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Excerpt   from   Chapter   3:   "Where   is   Mrs.   Hirsch?"  
Note:   The   entire   chapter   is   not   included   here.   Some   parts   have   been   cut,   and   in   a   few   places   words   and  
sentences   from   other   chapters   are   included   for   clarity.   These   are   marked   with   brackets.   

 
The   days   of   September   passed,   one   after   the   other,   much   the   same.   Annemarie   and  
Ellen   walked   to   school   together,   and   home   again,   always   now   taking   the   longer  
way,   avoiding   the   tall   soldier   and   his   partner.   Kirsti   dawdled   just   behind   them   or  
scampered   ahead,   never   out   of   their   sight.   
 
The   two   mothers   still   had   their   "co�ee"   together   in   the   afternoons.   [Of   course   it  
wasn't   really   co�ee,   though   the   mothers   still   called   it   that:   "having   co�ee."   There  
had   been   no   real   co�ee   in   Copenhagen   since   the   beginning   of   the   Nazi   occupation.  
Not   even   any   real   tea.   The   mothers   sipped   at   hot   water   �avored  
with   herbs.]   
 
Like   the   other   families   in   their   building,   the   Johansens   had   opened   the   old   chimney  
and   installed   a   little   stove   to   use   for   cooking,   because   electricity   was   rationed   now.  
At   night   they   used   candles   for   light.   Sometimes   Ellen's   father,   a   teacher,   complained  
because   he   couldn't   see   in   the   dim   light   to   correct   his   students'   papers.   
 

*   *   *  
 
After   school,   when   the   girls   stopped   at   the   [button]   shop,   which   had   been   there   as  
long   as   Annemarie   could   remember,   they   found   it   closed.   There   was   a   new   padlock  
on   the   door,   and   a   sign.   But   the   sign   was   in   German.   They   couldn't   read   the   words.   
 
"I   wonder   if   Mrs.   Hirsch   is   sick,"   Annemarie   said   as   they   walked   away.   
 
"I   saw   her   Saturday,"   Ellen   said.   "She   was   with   her   husband   and   their   son.   They   all  
looked   just   �ne.   Or   at   least   the   parents   looked   just   �ne—the   son    always    looks   like   a  
horror."   She   giggled.   
 



Annemarie   made   a   face.   The   Hirsch   family   lived   in   the   neighborhood,   so   they   had  
seen   the   boy,   Samuel,   often.   He   was   a   tall   teenager   with   thick   glasses,   stooped  
shoulders,   and   unruly   hair.   He   rode   a   bicycle   to   school,   leaning   forward   and  
squinting,   wrinkling   his   nose   to   nudge   his   glasses   into   place.   His   bicycle   had  
wooden   wheels,   now   that   rubber   tires   weren't   available,   and   it   creaked   and   clattered  
on   the   street.   
 
"I   think   the   Hirsches   all   went   on   a   vacation   to   the   seashore,"   Kirsti   announced.   
 
"And   I   suppose   they   took   a   big   basket   of   pink-frosted   cupcakes   with   them,"  
Annemarie   said   sarcastically   to   her   sister.   
 
"Yes,   I   suppose   they   did,"   Kirsti   replied.   
 
Annemarie   and   Ellen   exchanged   looks.   No   one   in   Copenhagen   had   taken   a   vacation  
at   the   seashore   since   the   war   began.   There   were   no   pink-frosted   cupcakes;   there  
hadn't   been   for   months.   Still,   Annemarie   thought,   looking   back   at   the   shop   before  
they   turned   the   corner,   where   was   Mrs.   Hirsch?   The   Hirsch   family   had   gone  
somewhere.   Why   else   would   they   close   the   shop?   
 

*   *   *  
 
Mama   was   troubled   when   she   heard   the   news.   "Are   you   sure?"   she   asked   several  
times.   
 
"We   can   �nd   another   button   someplace,"   Annemarie   reassured   her.   "Or   we   can   take  
one   from   the   bottom   of   the   jacket   and   move   it   up.   It   won't   show   very   much."   
 
