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Für meine sieben Schätzchen

(For my seven little treasures):

Richie

Jack and Sam

Anthony, Abigail, Hope

Owen

Ich hab euch lieb.

(I love you all!)

From Noanie
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Not a Dream

The hot July sun crept through the open window by the bed, waking me from another crazy dream. I turned the pillow to the cool side, and closed my eyes, hoping to sleep again.

But bits and pieces of the past week flickered in my brain, nagging at me. I clamped the pillow over my head, not wanting to wake up. Not wanting to remember.

When Aunt Adrie and I arrived here last night, I was too tired to change or bathe. So I slept in the same clothes I’d worn for days. It was a dream . . . wasn’t it? I kicked aside the quilt and looked down at my crumpled clothes. No, it hadn’t been a dream.

I nervously twisted the ruby ring on my finger and everything flashed back rapidly—madly. Aunt Adrie gave me the ring a few days ago—when she told me the incredible truth: she was not my aunt at all. She was my mother and I was Wendy Dekker. I was not Wendy Taylor from New York State, even though I had thought I was all my life.

I looked down at the gold ring and its deep red stone—a rare pigeon-blood ruby. In the morning sun and shifting shadows of the tree outside my window, the ruby appeared to throb like the beating heart of a frightened bird—only I was the frightened bird.

Adrie had never asked me if I wanted to run away with her. I hadn’t been given a choice, but I did want to be with Adrie. I loved her, and I would go wherever she asked me.

However, the next thing I knew, we were deep in the Atlantic Ocean, in the middle of World War II, with bombs exploding around us.

Now, here I was in this big bedroom in this strange house that Adrie said was “where I belonged.” The bedroom was beautiful with Oriental rugs, high ornate ceilings, and dark mahogany furniture. It wasn’t a bit like my little bedroom back in Derry, New York.

Suddenly my eyes filled up with tears, and I wanted to go home.

I was wiping my eyes when the door burst open and Adrie came in. “I’ve been waiting for you to come to breakfast.” She came closer, peering at my face. “What’s this? Have you been crying?”

“Um, oh, just a little . . . homesick, I guess.” I reached for another tissue on the nightstand and hoped she would understand and take me in her arms and comfort me. Instead she threw her hands up in astonishment. “Homesick? You are home! This room, this entire house has been waiting for you since you were born. And now, finally, you are home. So why on earth are you crying?”

“I—I’m sorry, Adrie,” I stammered. “Everything is happening so . . . fast. I hardly know who I am . . . or where I am. . . .” I tried hard to hold back more tears.

When she spoke again, her voice was icy. “Get this into your head once and for all. You are Wendy Dekker, my daughter. And this”—she stretched out her arms, encompassing the room—“this is your home.”

I had no choice after all. It didn’t matter if I wanted to go back to the States. It didn’t matter if I were scared or homesick or lonesome. I opened my mouth to speak, but she silenced me with her hand, palm up, and came closer.

“Forget the propaganda you’ve heard back in the States—lies about Germany, Nazis, Hitler, and this war.” Then, grabbing a hand mirror from the bedside table, she held it up to my face. “This is who you are,” Adrie repeated fiercely. “Wendy Dekker.”

The girl in the mirror—with teary eyes and a runny nose—was a stranger to me.

Adrie went on. “You are not American and you never were! You are a German girl—ein Deutsches Mädchen. Germany is your fatherland and Germany is where your loyalties lie.” She opened the curtains wide and pointed to the world outside my window. “And that city out there—Berlin, Germany—is where you—Wendy Dekker—live!”
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Apology

Was I hearing correctly? Was this the Adrie I had loved so much all my life? I shivered as my brain tried to register her words—her ultimatum to me and my obligations to her.

Adrie is my mother.

I am German.

This house is my home in Berlin, Germany.

Get used to it!

Then Adrie spoke in a gentler voice. “Now, take a bath, get dressed, and then come down to breakfast.”

Still stunned and hardly able to speak, I followed her to the bathroom.

“This is your own bathroom,” she said. “Everything you need is here. When you are done, come down to the kitchen and meet Frieda, our housekeeper.” Adrie left, closing the door behind her. I could hear her footsteps on the stairway.

