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​

Now people were bringing the little children

to Jesus for Him to place His hands on them,

and the disciples rebuked those who brought them​.

But when Jesus saw this,

He was indignant and told them,

“Let the little children come to Me,

and do not hinder them!

For the kingdom of God belongs to such as these.​

Truly I tell you, anyone who does not receive

the kingdom of God like a little child

will never enter it.​”

And He took the children in His arms,

placed His hands on them, and blessed them.

Mark 10:13-16

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1




[image: ]


I COULD JUST PICTURE Dad’s surprise when he looked up from pumping air in the tube and realized Marcia and Donna had left Gabe and me behind in the car. He and Mom had lugged the heavy ice cooler and big plaid Thermos bottle to our favorite picnic spot, but instead of staying to look after us, my sisters had dawdled behind them with an aluminum chaise under each arm.

Gabe had managed to remain sound asleep through the ruckus of unloading. The frame of his baby car seat was hooked over the middle of the front seat. It had a steering wheel with a horn that squeaked, and after he tired himself out make-believe driving, he often fell asleep behind the wheel.

I looked around while he slumbered. School was over for the year, and the public beach at Île de L’eau was crowded. We were joining Carl and Frieda, and their car was parked a few spaces away, so I knew they had arrived early to stake out tables at the remote end of the picnic area. The station wagon that my best friend’s parents drove was in the lot, too. I’d catch up with Debbie later. So far, so good.

But I was also on the lookout for those I dreaded seeing. It would be a real spoiler if I bumped into Tina Henry or Janice Armstrong. One day at school, all of a sudden, they wouldn’t play with me, and they started making fun of me. Well, my name anyway.

Due to a mix-up of labels in the infant viewing room at the hospital, I was given a boy’s name. The mistake was caught, but not before the birth certificate was signed with my name as Etienne. Mom and Dad were so grateful that I went home with the right Durand family that they never held it against anyone. They nicknamed me Ette. That declared me female, and since I was premature, also happened to describe me as being small. I still am.

I thought Etienne was a nice name, but once Tina lopped off the end and started calling me Eddie, Janice joined her. They taunted me with it when no playground monitors were close enough to hear, so I was back at square one, only worse, a reject. I wished the mistake could have been with a name like Kim.

Both boys and girls were named Kim, but Kimmie was distinctly feminine. Everyone simply loved to say the nickname Kimmie and couldn’t say Kimmie often enough. The mere name created popularity, which wasn’t fair because Kimmies already tended to be smart, attractive, and above average athletically. I knew two of them, one older and one younger.

Since Janice and Tina lashed out with Eddie when I tried to talk to them to find out what was wrong, I backed off. They were a year ahead of me, so I was able to avoid them as much as possible. I wanted to keep it that way.

Eddie was a different kind of wrong label. They say words can’t hurt you, but name calling is never just about words. I figured it was part of an ugly stage that some people went through. All I could do was wait it out.

I pushed the hair off Gabe’s moist forehead. He opened his eyes and mashed a hand against my cheek. I nibbled his fingers, smacking my lips.

“Mmm, yum, Gabe tastes so good!” He gurgled.

“Got your keys?”

I rattled his big play keys, and he grasped the ring. I slung his diaper bag across my back and lifted him. He pushed up.

“Atta boy, Gabe.”

He clasped me around the neck, gripping his bottle with the tiny teeth poking through his gums.

“I missed you all day when I was in school, but not any more. Now we’re going to have the whole summer together.”

“Ahh,” he said. As soon as he opened his mouth, the bottle fell. We looked down at it rolling away in the pine needles.

“It’s okay, Gabe. Plastic, eighth wonder of the world.”

I couldn’t hold him and the diaper bag and pick up the bottle at the same time, and that was when a knight in Bermuda shorts arrived on foot.

“Hi, I’m Frieda’s nephew,” he said, and I believed him. I immediately saw the resemblance to Frieda in his blond hair, blue eyes, and features.

“Hi,” I said.

“This is the only wood-paneled wagon, so you must be Etienne and Gabriel.” He saw the bottle and picked it up.

“Yeah, this is Gabe, I’m Etienne.”

“Great name,” he said.

That was a first.

“Most people call me Ette,” I said.


“Ette,” he said. “I’m Dietrich. Most people call me Dieter.”

“Ahh,” said Gabe.


“Hi, Gabe,” said Dieter. “What can I carry?”

