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This
novel is a work of fiction. All characters and events described by the author are
fictitious. No resemblance to real persons, dead or alive, is intended.


Introduction

 

 

 


This is a
work of fiction, inspired in part by actual events, people, and places.
Although Charlotte, North Carolina’s public schools did experience racial
strife in 1957 and 1970, Central Charlotte Junior High never existed; Mary
Burney is not a historical figure, but an amalgam loosely based on the
African-American students who integrated public schools in the South; and
Robert Browne is a product of my imagination. I derived an understanding of
events in Charlotte and places like Little Rock by reading the work of James
Baldwin, Jim Grimsley, Thomas W. Hanchett, Davison M. Douglas, and David
Margolick, and the coverage of school integration in the Charlotte Observer.


There was indeed a lynching of three African-American
men in Salisbury, N.C., in 1906, and a postcard of the murdered men appears in
the collection of WithoutSanctuary.org. But there are no shadowy children in
the photo, and I changed the name of the photography studio on the back of the
postcard. I owe my knowledge of this horrific event to the work of Susan B.
Wells.


To my knowledge, there was no raid on a gay cruising
area in Charlotte in April 1962; my chapter “The Plan” took its inspiration
from many such incidents that occurred all over the United States in this time
period. For my understanding of LBGT life in the South before Stonewall, I’m
indebted to James T. Sears’s oral histories. An exhibit at the Levine Museum of
the New South in 2014”—“LGBTQ Perspectives on Equality”—helped inform my
understanding of Charlotte’s queer past.


Musical theater mavens, please forgive the small
liberty I took with the date of The Music Man, which did not open on
Broadway until December 1957—three months after Cam sang “Marian the Librarian”
to Ada. The song was just too perfect to pass up.


 


Paula Martinac


Charlotte, NC


 

 

 


“The world is violent and mercurial—


it will have its way with you. . . .


We live in a perpetually burning building,


and what we must save from it,


all the time, is love.”


—Tennessee Williams


 


 


“Love is a growing up.”


—James Baldwin


A Normal Life

1960

 

 

Ada


 


The
ride into Davidson took them down streets of elegant old manses, but somehow
Ada had expected Cam’s family home to be less imposing. When Cam pulled the
Plymouth to the curb in front of a stately white residence with a red-ribboned
pine wreath in each window, Ada’s throat went dry. The modest mill house she
had lived in since birth would fit into this building three or four times,
possibly with room to spare. 


“I
can’t go in there,” she said.


Her
fear didn’t seem to faze Cam, who simply lit a Lucky and said, “The house won’t
bite.”


House
was hardly the right word. Ada hadn’t seen anything so grand since she was at
school in Chapel Hill. But it wasn’t so much the physical building that
terrified her: She couldn’t imagine finding things to say to the people who
called such an opulent place home.


So even after Cam hopped out and hauled the
suitcases onto the sidewalk, Ada was still sitting resolutely in the passenger
seat with the door closed. Cam tapped on the window, and she lowered it with
reluctance.


“I
guarantee you my folks’ll notice if you don’t come in for two whole days.”


“You
said they had money, Cam, but this.” 


“Oh,
the college built this back in the day,” Cam said, as if two stories and a
wraparound porch were nothing of note. “Daddy doesn’t own it. He just gets to
live here while he chairs the department. Lord, darlin’, my old man worked his
way through graduate school. Mama’s the one comes from money. If you think this
is too much . . . well, remind me never to take you to her 

family’s place in Savannah.” Cam opened the passenger door for her. “This is no
big deal, I swear.”


A
Negro answered the front door in a tuxedo and white gloves, and Ada swallowed
hard. In her change purse, she had stashed a slip of paper like an emergency
insurance policy, with their friend Auggie’s phone number on it. “Honey, if you
feel too out of place, I’ll come get you in a heartbeat,” Auggie had offered.
Twig had gone to family in the mountains for Christmas, leaving him on his own
in his tiny apartment, and Ada knew the weight of the holiday was bearing down
on him, too. 


“Merry
Christmas, Miss Cam,” the butler said. “And this must be Miss Ada. Merry
Christmas to you, too. Let me grab those bags.”


“I can
manage, Samuel,” Cam insisted. “I’m guessing we’re in my old room.”


Samuel
looked bewildered. “Miss Daisy said put Miss Ada in the blue room,” he replied.
“Mattie’s got it fixed up special.” 


