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			From Heidi to Käthe and Oma: 
Everything I am, I am because of the two of you. 
Also, to my children and grandchildren. 
May you know the courage and light that you have inherited.
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			Author’s Note

			We have attempted to accurately portray the characters, events, and historical setting of this story, which was written from Heidi’s perspective as gleaned from her oral history. These recollections were aided by extensive research and overlaid onto the historical timeline.

			Most of the large and small details are described as Heidi remembered them. Her memories were remarkably vivid and withstood external verification. Thus, no people, circumstances, or scenes were invented from whole cloth, and we exercised restraint when tempted to overstep parts relating to the adults in Heidi’s life where she was not privy to the details. We wish we knew more about aspects of the story relating to the life of Heidi’s mother, Käthe, but she is not here to ask. Dialogue has been recreated, and readers can assume that some liberties were taken to reconstruct scenes involving Käthe where Heidi was not physically present. However, we often left gaps rather than invent fiction.

			Footnotes throughout the narrative paint a broader picture of historical context. These mostly relate to matters which young Heidi could not have known at the time. A few indicate where there were unknowns in the factual record.

			A question that some American readers have asked is how to pronounce Käthe’s name. In German it is produced, “Kate-uh.” If it is easier, you can call her the English equivalent, “Kate.”

			One character bears particular acknowledgment. We decided not to embellish details about Lizzie’s boyfriend, instead limiting our descriptions to what Heidi saw and heard for herself. Our intent was to be respectful and not invent him. We do not even know his name, let alone his full story. Thus, rather than creating a fictitious character, we intentionally left his life as a gaping hole in the story. His life serves as a reminder of but one human tragedy among the six million Jews and the other groups who were murdered. That is a saga we felt woefully unqualified to do justice.

			We also acknowledge the inherent unfairness that most of the people we have written about are deceased and cannot correct our understanding if we got something wrong. This story is Heidi’s truth, and we apologize in advance for any missteps.

		

	
		
			Preface

			July 2019

			It’s a bluebird July morning and I draw in the green smell of mowed pasture. Across from me sits one of the classiest women I have ever met. Heidi Posnien has the sort of peaceful confidence that makes people feel comfortable. She was a clothing model for thirty years and is still a strikingly beautiful woman.

			I remember how, at first, I could hardly hear a German accent in her voice, but now I notice it comes out stronger when we delve into the past. She’ll often land on a German or French word first and then will try to translate it across cultures. She only learned a little Polish because even Oma (grandma) spoke German to her, and recently she mused about how she’s starting to dream in German again as we work on the Berlin years of her story.

			Today, we’re seated in wicker chairs looking across the acreage where Heidi and her husband once bred racehorses, peacocks, and St. Bernard dogs. Next to the idyllic turn-of-the-century barn sits an enclosure where Heidi’s pet bobcat had lived when he wasn’t roaming the house. Behind Heidi, there’s a window from which she served hot chocolate and chili when they gathered for ice skating parties on the flooded, frozen pasture. And on summer days like this, her family would descend wooden steps onto the lakeshore to motorboat with friends.

			She still has a quick wit and rich memory, so I always have a digital recorder running. Our collaboration has been a rich one, combining her stories with my love of helping it take shape on the page. She is not a confident reader because by the time schools in Berlin picked up after the war, she’d already missed whole swaths of education. Then, when she came to America, she had to start over and learn English—her fourth language. Later, she’d discover the word dyslexia, which explained why such a bright girl could have trouble in school.

			Ours is a weekly ritual, and each time, she enriches my understanding with new details.

			“Wait, you’re just now telling me that your mother went to a dinner hosted by Hitler himself?” She enjoys the element of surprise, allowing me to discover the story for myself, one clue at a time. Then she dishes out details.

