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         To my own college friends: Angie Greene Kuchenbecker,


      Barb Ullrich Baumgartner, Jan Shortness Mottaz, and


      Jeanne Mosher Craig.


      Thanks for all the fun and great memories


      from when we were all young and foolish—I mean, idealistic.

      


      Also to Dar Listowski Holle, my traveling companion


      to Europe and Hawaii.


      When we were young and single and carefree.


      And to Connie Brown Piper.


      You’ve always been like a sister to me.


   

      

            Praise for The Women of Manor



      BETTE


      “Lyn Cote weaves a powerful story of love, secrets, betrayal, and passion during the tumultuous years of World War II. Her

         unique blend of storytelling and dynamic characters brings this era of history to life.”

      


      —DiAnn Mills, author of When the Lion Roars


      “Lyn Cote lured me into realistic, gripping, and sometimes heart-wrenching encounters with an era that has left an indelible

         mark on both history and human hearts. BETTE is truly unforgettable.”

      


      —Kathy Herman, author of the Baxter series and A Shred of Evidence


      “Lyn Cote’s craftsmanship shines in BETTE. Her beautiful plotting includes textured settings that jet you around the world

         into the lives of characters so real we think we know them. Add a heroine we can all admire, and once again the ladies of

         Ivy Manor grab hold of your heart and hang on.”

      


      —Lois Richer, author of Shadowed Secrets


      CHLOE


      “Will steal your heart… With her customary high-quality plotting, Lyn Cote has brought to life [a] long overlooked period

         of United States history. Appealing characterizations exemplify the pathos, despair, and courage of post-WWI America.”

      


      —Irene Brand, award-winning author of Where Morning Dawns and The Hills Are Calling

      


      “Like finding the missing piece of a favorite puzzle… What a treasure! A fresh presentation of a world I didn’t know. I loved

         this page-turner!”

      


      —Patt Marr, award-winning author of Angel in Disguise


      “[A] rich journey… Meticulous historical detail and vivid characters… a treat for the reader.”


      —Marta Perry, author of Her Only Hero


      “A romance of epic proportions, absorbing and satisfying, that never lets you forget how the Father takes you just as you

         are and that His love can bring you home from the farthest journey. Cote has written a winner. You will remember this heroine

         long after the final page is turned.”

      


      —Deborah Bedford, author of A Morning Like This and If I Had You


      “A heart-warming tale… A compelling story driven by equally compelling characters”


      —Valerie Hansen, author of Samantha’s Gift


      “Lyn Cote hooked me from the very beginning, then expertly reeled me across the pages… Pages full of romance, suspense, heartbreak,

         forgiveness, acceptance, and, ultimately, a satisfying ending.”

      


      —Sylvia Bambola, author of Waters of Marah and Return to Appleton


      “Lyn Cote’s return to historical fiction is a delight! CHLOE is lyrically written, enhancing a plot that’s teeming with zigs

         and zags. Compelling characters take us on a journey toward happiness reached only by plumbing the depths of despair. This

         one’s a keeper!”

      


      —Lois Richer, author of Shadowed Secrets


   

      

         “Amazing grace, how sweet the sound


      That saved a wretch like me.


      I once was lost, but now I’m found


      Was blind, but now I see.”


      —John Newton


   

      


            The Carlyle Family



      [image: art]


   

      


            PROLOGUE
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      New York City, November 1983


      Through two horrific days and one long night, Leigh Sinclair had held it together. Until an hour after she hugged her little

         girl and watched a doctor give the child a sedative at the hospital and finally, thankfully, brought her here—home to her

         own bed. Then Leigh had fallen apart.

      


      All her self-control dissolved in an instant, and she started shaking and couldn’t stop. Nate had led her from her sleeping

         child into the dark living room. He’d nudged her down onto her sofa. Murmuring, he’d sat down and laid her head against his

         shoulder. And slowly the trembling had ebbed.

      


      Just a few weeks ago, Leigh had only known Nate Gallagher, NYPD detective, professionally. He’d made it clear she interested

         him, but she’d kept him at arm’s length as she did every other man. Then she’d needed him and he’d come through for her. Now

         he stroked her long hair with steady hands, giving her wordless comfort.

      


      “It’s all my fault.” The words flowed out of Leigh’s 

         mouth a second time. Through the crisis, she’d fought voicing this admission, knowing it wouldn’t help, knowing that guilt

         was natural and unavoidable. Yet all the while fearful that someone else—everyone else—would point accusing fingers at her.

      


      Nate said nothing in reply, just continued stroking her hair. In her weakness, she felt the latent strength in his large rough

         hands.

      


      “I’ve always carried so much guilt about Carly,” she whispered. “Not just now. But always.” And I always will.


      Little Carly’s face glowed in Leigh’s mind. Grandma Chloe always said Leigh’s little girl got her looks from Leigh’s grandfather,

         who’d died in World War I. That was because Grandma Chloe had never seen Carly’s father. Carly was the spitting image of her

         father with his fair skin, black hair, and gray eyes.

      


      But Carly had never seen her father, either.


      This fact never stopped gnawing at Leigh. She knew it had created an invisible barrier between her and Carly. Every time she

         looked at her, her daughter’s sober little face—her silent little mouth, those somber eyes that hid every thought—haunted

         Leigh.