Ada
read the confusion on Cam’s face. She had assured Ada they’d be in the same
room, that whenever she had come home from college with roommates or friends,
they shared her big four-poster. (“Mama thinks nothing of two girls together,”
she’d said.) 


“I thought we’d be doubling up, what with Lily
and Parker and the little one here, too.” Cam’s tone sounded insistent, like
she expected Samuel to change her mother’s arrangement on his own.


“Miss
Lily and Mr. Parker are at Miss Kathryn’s,” Samuel explained. 


“Much
to my chagrin,” came a silken voice from across the foyer. “I would have loved
to have both my girls under one roof again, but I didn’t want us getting under
each other’s feet.” It seemed unlikely in such a big house, but Ada doubted
anyone challenged Mrs. Lively’s directives.


“Merry
Christmas, Mama!” Cam said, going in for a big squeeze. Ada watched as Cam’s
mother air-kissed her instead, protecting the thinning pageboy that was so
teased and sprayed it resembled a helmet. It had likely been blonde at one
time, like Cam’s, but the color now had more brass to it than honey. 


“Oh,
we just do not see you enough!” Mrs. Lively said, holding Cam by the hands and
taking full stock of her. “When was the last time?”


“Must
have been Daddy’s birthday,” Cam said. “Mama, this is Ada Shook, my very best
friend in the world. Ada’s the school librarian at Central. We met on her first
day, and we have been fast friends ever since.” 


Ada
smiled tightly, wishing Cam would stop emphasizing their closeness. She
wondered if Cam’s mother had already intuited something about them, and that
was why Ada was sleeping in the guest room.


“Aren’t
you darling,” Mrs. Lively said. Ada couldn’t tell if her eyes were just
naturally twinkly or if she was tearing up a little. “And what stunning hair!”
She reached out to finger one of Ada’s locks, which she wore down when she
wasn’t at work. “What do they call it—cinnamon?” 


“It’s
not from a bottle, Mama,” Cam said.


Mrs.
Lively’s intimacy with her was unexpected, even though Cam had warned her that
her mother “might try to swallow you whole.” When Ada pressed her about what
that meant, Cam merely smiled and said, “You’ll see.”


“Thank
you for inviting me, Mrs. Lively,” Ada said, to shift the focus off her
appearance. She instinctively used her church voice. “This is such a beautiful
home. I was almost scared to come inside!”


Cam’s
mother gave her a curious look. “Did Cam tell you?”


“Tell
me . . . ?”


“That
the place is haunted.”


“Why,
no, I just meant .  . .”


“Because
it is, you know. The people who lived here before us. He was the chair of
Philosophy, and she . . . well, she slit her wrists in the bathtub, poor thing.
I replaced it when we moved in because it seemed like bad luck.”


“Mama
thinks most places are haunted because she’s from Savannah,” Cam said with a
wink.


“No,
Camellia, I have heard her. She calls out ‘Charles, Charles!’ At least,
I think that’s what she’s saying. The husband married a bit too soon after her
death, if you know what I mean, but he came to no good in the end.” She paused
for effect. “Incinerated in a fiery car crash.” 


“How
terrible, Mrs. Lively!” Ada said.


“Please,
dear, call me Daisy, everyone does. Now why are you still wearing your coats?
And those suitcases should go upstairs. Samuel, would you mind?”


“This
isn’t Tara, Mother, I can carry our bags,” Cam said, still clutching the
handles. 


“Don’t
be flippant with me, Camellia,” Daisy said. “Samuel makes a fair wage, don’t
you, Samuel? Now come with me. Mattie’s made canapés and a big batch of milk
punch.” Daisy took Ada by the arm, her grip almost urgent, and led her into
what she called the “parlor,” as if it were a century earlier.


Ada’s
eyes wandered the length of the room, from the baby grand and nine-foot
Christmas tree at one end to the floral-upholstered sofa and chairs at the
opposite. There was a tasteful fire in the hearth—not too low and certainly not
roaring, but just enough to give the room a rosy warmth. 


“Sit
right here next to me,” Daisy said, pulling Ada onto the sofa. “Camellia, I’m
going to ask you to serve us some punch, if you don’t mind, honey.”


“Where
is Daddy?“ Cam asked, as she ladled out three cups, but Daisy ignored the
question. 