“There’s just the diaper bag.”

He took Gabe so I could remove the bag, and in the transfer, I accidentally swished across his chest. I felt like the fire drill bell at school had gone off.

And that was exactly when the crowd that hung out at the Beach Bun concession stand saw us. As Frieda liked to say, it triggered more buzz than a Geiger counter at a Nevada test site.

I saw Debbie. She waved. I waved back. One of her brothers pointed. Her whole family, who always sat as close as possible to the concession stand, turned and stared.

That couldn’t have been another first. Dieter must have been by there already. He was what’s called a looker.

We never bought anything from the concession stand, but unless you peed in the water or went in the woods, it was just a matter of time before you’d end up on your flank of the stand, where his-and-her plywood entries led to clammy bathrooms.

Farther on, Tedeschi’s Bait & Tackle rented rowboats, and according to its sign, sold Everything Under the Sun, so people would know it was more than a specialty store. The rowboats were docked on one side of Tedeschi’s pier, and people fished from the other side.

Even if none of your friends was at the beach that day, there was always some reason to head to one place or the other.

Dieter veered away from the shoreline route and took the wooded path instead. “Do your parents have a habit of leaving you like that?”

“No.” I thought for a second. “But these things happen. Last year when we went to the fair, Dad took a picture of a big sign that said Parents find your lost children here, except find was spelled f-i-n-e-d.”

Dieter laughed.

“Dad has a whole bunch of pictures like that.”

“They’ll be fun to see,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. I guess Frieda’s nephew would be coming over.

The path narrowed and he took the lead. 

“Root,” he warned a couple of times.

“Check,” I responded. I knew where all of the gnarly roots were exposed, but I couldn’t be too safe holding Gabe.

Carl spied us first. “Here they are,” he announced.

“There, everything’s fine,” Dad reassured Mom.

“We thought Gabe had driven off,” joked Frieda.

Marcia and Donna sure were sorry they hadn’t been better helpers looking after Gabe and me like they were supposed to. Mom and Dad would never shame us, but they must have given Marcia a look or a shake of the head for talking Donna into leaving us behind because she was sulking. I figured it was like finally getting a ticket for speeding; she was way overdue. She was annoyed because she got caught, not because she cared. Donna appeared genuinely sorry, but her expression changed as soon as Dieter was introduced to her and Marcia.

Carl ran his hand above the grill grate and peered into the firebox.

“Do you swim or eat first, Uncle Carl?”

“By all means, swim, Dietrich, swim!”

Dieter slipped off his shirt. A big gold cross hung on his chest. Frieda folded the shirt, and Dieter slunk the long chain into her palm for safekeeping. The sides of his swim briefs had shiny racing stripes like some kind of space ship fabric.

I stripped down to my new one-piece Catalina and beat him into the water. I was always the first in and last out, with raisin fingertips before noon. I splashed out and dove under, and when I came up he was nearby.

“Can you swim to the raft?” he asked. 

“Sure.”

Lines tethered to floats stretched between two anchored rafts, marking the boundary of the public swimming area, and we took off for the near raft. Dieter must have held back to stay by my side. He hoisted up onto the raft. I took the short ladder. We sat facing the lake. He shaded his eyes and looked out to its only island.

“I understand Île de L’eau refers to the island and to the lake,” he said.

“Check.”

He smiled. “And there’s really water on the island?”

“From a spring. The lake has springs, too. They’re all around here.”

“Have you ever been on the island?”

“Sure, every time I went to camp. It’s across from the other side of the island, and we rowed over to hike the trails. Lots of people do.”

“Does anyone ever swim to it?”

“Yeah, pretty often. From the camp side, it’s close enough. If somebody swam from anywhere else, I never heard about it. Everybody would have.”

He nodded.

Well away from the No Wake sign, an inboard with a wheelhouse headed up to the North Shore Restaurant and Marina, off to our right. They were tucked where the lake met the mouth of the Sherburne River. The Marina gave Tedeschi’s a run for its money, renting motorboats and providing gas and pump-out, but the Marina’s pier, off to the river side, was only used for docking. Whether boaters rowed or motored the Sherburne, they had to be careful, since people fished off the bridge just upriver. I’d heard a tale or two.

“How’s the competition,” asked Dieter, lifting his chin toward the restaurant.

“It’s nice. I like eating there.”

Outdoor umbrella-covered tables overlooked the boardwalk connecting to the Marina, and the food seemed to taste better when boaters docked and just hopped off to dine, but even when you ate inside, all the tables had picture window views of the lake.