      


      “Everything will be okay,” Nate said at last.


      Leigh gazed up at him. His face was guarded by shadow, but the moonlight illuminated the warmth of his auburn hair. She couldn’t

         form words, her mouth paralyzed.

      


      I’ve stood apart from my daughter since she was born. Secrets separate us. Secrets I can’t divulge. Will I never break through

            to her, connect with her heart-to-heart?


   

      


            Part One


   

      


            CHAPTER ONE
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      Maryland, August 24, 1963


      I know why you’re doing this,” Leigh muttered beside her mother, Bette, in their Chevy Impala. Leigh kept her voice low, not

         wanting to upset her five-year-old sister, Dory, who sat in the backseat with a coloring book. “You think if you get me out

         of D.C., I won’t be able to get to Dr. King’s march.”

      


      Her mother made no reply.


      Leigh snapped on the radio, knowing it would annoy Bette. The air between them vibrated with the top-of-the-charts “Heat Wave,”

         the words blurred by the hot wind rushing through the wide open windows.

      


      Still her mother made no response. “I don’t know why you have to act like this,” Leigh muttered louder.


      That was enough to break her mother’s silence. “This is not open for discussion,” Bette said. “You have no idea what may happen

         this Wednesday. Have you forgotten mobs in Alabama clubbing Freedom Riders with baseball bats? I haven’t.”


      

         “This isn’t Alabama,” Leigh snapped. “And Mr. Pitney, the advisor to the school paper, doesn’t think there’ll be any violence.”

      


      “Mr. Pitney is very young and should have better sense, Linda Leigh,” Bette answered back, her voice fierce but low.


      “Don’t call me that name. I hate it.” Hate you. “I go by Leigh now.”

      


      Bette gave a sound of irritation. “Linda Leigh is a perfectly good name.” She paused, obviously trying to control her temper.

         “You’ll spend the last week before school starts at your grandmother’s. And tomorrow, I’m going to call the school and tell

         the principal what I think of a teacher urging his students—my daughter—into harm’s way.”

      


      “I will get back to Washington if I have to hitchhike there.” Leigh stared straight ahead.


      “Why can’t I make you see sense? The march will be dangerous.”


      Martha and the Vandellas sang out husky and loud, “heat wave…” The raucous song evidently finally got to Bette. She snapped

         off the radio. “Why are we listening to that trash?”

      


      “It’s not trash, Mother. It’s rock and roll.”


      Looking out the window at the lush green tobacco fields rolling by, Leigh realized they were almost there, almost to Ivy Manor.

         She folded her bare arms on the open window and set her chin on them, frustration roiling inside her.

      


      “There it is,” Dory piped up from the backseat, sounding the usual joy of coming to Grandmother’s house. “There’s Ivy Manor!”


      As her mother drove up the lane to the large house with white pillars and green ivy, Leigh felt a lift in spite of her frustration.

         Until…

      


      “Maybe Grandmother can make you see sense,” Bette said as she parked and turned the key.


      

         “No one—not even Grandma Chloe—is going to change my mind,” Leigh kept her voice low as her little sister climbed out of the

         backseat.

      


      Her mother ignored her, as usual. Now that they’d stopped and the wind no longer evaporated their perspiration, the humidity

         wrapped around Leigh, smothering her. She felt limp in the heat. Her mother, on the other hand, looked as fresh and collected

         as always. Of course, even when going to the country, her oh-so-proper mother wore a stylish red sundress and chiffon scarf,

         under which her bouffant style had every hair in place. In contrast, Leigh and Dory had dressed sensibly in one of their matching

         outfits that Dory loved so much—blue shorts and white sleeveless blouses with blue collars. The outfit now made Leigh feel

         childish in comparison to her mother.

      


      Her insides still churning at highway speed, Leigh got out and slammed the car door, eliciting a world-weary sigh from Bette,

         who scolded her with a look for slamming the door. Leigh felt like going back and slamming it again. But she couldn’t give

         in to childish anger. Instead, her ponytail swishing against her shoulders, she ran ahead, overtaking her sister, calling

         for her grandmother. Then Leigh heard the voice she loved best, summoning them to the shaded and screened summer house on

         the back lawn.

      


      With Dory right at her heels, Leigh whipped inside the summer house and flew straight into Grandma Chloe’s arms. Dory was

         right beside her, and they hugged Chloe together. Chloe wasn’t overweight and she didn’t rinse her gray hair blue or tease

         it like other grandmothers did. And she always smelled subtly of roses. The fragrance enveloped Leigh, giving her a sudden

         feeling of ease. Grandma Chloe would set everything right.

      


      “Leigh, Dory, how wonderful to see you.” Chloe kissed 

         their foreheads and cheeks before releasing them. She rose then and reached for their mother. The two older women hugged.

         “Bette, honey, of course I’m happy to see you, but what’s come up so suddenly?” Dressed in a cool, sleeveless lavender-print

         sundress, Chloe eased back onto the wicker rocker. Dory took her usual place, perching on one of its wide, curved arms.

      


      With another sigh, Bette sat down on a white Adirondack chair. “I hope you can put up with these two girls for the rest of

         the week.”