			“Yes, that’s when she was an opera singer dating a military officer who was assigned to the personal staff for Magda Goebbels, the propaganda minister’s wife. My mother never had anything to do with the Nazi party, and this boyfriend even stole a shortwave radio from his employer and gave it to my mother. When he was invited to a formal dinner, at the Reichstag, my mother was arm candy. Adolf Hitler himself sat at the head of the table. That was before people had wised up to Hitler.”

			Today Heidi and I have photos and letters before us. She picks up a framed group picture and says, “Everyone here is gone now.” It’s a recurring theme as we thumb through the artifacts of her life. Still, she has an upbeat air about her, and a quick sense of humor. I’m always in a better mood after having spent an afternoon here. Busy as my life is, I never rush our visits, letting the conversation meander through decades, while we also catch up on current events. Next, she hands me a typed letter, and I read it aloud.

			My Heidi,

			Sixty-five years ago, I found the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and I wanted to spend every minute of my life with her.

			I fell in love with you, Heidi, with a feeling I never had before. After all these years, that feeling has never changed.

			My age is taking a toll on me, and next June I will be 87. I can’t last much longer, and even though I refused to give up and turn into an old man, I know there must be an end to it. The reason for writing this letter is to tell you that I love you as much now as when we found each other. You were—and are—the love of my life, and you always will be.

			I love you.

			I wipe a tear that has escaped my eye. It’s not the first, nor the last time we will weep together. The writer of that letter is gone now, along with many others.

			I ask, “How is it that you’re still so happy after so much loss?”

			The wisdom that follows comes streaming out in a perfect line, as though they were already queued up and ready for the right moment of release.

			“I’ve told you before that if I’m ever reincarnated, I’d want to be born in America and get an education. Maybe I’d be a fashion designer, or maybe I’d work for the Forest Service. That must come from my father. But I’m grateful for my life. I think about this whole big universe, and I am part of it. I got to be part of it. And I’m me—the parts of my parents and grandparents came together to make me exactly who I am—not anyone else in the world. I get to live this life, and feel, and love. I’ve been down in the deepest sorrows, but I’ve also been on the best of highs too. I’ve eaten this big, beautiful life; I never let it eat me.”

			This is Heidi’s true story as she told it to me one afternoon at a time, over the span of four years. We filled in historical details and some improvisation on the dialogue, but no scenes were invented. We read each draft aloud together. Her memories of the war are strikingly clear.

			She says, “When people tell me they don’t remember their childhood, I tell them it’s because happy childhoods are not that eventful. When you go through something like a war, you remember everything. Even now certain smells and sounds take me right back. I can recall everything about the last days of the war; it was like a whole lifetime.”

			Hearing her story has been a profound privilege and has inspired me more than I can say, and it has been a tall order to even attempt doing it as well as it deserves. May Heidi’s harrowing story bless you with gratitude and may her resilience shine as a beacon for the future.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			January 1939: 
A Polish Family Just Inside Germany

			In the forest outside the village of Mechtal,1 Heidi clutched her oma’s hand with chubby fingers, listening to the sound of snow crunching under their feet.

			Grandmother and grandchild followed the same path most evenings to the home of Oma’s friend, where several women would gather to gossip while their husbands labored in the coal mine. Miners descended far underground where tunnels spidered out for miles. From the depths, they extracted hard coal, the kind that burned long and hot, and that every country wanted.

			Oma carried a sack of feathers harvested from the Christmas goose. That evening, her task would be to remove the stiff quills from each feather to keep them from sticking holes into the bed linings.

			Heidi, a precocious child at almost three years old, spent most of her time with Oma while her mother trained in Berlin as an opera singer. Heidi’s father never came, so she had had no concept of him.

			Heidi was always glad to go with Oma, but this had been a strange day, with grownups arguing about things she did not understand. Heidi was an only child and the only grandchild, resulting in being around adults only. Without playmates, she spoke clearly for her age and tuned into the grown-up world. However, that day, her family had tried to keep her from knowing what the trouble was.

