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​A Letter from Eugénie Leclair
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Hello, my young reader,

My name is Eugénie Leclair, and I have always loved finding stories hidden in the folds of history. Sometimes, when I read an old letter or a record from long ago, I imagine what it might have felt like to live in that moment - not as a grown-up scholar, but as a child seeing the world for the first time.

One of those stories stayed with me. It took place in Strasbourg, France, more than five hundred years ago. That summer, something strange began. A woman stepped into the street and started to dance. Then another joined her, and another, until the city square was filled with people moving to a rhythm no one else could hear.

In the middle of it all, I began to imagine a young girl named Anne-Marie von Blumenthal. She is nine years old, bright and curious, the daughter of a councilman and a mother who tries to keep their family safe. Through her eyes, we glimpse a world of servants and scholars, prayers and secrets, and the quiet courage it takes to notice what others overlook.

I’ve written Anne-Marie’s story the way I think she might have told it - in her own diary, with small details and big questions. It isn’t a frightening tale. It’s one about wonder, kindness, and the mysteries that make us human.

So as you turn these pages, imagine the stone streets of Strasbourg beneath your feet, the warmth of the summer air, and the far-off echo of music that no one could explain. And if you think you hear that rhythm too, don’t be afraid. It’s just history humming softly, waiting for someone to listen.
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Your friend,

Eugénie Leclair
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​The Diary of Anne-Marie von Blumenthal
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​July 3, 1518
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This morning, the air smelled like warm bread from the kitchen. Greta let me shape one of the rolls before baking them, though mine came out too small and cracked on the side. She said that was because I was impatient, which is true. After breakfast, Master Lenz made me copy a page of Latin verbs. I like the way the letters curl, but I do not like how my hand aches after writing them.

Our garden is very green now. The fountain in the middle splashes softly, and the roses are almost too many to count. I like to sit there with Greta while she mends clothes. Sometimes she tells me stories of her home near the river, where people catch fish with nets that glitter in the sun. She says the water there is faster than the river near Strasbourg. I wish I could see it.

Father came home late today. He wore his heavy coat, even though it was hot. He spoke with a man from the council about grain and taxes, and his face looked worried. I do not understand those things, but when he is quiet like that, I know better than to ask questions.
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​July 6, 1518
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It rained all day. The sky looked like a pewter bowl, dull and heavy. Mother said I could not go outside, so I stayed in the sitting room and played the harpsichord. I am learning a small song called La danse du printemps, but my fingers always forget the last notes. When I made a mistake, Greta hummed the tune softly to help me. I think she knows all songs by heart.

Our cat, Mette, sat by the window and watched the raindrops race down the glass. I tried to count the droplets, but they kept joining together and running too fast. My little brother, Hugo, made a fort from the cushions and pretended to be a knight. He asked me to be the dragon, but I refused. Dragons never win.

When Father came home, his boots were muddy. He said the river is rising from the rain, and the market was half-empty today. He looked tired but smiled at me and patted my head. I think he likes it when I practice my music, even if he does not say it.
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The sun is back, and everything smells bright again. I went walking with Greta and Hugo to the square after my lessons. The cobblestones were warm under my shoes. In the market, there were cherries piled high and women calling out prices. A boy played a pipe by the fountain, and even the birds seemed to answer him.

Father stood near the cathedral steps speaking with two other men. They had scrolls under their arms and spoke in serious voices. I heard the words “council” and “drought.” Greta led us away before I could listen more.

In the evening, I watched the city from my window. The bells rang from the tall church tower, and I saw lights flicker in the houses across the square. Sometimes I wonder what people are saying inside their homes - what they eat for supper, if they tell stories before bed, if they feel happy like I do now. Strasbourg is very large, but from up here, it feels small enough to hold in my hand.
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​July 13, 1518
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