      


      “No!” Leigh fired up, vaguely aware of her grandmother’s surprised look. “Grandma, Mr. Pitney, my journalism teacher, said

         that the one of us who writes the best first-person account of the march on Washington will be the new editor of the Scribe this year.” 

      


      “Your safety is more important than an article in a school paper,” Bette snapped.


      “Grandma, she’s treating me like a baby again.” Leigh pictured Mr. Pitney’s face in her mind. He’d said the newspaper staff

         could call him Lance when they were working on the school paper. Mr. Pitney looked like a Lance—tall, young, with golden hair

         and a cool mustache. “I’m old enough to go to a public place alone. I’ve been to Lincoln’s Memorial a zillion times.”

      


      “Mother,” Bette raised her voice, “would you please talk some sense into this girl’s head? President Kennedy tried to persuade

         Martin Luther King Jr. to cancel—”

      


      “Nothing’s going to happen!” Leigh’s hands tightened into fists. Her mother never took her seriously. Lance did. He didn’t

         treat her like she was just another teenager. “It’s going to be a peaceful demonstration. Dr. King believes in nonviolent

         protest—”

      


      “Well, the KKK doesn’t,” Bette declared flatly. “The po

         lice in Washington and the surrounding counties in Virginia have had all leaves cancelled. The Justice Department and the

         army are practicing riot control—”

      


      “Stop it,” Leigh snapped, imagining the appreciative look on Lance’s face when he read her account of the march. “Nothing’s

         going to happen.”

      


      Chloe looked back and forth between her daughter and granddaughter with a look of growing distress.


      “That’s enough, young lady,” Bette ordered.


      “But,” Leigh began. Dory hid her face against Chloe’s slender shoulder, bringing Leigh’s words to an abrupt stop. She sighed.


      “Sorry, ladybug,” she apologized to her little sister with her favorite endearment.


      “I don’t like arguments, and don’t speak disrespectfully to your mother, Leigh,” Chloe scolded gently, rocking while patting

         Dory’s head.

      


      Leigh flushed, feeling warmth suffuse her face and neck. “Sorry.” Her little sister looked upset, but their mother had involved

         her in this. Leigh hadn’t.

      


      “The KKK will not let this go by without reacting,” Bette continued in a calmer voice. “They gunned down Medgar Evers on his

         own front porch just two months ago. What if one of them decides to shoot Dr. King right in the middle of the march? It would

         be chaos. Leigh could be trampled—”

      


      “This is Washington, D.C., not Mississippi.” Leigh felt her tenuous hold on her temper begin to fray. She could not lose this battle. She’d die if Mary

         Beth Hunninger got the editor’s job. Mary Beth was “the girl” on campus at St. Agnes Girls Academy—runner on the track team,

         National Honor Society president last year, and now she wanted to horn in on the Scribe.


      “Why does everybody got to be so mad?” Dory’s small 

         voice asked. “Make them stop fighting, Grandma.” Again, Dory buried her face in their grandmother’s shoulder.

      


      “I’ll do what I can, ladybug.” Chloe smoothed back Dory’s dark bangs and then tightened the little girl’s ponytail. “Now,

         if I have this correct, Bette, you want me to keep your girls here at Ivy Manor this last week before school starts so that

         they will be out of Washington, away from Dr. King’s march, right? And Leigh, you want to go to the march and write an article

         about it for school?”

      


      Leigh stood in the center of the screened octagonal room, tension zinging through her.


      Chloe sighed. “I hate being put into the middle like this, Bette.”


      Leigh stood her ground. Surely Grandma Chloe wouldn’t side with her mother. She couldn’t.


      Bette rubbed her forehead. “I know, but for some reason whatever I say, my daughter always does the opposite.”


      That wasn’t true. Leigh folded her arms and glared at her mother.


      “What does Ted say?” Chloe asked.


      Bette humphed. “He says he won’t get into it.”


      Chloe nodded and continued to stroke Dory’s hair. “Well, only because you asked me, I’ll tell you what I think. You’re both

         right. Dr. King plans this to be a non-violent protest. But there’s always a possibility of violence whenever any very large

         group of people gets together.”

      


      Bette nodded and murmured a satisfied, “I know.”


      Leigh frowned at her grandmother.


      “They’re preparing for at least one hundred thousand,” Bette declared. “Apart from the KKK barging in with baseball bats,

         just a crowd of that size… Anything could happen to Leigh.”

      


      

         Sensing defeat, Leigh flung herself down into a wicker chair with a sound of disgust.

      


      “Why is reporting on this march so important to you, Leigh?” Chloe asked.


      Leigh frowned. That was easy. She couldn’t bear to think of having to take direction from Mary Beth,her rival ever since Leigh had started at St. Agnes in the ninth grade. “Grandma, I’ve worked hard on the Scribe the last two years. I can’t let… someone else get the editor job.” I’m going no matter what you say or do, Mother.


      “Your mother’s fears about possible violence aren’t exaggerated.” Chloe rocked back and forth gently. She picked up a strand

         of Dory’s ponytail and tickled the little girl’s nose with its end, making her smile. “Even Dr. King is afraid that they may

         be met with resistance from white supremacists.”

      


      Leigh looked down at her lap, fisting her hands. No. No.