The bathroom walls were white and sprinkled with blue and white roses. On the shelves were matching towels. Even the soaps were molded into blue flowers.

I turned on the hot water, found a tube of bubble bath in the soap dish, emptied it into the gushing water, and watched it foam. The scent was Lily of the Valley—Mom’s favorite perfume—my mom in New York, that is. I never said good-bye, I thought as tears welled up again.

I must not cry. I must not!

I pulled off my socks and thought about the German sailor who had given them to me to keep my feet warm on the submarine. He was as handsome and young and just as sweet as any American boys I knew. I didn’t hate him because he was German. He didn’t hate me because I was American. Why did there have to be a war?

Then I remembered Adrie’s words: You are not American and you never were.

I climbed into the tub and sank under the fragrant bubbles. Maybe everything will be all right, I told myself. Maybe I’ll be fine here in my new life once I get used to it.

I had no other choice, anyway.

After washing and rinsing my hair, I climbed out of the tub and wrapped myself in a thick white bathrobe that hung on the door. I tiptoed across the hall to my bedroom and came to an abrupt stop in the open doorway. A woman was sitting on my bed, rummaging through my backpack!

“What are you doing?” I demanded.

Startled, she jumped from the bed, spilling some of the contents of my backpack onto the floor. She muttered something in German and hastily gathered up my belongings.

I dashed to the bed and grabbed my things out of the woman’s hands. “Why are you poking through my stuff?”

At that moment, Adrie entered the room. “What’s going on?”

“This woman was looking through my backpack.”

“Wendy, this is Frieda,” Adrie said.

“She was going through my things.”

Frieda and Adrie began speaking to each other in German.

“Speak in English,” I insisted angrily. “It’s as if I’m not even here when you chatter to each other in German.”

Adrie put her hand up, telling me to be quiet. “Frieda does not speak English, and you upset her with your attitude. Now apologize, please.”

“She should apologize to me. She’s the one who—”

Adrie interrupted and glared at me. “Frieda has been in this household for years. I would trust her with my life. Now, apologize to Frieda.”

I plopped into a nearby chair. “I’ve only just arrived in this household. No one told me she’s allowed to—”

“Apologize!” Adrie demanded.

I looked up at the housekeeper. “I’m sorry, Frieda—”

“Entschuldigung,” Adrie interrupted. “It means you’re sorry. Repeat after me: Ent-shul-digung.”

I struggled to say the German word then waited for Frieda’s reaction.

She simply nodded, folded the clothes that had fallen, set them on top of the dresser, and left the room.

“You insulted her,” Adrie snapped. Before she left the bedroom, she added, “Bring those things that Frieda left on the dresser. She will iron them up nicely, and they will do for today.”

I picked up the one skirt I had brought. It was plain dark blue and so crumpled from being stuffed into my backpack that I was sure no one would be able to iron it smooth again. The white blouse with blue buttons that went with it was just as wrinkled.

After my outburst at Frieda, I hated to face her. However, I followed Adrie downstairs and into the kitchen. Frieda was standing by the stove. I tried to smile as I handed her my wrinkled clothes.

She gave me a long look, took the clothing, and disappeared into another part of the house, off the kitchen.

It’s my first day in Berlin, and I’ve already made an enemy, I thought miserably.
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Shopping Spree

Adrie brought me into the dining room and handed me a framed photograph of a handsome German officer. “This was your father, Karl Dekker,” she said. “He was a loyal officer in the Great War. Sadly, he was badly injured and never got over his wounds. He died when you were about six.”

I concentrated on my father’s face, trying to see similarities to myself—maybe the shape of his nose or the arch of his brows—but there were none. I was looking at a total stranger. His expression reminded me of the pictures of German officers I had seen—determined, resolute.

I handed the picture back to Adrie, who placed it carefully on the walnut armoire. “Did he know . . . about me?”

“Of course. He was always interested in how you were growing and what you were doing.”

“Was he a nice man, Adrie?”

“Oh, yes. He was a fine German officer.”

I already knew that. In fact, that was all I knew. What I wanted to hear was what he was really like. Was he kind? Was he gentle? Was he funny? Would I have loved him? Would he have loved me?

