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Preface

Hi1s book is not wholly new, several of the chapters hav-
ing already been published in the “Atlantic Monthly.”

It has so often been asked if Deephaven may not be found
on the map of New England under another name, that, to
prevent any misunderstanding, I wish to say, while there is a
likeness to be traced, few of the sketches are drawn from that
town itself, and the characters will in almost every case be
looked for there in vain.

I dedicate this story of out-of-door life and country people
first to my father and mother, my two best friends, and also
to all my other friends, whose names I say to myself lovingly,
though I do not write them here.

S.0.J.
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Kate Lancaster’s Plan

HAD been spending the winter in Boston, and Kate Lan-

caster and I had been together a great deal, for we are the
best of friends. It happened that the morning when this story
begins I had waked up fecling sorry, and as if something
dreadful were going to happen. There did not seem to be any
good reason for it, so I undertook to discourage myself more
by thinking that it would soon be time to leave town, and
how much I should miss being with Kate and my other
friends. My mind was still disquieted when I went down to
breakfast; but beside my plate I found, with a hoped-for letter
from my father, a note from Kate. To this day I have never
known any explanation of that depression of my spirits, and I
hope that the good luck which followed will help some reader
to lose fear, and to smile at such shadows if any chance to
come.

Kate had evidently written to me in an excited state of
mind, for her note was not so trig-looking as usual; but this is
what she said: —

Dear HELEN,—1 have a plan—I think it a most delightful
plan—in which you and I are chief characters. Promise that you will
say yes; if you do not you will have to remember all your life that
you broke a girl’s heart. Come round early, and lunch with me and
dine with me. I’m to be all alone, and it’s a long story and will need
a great deal of talking over.

K.

I showed this note to my aunt, and soon went round, very
much interested. My latch-key opened the Lancasters’ door,
and I hurried to the parlor, where I heard my friend practis-
ing with grear diligence. I went up to her, and she turned her
head and kissed me solemnly. You need not smile; we are not
sentimental girls, and are both much averse to indiscriminate
kissing, though I have not the adroit habit of shying in which
Kate is proficient. It would sometimes be impolite in any one
else, but she shies so affectionately.

“Won’t you sit down, dear?” she said, with great ceremony,
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8 DEEPHAVEN

and went on with her playing, which was abominable that
morning; her fingers stepped on each other, and, whatever
the tune might have been in reality, it certainly had a most
remarkable incoherence as I heard it then. I took up the new
Littell and made believe read it, and finally threw it at Kate;
you would have thought we were two children.

“Have you heard that my grand-aunt, Miss Katharine Bran-
don of Deephaven, is dead?” I knew that she had died in
November, at least six months before.

“Don’t be nonsensical, Kate!” said I. “What is it you are
going to tell me?”

“My grand-aunt died very old, and was the last of her gen-
eration. She had a sister and three brothers, one of whom had
the honor of being my grandfather. Mamma is sole heir to the
family estates in Deephaven, wharf-property and all, and it is
a great inconvenience to her. The house is a charming old
house, and some of my ancestors who followed the sea
brought home the greater part of its furnishings. Miss
Katharine was a person who ignored all frivolities, and her
house was as sedate as herself. I have been there but little, for
when I was a child my aunt found no pleasure in the society
of noisy children who upset her treasures, and when I was
older she did not care to see strangers, and after I left school
she grew more and more feeble; I had not been there for two
years when she died. Mamma went down very often. The
town is a quaint old place which has seen better days. There
are high rocks at the shore, and there is a beach, and there are
woods inland, and hills,; and there is the sea. It might be dull
in Deephaven for two young ladies who were fond of gay
society and dependent upon excitement, I suppose; but for
two little girls who were fond of each other and could play in
the boats, and dig and build houses in the sea-sand, and
gather shells, and carry their dolls wherever they went, what
could be pleasanter?”

“Nothing,” said I, promptly.