			Now, she pulled free from Oma’s hand and lagged to inspect something on the ground. Oma called after her, “Come, child.” Heidi scampered to Oma while twirling a wet leaf between her fingers.

			The winter forest had already grown dark, so it revealed itself to Heidi through her other senses; she was like a little mouse with her nose twitching as she walked. Indeed, her mother’s pet name for the girl was an uncanny fit, “Mała myszka,” little mouse, and Oma called her “Mały kociak,” little kitten. Heidi’s mother often cooed these words in her native Polish, even though she spoke German to her granddaughter most other times.

			This evening, Heidi breathed in the scent of wood smoke from the village, and her ears prickled to hear small mammals scurrying about their work. She imagined larger animals crouching in the night, but she did not fear them. Heidi understood that she and Oma were part of this place, and the old forest was inside them, too.

			Heidi pointed at the bright moon casting light upon the snow and said to her grandmother, “Mein begleiter,” my companion. “He follows me.”

			Heidi liked the crisp air bracing her cheeks, and she became excited when her nose caught the scent of warm apples roasting. She could smell where they were headed even before spotting a cozy glow filtering through the trees. The home of Oma’s friend always felt welcoming.

			When Oma and Heidi removed their coats, the women brightened and remarked after the girl. Heidi had dimples and a laugh that made others laugh along with her.

			Sometimes the women listened to their German-made Volksempfänger radio, sang songs, gossiped in Polish, and laughed while working together. Then, with busy hands, they commented on news from Germany, which seemed to be itching for a fight with Poland of late.

			Their little village and the larger adjacent town of Beuthen (Bytom) had been part of Poland before the Great War, in an area whose boundaries had been redrawn many times through the centuries. The question arose again after the war ended, and it was put up for a vote of the people. Most townsfolk voted to go with Poland, but the coal mines were hotly contested, and their area was ceded to Germany anyway.2

			Heidi knew nothing of such things, and the rhythm of her life tracked Oma’s routines, which felt as ancient as the land.

			Tonight, in the firelight, Heidi watched Oma and her friends work on the goose quills. They gave her a roasted apple, and Heidi felt their eyes settle upon her.

			The women began clucking about what had happened in Oma’s family earlier in the day. The girl fidgeted, understanding that they were talking about her mother and Heidi.

			Oma shook her head but then looked toward Heidi with warmth in her eyes and said, “It’s no good for a woman to divorce her husband. Käthe should wait it out and keep Heidi with us.”

			The day had been a puzzle that Heidi did not understand. The morning began like all the others. Oma got out of bed early so she could attend morning mass at the cathedral as she always did. They lived across from the impressive church with gothic spires and arched stained glass windows. Before leaving, Oma stoked the coal fire awake across from Heidi’s fold-up bed in the kitchen.

			Heidi’s sleepy eyes had opened, and she watched Oma get ready, pulling up her long black hair, holding strands in her mouth while nimble fingers worked it into a tight braid. On weekdays, Oma put on a cotton blouse over a tight layer that secured her large breasts in place. Then she layered no fewer than three cotton skirts and finished with an apron to protect her clothes. She reserved a velvet jacket and her gold taffeta apron with colorful embroidery for Sundays.

			Oma was a short but sturdy woman named Veronika Dylong, descended from the Huguenots who fled France under religious persecution in the seventeenth century. Somewhere along the line, they became devout Catholics, and now her married name was Wypych. Her side of the family was more well-off than her husband’s, and some gossiped that he married her in hopes of an inheritance. The pair would never see anything of the sort, and they did backbreaking labor to afford an education and music lessons for their children. Käthe was the most musically accomplished of them and played the harmonica, zither, and accordion, but everyone played something. They all sang. Oma and Opa (grandpa) made a comfortable life for their family because they worked in one way or another from morning mass until they lay down in a featherbed of their own making.

