, if you look in the right places,” said Will. “Here we are.”


    He pulled into the parking lot outside several buildings whose sign introduced them as EDGECOMB POTTERS. Maggie remembered seeing their ads in Down East magazine.


    “You want to buy me a piece of pottery?” Maggie asked, as she looked around, stunned at the iridescent colors of the pottery displayed on tables outside the showrooms.


    “Actually, no,” said Will. “Although their pottery is spectacular. But there’s more than pottery inside.”


    There was. Individually blown glass vases and goblets; hand-woven blankets and rugs; sculpture; hand-crafted furniture. “Over here.” Will gently directed Maggie toward the glass display cases in the back of the room.


    The cases were full of jewelry. Maggie glanced quickly. The case Will was pointing to didn’t contain rings. She breathed a little easier.


    “Your eyes are such a beautiful shade of green,” Will said, tilting her chin and looking down at her. “I wanted to get you a pair of earrings that would really show them off, but I got confused. I thought it would be best if you picked them out yourself.”


    Maggie looked. The case was full of pink and green and blue earrings and pendants of all shades. “These are...?”


    “Tourmaline. The Maine state gem,” said Will. “That’s why this is really a ‘welcome to Maine’ gift. Tourmaline comes in reds, pinks, greens, and even blues. Sometimes the pinks and greens are in stripes. Those are called watermelon tourmalines.” He pointed at one pendant that did, indeed, look like a slice of watermelon. “Take all the time you need. I don’t want you to look at the price tags. But choose your favorite pair of green earrings. I’ve been imagining you wearing them for months.”


    Maggie’s green eyes looked into Will’s blue ones, and she gently kissed him. “They will be a wonderful birthday present,” she said quietly. Then she turned back to look inside the case.
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