We went out to the terrace, where Frieda had set up a breakfast of pancakes and sausages for me. Adrie had already eaten, but she sat opposite me drinking a cup of coffee. The food was delicious and I was so hungry, I asked for seconds.

I said, “Sehr gut, Frieda,” which Adrie told me to say and means “very good.” I hoped Frieda knew I meant it.

Shortly after breakfast, Frieda brought the skirt and blouse to me—all beautifully pressed and ready to wear. “Danke,” I said with a big smile. I had come to realize how sehr gut it was to have Frieda cooking and ironing for us.

Adrie went inside to dress, and I was alone on the terrace. The table was set under a maroon-and-white-striped awning that extended the length of the terrace. Although the July morning was hot, under that awning it was cool and comfortable.

Across the street was a park surrounded by a black wrought-iron fence that stretched all the way up to the next street. The tall lush green trees of the park stirred in the light summer breeze, and the sun sent shadows through the leaves.

Suddenly, for an instant, as the wind parted the branches and foliage behind the park fence, I saw a face! I stood up, straining to see better, but just as quickly, the branches and leaves gathered together and the face was gone.

It must have been an illusion, I told myself. The sun and the shadows, along with moving leaves had given me the impression of a face. That was all it was—an illusion. I shivered and brushed the eerie feeling aside.

Adrie and I took the bus to the Wertheim department store in the Leipziger Platz. The store filled up at least two or three blocks, and looked about six stories high—almost like a city by itself.

“This is the largest department store in Europe,” Adrie told me when we stepped off the bus.

Canvas canopies, painted with green leaves and branches, hung above the sidewalks along the wide street, concealing the sky. “From the air, this looks like a forest,” Adrie explained. “If enemy planes come, they’ll never know this is downtown Berlin.”

“Has Berlin been bombed?” I asked.

“Yes, we were bombed, but it wasn’t much of anything. However, it angered our Führer, and he ordered forty days of bombing Britain. The British called it ‘the Blitz.’ ”

“Oh, I saw pictures of the Blitz in the news. The Germans bombed homes and hospitals—”

“Served them right,” Adrie interrupted. “The British won’t be trying that again.”

“I hope not.” After all, I lived in Berlin now.

Once inside the store, it was easy to put the war, bombs, and fear aside. I loved to shop, and needed many things. We started with underwear, and Adrie bought lovely undies, nighties, and pajamas for me. Then we moved on to the next department and picked out shoes, then sweaters and a jacket.

I hated the black shorts and white sleeveless shirts with black swastikas on them, and those ugly brown skirts that were the proper uniforms for girls. “I don’t want to join those groups,” I said. But then I added quickly, “Considering that I cannot speak German, the girls will know I’m American, and they’ll hate me.”

“You’ll learn our language quickly because you are living here now. It’s the way babies learn to speak. They hear a language over and over, and before long they’ve mastered it.”

“Isn’t there something else I can do here instead of joining a girls’ youth group?”

“We’ll talk about it later.”

I was disappointed when she purchased the uniforms anyway.

In the dress shop, Adrie bought me skirts and shirts and an adorable red-and-green-striped peasant dress with a white bodice and puffed sleeves, with an attached lace-trimmed apron.

“You are a true German in this Bavarian dirndl, with your blond hair and blue eyes,” Adrie said with an approving nod. “Now we’ll have lunch at the little café on the first floor.”

We sat in a booth and ordered chicken salad—Huehner Salat—and tea.

“The government took ownership of this store because it was originally owned by Jews,” Adrie explained as we waited for our order. “Now all the employees and buyers are Aryans.”

“Why did they take away this store from Jewish owners?”

“Jews are outlawed in Germany now. In fact, it is a crime for Germans to marry Jews. You should keep that in mind.”

“I have no intentions of marrying anyone. I’m not even fifteen yet.”

“In any case, you are a German—an Aryan—and you need to keep that blood pure.”

I had no idea who the Aryans were, but I didn’t need to ask because Adrie was about to tell me.

“Aryans are a purebred race that lived years ago. Scandinavians and Germans, and some English, too, are descendants of that perfect race. Usually they are handsome, blond, blue-eyed, and fair skinned, like you.” She leaned over the table and spoke with a fervor I didn’t understand.

