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  Chapter one

On that steamy June Saturday in 1916, not even the sweat pooling under my white cotton blouse could dampen my mood. Summer had come at last to Timber Coulee, Idaho— a joy not taken for granted in this small mountain town near the Canadian border. 
With summertime came music-camp season. 
And with music-camp season came the saving grace of my little music shop. 
What Christmastime was to other retailers, camp season was to me. My busiest time of year, when the ledger would start to show black ink instead of red, and I could breathe easy that the rent would be paid and the electricity remain connected. 
The bell above the door of Mountain Melodies gave a merry jangle as I pushed my way in, arms laden with a heavy shipment of gramophone records lugged from the Timber Coulee post office. The familiar scent of lemon polish and aged wood enveloped me as I navigated the maze of pianos, cellos, and other musical instruments. Sunlight streamed through the display windows and glinted off the polished brass of trumpets and saxophones mounted on the walls. 
“Ernie? Are you still here?” With an unladylike grunt, I deposited my burden on the counter and unpinned my straw hat, which I hung on a peg on the wall. If the temperature continued to climb, we’d have to prop open the door and plug in the electric fan—not my preferred solution, since breezes blew the sheet music around, but the store could become stifling otherwise, and humidity wasn’t good for the instruments.
A muffled thump followed by a colorful curse answered me. From behind the towering lid of a baby grand piano emerged Ernie Weiss, rubbing his curly gray head. 
“Land’s sakes, Amanda Parrish,” he grumbled. “You trying to scare years off my life?” The town’s handyman, piano tuner, and all-around fixer of everything was seventy if he was a day, but still moved with the grace of a younger man. His well-worn blue denim overalls hung comfortably on his tall frame, the fabric softened by years of use and laundering. Smile lines etched his weathered face and deepened when he grinned, as he was doing now. 
I reached for a tin on a high shelf. “If I haven’t managed that in all these years, I doubt I’ll start now. Peppermint?”
He accepted the proffered candy in a hand callused from a lifetime of work. “Much obliged. Now, about this stubborn piano—”
“Oh, take a break from that old thing,” I interrupted. “Come and see these new gramophone records I’ve just gotten in. Look, the New York Philharmonic, with Stuart von Bauer conducting.” I picked up one thick shellac disk and examined the photograph on its paper envelope, a heavy-jowled man holding a baton aloft. “Just think of it! The great maestro himself will be right here in little Timber Coulee, conducting the Camp Harmony orchestra and teaching the strings program.”
Ernie’s bushy eyebrows rose. “A fancy orchestra conductor from New York City? Hmpf. Probably thinks he’s too good for our little town.” 
“Now, now. Mr. von Bauer is a true artist. A world-class conductor and violin virtuoso. Just think of all he’ll teach the campers! People will want to buy his recordings. And heaven knows my little store could use the income. We barely stayed afloat through the winter.”
“Too soon to panic,” Ernie said. “I mean, isn’t summer usually the store’s busiest season?”
“Who’s panicking? Of course, we rely on the music camp to boost our sales every summer. All I’m saying is, there’s a lot of red ink in the ledger, and we need to get back in the black. I predict these Victrola records will sell faster than Esther Mulligan’s peach pie at a church social, once the word gets out.”
“Speaking of word getting out, didn’t some big national magazine run an article about the camp?” Ernie asked. “This being the big anniversary and all. Dinah was telling me about it.”
“That’s right.” From a drawer beneath the counter I pulled out the June 1916 copy of Metronome, the leading music-industry magazine. “My copy came in the mail a few days ago. I set it aside to read later, then forgot all about it.” I flipped through the pages. “Here it is. ‘Rural Idaho’s Camp Harmony Celebrates Silver Jubilee.’ Oh, look! There’s a picture of you and Carrie Tate holding a rake and a shovel, standing in front of a tulip bed. Listen to the caption. It says, ‘Mr. Ernie Weiss and Mrs. Michael Tate spruce up Camp Harmony in preparation of its twenty-fifth anniversary.’ Ernie, you’re famous!” 
He came around the piano and peered over my shoulder. “I remember some photographer poking around the grounds early last spring. Took a bunch of pictures of me spreading fertilizer and whatnot.” He snorted. “I said to myself, what’s this fellow really interested in, music or landscaping?”
“It’s because you’re so photogenic. And look, so is Mr. von Bauer.” I pointed to a portrait of the serious white-haired man sporting a large medallion on a striped ribbon around his neck. “My, my. So distinguished-looking.” 