“How about the food?”

“Really good. It’s regular.”

“What’s regular?”

“American, even though the Georges, who own it, are Greek. Dad and Carl call it three squares.”

“Check,” he said.

It was my turn to smile.

We eyeballed the rest of the lake. Lakeshore Drive circled Île de L’eau, but once past Grand Central on this side, the road was hidden by trees. The only thing to see were miles of irregular shoreline full of interesting coves and points and the crowds at the other end of the town beach.

Nobody else had shown up at our end yet. We turned around to see what our group was up to. Dad was wading into the water holding Gabe, Carl was tending the grill, and Donna and Marcia and Mom and Frieda were setting out covered dishes.

“It looks like there’s time to swim to the other raft and back before we eat,” said Dieter.

I jiggled my legs in the water, hemming. “Maybe you can.”

It was rare for me to give up a swim, but I didn’t want to hold up lunch for everyone. Being as it was my first time in the water for the summer, I’d need a breather at the far raft, and I’d be a lot slower than him to start with.

“Will you spot me?”

“Alright.”

He dove and passed several floats before he surfaced, and then he sped through the water with a crawl stroke until he reached the other raft. Several people were on it, and by then, everyone was spotting him. Somebody reached out their hand, and he tagged it, reversed direction, and did the back stroke a good part of the way. When he got near and switched to a breast stroke, I jumped back in, and we glided to Dad. Gabe’s feet were in the water, and at the last minute, I dove under and came up to surprise him. He just about flew out of Dad’s arms, screaming for joy.

Dad let Dieter take him, and he lowered Gabe so he had enough freedom to slap his hands against the water. He twirled him in a circle. Gabe caught on naturally, kicking his legs and squealing the whole time, especially after his diaper slipped off and sank. I retrieved it and Dieter floated Gabe to shore, where Mom nestled him in his soft warm blanket. Frieda was snapping away with Dad’s camera.

We toweled off and gathered around the two picnic tables pushed together. Frieda asked Dieter to say grace. What with his big gold cross, I figured we were in for something, but it was what we always said.

“Bless us, oh Lord, and these thy gifts, which we are about to receive from thy bounty, through Christ, our Lord.”

“Amen,” we all said.

As usual, there was a lot of bounty to be grateful for, and today’s theme was in honor of Dieter. Carl had made his famous Coburger Bratwurst, grilled it over the traditional beechwood and pinecone fire, and served it with his sauerkraut and crusty rolls. Naturally, that was just the main dish.

Dieter was wowed. “This bratwurst rivals any I had in Bavaria,” he said. “Everything is excellent. You’ll spoil me, but I appreciate that you’re willing to take me on for a few weeks.”

“It’s our pleasure, Dieter,” said Dad.

“And we can always use more waitstaff in the summer,” said Mom.

“We’re absolutely thrilled you’re staying with us,” said Frieda.

Carl nodded.

“How come you’ve never been here before?” asked Donna.

“I have been here, several times, but I was young. I went away to school, and my father has been opening new offices ever since then. Time flew.” He glanced in my direction and added, “These things happen.”

Check. Getting away for more than a few days was hard for any of us, too. Following the war, my mother and father, Isabelle Benoit and Raymond Durand, had married in a double wedding with their best friends, Frieda Norden and Carl Meyer, and all of them poured everything into an inn they bought, which they named The Neston Arms.

We Durands lived across the street where the family had for generations, long before the inn was built. Carl had grown up around the corner, and now he and Frieda lived in a wing of the top floor of the Arms in the owners’ quarters.

Everybody wore more than one hat. Carl and Dad were hands-on chefs and bakers who also oversaw food and beverage operations. Mom developed menus and conferred with the front of house manager on service. That was just the restaurant and banquet side of the business. Frieda supervised the accommodations side, and as the accountant, kept the Arms in the black. Some years had been better than others, but with repeat customers and referrals, she said the bottom line was really improving. But probably not nearly as high as her brother’s, who was Dieter’s father.

Dieter sure wouldn’t spend his summer relaxing. Except for the time in early spring known as mud season, there was always something to be preparing for and working on and cleaning up from. Being June, wedding season was in full swing, and there were vacationers all summer. The Arms was almost completely booked through Labor Day.

“Where do you go to school?” asked Donna.

“The Avon School.”

