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CHAPTER ONE
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Summer 1917

Six years earlier

––––––––
[image: ]


THE FINGER BELONGING to my friend Sylvia runs gently over my skin towards my nipple. We’d been dancing for several hours, but now we both lay on my bed enjoying each other’s company. Neither of us knew then that the war raging to the east and south of our country would end in just over a year, and that we wouldn’t talk of this war in the months to come, but of a different calamity gripping our world. Neither of us cared for such news as we stared in each other’s eyes and spent our time lazily exploring every bit of skin we dared to expose. We also cared little for the war brewing closer to home because of our actions. I would close my ears to the sounds of Mother and Father shouting at one another about us...

Of the two of them, my father was the one with the modern ideas. He was constantly telling Mother ‘That war would have matured Lizzie, which is the name I go by mostly these days, and for them to just let Sylvia and Lizzie get on with life.’ I’m uncertain if he knew of our preferences in getting on with life. The desire between had emerged rather unexpectedly during our daily activity of dancing. We would emulate the swingers of a rather curious place we found as we walked through an ever-quieter Amsterdam. It was a part of the city Mother would refer to as ungodly, and she and Aunt Amelia would each grab one of our hands and drag us at an ever-faster pace from there.

As we grew older, we noticed something about the War that everyone would speak about but of which we would see no signs. Except for a group of men arriving at the front of the house and Father watching on in dismay as each time a few more of the male servants in the house left the house, put on a coat of some sort, and would line up behind the group and then they, with the arrivals would rush away through the streets. Each time Father would bemoan the fact that it would diminish his wealth.

Sylvia and I discovered then that any person married was not eligible to go with the group and so we saw Father do the unthinkable. He paired up the servant men and women, called in a priest, and they were all married on the spot. All twelve women and men. The only girl there, Meredith, was standing beside us watching on with wide eyes, and when we questioned her, she said to us: “It’s like in the fairy-tale of the princesses. Your father could be the king. They could all be the princesses promised to a man. I guess I might be the princess whose secret someone needs to discover to allow me to marry me...”

Except, Meredith is six years too young for such a thing as marriage. She had a secret just like us. She admitted to that as much as we gawked at the awkwardness of all the adults present.

But Father’s plan never worked, and the men still departed, and then also the women did too until Mother, Father, Meredith, and I were the only ones left here. Well, us and the twice-a-week visit from Aunt Amelia who seemed to feel the need to educate the three of us - Sylvia, Meredith, and me - in the godly virtues that had supposedly kept the country from getting involved in such an ungodly war with tens of thousands perishing in it.

That’s pretty much how my story went day in, day out as the War dragged on from it supposedly being over in a year to it now lasting close to four years...

Sylvia, my best friend of over a decade, was my only friend. She and I had different upbringings. She came from what Aunt Amelia called ‘the wrong part of the city.’ While we lay side by side and enjoyed exploring each other in a way that we’d never dared to do until that day we weren’t thinking of war, of what was the proper sort of upbringing, what we should believe or how pious we should be. All that our hands wanted to do right now is slowly undress the other person and then discovering something that clothing had always hidden up to that moment.

Of the two of us, Sylvia was the braver person. She had her hand in my knickers before we even realised that we’d gone further than before. Her hand brushed softly over the first hairs to appear on my mound and my body quickly reacted to the touch. Before we knew what we were doing, her finger had lifted my blouse, and was rubbing my nipple, and then we kissed...

What became of Sylvia is a harsher story than I want to remember. I always wanted tell myself that she left, but it’s the hands that tore her from the bed and then the shrill voice that she had screamed at us both, “Stay away from my daughter, you whore. Stay away from Anna...” that will always echo in my mind. Like in the fairytale that Meredith later whispered to me, it felt like they sentenced me and Sylvia to death. It was the death of our blossoming love, with neither of us understanding what we did wrong. I hated Mother from that day onward. I turned my back to her when finally, a year later, she walked from the house.

From that day onward it was just the three of us - Father, Meredith and I. Although occasionally it would be four whenever Aunt Amelia visited, and much like in the story she would be the evildoer who had sent Sylvia to a place where she had to dance against her will.

I knew where she was, but until I was old enough, I could go there to rescue her like the old soldier of the story did...
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CHAPTER TWO
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Early Spring 1923

Present day
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IT HAS BEEN A MONTH since Aunt Amelia decided I should attend a posh sort of school in the western quarter of Amsterdam. As she’d put it, “... To be away from troublesome surroundings.”

I know what she had really meant with the words. We only live a few streets away from what she describes constantly as the most ungodly part of the city. Which to Meredith and I have become the most interesting, the most entertaining part of the city. Until I saw her there...

“Meredith, come in my room, now,” I hiss softly at the girl who works fast at wiping down the surfaces in the hallway. She glances my way and frowns, “I got work to do,” she hisses back at me, “and your aunt is rather particular...”

“Yeah, I know, but I need to talk with you about something I saw...”

Meredith glances around her several times, seems to listen to where the only other occupant of the house might be doing.

“He’s too involved in his books right now,” I grunt between clenched teeth. Meredith nods at me, then she places the cloth she holds in the deep pocket of her over-skirt and walks to my bedroom door. She stops a foot or so away from my door. “What’s going on?” she hisses at me.

“I saw her...” I hiss.

“Who?”

“Sylvia...” I answer.

Meredith’s eyes fly open. “Really?” she asks. “Where?”

“At the Wallen...” I answer. “Well, to be more precise, she was being marched towards there along with at least ten others. They were all dressed in expensive clothing like they’re princesses...”

“Hmm, and you’re telling me this because...?” Meredith asks, looking at me with a familiar scepticism on her face.

“I want to get her back,” I continue. “I guess Father may help with it, as he never agreed with what Mother did that day.”

“Are you certain?”

“If I pretend that he’s the old soldier of your story, then he could go there pretending to be searching for new servant girls,” I suggest.

Meredith smirks in response, saying, “And you sound like you’re going to follow him there and do your own bit of searching. If you go, then you need to be careful about it...”

“I have an idea that I’ve told Father about already,” I respond. “He said he’d do it if it means Sylvia is safe again. But the reason it’s quiet right now is that he’s out. He said Sylvia, you and me all need to leave once Sylvia is back.”

“Me? Why me?” Meredith asks.

“Aunt Amelia would assume you had a hand in the plans according to Father,” I reply. “He thinks it’s safer if we’re all away from here. He’s arranging for us to travel on a ship abroad for us to start over...”

“Won’t anyone find it odd that three girls travel on their













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
' ; Ams%gydam but ot as vou remember it...

Nathalie M.L. Rowmer





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