“Sourpuss, if you ask me,” Ernie grumped. “Probably stepped off the train, took one look at Timber Coulee, and wondered what he’d gotten himself into.” 
“Oh, stop. He must already be in town, since he’ll be the guest of honor at the patrons’ banquet tonight.” A bolt of euphoria shot through me. “I can’t wait to meet him. You are coming, aren’t you? To the banquet, I mean.”
“Yes, ma’am, I’ll be there, but I’ll be working behind the scenes, in the kitchen. That old stove is on its last legs, so I promised Dinah I’d be on hand with my toolbox in case it starts acting up. Can’t have anything go wrong at such an important celebration.”
“Someone’s in the kitchen with Dinah,” I sang. As it happened, the cook’s name really was Dinah, and her hatred of that old folksong was legendary. Nobody familiar with it would dare hum it in her presence. Away from the camp kitchen, however, it was a rather lame joke among those of us who knew her. 
Normally, the remark would have elicited a chuckle, but Ernie’s mind seemed elsewhere. Was he really that worried about the stove?
“I’m sure Carrie and Michael will appreciate your efforts,” I continued. “Dinah’s a bit high-strung to begin with, isn’t she? A finicky stove during a major event might cause her to snap.”
“Oh, she’ll be all right.” Ernie sighed, his shoulders slumping. “But speaking of high-strung, that blasted Leon Danvers was at my door again this morning.”
Struggling to keep pace with the abrupt change in topic, I set aside the magazine. “That real estate developer from back East? New Century something or other? What did he want this time?”
“Same as always,” Ernie grumbled, his face darkening. “Trying to buy my house out from under me. Says he’s got grand plans for some fancy new hotel. Can you imagine? Tearing down perfectly good homes in order to build a skyscraper? Six stories tall, he tells me. Six! What does our little town need with a building that tall?”
“I suppose we ought to be thankful. I’ve heard the Woolworth Building in New York has sixty.” I paused to let that startling fact sink in. “Even so, I agree that buildings that size don’t belong in Timber Coulee. Besides, we already have a perfectly good hotel in town that’s more than adequate. That man has no shame. Did you tell him to leave you alone?”
A bit of sparkle returned to his eyes. “Oh, I told him, all right. Said I’d sooner live in a chicken coop than sell to the likes of him.”
“Good for you, Ernie.” I patted his arm. “Don’t let that snake bully you. If he continues to bother you, perhaps you should inform the sheriff.”
“Oh, I’m sure the sheriff’s got enough on his plate already, with all that vandalism going on around town.” 
“Vandalism?” I gave him a curious glance. “What vandalism?”
“All that anti-German rubbish. Businesses getting rocks thrown through their windows, nasty messages painted on walls. Where you been, girl?”
“I’ve been busy getting this shop ready for the onslaught of music-campers, that’s what.” Then I dropped my defensive attitude. As a Main Street merchant, this unwelcome news concerned me. Vandalism could ruin my shop. Further, it might bring bad publicity to the town, even worse during music camp season. “How many businesses have been affected?”
“Don’t know, exactly. A few. And not only the Germans, but other foreigners as well. Mr. Ching’s vegetable cart was overturned at the market two days ago. Cabbages everywhere.”
“How awful. I hope the sheriff finds out who’s doing it, and quick. But you be careful.”
Ernie pointed at his chest. “Me? I’m an American. My family’s been in America for generations.”
“I didn’t mean that. I mean, it sounds like Leon Danvers might be out to make trouble for you in his zeal to obtain your property.”
“I can take care of myself. But Leon’s not just after my place, you know.” Ernie lowered his voice, even though we were the only two in the room. “Poor Heidi from Elite Repeat is getting the same treatment. She lives next door to me, and Danvers wants her house as much as he wants mine. Saw her looking mighty upset yesterday.”
A pang of worry for my friend shot through me. “Oh, dear. I’ll have to check on her. That Danvers fellow is becoming a real menace to our community. If there’s something I can do to help, please let me know.”
“Just listen to me moan and groan, I expect,” Ernie said. “And try not to give Leon Danvers the time of day.”
“I won’t.” As Ernie dove back under the piano lid, I surveyed Mountain Melodies with pride, imagining it filled with the vibrant energy of musicians young and old. The camp season was more than just a boon to my business—it was a time when Timber Coulee transformed from a sleepy lumber town to a center for the musical arts, a place where melodies blossomed and friendships were forged. And I was more than happy to serve the musicians’ many needs. It would be a daunting challenge to manage the shop single-handedly this summer, but a reinforcement was on her way. Business would pick up—as long as nobody threw a rock through my window.