Ada
saw Cam sneak a swallow and then refill her punch glass. The more time they
spent together, the more she noticed how much Cam drank—when she was happy,
when she was nervous, when she was mad; just about any time, really. It took
quite a while for her to get drunk (“I’ve got a hollow leg,” Cam liked to
brag), but there were times when she clearly was. On New Year’s Eve a year
earlier, she’d actually run the Plymouth up onto the lawn in the front yard of
her apartment building, flattening a holly bush.


“Bring
those here, and don’t you get ahead of us,” Daisy said. 


Cam
delivered the drinks, then went back for a tray of deviled eggs, candied
pecans, and shrimp salad on toast points. Ada took one hesitant sip of the
punch and set the crystal cup politely on the table.


“Oh!” Daisy said, after her first taste. “Mattie
has outdone herself. Just the right amount of bourbon.”


“Could
use more, you ask me,” Cam said.


“Don’t
you like it, Ada?” Daisy leaned into Ada, closer than was comfortable, as if
she were her oldest and most cherished friend. It was an education for Ada, who
now understood where Cam had learned her way of drawing people in. 


“I’m
not much of a drinker. I get that from my mama, I guess. She’s a staunch
Methodist.”


“Well,
no harm done,” Daisy said, but Ada wasn’t sure if she meant about rejecting the
punch or being a Methodist. 


“Where
is Daddy?” Cam’s head turned again and again toward the French doors,
like it was on a swivel.


“Well,
now, you have hurt my feelings. I haven’t seen you since summer, and all you
can talk about is where your father is.”


“I’m sorry, Mama,” Cam said automatically, making
Ada wonder how often she apologized to her mother for such small slights.


“Anyway,
your father called a while back and told Samuel he’d just be ‘two shakes.’”


Cam
groaned. “Well, we all know what ‘two shakes’ means.”


“Let
it go, Camellia. Your father works very hard.”


“Even
on Christmas Eve?” Ada ventured.


“My
husband would work Christmas Day if our girls weren’t here,” Daisy said. She
tugged down the sleeves of her angora sweater and smoothed her skirt, picking
at pieces of lint that only she seemed to notice. “Last month, I called the
English Department secretary and actually made an appointment to see him!” Her
laugh sounded scratchy, like a worn record. “He did not appreciate the humor in
it, I can tell you that.”


“I
think I’ll just go to the study for a minute and call him,” Cam said, popping
up. “He needs to get himself home.”


Ada
shot Cam a look that beckoned her not to leave, so Cam motioned for her to come
along “to see the rest of the downstairs.” 


Daisy
tugged at the sleeve of Ada’s dress. “Why don’t you stay, dear? I haven’t
gotten to know anything about you yet.”


“We’ll
be right back, Mama,” Cam said.


In the foyer, Cam grabbed Ada’s hand and they
crossed to a room clearly decorated for a man, with leather chairs and polished
mahogany bookshelves built right into the walls. With the door closed behind
them, Ada sank into a chair and let out a gust of a sigh. “I was terrified you
would leave me alone with her,” she whispered. “She’s so . . .”


“Needy?”



“I
would have said lonely. I wonder what she does with your daddy gone so much.”


“She redecorates a lot,” Cam replied, dialing.
“That parlor we were in? Five times in ten years at least. And she volunteers
at this and that. That kind of thing.” The rings were audible through the
line—five, then six, Ada counted. “What is taking so long? I’m sure he’s right
there, re-reading The Great Gatsby and swigging back some bourbon.” 


“He
drinks at work?”


“Oh,
they all do. Occupational hazard.”


Her father finally answered and Cam held out the
receiver so Ada could hear his booming voice. “Darlin’!” he said. Then she
pressed it back to her ear and listened, a smile creasing her face.


“Maybe
Ada and I should come to you. I’m sure she’d like to see your office. . . . Oh,
all right, Daddy.” The frown that had just started on Cam’s face deepened.
“We’ll see you in two shakes.”


Cam explained that her daddy’s two shakes always
ended up being more like an hour, and she couldn’t bear the thought of spending
all that time with her mother. She made their excuses to Daisy and said they
needed to unpack. “Mama dresses for dinner,” she said on the way up the
staircase. “It’s that Savannah thing. I’m just going to throw on a skirt
instead of these old slacks, but you look absolutely wonderful. As always.” Ada
didn’t have a well-stocked closet, but she was proud of the fact that the
dresses and skirts she did own were nicely made and complimented her figure.
Her black wool sheath was new this year, bought on layaway at Belk’s and paid
for in three installments.


