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Chapter One

As his eyes open within a dark room, Miguel Federico quietly rises from bed as he looks around for his clothes.  Once again, he awakens to a situation he would rather avoid.  He knows he must move quickly so a terrible scene does not arise.  Unfortunately, the room does not offer much light to assist him.  He opens a window covering slightly for better sight and laughs upon finding himself alone in the room.  Perhaps he should have looked for his bedmate prior to attempting to leave.  So much for attempt in allowing beauty of last night to rest as he sneaks away.

He manages to find his clothes around the room within seconds and begins to dress.  He knows the sweet beauty he flavored last night shall desire more of him than just his sexuality.  All his sexual interests manage to do the very same.  She may feel he is capable of love, but he is positive he can convince her otherwise.  No beauty should force self to accept a man such as him.  Although, it is possible he assumes too much.  Perhaps she is more intelligent than all the other encounters.  One day he may meet a woman with such intelligence.  Upon finishing with his belt, he prays today is the day and she is the one.

The next few moments shall allow him to better judge the situation.  Yet, he is not feeling comfortable leaving the empty room.  With most of his partners of passion, he is the first to rise and depart from the room.  However, he awakens alone.  Perhaps, she decided to go about her day and allow him to depart without a goodbye.  The thought alone entices him to find himself with accurate logic.  If he finally found a sexual woman demanding nothing more than satisfaction, then he is truly blessed.

After pulling on his final boot, he opens the door and quickly steps out.  Happiness explodes within as he sees no one and the residence is silent.  Obviously, he has a few steps for absolute freedom, but still a joyous moment.

He continues towards the entrance so he may exit and begin his day.  Halfway through the small kitchen he feels his happiness plummet as he looks to his right and the beauty from last night smiles brightly as she begins to approach him.  He knew the day began too well.  He never sees happy mornings when partaking in sexual bliss the night before.  The view of her is still beautiful, but he knows the smile hides true intent.

“Morning, I chose to allow you to rest so you may begin your day with strength.”

Miguel nods and looks to the floor as he replies, “Thank you.  I shall need the energy because I do have many things to do today.”

He is unsure if his statement is a lie or truth, as he must confront Pedro to see if they are to work today.  Every day is different with their employer.  Pedro often says they work every day, but Miguel does not consider most of what they do as work.  

However, now is not the time to think on all of his life.  He must depart from the senora soon since she attempts to get closer as he attempts to keep distance.  As soon as the senora decreases the space between them even more, he quickens his very small steps, but she seems to gain speed as well.

“Senor, shall we join again later tonight?  I am able to provide much more than just sexual pleasure.  A strong man like you will adore the meals I provide and the house I keep.  Will you join me?” inquires the senora with a lustful gaze.

Ahh, now he knows her true motive.  He, of course, thought he knew it before her statement, but does not really matter.  He feels disappointment in self as her look of lust does not inspire him to taste her once more.  He is sure most normal men would take her up on her offer.  Miguel simply desires to run out the door, but after the bliss of last night, he cannot show her disrespect with ignorant statements of false promise.  He slowly gazes into her eyes.  His history of romantic moments allows him to realize he shall leave another beauty in tears, but he does not understand why she desires more of a man such as him.  He never offers more than one romantic night.  All are a moment and nothing more.

“I am sorry, but I must decline.  Our passion last night was beauty of a man and a woman joining.  Last night was nothing more in our life to enjoy than pleasure of one another’s bodies.  You deserve more than I, senora.”

In a brief moment, he feels she understands his statement perfectly and agrees.  Then, he watches her expression change from the beautiful smile to anger as she begins to bite her beautiful lip and her eyes begin to develop a glare.  He hates it when that happens.  He always believes they will experience sadness at understanding he will not return, but it rarely goes that way.  Sometimes they display anger with their sadness and others just anger.  He knows he needs to calm her, but is unsure of appropriate words.  If he is too nice, she will take it wrongly.  She does not deserve absolute callousness.  Therefore, he feels it best to expedite his departure with a short consoling statement.