“Better stock up on rosin.” I jotted a list on a notepad next to the cash register. “And maybe some earplugs, for the teachers’ sake.”
A soft mewling broke through my reverie. Moxie, the orange tabby cat who ruled over the shop, perched atop the ancient piano bench next to Ernie. His eyes were half-closed in contentment as he stretched one lazy paw out before tucking it back against his fluffy chest.
“Well, Moxie.” I crossed the room to join him. “Are you ready for the summer rush too? Or are you just planning to nap your way through it all?”
Moxie blinked up at me, his tail whisking back and forth, granting permission for me to scratch behind his ears. “It looks like we’re in for a musical whirlwind soon. Are you ready to greet all the new faces and maybe steal a few heartwarming pats on the head?”
Moxie responded with a dignified meow before leaping onto the polished counter, his fluffy tail swishing as he settled in a sunbeam streaming through the window. He glanced at me with a regal air, as if to say that of course he was ready for any attention that came his way.
Amused at his royal demeanor, I returned to my task of sorting the gramophone records.
“Your niece’ll be here soon, right?” Ernie said from within the piano. “Bet you’re mighty excited about that.”
“Next week.” My spirit lifted at the thought of my summer houseguest, who’d also offered to help run the shop. “She’ll be arriving just about the time camp gets underway.”
“Is she gonna participate this year?”
“Well, at nineteen she’s too old to be an official camper. But I told Carrie Tate she might like to help out in some capacity, when she’s not busy here in the shop. And as a serious music student, I know she’d love to participate in the orchestra, if Maestro von Bauer will allow it.”
“He will, if he knows what’s good for him. Apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, I reckon. She play as well as you did?”
“Better, if you can believe it.” Memories of my cello-playing days, before a chronic wrist injury put that career to rest, brought on a slight pang of nostalgia. “I’m looking forward to getting to know her as a young adult. She was a child the last time we saw each other.”
Ernie grunted. 
Abandoning my task, I picked up one of the gramophone records, and carried it to the Victrola machine in the corner. I wound it up, set the needle, and soon the shop hummed with the crackling notes of a lively Mozart concerto.
“That’s some mighty fine fiddling.” Ernie’s voice floated over the gentle tinkering of his tools as he tightened the last tuning pin.
“But secretly you’d prefer ‘Turkey in the Straw.’” I flashed him a smile.
Ernie chuckled and wiped his brow with a rag pulled from the pocket of his well-worn overalls.
Grabbing a letter opener and turning to the rest of the morning’s mail. I sliced open the white envelope lying on top of the pile and unfolded the crisp paper inside. My eyes darted across the typewritten lines. Then I read it again, more slowly this time. With each word, blood pounded in my temples. The letter, addressed to me as a board member of Camp Harmony, made a shocking request in ugly terms. Instead of a signature, there was only a single word at the bottom. Anonymous. I grabbed the envelope for another look, but it bore no information other than a Timber Coulee postmark and my name and address. I sank onto a nearby stool, the letter trembling in my hands as its contents settled over me like a suffocating blanket. The ugliness of the words seemed to poison the very air of my cheerful shop.
“Something the matter?” Ernie’s voice was laced with concern.
I smoothed out the crumpled paper. If I couldn’t trust old Ernie Weiss, who could I trust? “It’s an anonymous letter to the Camp Harmony board. They’re demanding we disinvite Stuart von Bauer because he’s German.” My voice caught. “They’re calling him a potential spy, an enemy combatant. They even have the gall to question the camp board’s patriotism.”
Ernie’s eyes widened. “Well, I’ll be. That’s a load of hogwash if I ever heard one.”
“It’s not just hogwash, it’s dangerous.” I stood and paced behind the counter, Mozart’s bright notes now seeming to mock the darkness of human nature. “First rocks through windows, then overturned vegetable carts, and now this? Where does it end?” 
The letter shook in my hands as I remembered my grandmother’s stories of fleeing persecution in the old country, of doors slammed in faces, of neighbors turning against neighbors. 
“It’s fear talking,” Ernie shook his head. “War makes people do and say foolish things.”