      Bette sat up, looking relieved. “So you’ll keep Dory and Leigh for the rest of the week?”


      Leigh could defy her mother, but not her grandmother. She recognized this, but couldn’t explain it. She blinked back frustrated

         tears. Defeat tasted bitter. This can’t be happening.


      “Bette, while I agree to some extent with what you’ve said,” Chloe continued, “I can’t do what you want me to do.”


      Leigh’s head snapped up to see her grandmother’s face.


      Bette leaned forward. “Why not?”


      Chloe met their eyes. “Because I’m going to attend the march myself.”


   

      


            CHAPTER TWO
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      Shocked silence reigned in the summer house. Then Leigh squealed, “Grandma, we can go together! This is so cool!” She leaped

         to her feet and ran to hug Chloe.

      


      “ Mother”Bette opened her mouth and babbled, “have you lost your mind?”

      


      “Bette, I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to worry you.” Chloe let Leigh hug her and then pushed her to go back to her

         seat. “But your stepfather and I discussed it, and we’ve decided to go and show our support for civil rights. You know we’ve

         been hoping and praying for the end of Jim Crow since before you were born.”

      


      “But to actually attend a march, Mother.”Bette stared at her, her mouth still open.

      


      “You can’t stop me from going now,” Leigh declared. “Not if Grandma and Grandpa are going.”


      Bette’s gaze went from her mother to her daughter’s, and then sharpened. “You are still my daughter,” she stated firmly. “And

         you will not—”

      


      The sound of a car horn blaring from the drive interrupted the conversation.


      

         Chloe stood up, joy flashing over her face. “They’re here!” She hurried out of the summer house, nearly running toward the

         front of the house, calling, “Minnie! Minnie!”

      


      With open arms, an older Negro woman met Chloe in the drive. They crashed together—hugging, laughing, weeping. Leigh stood

         back, wondering who this woman was and why she was so special to her grandmother. And did any of this have anything to do

         with Wednesday’s march?

      


      Leigh couldn’t take it all in. That evening, the white-linen-covered dining room table at Ivy Manor was crowded with family—her

         own, including her stepfather (who’d arrived just as they sat down), her grandparents, and three strangers. At least strangers

         Leigh had heard of but never met. These were Mrs. Minnie Dawson (whose stage name was Mimi Carlyle), her husband, Frank Dawson,

         and their grandson, Frank Dawson III, who had been away in college. In her late eighties, Minnie’s frail mother, Jerusha—who’d

         still been the housekeeper at Ivy Manor when Leigh was a little girl—had also joined them.

      


      Minnie was very attractive for her age—she had a nice figure and was well-dressed, with only a touch of gray in her hair.

         Her husband matched her in good looks and fashionable clothing, as did their grandson.

      


      While this wasn’t the first time Leigh had seen Negroes sit at her grandmother’s table, Leigh sensed these strangers were

         different… special. Chloe and Minnie kept touching hands, grinning at each other and wiping away tears with embroidered hankies.

         From their conversation, Leigh understood this wasn’t a reunion of two friends long separated. Her grandmother and Minnie

         talked of visits over the years. But the visits had apparently been in New York City rather than 

         at Ivy Manor. The tears, the auspicious quality of the moment, came from Minnie’s long-awaited homecoming—after having spent

         nearly fifty years away.

      


      Leigh listened with avid interest to Chloe’s explanation that Minnie and she had grown up together at Ivy Manor and had gone

         off to New York City in 1917. Minnie had ended up as an actress there. It sounded like a story from a book, but the truth

         was sitting here right in front of her.

      


      Delighting in the history lesson, Leigh asked several questions. After a while, though, she noticed Minnie’s grandson, whom

         they called “Frank Three,” glancing her way a few times, looking amused. Something about his looks made her feel very young

         and even gawky. Embarrassed, she curtailed her comments, answering just yes and no to questions sent her way. This was not

         like herself at all, especially here at Ivy Manor.

      


      After a dinner that passed with laughter and much banter (some of which Leigh didn’t fully understand), she was sent upstairs

         to put Dory to bed. She kept the door to the hallway open as she tucked her sister into the trundle bed for the night. Snatches

         of conversation floated up to her.

      


      “I’ll never forget the first time we saw you on the stage.” That from her grandfather Roarke, she assumed, to Minnie.


      “Oh Bette, I loved picking out your prom dress.” That from Minnie. Why did Minnie pick my mother’s prom dress?


      “I can’t believe I’m really here.” That from Minnie, repeated one more time. “And sitting at the dining room table.” She chuckled.

         “Chloe, what would your parents say if they could see us now?”

      


      Leigh heard her grandmother laugh amid the sounds of everyone rising to go sit out in the summer house. But she missed the

         rest of Chloe’s response because Dory interrupted Leigh’s eavesdropping, reminding her primly she hadn’t said 

         her prayers. Leigh performed the nightly ritual, concluded with hugs and kisses, and then left her sister. She knew the younger

         girl would get right up and sit at the window watching and listening to the night sounds and the conversation below. She didn’t

         blame her. The day had turned out so much differently than Leigh could have predicted.