She moves closer to him as he thinks upon what she may need to hear from him.  Her eyes seem to grow with darker hatred with every breath he breathes.  He knows he must speak quickly.  As he opens his mouth to request a happy departure, her fist appears and connects with his eye.

After a slight shout of pain, he quickly turns from her to run for the door as she beats her fists into his back.  Each pounding fist seems harder than the last.  He prays she does not manage to find a heavy object to beat him with as her curses upon his soul get louder.  

Finally able to reach the door, he yanks it open and shouts, “My apologizes, senora.  I shall remember you do not wish to see me anymore.”

Not waiting for a reply, he quickly runs from her as she yells and curses him even more.  He knows the moment shall become an embarrassment for her, but all of it was not to happen, as he made no promises.  He cannot help smiling as he hears male witnesses of the moment laughing as he passes them.  Perhaps, they understand him better than they understand all of the lustful women he encounters every day.  Well, every night is more accurate.  He does not depart from work to satisfy lust.  He looks towards his growing audience and shrugs his shoulders as he smiles.  If she chooses to make a fool of herself, then he shall plead his innocence and depart with simple bonding with his fellow man.

After reaching several blocks from her residence, he slows his pace and begins to walk.  He knows many shall see him wrong in the moment, but it is not preventable when the senora refuses to accept reality after the night of sin.  Why would she not realize reality prior to it happening?  He wonders if Pedro will take interest in it.  He definitely shall hear of the incident, as most of the town shall know by the end of day.  Often the man is able to give him good advice, but their views on women often differ.  Pedro will insist he is in the wrong and should marry the woman.  Miguel knows he cannot agree with him on that.

Marriage is for a woman you love and all he shares with any woman is sexual encounters.  As none of it is anything more, he does not foresee love sneaking in on him and he appreciates it.  If he fell into love, he shall desire every moment with her.  As a working man, spending every moment with her is impossible and he refuses to cheat himself of a single moment.  At least that is how he always thinks of it.  Perhaps, a woman shall convince him otherwise one day, but he truly doubts any will.  

He turns to the left and crosses the road to enter the compound of his employer.  There are several buildings, but nothing too large or too small.  His employer never creates children with his wife so running out of space shall not occur.  Of course, none of that is his concern.  His only concern is to find Pedro to learn of their assignment of the day.  With the sun beating down upon him, he hopes the task involves shade.

“Miguel, why do you make me wait?”

Miguel quickly stops and turns around to confront the comment.  He knows it is Pedro prior to turning, but he is unsure of his sound of anger.  His arrival today is no later than any other day.  He simply hopes Pedro did not witness his departure from last night’s conquest.

“My apologizes, Pedro.  Does our employer bless us with assignment today?  I shall begin working upon it at once.” promises Miguel with a bright smile.

“I do not know.  I have yet to speak with the man as you arrive in a slow manner and do not appear appropriately.  What man shall chase you down and interrupt your work to correct you even more for satisfying your lust with his wife?  Who am I to fear will interrupt our day?” sneers Pedro.

Miguel begins to laugh as he shakes his head.  He does not understand how his friend always assumes the senora is married.  He learned long ago he is better off to stay away from married women.

“Pedro, I assume my eye shows a mark you feel is from a man as my eye still aches from the punch it accepted.  However, the mark is from a beautiful senora refusing to see reality and desiring more than I ever promised.  She angered at her inability to entice me more and my eye took the blunt force of her attack.  Nothing more shall ever come from any of it.  Now, shall we hear our assignment of the day?”

Pedro glares at him as he analyzes every word he said.  Miguel knows Pedro is convincing himself to believe him, but not to believe him is nonsense as it is all truth and always is truth

Accepting his explanation, Pedro motions Miguel to follow him as he walks off.  Miguel knows today shall remain interesting and after a while Pedro will demand to know details of what happened.  Though it does not matter how many saw him, Miguel will attempt to explain the scenario in a manner allowing him to retain some respect from Pedro.  After all, the senora is the one refusing to accept reality. 