“Flattery
will get you everywhere,” Ada said with a coy tug at her new pearls, an early
present from Cam. In the time they’d been dating, Ada felt more at ease with
flirting, something she had been clumsy about in the past. Cam just seemed to
bring out the coquette in her. Ada’s words had the desired effect: Cam cast a
glance downstairs to the foyer and, when the coast looked clear, pecked her on
the mouth.


“Cam!”
she said, pretending outrage but feeling excited.


“Come
here.” Cam took her by the hand and led her into one of the bedrooms, giving
the door a light kick to close it. She pushed Ada against the wall and kissed
her, hard and insistent. “I have been wanting to do that ever since I picked
you up and saw you in those pearls. I would love to see you wearing nothing
but.” 


“Should we be doing this here?” Ada asked between
kisses that threatened to rub her lips raw. They had so few private moments;
she tended to fret about what her mother would think if she were at Cam’s
apartment too often or too long. But she was twenty-five and in love and craved
more moments exactly like this one.


“Absolutely,”
Cam said, tracing Ada’s neck with her lips. 


“Cam,
we shouldn’t.” But at the same time, she let her tongue find Cam’s and didn’t
pull away when a hand made its way to her breast. Ada closed her eyes and made
a little animal-like noise that Cam seemed to coax out of her, halfway between
a moan and a gasp. She felt almost dizzy with the pure joy of it. 


Then
with horror, Ada heard the distinctive squeak of a door opening and clicking
closed again, and her eyes popped with fear, her nails digging into Cam’s
forearm to stop her.


“Cam!
Somebody just opened the door! Oh, I told you this wasn’t a good idea!”


“Let’s
hope it was Mattie,” Cam said. “She pretends she doesn’t see half of what goes
on around here.”


Cam
entered the hallway, but left the door slightly ajar. Ada heard a high, girlish
voice, probably Cam’s younger sister. Lily had sent Cam a recent photo in which
she looked like a blonde Jackie Kennedy in her pillbox hat and two-piece suit.
In her arms, she held a chunky, solid-looking baby. “His legs look like
sausages,” Cam had remarked, claiming she couldn’t even remember the child’s
name.


“Lil .
. .” Ada heard her say.


“Don’t
think I won’t tell them,” Lily said. “You think I’ll go on keeping your little
secret, but this is just too much. In their own house, Cam!”


“It’s
not what you think . . .” Cam began, but it was a weak rebuttal. Because it was
exactly what Lily thought, what anyone would have thought if they’d stumbled
onto two women in an open-mouth kiss. Lily must have found Cam’s words
ridiculous, because the next thing Ada heard was the click of high heels, a
baby’s gurgles trailing off.


Back
inside the bedroom, Cam’s face had lost its usual ruddiness. “You should have
seen the look she gave me.” 


“We
should leave.”


“Why
don’t you just wait in the guest room for a little?” Cam suggested. “I’ll see
what I can do to fix this.”


“Cam,
there’s nothing to fix. What’s done is done. I want to leave.”


“Not
yet.”


There
was no way she was going to be able to look at Cam’s parents after this, no way
she could see the revulsion on Lily’s face firsthand. If Cam wouldn’t consent
to leave, she would take Auggie up on his offer. “You can stay then, but I
think I might call Auggie. He said he’d pick me up if I needed him to.”


Cam’s
eyebrows lifted. “You didn’t tell me you arranged something with Auggie.”


“I’m
sorry. I was nervous about meeting your folks.”


Cam
got a Lucky out of her coat pocket and looked like she was going to light it,
but instead stuck it behind her ear. “Look, Ada Jane, I think we should live
together.”


Ada
started at the non sequitur. “Why on earth would you say that now?”


“We
act like horny teenagers the minute we’re behind closed doors,” Cam said. “But
we’re adults, for God’s sake. Adults kiss and make love in their own homes,
whenever they want to.”


“We’re
not like most adults, Cam,” Ada said.


“So
we’re stuck with . . . this? We’ve been sneaking around for almost two years,
and this is where it’s brought us.”


