Chapter 33

Camille slept during the drive back to East Goodland. The combination

of wine, outdoor exercise, and the stress of revealing her secret had simply

knocked her out. She stirred as the tires crunched over the gravel driveway

that led up to her modest white Cape Cod.

“Are we home?” she asked, her voice infused with sleep.

“Yup.”

I smiled in her direction and pulled up the parking brake.

“What time is it?” she asked, still confused.

“It’s about eight.”

Raising the back of her seat, she rubbed her eyes.

“I can’t believe I slept through the whole ride. I’m sorry, Gus. Not very

good company, huh?”

She smiled ruefully as she opened the car door. The remnants of her

confession still lingered in the air between us, cloaking her in sadness. It

pulled at my heart.

“Not to worry, my love. I had fun watching you sleep. You made the

cutest little faces all the way home.”

An embarrassed laugh burst from her lips. She shook her head and stuck

out her tongue at me, then got out of the SUV and started to collect her

drawings, antique book, and paperweights. For a moment, I was afraid that

she would cross the thin border between laughter and tears, but she

maintained control and walked around to the back of the car. She leaned

against it as she watched me mix and match the wine from three cases. As I

lifted one of the boxes to carry into her house, she closed the car door and

said, “Hey! We never stopped back at that last antique store, did we?!”

I shook my head and smiled at her.

“Next time, sweetheart. It’ll be a good excuse to go back there, won’t it?”

She unlocked the front door and held it for me as I maneuvered the carton

through the doorway. As I walked toward the kitchen, a sensation of unease

trickled down my spine.

It was too quiet. Something was wrong.

Camille pulled her keys from the front door and joined me in the kitchen.

“Boris! I’m home, baby. C’mon out!”

She turned to me, smiling, “Poor little guy, I’ll bet he really has to go!”

The house was still. Ginger hopped down from her perch on top of the

refrigerator and meowed loudly, reaching up on her hind legs to stretch her

paws up to the counter.

Camille asked, “Where is that little monkey? He must be sleeping. Oh,

Ginger, are you hungry, girl?”

As she opened a small can of tuna-flavored cat food for Ginger, I offered

to look for Boris. As I looked unsuccessfully around the first floor, I realized

that my feelings of unrest stemmed from the fact that I’d never walked

through Camille’s doorway without Boris’ sharp, welcoming bark.

As I passed through the dining room, one of the sheer curtains billowed

from the window. I walked over to shut the window and stopped in my

tracks. Broken shards of glass covered the floor. The window was raised and

the screen was missing.

“Camille? Come here for a minute, Honey,” I whispered urgently.

I wondered if the intruder might still be in the house.

“Did you find Boris?” she asked, as she walked through the doorway.

She gasped and raised her hand to her mouth when I pointed toward the

broken window. She looked around nervously behind her and skittered over

to me.

“Someone broke in?” she asked. She drew in her breath sharply and

looked up at me, whispering, “Do you think they’re gone?”

“Probably,” I answered, “but why don’t you call the police while I

double-check the house? See if you can get Joe out here.”

As Camille dialed the police station, I looked around for a weapon. Her

fireplace utensils were decorative and scarcely heavy enough to use in selfdefense.

I carefully opened the foyer closet door, looking for both the

intruder and something that could be used as a bludgeon. I nearly jumped out

of my skin when Camille walked up behind me and placed her hand on my

shoulder as I peered into the closet. I muffled my embarrassed laugh with my

hand.

“Gheez, Camille! You almost gave me a heart attack.”

“I’m sorry, Honey,” she whispered, “I didn’t mean to sneak up on you.”

I poked my head back into the closet, looking for the light switch.

“I’m looking for something to use— in case—like a baseball bat,” I

murmured.

She reached around me into the side of the closet.

 “Here. Use one of Greg’s old golf clubs. I guarantee you, it can knock a

person out.”

As I closed my hand around the iron, I grimaced as I thought of the

torment she had endured at the hands her ex-husband. Camille followed two

steps behind me as I examined each room, fearful to be left behind in case the

burglar popped out from a concealed location.

The house was empty. Joe Russell arrived within twenty minutes, dressed

in weekend attire. I felt guilty as I realized that it was Saturday evening and

that Joe had probably been relaxing at home. Adam Knapp pulled up in his

cruiser seconds later and they approached the house together cautiously,

hands positioned on the butts of their revolvers. I opened the door and waved

them inside.

“What’s going on here, Gus? Is Camille all right?” Joe boomed as he

marched up the front steps.

“Someone broke in,” I said.

“Are you sure they’re gone?” he asked.

I nodded, “Pretty sure. We checked the first and second floor and didn’t

see anyone.”

Adam took his flashlight and expanded the search into the cellar. Joe

followed me into the dining room and looked at the glass on the floor beneath

the window, shaking his head.

“Any valuables missing? Have you had a chance to look around?”

“Yeah, Joe. We did. We found some items missing. Come sit down at the

table and I’ll give you the details.”

I motioned for Joe to follow me into the kitchen. As we walked, he pulled

a stubby pencil and steno pad out of his jacket pocket.

Camille sat at the kitchen table with her head buried in her arms. Her

shoulders shook. Joe looked at her with concern.

“They took a few pieces of Camille’s clothing,” I said quietly. “There

were some, ah, underclothes that had been hanging on the shower rod.”

Joe grimaced and started to write down the particulars. He looked up as

I said, “But Joe, the weirdest thing is that they took her dog. They took

Boris.”

Joe looked dubious, and turned to Camille.

“Are you sure he didn’t just slip out the door, Camille?”

She raised her head and nodded a tear-stained face in his direction. I

answered for her.

“We looked, Joe. All around the house. He’s not a wandering type; he’s

a housedog. He would’ve come back up onto the steps if he got out.”

Adam returned from the basement and walked around the house, making

careful observations. He determined that the intruder must have entered

through the broken window, and exited through the kitchen door that had

been unlocked from the inside.

Missing were a white silk slip, two pairs of pantyhose, several additional

pairs of intimate clothing, and one mini-dachshund.