“Above all things remember this: You have pure German blood for many generations on both sides of your family.” Adrie sat back and folded her hands. “Don’t ever forget. This is your heritage because you are one hundred percent German.”

“I won’t forget, Adrie,” I promised. How could I forget when she keeps telling me all the time?

[image: Images]

We had so many packages, we took a taxi home. Frieda met us at the door and helped me carry my packages up to my room.

Frieda had been cooking all the time we were gone, and something smelled delicious. We sat down at the oak table in the kitchen while Frieda ladled out beef stew into white bowls and set them on the table. Then she cut fresh bread that she had made herself, and served it on a platter next to a crock of butter.

“Butter?” I asked, looking at Adrie. Back in the States, it was practically impossible to buy butter since the war.

Adrie nodded. “The real thing—not that awful white margarine substitute. I am able, fortunately, to buy many luxuries. I’m rewarded well for the work that I do.” She took a slice of bread, spread it thick with butter, and placed it on my dish. “Here you go. Enjoy it.”

I didn’t know exactly what Adrie did for work—but this wasn’t the time to ask and I was too hungry to care. The stew was thick with meat, carrots, potatoes, and cabbage. I hadn’t had a real substantial meal with meat in a long time—not even back in the States—but we didn’t lack anything here, and I devoured two bowlfuls.

After a dessert of baked cinnamon apples topped with sweet nutty syrup and whipped cream, Adrie said, “Tomorrow you will come with me to my office downtown. There you will meet Admiral Canaris, who is—as you say in America—my boss.”

Although I was curious about Adrie’s work, I was sure I’d be bored. “Are you positive you want me to go with you?”

“Of course. I’m positive. Admiral Canaris often asks about you. I was told he has a surprise for us.”

“A surprise? For us?”

“Yes. But now it’s time for you to go to bed.” She stood up, dismissing me.

I would have liked to stay up longer, but I could tell Adrie was finished with me. It was as if she were checking me off her list of daily duties.

“Thank you for all the beautiful clothes you bought me, Adrie,” I said before leaving.

“You’re welcome,” she answered. “Sleep well.”

I went to my room, put on my new pajamas, turned out the light, and looked out the window. My room faced the park, which was dark now. For a moment I recalled the face I had seen amid the foliage. It was simply a mirage, I told myself as I climbed into bed.

Still, it really had looked like a face.
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Speeding on the Autobahn

The next morning after breakfast, Adrie reminded me of our visit to meet with Admiral Canaris. I hoped it wouldn’t take long.

“How come Admiral Canaris isn’t on a ship? An admiral is a naval officer, isn’t it?”

“He was in the navy in the last war. Now he is the head the Abwehr military intelligence unit.”

“Intelligence? Does that mean he’s a genius or something?”

Adrie laughed. “Well, he is a brilliant man, actually,” she explained, still chuckling. “He has a position of great importance. Abwehr is the department that hunts out those who are working against our Führer.”

Things were beginning to fall into place. Adrie was a spy and she worked for the German government as a spy in the United States. They had found out and wanted to catch her. And that was the reason we had to run away.

“Oh, so Abwehr is a spy organization?” I asked.

“Go get dressed and don’t ask so many questions.”

I wore a new blue skirt, shirt, and jacket along with matching shoes, and Adrie wore a deep blue suit, so we sort of matched. She called a taxi, and we drove through downtown Berlin to the Abwehr office. Of course, there was no sign on the door advertising the fact that this was a Nazi spy organization. It didn’t seem different than any other office that I’d seen. However, there were signs on some doors that indicated no one was allowed through unless they had priority clearance. Adrie translated for me.

I think I was expecting the need for a top-secret code to open the door, or a bookcase that swung open to a hidden room. But then, when I looked at Adrie, she wasn’t like a spy I might have seen in a movie. I didn’t think she ever had one of those spy raincoats with lots of pockets or a wristwatch that was really a radio. She looked more like a professional journalist or maybe the president of some big company.

Admiral Canaris was a small man, quiet-spoken, and very sweet. He didn’t seem to me one bit like a top spy person—or whatever his title was. He smiled and shook my hand firmly and spoke softly to Adrie. She told him I didn’t speak German, and he nodded agreeably. They spoke back and forth, and I could tell some of the conversation was about me because they would look at me. I heard the word Unterseeboot and knew Adrie was telling him about our trip across the ocean in the submarine.