Ada sighed and adjusted her dress, which felt
like it had gotten twisted during their embrace. “Living together is a big
step,” she said, brushing past Cam into the hall. 


 


Cam


 


Cam didn’t go downstairs immediately. Instead,
she stood at the top of the stairs, like a girl eavesdropping on her parents,
listening for the voices below. Everything was too quiet, too calm. Beads of
sweat rose at her hairline, even though the air in the hallway was nippy. She
finally heard her father come home and call out, “Cam darlin’, where are you?”
before Samuel’s soft voice steered him into the parlor.


Cam leaned on the banister and waited for an
explosion. She didn’t think of herself as timid. At work, she spoke up at
faculty meetings, challenged the principal when she could, tried to be an
advocate for the children. She’d attended more rallies and marches for the
civil rights of Negroes than she could count. But at her parents’ home, she was
a coward, just like her father, who snuck off to his office and pulled a bottle
from his bottom drawer. She’d never understood his absence, his seeming
discomfort in his own home, but she’d come to think of it as the way of married
men.


The
door to the parlor opened and closed with a soft click, but she couldn’t see
who emerged. It might have been Samuel or Mattie, but the footsteps sounded too
light for either. As the sunlight began to shift and fade, she thought maybe
she should just escape back to the city with Ada, walk right out the front
door. But her feet wouldn’t take her anywhere, not even down the stairs. She
lit the cigarette she’d stuck behind her ear, even though her mother forbade
smoking in the house. As a distraction, she tried to recall the names of the
books on the shelves in her daddy’s office, and which order they were in. He
had a compulsive habit of alphabetizing them by author. “Agee, A Death in
the Family,” she said aloud, between puffs. “Anderson, Winesburg, Ohio.”


“Miss
Cam.” Mattie’s voice was behind her, at the top of the service stairs. Cam
turned toward her sturdy outline, but it was too dusky to make out the look on
her face.


“Mattie!”
She spun around, guilty about being caught with the cigarette. “Sorry about
this smoke. I will get rid of it right now.” But there was nowhere to stub it
out, so she winced and bore the pain of extinguishing it with her fingertips.


The
housekeeper’s eyes were cast down. “Your daddy’s wanting you downstairs. I got
no idea what this is all about, but I do know dinner’s going to be late for
sure.”


“I’m
sorry, Mattie. I’m sure you worked hard on it.”


She
was close enough now to see lines creasing Mattie’s forehead. “My Deborah’s
coming in from Greensboro tonight,” the housekeeper said. “Samuel’s supposed to
pick her up in an hour at the station.”


How
many times, Cam wondered, had this happened to Mattie? White folks had
arguments or got into sticky situations, and expected Mattie’s life to go into
a holding pattern. 


“Maybe
we could just go ahead and eat,” Cam suggested. “I’ll talk to mama. There’s no
reason to delay you and Samuel because of our foolishness.”


“That
would be a right uncomfortable dinner,” Mattie said. “No way is your mama going
to agree to that. You go on now. They’re in the parlor.” And then she turned
and hastened back down the service stairs. 


Cam
knocked on Ada’s door before answering her parents’ summons. Ada was seated in
a blue chintz chair with a standing lamp shining onto the book open in her lap.
“Can we leave?” she asked. Her face looked pink and strained, as if she’d been
crying. “Is it over?”


“It’s
just starting,” Cam said. “But please don’t call Auggie. Give me more time.”


§  §  §


Samuel or Mattie had removed the milk punch and
canapés from the parlor. Cam’s mother wasn’t drinking anything, and her father
had a glass of straight bourbon that he finished and quickly refilled. Lily and
the baby had disappeared, probably to her father’s study. No one offered her
anything, not even a seat.


“I’m afraid we won’t be having dinner after all,”
Daisy said. She pulled a handkerchief out of the sleeve of her sweater and blew
her nose daintily. “Your father would like to talk to you, Camellia.” Then, to
her husband: “I’ll be with Lily.”


When her mother withdrew, Cam sank heavily onto
one of the chairs. She could see her father pouring himself a third round. When
he finally turned to face her, his eyes glanced off her face and toward the
fireplace. The flames were no longer perfect; the logs would need stoking or
replenishing soon, or the room would take on a chill.


“I know a doctor,” her father said, strained and
out of nowhere. The words appeared to cost him more than he wanted to pay. 


“I
don’t . . .”