			After returning from mass that morning, Oma began making the week’s rye bread, her arms in the bowl up to her elbows. First, she kneaded it, put it in a covered pan, and stowed it underneath a goose down featherbed. This kept it warm while the dough rose. After a while, she took the pan out, kneaded it again, then put it back under the bedding. When the dough was ready, she shaped it into big round loaves, dusted them with flour, and used a knife to cut the sign of the cross on top. The pans were too big for her kitchen, so she walked them down the street, where the baker’s large oven finished them within a few hours.

			While the bread baked, Heidi’s mother arrived after a two-hour train ride from Berlin.3 This was a surprise that Heidi had not expected. Neither had Oma.

			The days when her mother came home were Heidi’s happiest times. Käthe swooped the girl into her arms and smothered her with kisses, getting lipstick all over Heidi’s cheeks. They were an affectionate family. Even Oma, who could seem brusque at times, showered the little girl with love.

			“My Schnuckiputzi!” Sweetie pie, another nickname.

			Her mother’s name was Katharina Wypych Machinek, but she went by Käthe to German speakers or Kätka to her Polish family. Heidi thought she looked like an angel. Her blonde hair was always done up, and her mother’s eyes sparkled like aquamarine gemstones. Käthe was a vibrant twenty-four-year-old and wore modern clothes of the latest city styles, dressing much better than she could afford. This was because she possessed the talent of eyeing a smart outfit in a shop, then the skill to make a pattern out of newspaper and sew a copy at home. She had meticulous attention to detail, matching the best tailors.

			Käthe had married Alfred Machinek, a Czech from the countryside whose hometown was an hour away by train. After the scholarship, Käthe couldn’t care for her daughter during the day, so Heidi stayed back in the village. If Oma ever seemed put out by having to watch Heidi, it was an act. Her eldest daughter’s talent reflected well on the family, and Heidi gave her immense pleasure.

			After cordial greetings, Oma wanted to know why Käthe had come home midweek.

			Käthe tried to form words, but they kept getting choked in her throat. Within moments, she had burst into tears. This upset Heidi, who had never seen her mother as anything but a happy songbird. Oma shuttled Heidi into the living room and gave her a basket of thread spools as play toys. Heidi usually entertained herself contentedly, imagining the spools as people, but after Oma went back into the kitchen, she crept to the doorway. She was in the habit of observing the grownups, who were often surprised when she repeated their words.

			Oma had long realized that this girl comprehended what was happening in the adult world much more than other children her age.

			For this reason, Oma lowered her voice so Heidi could not hear, but Käthe was losing her composure and raising hers.

			“How could he? That schweinehund!” Bastard.

			“Mind your language.”

			“I will not. And Lucy! My sister! How could she?”

			The word “Lucy” came out of her mother’s mouth with so much venom that it made Heidi retreat behind the door. She had never heard such anger from her mother.

			Lucy was the youngest of three sisters in her mother’s family. First came her mother, Tante Hedel, and then Tante Lucy, with her dark eyes and black ringlets—spoiled as the family favorite. Lucy was followed by their little brother, Heidi’s Onkel Edward. This uncle was ten years older than Heidi.

			Heidi strained her ears, and Oma seemed to plead, “I cannot choose between my daughters.”

			“Can’t or won’t? You would protect your precious Lucy. She has always been your favorite.”

			“That’s not true or fair.”

			“Your actions speak. If you allow Lucy to stay in this house, then Heidi can’t be here. She would turn my child against me.”

			Oma shushed Käthe, and they again lowered their voices.

			Not long after this, Käthe stomped into a bedroom alone. Heidi wanted to follow her, but Oma retrieved the girl. It was time to pick up the bread.

			When they entered the bakery, Heidi’s mouth watered at the smell of fresh bread. She stared with fascination as the baker opened the iron oven doors, then slid the large loaves out with a tool that looked like a long-handled spade.