      


      She walked down the front hallway stairs. With everyone outside, the house felt empty and silent. Leigh decided to use the

         front door and strolled outside, somehow hesitant to join the adults. Although she’d enjoyed the dinner conversation, hearing

         facts she’d never known about her grandmother’s life and from strangers had struck her as… odd. It pressed her to change how

         she’d thought of her grandmother, as a woman without a past. Why hadn’t I ever thought of Grandma Chloe as young?


      Outside, twilight had taken over the sky in blazing pink and bronze layers and a watermelon-red sun hung suspended just behind

         the silhouetted tree tops. As she walked down the side of the house, she glimpsed Frank Three standing near the line of poplars

         along the drive. His skin was the color of coffee with cream; he was tall, lean, and good-looking. He’d shed his sports coat,

         and his starched white shirt glowed in the dusky light. Her own casual shorts and blouse made her feel at a disadvantage.

         Wishing she were wearing something more elegant, like his grandmother’s white Chanel sheath, she halted, uncertain of approaching

         him, uncertain of her welcome.

      


      With a nod, he acknowledged her. In fact, he appeared to have been waiting for her and now he motioned her to come to him.


      She sucked in a breath. Anywhere but here at Ivy Manor, a conversation between Frank and her would be dangerous, especially

         to him. But here he was, the grandson of her grand

         mother’s oldest friend, a welcomed guest. Leigh considered this, gathering her courage. Then she tossed her head, shaking

         off her fears. This wasn’t 1917. Her hands clasped behind her, through the growing shadows, she sauntered toward him and onto

         shaky ground. “Hi,” she murmured with what she hoped was the right amount of friendliness.

      


      “Hi.” He grinned. Then he nodded toward the summer house, where conversation and light laughter continued. “I don’t feel up

         to any more ‘do-you-remembers.’ Why don’t we take a walk? There’s a river near here, isn’t there?”

      


      Leigh tingled with uneasiness. In spite of the twin protections here of privacy and family, speaking to Frank challenged her

         to cross more than one line. He was older than she, and she’d never talked to a Negro boy before and certainly never alone.

         But then, attending an all-girls school meant that she rarely spoke to white boys either, and also never alone. It was his

         color, though, that heightened her reaction to him, to the situation. She felt awkward and yet she also felt daring. Speaking

         to a Negro boy carried many possible consequences. Or was she just prejudiced?

      


      This thought struck her then with blinding force. She’d wanted to go to Dr. King’s march on Wednesday, but she realized now

         she’d intended to go only as an observer, not a participant. Until this moment, civil rights had been abstract to her. It

         hadn’t been to her grandmother. She and Minnie had grown up here together; they’d helped each other break away from Ivy Manor.

         And now they were planning to march together on Wednesday as they had back in 1917.

      


      What did this Negro college boy think of the reunion between their grandmothers? Why was he daring her to step out of her

         place and his?

      


      “Meeting you, your family… This is really weird,” he 

         murmured. “Isn’t it?” He glanced in the direction of the voices. “Maybe we should just go to the summer house?”

      


      His uncertainty matching hers made the difference. She felt the tension inside her loosen. She straightened. “You got that

         right,” she whispered and gave him a smile. “The creek’s this way.” She led him down the rutted dirt lane toward the nearby

         wide creek that fed the Patuxent River farther downstream. As they walked, she realized that until that moment she’d thought

         of him as just a boy. But he wasn’t like the other boys she met. For the first time, she realized, she was alone in the company

         of a young man.This was unusual enough without anything else added. Waves of reaction to his alien masculinity flowed through her. She hoped

         she wouldn’t do or say anything stupid and embarrass herself.

      


      “I had planned to attend King’s civil rights march with a couple of college buddies,” Frank spoke casually as if they weren’t

         really strangers, “but then my grandmother said no, to come with them. And then one buddy got drafted and the other got a

         job.”

      


      Frank’s easy conversation helped Leigh get a feel for him, helped her relax more. “You’re in college?” she asked.


      “Just graduated. I completed a B.S. in mechanical engineering from NYU.”


      Frank was even older than she’d thought. “Congratulations,” she said automatically.


      “Where are you drudging away?” Frank kicked a stone with the polished toe of his brown shoe.


      Leigh hated to admit to still being in high school, but he’d know she was younger than he. “I’m a junior at St. Agnes, a girl’s

         school in the D.C. area.”

      


      “Really? I thought you’d be starting college by now.”


      Leigh flushed with pleasure.


      

         “So you want to go to the march, but your parents, especially your mother, don’t want you to?” he asked lightly.

      


      “How did you guess that?” Leigh stared up at him as they passed under the tall, tangled oaks, stretching over the lane. The

         argument over the march had not been referred to at the dinner table.

      


      “Your mother has a very expressive face.” He chuckled. “Every time the march was mentioned she frowned—usually at you.”

      


      “Oh.” Leigh didn’t want him to get the wrong impression. “Mother isn’t against civil rights. She just doesn’t—”


      “Doesn’t want her daughter in a march,” Frank cut in. “My father was the same way when I decided to go south and join a sit-in

         at a lunch counter in South Carolina.”

      


      Leigh took in her next breath sharply. Stark black-and-white newspaper photographs of the incidents flooded her. “You did

         that?” How did you have the courage?


      “Yeah, two summers ago, right after my sophomore year. My father, Frank Two, was afraid I’d get arrested and have that blot

         on my record to dog me the rest of my life.”