“But that’s just it.” I stood and paced behind the counter. “The U.S. isn’t even involved in the war. Not yet, anyway. And President Wilson has promised to keep us out of it, hasn’t he? In any case, we can’t let fear dictate our actions.” Words seemed inadequate. “Music is supposed to bring people together, Ernie. That’s what Camp Harmony has always been about.”
Ernie huffed. “Wouldn’t surprise me if one of those flag-waving jingoists in the Liberty League wrote it.” 
“I suppose it’s possible, but unlikely. Seems to me those in the League are too busy selling war bonds, hosting patriotic sing-alongs, and selling flag buttons to compose anonymous poison-pen letters. Not that any of those things are wrong, mind you. I’m patriotic, myself. But some members take it too far into downright bigotry against anyone born anyplace other than the forty-eight states.” I set the offensive epistle aside. “Come to think of it, a more extreme Liberty League member wouldn’t want to stay anonymous. He or she’d be quite proud of demanding that a German-born conductor be fired.”
His wrinkled forehead creased even more. “So what are you going to do about it?”
Determination set in. “Well, first, I’m going to have to discuss it with the rest of the board, as well as the Tates. We need to address this head-on. I won’t stand for this kind of prejudice in our community, especially not at our camp. Think of the bad publicity.” To be honest, my concerns weren’t one-hundred-percent altruistic. Bad publicity for the camp could mean sagging profits for Mountain Melodies.
“Good for you.” Ernie’s proud smile spread across his weathered face. “You’ve always had a good head on your shoulders. The camp’s lucky to have you on the board.”
“Flattery will get you a free set of guitar strings.” Feeling better now that I had a plan, I tossed him a wink. “And maybe even a discount on that banjo you’ve been eyeing.”
“Deal!” The lines around his eyes crinkled with genuine delight.
Dear Ernie. I could always count on his support. “In all seriousness, Ernie, thank you. It means a lot to hear you say that.” My eye caught the article in Metronome, still lying open on the counter. “But if Timber Coulee is lucky to have anyone, it’s Carrie and Michael Tate. Without them, the music camp would have never come about in the first place. I dread to think how they’ll react to the accusation that they’re un-American for inviting Mr. von Bauer. But enough of that for now.” I glanced at the wall clock. “Let’s get this place shipshape. The campers are coming, and we can’t have Molly thinking her aunt runs a shoddy establishment.”
We returned to our tasks, my mind already whirling with plans. I’d fight this prejudice with every ounce of my being. Camp Harmony would live up to its name, bringing people together through the universal language of music. And Stuart von Bauer would be there to lead the way, German heritage and all.
The battle against fear and prejudice wouldn’t be easy, but with music as our ally, I was certain we would prevail.






  
  Chapter two

After Ernie left, I flipped the sign on the door to Closed and popped around the corner to my little yellow house, where I took a quick bath and pinned up my hair. In the mirror a few more silver strands sparkled among the brown, but not to fret. After all, at thirty-five, what could one expect? At least my face remained relatively unlined for such an advanced age. 
My one-and-only formal dress, a floor-length, sapphire-blue silk gown that I’d had since my Chicago days, would have to do for the evening. The dress looked a bit dated now—the puffed sleeves gave it an Edwardian air, and ladies’ magazines these days were featuring ankle-length gowns—but the color was my favorite and there was no need to replace it yet. Few events called for fancy dresses in Timber Coulee, but tonight’s banquet was a very special occasion, a thank-you of sorts for the loyal patrons and supporters of Camp Harmony, just prior to the camp’s seasonal opening.
The local sheriff and my good friend, James Holcomb, had offered to give me a lift to the event. Although the noisy Dodge sedan with “Sheriff’s Department” emblazoned on the doors lacked elegance, it spared me the even more humbling experience of riding up the mountain aboard the mule-drawn lumber wagon temporarily repurposed as transport between town and camp.
“That’s a mighty pretty dress.” James helped me into the passenger seat, his eyes lingering appreciatively on the blue silk ruffles. “Makes your eyes sparkle like Lake Collier in July.” He cleared his throat and looked away, suddenly very interested in adjusting the side-view mirror. I smoothed the fabric over my knees, pleased by the compliment but also aware of the slight awkwardness that had crept into our longtime friendship lately. Ever since his wife, Sarah, had passed the previous winter, these little moments of attention had been happening more frequently, and I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about that.
As we bumped along the road, the cool evening air whipping through my carefully styled hair, it seemed a good time to broach the subject that had been weighing on my mind.