After some conversation between them, I noticed a look of surprise, followed by disappointment on Adrie’s face. What had he told her that caused her distress? I wondered.

Admiral Canaris then took a key from his desk and motioned for us to follow him outside to the parking lot at the back of the building. He took us to a shiny two-door silver-gray car. He unlocked the doors and motioned for Adrie to get into the driver’s seat. Admiral Canaris stood by, explaining various switches and gears and turning on the windshield wipers, the lights, and the horn. Adrie started the engine, and after she said danke a dozen or more times, I realized then that he had given her the car.

The admiral opened the passenger-side door and signaled for me to get in. Then, standing back, he gave us a little salute, pointed to the driveway, and went back into the building.

“This was the surprise. We have an auto!” Adrie whispered. “And what a beauty!”

“It looks brand-new,” I said, admiring the leather seats and shiny knobs and equipment. “What kind of car is it?”

“It’s a 1939 Opel Kapitän. There haven’t been new cars in Germany since 1940. Now we don’t need to call a taxi for every little thing.” Adrie concentrated as she drove out to the road and pulled in to a line of traffic.

“How come he gave it to you?”

She shrugged and raised her eyebrows. “I guess I can thank you for this. Since you are living with me now, he thinks it will be better that I don’t travel outside of Germany for a while.”

“Because of me?”

“Well, not just because of you,” she explained. “It’s more likely because my face has been plastered all over newspapers in America and England since we were nearly captured back in Maine. It would be dangerous for me to work outside of Germany now. In any case, he gave me the car for everyday use, as well as for future Abwehr assignments I might have in this country.”

As we turned onto the Autobahn, the busy highway Hitler had built, Adrie gave a little whistle. “This is a powerful car. It’s one of the last government-owned automobiles. There aren’t many left, so I’m fortunate to get this beauty. It will make up somewhat for the projects I was hoping to get.”

Projects she hoped to get. So it was because of me that she wouldn’t get them.

Adrie shifted gears and stepped hard on the accelerator. “Hang on to your hat!”

I held my breath as we zoomed off, passing all the other speeding cars on the Autobahn.
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Deadly Dogs

We had been driving for an hour or so, and I wondered where we were going. After several minutes Adrie glanced at her watch and said, “I do have to see someone up the road here—about work.”

“Oh, do you have to?” I complained, and then fearing she would be angry, I added, “I was hoping we could do something—just the two of us—like yesterday.”

“It’s essential that I deal with some important things while we are here.” She turned a corner and came to a stop outside a large facility. “I have an idea. You might be interested in seeing how SS police dogs are trained for service. It will give you something to do while you’re waiting for me.”

Adrie took me into a building and spoke to an officer behind the desk. Then she said to me, “You are invited to watch while those uniformed men work with the dogs.” As she turned to go she added, “Oh, I told them you don’t speak German. They’ll have someone speak to you in English.”

The man behind the desk motioned for me to come with him. We walked out onto a pathway that wound among the buildings in the complex and where armed men in SS uniforms patrolled with their dogs.

In the field beyond the compound, a dog crouched by its trainer, waiting for a signal. Then, upon command, the animal, its teeth bared, darted toward a humanlike dummy that stood on the other side of the field. In an instant the dog leaped, knocked the dummy to the ground, and began tearing it to shreds. I cringed at the sound of gnashing teeth and snarls.

Why are these dogs being taught to kill? Did Adrie really think I would find this fun to watch? I winced as, on command, the dogs, fur bristled, bodies tensed, sprang on men who wore protective clothing and played the parts of the prisoner or enemy.

The officer who was with me stopped and spoke to me in English. “Perhaps you’d like to see the puppies we are training.”

I followed him to a long narrow building where various-size dogs peered out from kennels. The officer opened a cage where the smallest puppies squealed, scurried out to me, and licked my hands as I stooped to pet them.

“They’re adorable,” I murmured. “I hate to think they’ll be vicious police dogs soon.”

One shy black-brown-and-white puppy stood off, eyeing us. “What are you doing there all by yourself? Just watching?” I called. “Come see me, little guy.”