Donna didn’t ask where that was. Apparently everybody else knew, but all I knew was that when a school is called The, it’s a private school where the boys have to wear ties and blazers with an emblem on the pocket over the heart.

Expecting her next question, he said, “I’m a rising senior.”

“And aquatic champion,” said Carl.

No wonder he swam over and back so fast.

“Which is why he’ll have to leave at the beginning of August,” said Frieda.

“That soon?” said Donna.

“I’ve got final practice drills for a competition,” said Dieter.

“Not just any competition,” said Frieda. “The 1964 Summer Olympics qualifying trials.”

Everybody was so surprised, it took a minute before Frieda could deliver the punch line. “They’re in New York at the end of August. If he qualifies, he’ll compete in Tokyo.”

“Tokyo!”

Personally knowing someone who might be going to Japan rubbed off in a big way, but after another minute, Dieter cut the hubbub short. “Until then, Île de L’eau is my lap lane.”

Well, not for the next thirty minutes, anyway. We weren’t allowed to swim after eating, so we settled into lazing, which was just as well, since it gave us time to ruminate on that news.

Marcia was also entering senior year, so I wondered if she would cozy up to Dieter, but she only had eyes for Audrey Hepburn, who was modeling some famous designer in the latest issue of Vogue. In between flipping through the pages of Seventeen and American Girl, Donna sized up Dieter. Eventually, she tossed the magazines aside and grabbed Marcia’s copy of Mademoiselle.

“What are you doing,” said Marcia flatly. 

“I’m just going to look at it,” said Donna.


“And wrinkle it,” said Marcia. “Now put it back nicely.” 


“Fine.” Donna grabbed her dog-eared copy of To Kill a Mockingbird.

Dieter moved to sit next to her. 

“That’s a favorite of mine, too,” he said.

“Really?” said Donna eagerly.

She and Dieter got to talking. I hadn’t read the book they were talking about, but I guessed I would before it was required. I stretched out on a towel in the sun and started the first book of a series I planned to read over the summer.

Mom and Dad formed a tunnel on a blanket, each cupping a cheek in one hand so they could face each other. Dad held Gabe’s keys over his head and shook them. Cushioned on both sides, Gabe pulled himself up into a standing position a few times, and Dad let him grab the keys. He had started saying Dada and Mama, which thrilled them every time, even if he said dadadadada to Mom.

Frieda and Carl took a walk. Holding hands, they headed down the beach, swinging their arms and splashing like kids.

Eventually, Dad got up and checked how many exposures were left on his camera.

“Can I take some pictures, Dad?”

“You think you’re ready?”

“Yes.”

“It’s not a toy.” 

“I know.” 

“Alright then.”

He sat in a chaise and patted his hand on the seat. I sat in front of him, and he put his arms around me, holding the camera. He slid the strap around my neck.

“Okay, you hold it, both sides, just like this.” 

It was heavier than I thought it would be.

“Before taking a picture, make sure the lens cap is off, and the film is advanced, like this, until it stops.”

He advanced it half way and I finished. 

“Now focus on something.”

I pointed straight ahead.

“I’m looking at the raft, but it’s fuzzy.”

He guided my hand to a dial, and as I turned it, the focus turned clear.

“This number tells you what shot you’re on out of the number available on the roll.”

“It says six.”

“When you’re ready, press this button.”

I took a test picture of the raft and advanced the film again. 

“You’ve got it. There are twelve exposures on the roll, so you’ve got another six left. You want to take them?”

“Yes.”

“Just keep the camera dry.”

My first real picture was Gabe. He was stretched over Mom’s shoulder, facing backward. After he turned around, I got him and Mom and Dad, all in profile. Marcia cocked her head, but Donna had gone back to reading with a smile on her face, or maybe she was just daydreaming with the book in front of her. When Carl and Frieda came back, I took a full body shot of them standing at the water’s edge. Carl set up a game of chess, and I got Dieter thoughtfully considering a move.

From time to time, he exchanged a few words in German with his aunt and uncle. A lot of people in Neston, including us, spoke French in the home, as well as at work. Being so close to Quebec, it just came with the territory. Obviously, German was spoken as frequently by the Nordens as by Carl and Frieda, except that they also spoke it on their frequent trips to Europe. I’d heard Frieda mention that Albert and Penelope went at least once a year, another reason they didn’t have time to come up to Neston from Connecticut, and it was also the reason that Dieter, who was as all-American as they came, had what she called The Continental Effect. I’d seen it enough times at the Arms to know there really was something to be said for it.