“A
very good doctor. Here in Davidson. Your mother and I will pay for it, of
course. We thought you might even come home for a while. To stay. Get a leave
from school.”


“I
don’t need a doctor, Daddy.”


“I beg to differ,” he said, meeting her eyes.
Sometimes, especially when she hadn’t seen him in a while, Cam found it
disconcerting how much she looked like him—the same square jaw, the sandy wave
of hair, the hazel eyes with flecks of gold. When she was growing up, friends
of the family remarked that it was almost as if Daisy had nothing to do with
Cam’s birth at all, as if she’d sprung from her father’s head like Athena.


“What
I meant was I don’t want a doctor,” she corrected. “I’ve known about
myself since I was little.” That wasn’t something she’d verbalized before, not
even to Ada or any of her gay friends, and it felt freeing to say it right out
loud. Being that way was part of her fabric, a differently colored thread seen
by anyone who chose to, but which most people’s eyes would just skim over. “I
don’t see what a doctor would do about it anyway.”


He sat
across from her on the sofa and examined his drink, its level again low. She
thought she should offer to replenish it so she could help herself to one; she
needed it so badly, she could almost taste it warming her throat. But the
silence in the room didn’t last long.


“You’d be amazed,” he said, as if he had personal
experience with psychiatry. What her father said next set the room to spinning.
“You know, I had . . . inclinations. When I was a graduate student, before your
mother and I married.” 


Cam wasn’t sure where to look, so she focused on
her hands, which she realized were gripping the arms of the chair. “I saw a
doctor, and things got better,” he continued. “If I hadn’t done that . . .
well, there’s no telling what would have happened. Now I’m not saying you’ll
change. I’m just saying you’ll be able to have a normal life. A family. A
home.” He waved his glass in a small circle, indicating the grand parlor that
he went to such great pains to avoid. “Of course, you’re an adult, and I can’t
force you to do anything. But there could be . . . consequences.” The way he
lowered his voice, almost as if consequences were as dirty a word as queer,
made her think he was talking about money. Her parents subsidized the rent that
would have been a stretch on a teacher’s salary.


Her
father was now a dizzy blur to her. She wanted to stand up and leave the room,
she badly needed to see Ada, but she was afraid of falling over, of not even
making it as far as the door.


“I
have been able to show enormous self-restraint over the years, and all thanks
to the doctor. I am proud to say I have been faithful to your mother.”


“Faithful,”
Cam repeated, numbly.


“Yes,
faithful. I have held up my end of our agreement.” The words sounded so formal,
like marriage was no more than a signed contract. Her father stared at his
empty glass. “Where is your friend?” he asked suddenly. 


“Upstairs
in the guest room. Her name is Ada. She wants to leave. In fact, if I don’t go
to her within the next few minutes, she just might call a friend of ours to
come pick her up.”


He
stood and walked to the bar cart, splashing more amber into his glass. “Another
strong-willed girl. Well, you can’t leave on Christmas Eve,” he said. “I’ve . .
.” He stopped, as if weighing his emotions on a scale. “I always look forward
to seeing you, Cammie.”


Cam
felt a sharp jab in her gut. No one called her that but him, and he hadn’t done
so in many years. She remembered what Ada had observed the first time she
visited her apartment: “You have a lot of photos of your father.” Cam had
denied it at first, then laughed and acknowledged that she did indeed. He had
been everything to her, but now? To think that he actually understood her
feelings, had felt them himself, but expected her to extinguish all passion
from her life. It was like he had a grip on her innards and was twisting them
this way and that.


“I’m
leaving, Daddy,” she said, standing up. 


He
nodded, making no attempt to stop her and not bothering to repeat the offer
about the psychiatrist. She suspected her father would drink himself into
unconsciousness that night, then stagger into his study and fall asleep in a
chair. He’d done it many times when she lived at home. Tomorrow, he wouldn’t
remember much of what he’d said, but a vague sense of unpleasantness would
linger in his mind.


 


Ada


 


Ada
couldn’t wait in the guest room any longer. She had tried to read, but she
ended up counting the thin stripes in the wallpaper over and over. Finally, she
hauled her suitcase into the hallway and listened from the landing to the
peculiar stillness of the house. The French doors to the parlor were flung
open, but she couldn’t hear any voices, so she assumed that whatever had taken
place between Cam
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