“James.” I shifted in my seat to face him. “Have you heard that there’s a movement afoot to have Stuart von Bauer banished from leading the music camp this year because he’s German?”
His brow furrowed as he kept his eyes on the winding road. “Yeah, I heard about it. Darn shame. Where’d you hear about it?”
“I received an anonymous letter in this morning’s mail. Presumably the other camp board members did, too. Do you know who might have sent it?” A flicker of hope ignited in my chest that soon we’d get to the bottom of this foolishness and bring the coward to justice. Anonymous, indeed, lacking even the courage to take responsibility for his or her unpopular stance.
James set his jaw. “I’m afraid not. These kinds of incidents have been happening all over town with increasing regularity. Harassment, vandalism…”
The flicker of hope sputtered. “All over town? But why?”
“Fear, mostly,” James voice was tight. “With the war in Europe, some folks are getting riled up against anyone they see as ‘foreign.’ Germans are getting the worst of it, but it’s not just them.”
“That’s terrible.” So much worse than what Ernie had described. No matter our personal faults and foibles, Timber Coulee folks had always looked out for one another. What was happening to my little town? “What is being done about it?”
James’s knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. “As sheriff, I can tell you my team and I are working our tails off trying to find the culprits. But it’s not easy. These cowards strike at random, at night, and so far, no one’s been willing to talk.”
My stomach churned at the thought of what was happening in our once-peaceful town. “I saw something in the newspaper about the federal government establishing internment camps for Germans. Is that true?” My voice wavered slightly, thinking of the Muellers, the Schmidts, the Webers – families whose Christmas cookies I’d eaten, whose businesses I’d patronized, whose children I’d outfitted with trumpets and gramophone records. 
James was quiet for a moment before responding, the silence heavy between us. I studied his profile, searching for some reassurance in the face of the man I’d known since I’d first arrived in Timber Coulee, the one who’d always stood for what was right. But there was a new tension in his jaw that hadn’t been there a few months ago.
“It’s... complicated,” he finally said in a carefully measured tone. “There are camps, yes. But it’s not as simple as rounding up all Germans. The camps are meant for spies and other people who mean to do harm to America from within our borders.”
I turned to look out the window, not wanting James to see the tears threatening to form. Who would decide who was a spy? What proof would they need? I thought of Mr. Weber, who still spoke with a thick accent despite thirty years in America, who had lost a son in the Battle on San Juan Hill. Would that be enough to prove his loyalty? Or would his weekly letters to his sister in Stuttgart mark him as suspicious?
“You haven’t heard anything from your German customers or their families, have you?” James asked, glancing at me sideways. “Any talk that seems... out of place?”
The question hit me like a physical blow. Was James asking me to spy on my own customers? I refused to believe that of him. “They’re Americans, James. They love this country as much as we do. Maybe more, because they chose it.”
But even as I spoke, I wondered how many others in town would see it that way. How many would choose fear over faith in their neighbors? And how long before suspicion turned to something worse? 
“I know. And as sheriff, I’m doing my best to protect everyone in this town, regardless of where they come from. But I can’t be everywhere at once.”
Sensing his frustration, I backed off. The job of sheriff was never easy, even at the best of times, and these were far from the best of times. The world I thought I knew seemed to be changing rapidly, and not for the better. 
“We’re almost there.” James broke through my reverie. “Let’s try to enjoy the banquet, Amanda. We all need a little normalcy these days.”
“You’re right.” But as the arched entrance to Camp Harmony came into view, I couldn’t shake the feeling that nothing about these times was normal at all.
Camp Harmony lay a good distance from town on the rocky slope of Huckleberry Mountain, nestled in the embrace of towering pines, their evergreen scent mingling with the crisp mountain air. 
James parked the sedan and we followed the well-dressed crowd along a needle-strewn path.
The main lodge, an imposing structure of rough-hewn logs and river stone, stood tall at the center of the camp. As James and I climbed the steps to the wide porch, I thanked him for giving me a lift.
He grinned. “Always happy to be of service.”
We parted ways at the door. He stayed on the porch to join a group of his law-enforcement colleagues, while I went inside to search for my place card.
To my delight, Camp Harmony’s rustic dining hall had been transformed into an elegant banquet room, adorned with banks of flowers and colorful banners proclaiming the camp’s Silver Jubilee. Lanterns on every table illuminated the crowd, everyone dressed in their Sunday best. The guests’ excited chatter filled the room, while the musicians on stage tuned their instruments. The air was thick with anticipation, along with the tantalizing aromas wafting from the kitchen. The cook might have been a temperamental person to contend with, but she sure could work magic with a kettle and saucepan. The floral centerpieces also emitted a pleasant scent, mixing with the fragrant perfumes worn by the guests.