      


      As they neared the creek, she picked her way over the ruts, patches of grass, and tree roots with care and chose her words

         the same way. “Did you get arrested?”

      


      “Yes, twice.” He shrugged. “But it was just a misdemeanor charge, like a parking ticket. No big deal.”


      He must think the controversy over whether I can go to the march is lame.Although she was impressed by his courage, Leigh didn’t think she should remark about it. His casual attitude had set up the

         way he expected her to react. “You’re lucky,” she said. “You’re older and male. You can get away with… going against your

         parents. I’m afraid I’m going to miss the march.”

      


      With one hand, Frank batted a floating swarm of gnats 

         away from his face. “Maybe your grandparents can persuade your mother to let you go with them.”

      


      “Maybe,” she replied without conviction.


      They arrived at the stream, which was edged by weeping willows, maples, and brush. Frogs bellowed back and forth. The stream

         rippled in the twilight, reflecting the gold, pink, and red sinking sun behind them.

      


      Frank took one of the weeping-willow whips in his hand, running it through his palm. “My grandmother has never been back here

         since she left in 1917. I’ve heard about Ivy Manor all my life, but I never thought I’d be here.” He glanced over his shoulder

         at the distant lights from the house.

      


      “Really? I love it.” Leigh mimicked Frank and tugged at a willow whip, feeling the long slender leaves and smooth bark rasp

         across her palm. “Grandma Chloe and my other grandmother, who lives nearby, always have us—Dory and me—stay for most of the

         summer. And we visit often.”

      


      “You don’t know, do you?” Frank asked, releasing the willow branch, which snapped back into place. He turned to face her.

         The low light illuminated his face, making his large black eyes glimmer. She nearly took a step backward.

      


      “Know what?”


      “Know that Minnie was your grandmother’s maid?”


      “Well, I suppose that makes sense.” She tickled the underside of her chin with the end of the willow, wondering why he’d brought

         this up. “I mean, it was the World War I era, wasn’t it?”

      


      “And did you know that my great-great-grandmother was your grandmother’s mammy?”He said the final word with a disdainful twist, like a taunt.

      


      Leigh tried to follow the connection through what she knew of Ivy Manor and her grandmother. Was he trying to 

         make her uncomfortable? “You mean Aunt Jerusha’s mother?”

      


      “Yes.” He gave a sudden twitch and batted away a mosquito.


      She looked down at her open-toed sandals, at the white pearl Maybelline nail polish her mom hated. What was he trying to get

         from her? She challenged him with a grin. “When I was a little girl, Aunt Jerusha made the best sticky buns.”

      


      Allowing the moment to lighten, Frank laughed. “She did. She made them for us when she came up to New York to visit us. But

         it’s interesting you called her Aunt Jerusha. That form of address goes back to slavery, too, you know.”

      


      Finally, Leigh processed the other part of his original statement. She cocked her head toward him. “A mammy? You mean like

         in Gone with the Wind?”She’d seen this 1939 film classic in 1960 when it had re-released in theaters.

      


      “Well, I hate to give any credibility to a movie that portrayed Negroes as preferring slavery to freedom, but yes. Haven’t

         you ever realized that the Carlyle family, your mother’s family, owned slaves? In fact, owned my ancestors?”

      


      Leigh felt her mouth open but no words came. The willow whip slid from her fingers, bouncing away from her. Finally, she said,

         “But Grandmother’s not like that.” I’m not like that.


      “Well, I’m not talking about your grandmother. I’m talking about your ancestors. Maryland wasn’t in the Confederacy, but it

         was a slave state.” Frank’s tone was merely conversational. He wasn’t giving her any hint of what he might think about this.

      


      “I know that.” I just never thought of my family as slaveholders. “Are you sure?” For something to do with her hands, she tightened her ponytail by pulling on its ends.

      


      “Both my grandmother’s family name and your grand

         mother’s family name was Carlyle. That tells the story.” He took a few steps and leaned a shoulder against a venerable wide

         oak. “Slaves usually took the name of their masters at the time of emancipation. It also means that we’re probably related

         by blood, too.”

      


      Leigh couldn’t believe that this young Negro man was standing here telling her these things as if it were common knowledge.

         Did everyone else know these things about her family history? Was she the only ignorant one? What else don’t I know?


      “Have I shocked you?” he teased, grinning.


      “I think you wanted to shock me.” The words came out without forethought. “I’ve never had a conversation like this before.”


      He chuckled. “You’re not a kid. Though I think you have a mother who overprotects you. The next time you’re alone with your

         grandmother, ask her. I’m sure she’ll tell you the truth.”

      


      His affirmation that she wasn’t a kid and could be trusted to hear such things heartened her. But was he telling her the truth?

         “Why didn’t Aunt Jerusha ever say anything to me?”

      


      “Probably for the reason you gave earlier—you’re a young white girl and must be protected from the harsh realities of life

         and history.” Turning, he rested his head against the trunk, facing her fully.

      


      The same irritation that she’d felt on the way there that day flushed hot in her stomach. “I don’t want to be protected.”


      “Ah, you may say that—” He lifted one eyebrow in the lowering light. “—but I’ve been unprotected, and it’s not fun.”