The guard snickered. “He won’t come. He’s stupid—not good for anything.”

“Come on, little pup,” I crooned. “You want to play, don’t you?” This time, I could see the puppy’s eyes brighten—and he pounced over to me.

“Ha!” said the officer. “He likes you.”

When I knelt to pet him, the little dog rubbed against me as if looking for affection, his tail wagging madly. I put my arms around him, and he jumped up immediately and lapped my face. “I love this one!”

“Oh, that dog is worthless,” the officer scoffed. “Look at him. He doesn’t lift his ears upright like a pure-blooded noble German shepherd.”

Sure enough. Instead of straight perked-up ears, one of this dog’s ears folded over comically.

“Why do you say he’s worthless? Surely, it has nothing to do with his ears.”

“He’s a clown. He doesn’t obey, and he’s six months old. I expect he’ll be put down sometime soon.”

“What do you mean ‘put down’?”

“He’ll probably be shot,” the man replied. “We can’t afford to train and feed a dog that is of no use. If a dog can’t be trained, he’s shot. That’s it.”

I took ahold of the dog’s collar and pulled him closer to me. The dog’s cold nose tickled my neck as he climbed back into my arms. “No, he can’t be shot,” I objected loudly. “He’s a wonderful dog. Someone would want him.”

“Do you want him?” the officer asked. “You can have him, but you need to remember we are at war and a pet takes many of your rations. You may be sorry.”

“I’ll speak to my mother when she returns,” I said, holding the puppy close.

I won’t let them shoot this dog! I have to convince Adrie to let me keep him.
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Promises

When Adrie walked through the door, the dog was sleeping in my lap. “Are you ready to leave?”

“I don’t know.”

Adrie frowned. “What do you mean, you don’t know?”

“Oh, Adrie, I can’t leave this dog here. They’re going to shoot him.”

“Why are they going to shoot him?”

“Because he’s not vicious enough to be a police dog, that’s why.” I waited for a response, but Adrie looked befuddled, so I pressed on. “He’s a beautiful, lovable puppy, and they’re going to kill him. Can we take him with us?”

“No, we can’t. We absolutely cannot!”

“Please . . .”

“It is selfish to take on a dog during wartime. The dog has to be fed, and that takes food away from our soldiers.” She gestured for me to go to the door.

“Adrie, I’d willingly go without food myself to feed him. Just look at him.” I pointed to him cuddled so sweetly in my lap. “He doesn’t want to be vicious or to kill. He only wants to be loved.”

“It’s impossible. Where would we keep him? Who would take care of him?”

“I would, of course! Oh, please, please, Adrie.”

“No. Absolutely not.” She headed for the door, expecting me to follow.

I didn’t move. “I found a puppy who needs a friend, just like I do. I don’t know anyone here in Germany. I have no friends. I can’t speak German. I would be so happy if I could have this dog.” The pup looked up at Adrie and yawned sleepily. “The officer said I could have him. So please, please let me take him home. We can’t leave him here to be shot.”

Adrie sighed and rolled her eyes. “I never should have let you wait for me here with these puppies. I thought you’d find it interesting, but I never expected . . .” She took ahold of my arm and pulled me up. “Come on. We’re leaving—without that dog!”

The puppy, who had slipped off my lap onto the floor, sat and watched us with the saddest expression. “No, I’m not going.” I dropped to my knees and threw both arms around the dog. “I won’t leave him to be shot.”

“So you’re telling me that you are going to stay here, by yourself, if I don’t let you have that dog. Is that what you’re saying?” Adrie’s anger was about to erupt.

“Adrie,” I pleaded. “I’ve come here to Germany to be with you. I gave up my family and friends to be with you. I crossed the ocean in a U-boat that was torpedoed, because I wanted to be with you. I’m asking only that you will let me have this dog. I will take care of him, I promise! I’ll clean up after him, walk him, train him, and do everything. You won’t even know he’s around. Oh, don’t you see? I . . . I need him. And he needs me, too.”

Surprisingly, the SS Officer who had taken me on the tour of the facility spoke up. “This dog would make a good pet,” he said to Adrie. “He’s not vicious and it looks like they’ve taken to each other.”