I advanced the film. It kept going.

“Now we have to load a new film,” said Dad.

We moved to the deep shade at the table, and Dad showed me how to finish winding, store the film cannister, and catch the new roll. This was a careful process that I only watched.

“You think you could do this next time?” 

“If you’re with me,” I said.

“How about if you drop off this roll for processing tomorrow and pick up some more?”

Big smile. “Okay.”

He showed me how to store the camera in its case. 

“How about some beach ball?”

“Yeah!”

Beach ball was the only sport we all enjoyed together any more, and we tossed the ball back and forth to see how many times we could pass it without it touching the water. Marcia, Donna, Dieter, and Carl played against me and Mom and Frieda and Dad, who held Gabe in one arm and hit the ball with the other, which got Gabe pretty excited. He took a swat, too. As usual, Donna never missed a pass and came out the winner. She would have won anyway even if she wasn’t trying to impress Dieter.

Everybody retreated to their blankets and chaise lounges. 

“Are you coming back out?” Dieter asked me.

Now that I knew for sure he was a champion swimmer, I felt less confident about going out to the raft with him again, but I guessed he had already figured out that I loved the water like he did.

“Will you show me how to do a back flip?” 

“I will.”

We swam to the raft again, and I watched while he demonstrated a couple of flips. I tried imitating him, but my practice tucks were too straight and shallow.

“Mind if I position your arms and legs?”

Except for accidentally swishing him earlier, I’d never gotten close to a boy before, and if I had known the lesson involved him touching me, I never would have asked him. I could have said no, but I asked him to show me, so said “alright.”

I needn’t have given it a thought. It was like getting fitted for new shoes. First, he showed me how to stand, and then he gently guided my elbows and knees into better position.

“That’s it. You’re getting the angle.”

He knelt down and stretched his arm behind me.

“Now bend just like you’re doing the limbo.”

Getting the small of my back to curve over his arm took all my focus, until the corner of my eye caught Donna drifting nearby on the tube, watching us like a hawk. I tensed up.

“Stay loose, relaxed.” He stood. “Try a practice lift.”

I tucked and leaned back and bounced a couple of times.

“You’re ready.”

I teetered backwards over the edge. “Lift off!”

It was over so fast, I swam back and clung to the platform. 

“I flopped over a little,” I said breathlessly.

“You did great. Try again?” I did. Well, we did together.

He was a fast swimmer, but when it came to diving and flipping, it was all in the technique, and my being small and light worked almost as well as his being tall and strong. I did tire out sooner, though. When my body began to feel heavy climbing the ladder, it was time to dry off and get changed.

Dad waded out and put a big towel around me. “That was something, Ette.”

Everybody except Marcia was impressed.

“Maybe you can show me next time,” said Donna. 

“Sure, I’d be happy to,” said Dieter.

I wondered if he would figure out that she already knew how. She and Kimmie Hart were tied for Neston’s favorite cheerleader, and she could bend better than Gumby.

Dieter and I headed to the Beach Bun. As soon as we got near, Debbie ran over, followed by her younger brother, Larry.

“Hi, Ette.”

“Hi, Debbie. Dieter, this my best friend, Debbie Fortin. Debbie, this is Dieter Norden.”

“Like Skeeter?” said Debbie.

“Different spelling. Short for Dietrich.”

“How come you swim so good?” said Larry.

“Well,” corrected Debbie. “A good swimmer swims well.”

Larry scowled.

“I’m training for the Olympics.” 

That raised a ruckus again.

“Where?” Brenda Pratt shimmied up close. Her raccoon eyeliner covered more skin than her two-piece.

Dieter looked away. “School.”

“Where’s school?” 

“Connecticut.”

“Too bad.”

Dieter couldn’t even get into the bathroom without pushing through, and Mr. Fortin, who was a history teacher at the high school, intercepted the crowd.

“Alright, alright, give him some air,” he said, and he stood near the door so Dieter wouldn’t be hounded.

Debbie went into the ladies’ side with me. “What’s he doing here?”

“Visiting. Frieda—Mrs. Meyer is his aunt.” Frieda and Carl weren’t relatives, even though they were just like them, but they were the only adults I ever called by first name. “And working, too.”

“For the summer?”

I gave her the scoop. 

“Zowie!” she said.

“I know. Isn’t that something?” 

“Are you still biking on Thursday?”