I was still searching for my place card when Carrie Tate pulled me aside, anxiety deepening the wrinkles on her face. 
“I have the most dreadful news,” she stage-whispered. “Everything happened so quickly, I didn’t even have time to alert you board members.”
“What is it?” Would she be able to shed some light on the troubling anonymous letter?
“Stuart von Bauer has canceled his appearance. Left us completely in the lurch.”
My mouth fell open. “What? He can’t do that,” I sputtered. “We have a contract.”
“We do. But apparently, he’s taken ill, quite suddenly, and his doctor forbade him to travel, much less work at the camp for the entire season.”
Deep disappointment roiled my stomach, along with concern for the camp. I’d been so looking forward to meeting the illustrious conductor. “Oh, Carrie. And camp’s supposed to start next week. What are you and Michael going to do?” As owners and directors, the responsibility was theirs to make sure the camp ran like a clock, although of course we board members would pitch in where we could.
She glanced distractedly around the room. “We were able to secure a substitute at the last minute. A Mr. Dieter Volkov.” She spoke the name syllable by syllable, as if practicing the pronunciation.
“Dieter Vo-what? Who’s that?”
Carrie wrung her hands. “I was afraid you’d say that. Nobody knows who he is. We only just met him this afternoon, when he arrived on the train. Supposedly, he’s a competent violinist.” She did not sound very confident of this fact.
“Where’d you find him?” Orchestra conductors didn’t materialize out of nowhere. Not in Timber Coulee, anyway.
“When von Bauer’s agent telephoned from New York, he said he was sending this other fellow, who was recommended to him. Michael and I were stuck between a rock and a hard place. We felt we had to accept, under the circumstances. I mean, the gentleman was already on his way here. And where would our orchestra be without a conductor? Plus, the agent lowered his fee.”
My spirits dimmed. “I suppose that was decent of him and all, and I also suppose somebody’s better than nobody, but …” What else could I say? No Stuart von Bauer? I’d been looking forward to meeting him for months! And all those gramophone records I’d invested in for the shop. In my mind’s eye, dollar bills whisked out the front door of Mountain Melodies and blew away down the street. Dollars I could ill afford to lose.
My face must have radiated my disappointment, because Carrie’s lower lip trembled. “I know. He’s a complete unknown without any of the drawing power of a big name. We were counting on von Bauer’s fame to help us pack the auditorium at the grand finale concert.” She took a deep breath. “And yet, it’s a real blessing that this other fellow has stepped up. I mean, how bad could he be? He must be pretty talented, if the agent recommended him. Right? Agents don’t recommend just anyone.”
“True.” Unless they’re worried about collecting their fee. But, who knew, maybe the man would at least prove competent enough to teach and conduct, even if no one had ever heard of him.
“Second,” Carrie continued, “we can afford him. His fee fits into the camp budget better than von Bauer’s did.”
Ah, yes. Money was always a concern. Camp Harmony tried to keep its costs reasonable so young musicians from all walks of life could afford to attend. Hiring someone as prominent as von Bauer had been a special splurge for the Silver Jubilee, not a regular occurrence. To pay a lower fee would ease the financial strain on the camp budget. 
“And third, to be honest, we’d never be able to get anyone else to fill in at the last minute.” Carrie shrugged. “We’d probably have to cancel or cut back on the strings program and have no one at all to conduct the symphony. Beggars can’t be choosers.” Her voice wobbled as if she might burst into tears at any moment. 
Poor Carrie! What she needed in this moment was support, not criticism. And certainly not a discussion of the upsetting letter. That could wait until later.
I forced the corners of my mouth to turn upward. “What else do you know about this Dieter fellow?”
“Not much more than I’ve told you. The agent said he plays with a symphony in Ohio. Oh, and he’s Russian. Apparently, he escaped St. Petersburg in the wake of some kind of violent uprising. So he hasn’t been in the States very long. But surely, he must have talent, because—”
I held up a hand. “I know. Because the agent recommended him.” What was done, was done. “Don’t you worry, Carrie. We’ll be sure to give him a warm Camp Harmony welcome. You can count on us.”
Carrie brightened. “I’m happy to hear you say that, because I’ve seated him next to you at dinner.”
“You’ve what?” Still reeling over the loss
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