Adrie replied angrily in German and shook her finger in his face.

The officer put his hand up for her to stop and barked at her in English, “For the love of God, shut up and let her have the dog!”

Adrie looked stunned. Then as if conceding defeat, she shrugged. “Oh, all right. I guess we can take him.”

“Thank you, thank you!” I jumped to my feet and reached out to Adrie, who allowed herself to be hugged. “I promise I’ll take him for walks and feed him and brush him . . . and . . .”

“Yes, you will,” Adrie agreed, shoving me away. “And without one single complaint.”

“I promise! I promise!”
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Mean and Catty

I sat in the backseat of the car with the puppy on my lap. He was sweet, and every so often he looked up happily and lapped my hands or my face. I thought of my daddy back home, and how he always wanted a German shepherd.

Adrie was silent, and I was worried about her attitude toward me—and my puppy—once we got home. I hoped she was so happy with the car, she would forget about being angry with me.

Adrie finally looked at me through the rearview mirror. “We have an invitation to tea at three o’clock, and I have made a reservation. Ironically, it is a mother-and-daughter affair, and the first time ever you and I could go to something like this as mother and daughter. But now you have this dog. So what will we do with him while we attend the tea?”

I didn’t care about a tea party at all, but I could tell it was important to Adrie. “Can’t we just leave him in the car with the windows open a bit?”

“I don’t want him clawing the upholstery, or messing in the car!”

“I’ll come out and take him for walks,” I said. “We won’t be gone long, will we?”

“I don’t know how long we’ll be gone, and I don’t want to hurry. There are girls there your age who are daughters of my friends. You said you had no friends, so this is your chance—and the girls are waiting to meet you.”

We pulled in to the driveway of a large restaurant and drove to the back, where several other cars were parked. Adrie pulled off the pavement and stopped near a grove of trees. Then we opened the windows just enough for my puppy to get a sniff of air.

Adrie locked the car, and we headed into the restaurant. I looked back and could see my pup watching me from the window. His eyes were sad, and I could hear him whining.

Inside, a waitress dressed in a dirndl dress and apron led us into a private banquet room where a group of women and girls were mingling and talking. There were only women there, and most of the daughters were younger than I was—under ten, I was sure. There were only a few girls my age.

I felt ill at ease and awkward. I knew Adrie would have to explain that I spoke only English since I was brought up in the United States. I was sure that fact would immediately make enemies for me.

Adrie put her arm around me and introduced me to various women she knew. I just curtsied and smiled as Adrie had advised earlier. I could tell many women were surprised to learn that Adrie had a daughter at all. Then she had to explain that I was her daughter from America and that I did not speak German.

Adrie wasn’t intimidated by questions. I knew she was telling them about our trip across the Atlantic in a submarine when she used the word Unterseeboot.

When they heard this and asked many questions, Adrie translated for me.

How exciting that I had had a trip in the Unterseeboot. Had I been afraid? Did I get seasick?

When would I join the girls’ youth group?

One of the women, Frau Himmelman, asked another question, and when Adrie answered “vierzehn,” I recognized, from the few German courses I’d taken in school, the word fourteen.

She must have asked my age, because Adrie answered, “Fourteen.”

I tapped Adrie’s arm. “You forgot. I’ll be fifteen next week.”

“That’s right.” Adrie laughed and corrected herself. “Fünfzehn heute. Geburtstag.”

This brought a chorus of congratulations and a few kisses on my cheek.

“Alles Gute zum Geburtstag.”

Immediately the woman beckoned two teenage girls who were watching from across the room. “Kommt hier her.”

The two girls looked at each other, raised their eyebrows, and sauntered over to the group.

Adrie whispered, “She wants to introduce you since they’re your age.”

Once again, the German words flew around. The girls quickly smirked, and I nodded, not knowing what was being said other than an introduction.

Adrie then explained in English. “This is Rikka, Frau Himmelman’s daughter. She belongs to the young German girls’ group.” Rikka was tall and slim as a rake handle, and her tight curly brown hair looked as if she just had gotten a permanent wave. She smiled at me and stepped back. Both girls wore the dirndl dresses so popular in Germany. I wished that I had worn mine.
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