			It made her think of open sandwiches with homemade cottage cheese, salt, pepper, and onions. They enjoyed this together most mornings when Opa came home from the coal mine on his bicycle. He never spoke to Heidi directly and sat on the men’s side in church, away from the women. Although distant by nature, his arrival each day was a happy time.

			The coal mine gave Opa a steady cash income as he also farmed a modest plot outside the village. While he was gone, Oma managed a kitchen garden behind the house with a small flock of chickens and geese. Heidi loved everything about farm life, especially the animals—baby pigs, best of all.

			When Oma and Heidi returned home with the bread, Oma cut off the top crust, which she always gave Heidi because it had the best flavor. Then she spread it with rendered goose fat and garlic, and Heidi bit chunks of the chewy treat. Heidi could feel Oma’s gaze as she ate.

			Heidi asked about her mother, but Oma hushed the child. “Your mother is sad today,” she said, making a fist and placing it over her heart. “You will keep with me.”

			Heidi did not leave her grandmother’s side for the rest of the day, and her mother did not join them for dinner.

			Then it had been time for Heidi to accompany Oma through the forest with Oma’s friends. After they finished working on the goose quills, Heidi held Oma’s hand all the way home—the girl had no more scamper left.

			The forest lay in darkness now, and Heidi asked, “Where is the moon?”

			Oma answered, “It sunk below the trees. You can count on the moon again tomorrow.”

			When they reached the clearing at the village edge, Heidi spotted the moon not entirely out of view, still clinging to the horizon.

			She pointed up, “My friend is going to sleep.”

			Oma laughed with delight at Heidi’s words.

			Inside, they tugged off Heidi’s boots and coat. She crawled into bed and fell asleep at once.

			When Heidi awoke the following day, she heard Oma hauling laundry to the basement wash kitchen. Their family shared a three-story brick building with two other families, and tenants shared the basement for laundry where water for boiling sheets was heated by the coal furnace.

			Heidi put on her cozy knitted socks made by Oma and stiff leather house slippers made by Opa. Their house had unfinished wood floors, so the family always wore these slippers inside.

			She checked her mother’s room, but the bed was already made, so she padded downstairs and pulled up a stool. Why had her mother gone out so early?

			Oma’s washtub was a new contraption lined with washboards on the inside. First, clothing went into the tub, and then a second tub had washboards lining the bottom. This washboard-bottomed tub nested atop the clothes. Oma worked a wooden handle back and forth, which agitated the laundry against the washboards. Every time the handle hit one side or the other, it made a sound, so for the better part of the morning, Heidi listened to the rhythm of click-click, click-click.

			Oma wiped her brow, then rubbed a bar of lye soap on the fabric. When she finished each tub, she wrung the clothes and then hauled them up to the attic for stringing on lines spanning the rafters.

			Heidi’s mother appeared at breakfast with red eyes that gave away a night of crying. Then, she told Heidi to mind Oma and left the house in a coat and walking boots. “I have business to attend to.”

			A look of alarm crossed Oma’s face, but she held her tongue in front of Heidi. Perhaps if Oma acted as if nothing had happened the day before, then the storm in their family would blow over.

			After Käthe left, Oma was quiet for a long time but sought to reassure the girl. “My happy child. Anyone who brings such joy will receive it in return.”

			Later that afternoon, Heidi trailed Oma as they removed clothes from the lines, still slightly damp, and hauled a large basket down the street. Their destination was a shop where she would pay for use of the mangle to iron their clothes and linens.4 Heidi loved how a wave of warm, laundry-scented humidity washed over them at the door.

			Oma paid for the use of the large rollers that spanned whole walls. Heidi was amazed by the skill of Oma’s hands as she fed each shirt or pillowcase into the roller, quickly pulling back her fingers before they could get caught in with the fabric. Then she tugged each piece out as it rolled from the top, steaming fresh. There was a certain soothing rhythm in the work for Oma—in any kind of work.