Kate had told this a little at a time, with a few appropriate
bars of music between, which suddenly reminded me of the
story of a Chinese procession which I had read in one of Mar-
ryat’s novels when I was a child: “A thousand white elephants
richly caparisoned, —ti-tum tilly-lily,” and so on, for a page
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or two. She seemed to have finished her story for that time,
and while it was dawning upon me what she meant, she sang
a bit from one of Jean Ingelow’s verses: —

“Will ye step aboard, my dearest,
For the high seas lic before us?”

and then came over to sit beside me and tell the whole story
in a more sensible fashion.

“You know that my father has been meaning to go to En-
gland in the autumn? Yesterday he told us that he is to leave
in a month and will be away all summer, and mamma is going
with him. Jack and Willy are to join a party of their classmates
who are to spend nearly the whole of the long vacation at
Lake Superior. I don’t care to go abroad again now, and I did
not like any plan that was proposed to me. Aunt Anna was
here all the afternoon, and she is going to take the house at
Newport, which is very pleasant and unexpected, for she hates
housekeeping. Mamma thought of course that I would go
with her, but I did not wish to do that, and it would only
result in my keeping house for her visitors, whom I know
very little; and she will be much more free and independent
by herself. Beside, she can have my room if I am not there. I
have promised to make her a long visit in Baltimore next win-
ter instead. I told mamma that I should like to stay here and
go away when I choose. There are ever so many visits which I
have promised; I could stay with you and your Aunt Mary at
Lenox if she goes there, for a while, and I have always wished
to spend a summer in town; but mamma did not encourage
that at all. In the evening papa gave her a letter which had
come from Mr. Dockum, the man who takes care of Aunt
Katharine’s place, and the most charming idea came into my
head, and I said I meant to spend my summer in Deephaven.

“At first they laughed at me, and then they said I might go
if I chose, and at last they thought nothing could be pleas-
anter, and mamma wishes she were going herself. I asked if
she did not think you would be the best person to keep me
company, and she does, and papa announced that he was just
going to suggest my asking you. I am to take Ann and Mag-
gie, who will be overjoyed, for they came from that part of
the country, and the other servants are to go with Aunt Anna,
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and old Nora will come to take care of this house, as she
always does. Perhaps you and I will come up to town once in
a while for a few days. We shall have such jolly housekeeping.
Mamma and I sat up very late last night, and everything is
planned. Mr. Dockum’s house is very near Aunt Katharine’s,
so we shall not be lonely; though I know you’re no more
afraid of that than I. O Helen, won’t you go?”

Do you think it took me long to decide?

Mr. and Mrs. Lancaster sailed the 1oth of June, and my
Aunt Mary went to spend her summer among the Berkshire
Hills, so I was at the Lancasters’ ready to welcome Kate when
she came home, after having said good by to her father and
mother. We meant to go to Deephaven in a week, but were
obliged to stay in town longer. Boston was nearly deserted of
our friends at the last, and we used to take quiet walks in the
cool of the evening after dinner, up and down the street, or
sit on the front steps in company with the servants left in
charge of the other houses, who also sometimes walked up
and down and looked at us wonderingly. We had much shop-
ping to do in the daytime, for there was a probability of our
spending many days in doors, and as we were not to be near
any large town, and did not mean to come to Boston for
weeks at least, there was a great deal to be remembered and
arranged. We enjoyed making our plans, and deciding what
we should want, and going to the shops together. I think we
felt most important the day we conferred with Ann and made
out a list of the provisions which must be ordered. This was
being housekeepers in earnest. Mr. Dockum happened to
come to town, and we sent Ann and Maggie, with most of
our boxes, to Deephaven in his company a day or two before
we were ready to go ourselves, and when we reached there
the house was opened and in order for us.

On our journey to Deephaven we left the railway twelve
miles from that place, and took passage in a stage-coach.
There was only one passenger beside ourselves. She was a
very large, thin, weather-beaten woman, and looked so tired
and lonesome and good-natured, that I could not help saying
it was very dusty; and she was apparently delighted to answer
that she should think everybody was sweeping, and she al-
ways felt, after being in the cars a while, as if she had been