“We said we were. Or going to the library if it rains. Can’t Paula go?” Paula Bouchard was my other best friend.

“Yeah, she’s coming. I just thought maybe you’d be busy with, you know.”

“Dieter?”

“Yeah.”

“Not when we already made plans.”

When we came out, Dieter was surrounded. He called out, waving. “Etienne!”

“Dietrich,” I hollered back. All of the kids left except Larry, who must’ve figured he had a pass since Debbie was sticking to me.

Dieter leaned close. “Do you have any money?”

“Yes.” I made it a policy to carry my plastic squeeze coin purse, which was perfect for the beach because it didn’t matter if it got wet. You never knew when you might want some coin, especially when you were in the vicinity of Tedeschi’s, and sure enough, here I did. Or, I should say, he did.

“I promised to send postcards. It’s a tradition.”

“I’ve got plenty. They’re cheaper by the half-dozen.”

“Good, then that’s what I’ll get.” He smiled down at Larry, who was all but hanging on to him, and said, “Catch you later.”

Larry looked grateful as Mr. Fortin took him back to their table.

We went into Tedeschi’s Bait & Tackle. 

“Sorry about that,” said Dieter.

I wasn’t sure if he meant the money or the commotion. Either way, I shrugged.

I turned the paperback book rack while he did the same with the postcard rack.

Old Mr. Tedeschi rang up the vintage cash register for the smallest of sales. Like always, he’d seen and heard everything. Whatever he didn’t gather from his stool parked next to the screen door, he got from customers.

“Good luck, kid,” he said.

“No luck to it at all, sir. Just hard work and prayer. The outcome is in God’s hands. But thanks all the same. I appreciate it.”

Mr. Tedeschi squinted at him as dubiously as The Rifleman eyeballed rascals.

Maybe Dieter was churchy after all. Paula’s parents would like that. Reverend Bouchard was the minister at the Meetinghouse, and Mrs. Bouchard was from Georgia.

Once, when I was picking through the final markdown bin in Woolworth’s basement, I overheard Mrs. Pierce and her daughter Shirley in the next aisle over saying Mrs. Bouchard was churchy. To me, it would make sense if the minister’s wife was churchy, but they must have been gossiping because they said it like a swear word. I thought Mrs. Bouchard was nice, so I wasn’t sure why churchy would be bad in her case.

Marcia called a lot of things “outside the norm,” things that weren’t really abnormal, but they weren’t completely normal, either. I guess Dieter was outside the norm, since regular boys weren’t Olympic contenders, they didn’t wear big crosses, and they didn’t say things like he did to Mr. Tedeschi. Besides, he must have been looking forward to having other boys to pal around with all day, but he didn’t switch allegiance because Etienne turned out to be a girl and Gabriel was a baby.

I didn’t expect it would last. Plus, if Donna had anything to do with it, today would definitely be the first and last time.
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Chapter 2
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THE RACKET OF THE lawnmower and vacuum woke me out of a sound sleep at 9:30, a sure sign I was tuckered out from all those back flips, and that being on summer vacation had sunk in.

The Lacroixs were hard at work. They named their mom-and-pop business In ‘n’ Out because they worked on the inside and outside of people’s homes and because they finished everything faster than most homeowners would. For years, Mr. Lacroix had been keeping up the yard, plus doing all kinds of handyman work, but Mrs. Lacroix had only started last year. After Gabe was on the way we needed the extra help, and with our improving bottom line, we had enough money to hire her. Mrs. Lacroix laundered the linens, dusted and vacuumed, what-have-you. My sisters and I had always done chores, and still would, but I don’t know how Mom had also done all Mrs. Lacroix did before she came on board.

She switched off the vacuum when I went into the hallway.

“Everybody’s gone to work,” she informed me. “I said to your mother, ‘Go, she’ll be fine with me.’”

“Thanks, Mrs. Lacroix. I won’t be in your way.”

I went into the kitchen and found Mom’s note propped against the napkin holder.

Precious Ette, I hope your dreams were sweet. Did I ever tell you that you’re a neat sleeper? See you later. Love, Mom.

She hadn’t. She saved things like that for her notes, and I saved all of her notes.

There was a note from Dad, too.

Ette, there are three rolls of film in the paper bag on the hall table and enough cash to pay for prints that are waiting and a couple of rolls of film. And now that you’re a photographer, how about if you pick out an album you like? Thanks for being a big helper. XO, Dad.