			Before Oma could finish, Heidi looked up at the sound of the shop door opening hard. Her mother stood there out of breath. In a flash, Käthe had scooped Heidi up saying, “We must go.”

			Oma hastened to gather her half-pressed laundry, but Käthe was already out the door holding Heidi and walking fast. Heidi saw tears on her mother’s cheeks.

			Back inside the house, Käthe retrieved a small suitcase she had already packed, and the two were leaving as Oma got back. Oma begged her daughter, “Please don’t do this. There is another way.”

			Käthe shook her head. “Everyone makes choices, and choices have consequences. I didn’t choose this, but Heidi and I will make our own way now.”

			Käthe and Oma were both crying, which made Heidi do the same. Heidi took her mother’s hand, and she looked back at Oma standing in the door. Oma’s hands were clasped over her mouth.

			Mother and daughter walked on snow-packed roads in the opposite direction from the town center. They made their way past the village shops and into the countryside. Käthe forced herself to be cheery, pointing out birds and animal tracks. This was the longest walk Heidi had ever known, and it felt like hours. Her mother sang songs to keep the girl entertained.

			After a while, her mother told Heidi of a beautiful villa where other children would play with her. They stopped to rest on some rocks and ate bread and cottage cheese as a pallid winter sun drooped in the sky.

			Soon after, they spotted a storybook villa with warm lights radiating from inside. It looked inviting, and when they came into view of the door, some smiling women dressed in religious habits hurried out to greet them. “Are you cold? Come in for coffee.”

			But Käthe declined the refreshment.

			On the threshold, Heidi’s mother knelt and hugged her. Then, she said, “Can you be brave and good, my little myszka?”

			Heidi nodded. Yes, she would. She wanted to do anything that her mother asked.

			Then her mother said, “I need you to stay here for a while. You will make me proud. Now I must go and make a life for us. I will come for you as soon as I can.”

			Then she stood, turned away, and walked toward the gates.

			Heidi did not understand.

			A sister crouched down to face the girl at eye level. She said in German, “You will stay with us at The Mother Eva House.5 It will be good for you here.”

			Heidi’s mother briskly walked away from the door, not looking back. She couldn’t bear it.

			“Mútti!” Mama! Heidi called out.

			Once out of sight, Käthe slumped onto a tree and cried, hitting a gloved fist against the bark. She was growling as though to her husband.

			“Why? How could you do this to your daughter? You didn’t have to see her face. No. You left that to me, you schweinehund. Are you still punishing me because our son got sick? Couldn’t you see my grief? Selfish! Selfish! Selfish! I will never forgive you for this day.”

			Back at the villa, the sisters scooted Heidi indoors and tried to comfort the bewildered child. Heidi did not understand what was happening. Why was her mother leaving? Were they not going away together?

			Heidi was used to her mother going to Berlin, but now tears streamed down her cheeks, and she shrieked.

			“Why can’t I go with Mútti? I want my mútti! I want Oma!”

			One of the women took the girl’s suitcase and helped tug off her boots.

			“You will be cared for here as you were at home.”

			The woman then nudged Heidi up a flight of grand stairs, still crying but not fighting. A group of children sat in a large room, working on chalkboards. They turned to stare at the scene.

			Heidi and one of the sisters entered a large room lined with beds along the walls. The sister sat Heidi down on a bed—her new bed. It had already fallen dark. They led Heidi to the toilet, a marvel since Heidi had never experienced indoor plumbing.

			Then, the sister slipped off Heidi’s stockings and dress. She pulled nightclothes over Heidi’s head, and another woman entered the room. She knelt to offer Heidi a cup of warm milk, placing the girl’s hands around it.

			“Drink, child. Tomorrow will be a new day.”

			Other children filed in to get dressed for bed, said their nightly prayers, and the woman tucked Heidi into bed, staying until Heidi cried herself to sleep.