But   it   didn't   seem   to   be   the   jacket   that   worried   Mama.   "Are   you   sure   the   sign   was  
in   German?"   she   asked.   "Maybe   you   didn't   look   carefully."   
 
"Mama,   it   had   a   swastika   on   it."   
 



Her   mother   turned   away   with   a   distracted   look.   "Annemarie,   watch   your   sister   for   a  
few   moments.   And   begin   to   peel   the   potatoes   for   dinner.   I'll   be   right   back."   
 
"Where   are   you   going?"   Annemarie   asked   as   her   mother   started   for   the   door.   
 
"I   want   to   talk   to   Mrs.   Rosen."   
 
Puzzled,   Annemarie   watched   her   mother   leave   the   apartment.   She   went   to   the  
kitchen   and   opened   the   door   to   the   cupboard   where   the   potatoes   were   kept.   Every  
night,   now,   it   seemed,   they   had   potatoes   for   dinner.   And   very   little   else.   
 

*   *   *  
 
Annemarie   was   almost   asleep   when   there   was   a   light   knock   on   the   bedroom   door.  
Candlelight   appeared   as   the   door   opened,   and   her   mother   stepped   in.   
 
"Are   you   asleep,   Annemarie?"   
 
"No.   Why?   Is   something   wrong?"   
 
"Nothing's   wrong.   But   I'd   like   you   to   get   up   and   come   out   to   the   living   room.  
Peter's   here.   Papa   and   I   want   to   talk   to   you."   
 
Annemarie   jumped   out   of   bed,   and   Kirsti   grunted   in   her   sleep.   Peter!   She   hadn't  
seen   him   in   a   long   time.   There   was   something   frightening   about   his   being   here   at  
night.   Copenhagen   had   a   curfew,   and   no   citizens   were   allowed   out   after   eight  
o'clock.   It   was   very   dangerous,   she   knew,   for   Peter   to   visit   at   this   time.   But   she   was  
delighted   that   he   was   here.   Though   his   visits   were   always   hurried—they   almost  
seemed   secret,   somehow,   in   a   way   she   couldn't   quite   put   her   �nger   on—still,   it   was  
a   treat   to   see   Peter.   It   brought   back   memories   of   happier   times.   And   her   parents  
loved   Peter,   too.   
 



"Look,   I   brought   you   something.   One   for   Kirsti,   too."   He   reached   into   his   pocket  
and   handed   her   two   seashells.   
 
Annemarie   put   the   smaller   one   on   the   table   to   save   it   for   her   sister.   She   held   the  
other   in   her   hands,   turning   it   in   the   light,   looking   at   the   ridged,   pearly   surface.   It  
was   so   like   Peter,   to   bring   just   the   right   gift.   
 
"For   your   mama   and   papa,   I   brought   something   more   practical.   Two   bottles   of  
beer!"   
 
Mama   and   Papa   smiled   and   raised   their   glasses.   Papa   took   a   sip   and   wiped   the  
foam   from   his   upper   lip.   Then   his   face   became   more   serious.   
 
"Annemarie,"   he   said,   "Peter   tells   us   that   the   Germans   have   issued   orders   closing  
many   stores   run   by   Jews."   
 
"Jews?"   Annemarie   repeated,   "Is   Mrs.   Hirsch   Jewish?   Is   that   why   the   button   shop   is  
closed?   Why   have   they   done   that?   If   they   can't   sell   their   buttons,   how   will   they   earn  
a   living?"   
 
"Friends   will   take   care   of   them,"   Mama   said   gently.   "That's   what   friends   do."   
 
Annemarie   nodded.   Mama   was   right,   of   course.   Friends   and   neighbors   would   go   to  
the   home   of   the   Hirsch   family,   would   take   them   �sh   and   potatoes   and   bread   and  
herbs   for   making   tea.   Maybe   Peter   would   even   take   them   a   beer.   They   would   be  
comfortable   until   their   shop   was   allowed   to   open   again.  
 
 
 
 