      When had he been unprotected? She thought over his 

         words and he gave her time, just watching her. “You mean when you were sitting-in?” she asked finally, hesitantly.

      


      “I do indeed. You see, I hadn’t realized how much I’d always been hedged in by money, my professional-level family, and living

         up north where discrimination is more subtle. But two minutes sitting at an all-white lunch counter in South Carolina stripped

         all that away from me.” His voice firmed, hardened. “People bumped me, struck me from behind, cursed me, aimed catsup down

         my collar. And then I was dragged, and I do mean dragged,off to jail. If that doesn’t humble you, nothing in this world will.”

      


      Leigh felt as well as heard the passion seeping into and through his words. Before they’d just been talking about history.

         Now this young man was revealing himself to her. It was almost as if he were warning her. But of what? “But you went back?”

      


      “Yes, I went back the next day and the next.” His voice had a fierce edge now. “It both humbled me and gave me a hint of what

         my ancestors had endured for centuries—what I’d been shielded from—and that made me angry. That made me determined. I’m going to live life on my terms or not at all.”

      


      Leigh felt his last words burn through her, searing her deep inside. “That’s what I want,” she murmured.


      He chuckled gruffly. “Well, don’t we all?”


      Why was he telling her all this? Was there a secret or hidden message, or was he just telling her things he wouldn’t reveal

         to someone in his everyday life? She’d experienced that before, often when riding the bus in Washington, when strangers, often

         tourists, had for some unknown reason told her their life stories. Was this a case of that? “I want the same thing. I want

         to live life on my own terms.”

      


      “You come by it honest.” He moved to stand in front of 

         her. “Your grandmother ran away with my grandmother to the big bad city. If you think you’re overprotected, just think how

         your grandmother lived.”

      


      She sensed his nearness in two ways. Physically, she tingled with awareness of him. In her heart, she thought he might be

         wondering why’d he talked so much, why he’d opened himself to her, too. But Leigh didn’t put any of this into words. Again,

         he’d set the tone. They were two adults speaking. So she skimmed over everything and made the expected reply. “You’re right.

         And if she can do it, I can, too.”

      


      “And remember, you’re not alone. I don’t do what my parents want, either.” He grinned suddenly. “They all think they know

         what’s best for us. My parents are upset that I haven’t enrolled in law school or graduate school yet. They’re afraid I’ll

         get drafted if I’m not a full-time student. But I don’t want to get my masters’ degree now or even a law degree. I haven’t

         decided—”

      


      “Leigh!” her stepfather called through the falling night. “Leigh, are you with young Frank? Your Uncle Thompson and his family

         are here.”

      


      “Yes,” Frank answered for them, “we’re coming.” Frank leaned close. “Let’s go back. We should have remembered,” he taunted,

         “that even here at Ivy Manor we’d need a chaper-one.

      


      She made a sound of irritation. Maybe that’s what had really nudged her into sharing this private time. She didn’t doubt that

         her mother had sent her stepfather to find her, to keep her within her mother’s bounds.

      


      He leaned close to her ear. “I’ll do what I can to see that you get to the march.”


      Leigh didn’t have a chance to respond because suddenly her stepfather was there, holding out his hand to her. She and Frank

         obediently joined their families in the summer house. 

         But Leigh barely paid attention to what was being said. Frank’s conversation kept going around and around in her mind. What

         did he mean about helping her? What could he do to get her to Washington on Wednesday?

      


      Wednesday, August 28, 1963


      It was barely morning, and Leigh couldn’t believe her eyes or ears. On Sunday evening, her parents had driven home to jobs

         in northern Virginia. Leigh and Dory had been moved—with Chloe’s apologies—from Ivy Manor to their Grandmother Sinclair’s

         home… for safekeeping. Chloe would not go against Bette, so Grandma Sinclair would take them for the week. Last night, Leigh

         had nearly burst into tears with frustration. How could she get away from Grandma Sinclair’s home? It was impossible.

      


      Then today’s dawn had seeped in through the sheer yellow curtains and Leigh had heard something at her second-story window—pebbles

         hitting the glass. She looked down to see Frank, who was motioning her to come. She leaned over the sill and heard his murmur,

         “Get dressed, write a note so you don’t worry everyone, and come on. We have to get going.”

      


      It hit her then. Frank was keeping his promise. He was going to take her to D.C. Equal amounts of guilt and excitement overwhelmed

         her momentarily. Then she nodded vigorously and pulled back inside. Within minutes, thinking of the heat but also of the possibility

         of sunburn, she dressed in blue pedal pushers and a blue-and-white sailor blouse. She scratched a hasty note to Grandmother

         Sinclair, slipped her small white pocketbook into her pocket, and tiptoed down the stairs.

      


      

         Outside the day was bright and pleasant, but with a heavy feeling, promising to be another sweltering day. Her heart did flip-flops

         in her chest. Immediately, she glimpsed Frank’s grandparents’ silver Buick up the road, partially concealed by a knot of pines.

         She ran down the drive straight to the car.

      


      Standing by the car, Frank put out a cigarette, mashing it underfoot. He was wearing a summer-weight suit of tan. He smiled

         at her and opened the car door. “Ready?”