			Heidi slept fitfully and awoke in the night to unfamiliar sounds of the big house creaking and children moving noisily in their sleep. When the sun rose, her eyes opened at the rustle of children getting out of their beds. She ached for home.

			Heidi watched them go through their long-practiced routine. First, the children dressed and combed their hair, then returned items to little bags that hung at the foot of the beds. Soon, a sister came to help her out of bed, pulling clothes from her little case.

			Heidi said, “Thank you, nun.”

			The woman smiled. “You may call me Sister. We are not Catholic nuns but belong to a Protestant order.”

			Heidi asked about her mother, but the sister gently shushed her and only said, “She went back to Berlin. You will be happy here.”

			Heidi followed the other children to a dining hall where they ate at long tables on benches. Then they broke into smaller groups with older children doing kindergarten activities and the children Heidi’s age gathering for a story.

			After lunch, they put on boots and walked the grounds for fresh air and exercise.

			There were wooden toys, and tin wind-up toys unlike any Heidi had ever seen. Children gathered in small groups of similar ages to play games.

			Heidi watched what the others did and copied. Then, a sister helped Heidi undress at bedtime and told her the steps the children would follow each night.

			Heidi asked, “When is my mother coming?”

			The sister answered with vague kindness, “She will come when she comes. You have accomplished your first day. Tomorrow will be easier, and the day after that better still.”

			The next day, the sisters assigned an older girl to help Heidi with the routine. Heidi soon learned to do the steps herself by following the other children. She dressed, walked in line to meals, and brushed her teeth.

			She hoped for her mother, but the sisters tried to assuage the child. “Settle in, little one. She is not coming yet.”

			Many of the children were orphans—their parents would never be coming for them—but Heidi did not doubt that her mother would be back.

			When children were disobedient, they had to kneel as a sister hit the backs of their feet with a brush. Heidi never wanted to receive that punishment, so she did not get in trouble.

			The house kept strict discipline, but the sisters were also kind. Heidi learned to enjoy the busy activities they did together.

			On March 12, 1939, the sisters told Heidi it was a happy day. Her stomach fluttered, thinking that she must be going home. “It is your third birthday.” They baked a cake, and her Oma and Tante Hedel came to visit. They all had a little party and made Heidi feel special.

			Tante Hedel and Oma brought a red velvet dress with rabbit-fur trim on the skirt. A matching hat framed Heidi’s round face with fur, and her blonde bangs were combed in a straight line. They also gave Heidi the most beautiful doll she had ever seen, nearly half her size, wearing a white dress and matching bonnet. But Heidi did not really care for dolls. Instead, she longed for kittens and animals from the farm. Heidi was hoping to leave with the women and to be back with all that she loved.

			They had photographs taken together to send to her mother, and then the two women had to go. Heidi was stricken with grief again, and her lip quivered, trying bravely not to cry. But she lost the battle.

			[image: ]

			Time passed, and Heidi was soon distracted by spring festivities, the first of which was Easter on April 9. For this holiday, the children and sisters celebrated by decorating eggs. These, they were taught, represented Jesus rising from the tomb.

			Ten days later, the household began preparing for another holiday.6 On the evening of April 19, they gathered around the radio to hear a speech from Joseph Goebbels. He was congratulating Adolf Hitler on his fiftieth birthday, to be celebrated by the entire nation the next day.

			Goebbels said, “No German at home or anywhere else in the world can fail to take the deepest and heartiest pleasure in participation. It is a holiday of the nation, and we want to celebrate it as such.”

			The next day, the villa was draped in bunting, and the sisters raised a crisp red and white swastika flag. The children got special treats, and the household listened to a live radio broadcast of the pageantry in Berlin.

			Announcers described the glittering scene: Spectators were seated in grandstands, and others lined the parade route dozens deep. Buildings throughout the city were bedecked in red swastika flags and golden eagles. Hitler Youth assembled in short trousers and neckerchiefs. Some 50,000 troops were to parade impressive new equipment and dress
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