Notes from Dad were much less frequent, and this one was a really good surprise.

I ate and did the breakfast dishes, thinking the next family splurge we saved up for should be an automatic dishwasher. After I took a bath, I finished putting away my school things for the summer and walked over to Putnam’s Art & Photography.

Putnam’s walls promoted their photography services with enlargements of portraits and special events, mostly weddings, and pushed art supply sales with its own Fine and Folk Arts Gallery, which displayed artists’ watercolors and oils for sale alongside all sorts of wooden hand crafts. I scanned the latest rotation in the gallery and moved on to the photo albums when the cashier charged by the end of the aisle.

“You get out of here!”

“I’m just looking.”

I could have sworn the other voice was Sammy Fortin, Debbie’s oldest brother.

“You’re not buying, either. I’m not selling any glue—to you or your friends, so you can tell them to quit loitering.”

“I’m just—”

“Get out now, and if you come back, I’ll report the lot of you to the police.”

“Alright, alright. You don’t have to holler.”

It was Sammy. My heart pounded.

The cashier closed the door behind him and stood there, waiting for Sammy and his friends to leave.

“You did the right thing,” said a customer to the cashier.

“Pain in the neck,” he said. “Mr. Putnam had to pull it from the floor.”

What had Sammy done? I tried to think of who his friends were. Mr. Fortin would have a fit if he knew Sammy had been thrown out of a store.

I took a deep breath and looked at photo albums until I found one I liked, and when I went down the model kits aisle, I saw a sign. Model glue available at the counter.

I paid for our prints, more film, and my album. While I was filling out the envelope for the rolls to be processed, I asked, “Why is the glue behind the counter?”

“The kids are sniffing it.”

“How come?”

“To get high.”

“What’s that?”

“A feeling.”

“Oh.” The only time I got a feeling was from some cough syrup, but it made me feel low, not high.

“Ran us out of inventory. Not any more.”

Mr. Fortin would do more than have a fit. And if Sammy had seen me, and then Mr. Fortin found out, Sammy would think I tattled. An icy stab hit my stomach. I looked both ways out the windows, but he and his friends were gone.

I hightailed it home and left the bag with the pictures and the change on the sideboard, plus the album, so Dad could see what I picked out. I was tempted to look at the prints, but it was more fun to look at them with Dad.

Even if I had been there when it was taken, I missed things until I saw them in the picture. It was funny how the photographs could make me see things for the first time. Sometimes Dad did, too. Like he said, not even the eye of the beholder always saw what was there.
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I took the short cut to the east service entrance of the Arms. Gabe had a play pen at Carl and Frieda’s, and Mom was working at a table next to him.

“Baby Gaby!” I picked him up and did an Eskimo kiss.

“Ahh,” he said.

“Somebody’s wet.”

“I changed him fifteen minutes ago,” said Mom. 

That happened a lot.

“You can bring him in here,” said Dieter. “I’m just finishing the postcards.”

Marcia and Donna and I had slept plenty of times in the room where Dieter was staying. I laid out the changing pad to protect the blanket. On the nightstand between the beds I noticed a big black Bible with gilt pages and Dietrich B. Norden embossed on the cover, and next to it was a framed three-by-five formal of a girl with dark brunette hair flowing over her shoulders.

Frieda came to the door. “Now’s your chance to escape the ogre,” she said to Dieter.

“You’re hardly an ogre,” he said, licking a stamp.

“All the same, you gotta git while the gittin’s good.”

She turned to Mom. “He was out the door at eight o’clock to swim before the crowds arrive at the beach.”

After he got back, she explained, she’d given him the full tour and overview of the Arms, and then handed him over to the garde manger—the chef who oversees cold foods, for hands-on practice for the dinner service.

“I put him through the paces,” she said, “but he passed with flying colors. He’s ready for the floor tonight.”

When Dieter had set foot on the property less than forty-eight hours earlier, André Michaud, the maître d'—the restaurant and wait staff manager, had claimed Dieter as FOH—front of house material. Mom and Frieda agreed completely.

Gabe was happy as a clam after I changed him. We came out.

“So you’ve got a of couple hours to paint the town,” said Frieda.

“Etienne, if you’re not busy, will you show me around?” said Dieter. “If you don’t mind. I don’t want to put you on the spot.” 

I obviously was not busy, but everybody else was, including Donna. I guessed this was just his way of being friendly, and after all, he
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