      


      “You’re taking me? You mean it?” Delicious freedom swelled inside her.


      “Get in.” He ushered her into the passenger seat, then started the car and drove off, quiet and slow.


      “How did you manage it?” Leigh asked, irresistible excitement bubbling up inside her.


      “I told my grandparents that I wanted to go ahead. I had a friend I’d promised to pick up. They’re all taking the train in.

         But you and I are going to drive to the outskirts of D.C., park, and take the bus or subway to the Lincoln Memorial.”

      


      “Cool. This is so cool.” Leigh almost bounced on the seat.


      Frank laughed out loud. “This day is all about freedom, and I decided you shouldn’t be cheated out of yours. Besides, this

         year is the centennial of the Emancipation Proclamation, and I decided that our attending the march together is too symbolic

         to miss.”

      


      “You mean because my family owned your family in 1863?” These words still made her feel strange. It was hard to say them aloud.


      “Exactly. Our grandmothers made their escape from Ivy Manor forty-six years ago, and it changed their lives. Maybe our running

         away together today will have a similar effect on our own lives.”

      


      Leigh turned and studied him. He was treating her like an 

         equal—like she wasn’t just a sixteen-year-old girl. She thought suddenly about Mr. Pitney—Lanee—and compared the two men.

         The contrast was easy to detect. Frank had a confidence that seemed limitless, but he didn’t preen or call attention to himself

         like Lance did, always running his fingers through his bangs. She wanted to tell Frank this, but thought it might sound too

         silly and was too involved to explain.

      


      “So what do you think?” he asked.


      “I think you’re wonderful,” she blurted out and then blushed hot crimson.


      Frank roared with laughter. “You’re easily impressed. And I like that.” He grinned at her. “How about some music?” he switched

         on the radio and Bobby Vinton crooned, “Bluuue vel—vet.” “I don’t think so. Let’s have some rhythm and blues.” He punched

         another station in and The Chiffons sang out, “One fine daaaaay.”

      


      Leigh let the lilting music flow through her, lifting her spirits and making her even more aware of Frank sitting so close,

         driving them to the march so effortlessly. He’d helped her find a way; he’d done the impossible, and this was her “One Fine

         Day.”

      


      But the Chiffons singing about how someday he’d want her for his girl left her suddenly tongue tied. This wasn’t a date in

         any way, but it felt odd being alone with Frank. It’s just because I never talk to guys. That’s why I feel funny.


      Determined to keep any evidence of this immaturity undercover, she settled back and watched the green fields, houses, and

         lush trees pass by.

      


      “You’re uncomfortable with me, aren’t you?”


      How did he always know what she was thinking? “No,” she said quickly, too quickly. Then, more slowly, “Yes.”


      He nodded. “I had to make myself come and get you today.”


      

         “You did?” She wondered if he would tell her why. But why bring it up if he wasn’t going to?

      


      “Yes. I know your grandparents won’t be shocked at your going with me, but I don’t think your mother would like you to spend

         the day with me.” He went on before she could comment on this, “And I didn’t like telling my grandparents a half truth. I

         mean, I consider you a friend, but—”

      


      “Me, too,” she interrupted him. “I just never had a friend who was a guy.” She blushed.


      “Or one that wasn’t white?” Again he went on, not letting her speak. “I’m glad you noticed I wasn’t wearing a skirt.” He smiled

         again. “What I mean is when I told them I was meeting a friend, they had no inkling that you were the friend. That’s why I

         feel guilty.”

      


      She was relieved that he hadn’t pressed her on whether she’d ever had a friend who wasn’t white. Because, of course, she hadn’t.

         But again she followed his lead and responded to his concern over deceiving their parents. “I understand. My parents will

         be unhappy with me—”

      


      “Right. I wondered if I should encourage, actually enable, you to defy your parents. But I finally decided that this day is

         history-in-the-making and that you shouldn’t be shut out. And if there is any violence, I’ll make sure you get out safely”

      


      “I don’t think there’s going to be any violence,” she said, trying to match his confidence. She sat up straighten


      He gave her a sidelong glance. “And your basis for that statement is what, Miss Sinclair?”


      She chewed her lip, thinking. The radio began playing, “Blueberry Hill.” Frank didn’t hurry her; he just drove on one-handed,

         humming to the melody. “I think it’s the numbers,” she said at last. “And the fact that it’s taking place in Washington, D.C.,

         and there will be TV stations covering it. Does that make sense?”

      


      

         “I’m impressed. Very perceptive. Leigh Sinclair, you’re nobody’s fool.”

      


      Leigh sizzled from head to toe with pleasure and a touch of embarrassment. “Well, I gave the KKK a lot of thought. But I don’t

         think the Klan will do anything today. They always operate at night and with their members masked. They don’t want the light

         of day and the light of a television camera to expose their… hatred and evil. They try to make it sound and look like segregation

         is good for the south.”

      


      “Did you know that the Klan once burned a cross on your grandmother’s lawn?” Frank turned onto the highway to D.C. and merged

         into heavy traffic.

      


      “What?” Why did no one tell her the good stuff about her own family? “When?”


      “It happened before World War II.”


      “Why?” Even as she asked, she tried to come up with a reason.


      “Your grandparents took in a German immigrant girl who was Jewish—”
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