Chapter Two

Enrica Gonzalez stares forward and attempts to fan herself.  The room is rather elaborate in relaxation for an office.  Therefore, she should feel no discomfort.  Yet, the temperature of the room seems to increase with every breath she takes, but she doubts it is really the room.  She awaits a response to the horrible question she asked.  She sees the sorrow upon his face, but he is silently thinking an acceptable answer.  However, she is not sure an acceptable answer exists.  She does not know why she should not walk out and start her own new life in the town she knows well.

"Fraulein Gonzalez, I only tell you what your father desired prior to passing.  He made sure his will specifically states you return to your birth country and allow your uncle to find you an appropriate husband.  I often asked him why he does not desire to keep you in the place you know.  He told me here is not your true home and that is why he never purchased the home he provided you.  His wish was you never stay here.  I believe if he were still alive, that he eventually would take you back to Spain and find the husband for you.  Unfortunately, his health does not allow it.  So, I ask you honor him and follow his directions.”

Enrica looks to the floor as the tears begin to roll once again.  The past several days caused tears to cascade down her face often.  She loves her father and respects what he wishes, but she wishes he explained it all better and prior to dying.  He fled Spain with her after her birth and never returned.  So why is now an appropriate time?  Perhaps, if they had visited over her childhood, she would understand, but he never took her.  

“I simply do not understand why he desires me to return to an uncle I never met.  He always spoke of his brother honorably, but he is still a stranger to me.  Does he plan to pick me up from here and transport me there?  Or, must I hire strange men to escort me back to a place I do not know?”

Herr Hardt attempts to hide amusement, as he knows the questions are her agreement to return to Spain.  He has known her since she was a baby.  Moreover, the beautiful woman she blossomed into has not changed in personality.  She is still too proud to back down from argument even though she has already agreed to give in.  Moreover, stating she agrees upon something after arguing the matter is as switching the sun for the moon while retaining the same amount of solar rays.  The change made without alteration of the moment.

“I received confirmation from your uncle already.  He is sending some of his security men to transport you and your maid.  Of course, your inheritance shall go along another route in attempt to keep everything safe.  I sent most of it on its way already and it will arrive prior to you.  However, I also retained some to send along with you once your uncle’s men appear.  As you know, your servants already began packing some of your household items.”

Enrica nods as she wipes away her tears once again with her handkerchief.  She hopes her uncle’s men become lost or die upon their way to find her.  Then, she can simply send message to return her money because it is unsafe to travel across unknown lands.

“Fraulein, please understand me when I tell you your father, as well as all of us, loves you very much and desires the very best for you.  See returning to your home country as an adventure.  As a child, you often complained no one around you looked as you and your father.  This is an opportunity to meet many others that look just as you appear.”

Enrica laughs, since she knows he attempts to cheer her up.  She jokingly states, “So, are you telling me my beauty is so common among them I shall disappear within a crowd?  Wonderful, then a husband must be hard to obtain and I shall return.”

After a loud laugh, Herr Hardt smiles and replies, “Never assume your beauty will allow you to hide.  Your beauty comes from within as well as your appearance.  My countrymen shall lose a great jewel upon your departure.”

Enrica wonders the truth, as most men do not approach her for any reason other than to stare upon her.  She never understood the reasons since her traits are not different in a drastic way.  As a child, she took insult to the stares of other children.  Adulthood only taught her a new hatred for those stares.  Most men stare with lust and she glares with hatred.

“Thank you, Herr Hardt.  At least I know there is a home for me here if I find the other unsuitable.  Maybe Kris Kringle will scare all off with his minions for the bad children and reward you for bringing me back.  I promise I was good this year.”

Herr Hardt stands and walks over to Enrica with a look of endearment.  She stands as he reaches her.

“Fraulein, you shall find they have their own traditions in Spain.  Some may be as ours, but others shall be new.  Keep ours in your heart, but allow others to enter.  Life is to be lived, not held down with sorrow.  And your father desired you to learn about the culture you were born into and left behind.”

Enrica nods as she softly states, “Thank you.” prior to leaving the room and exiting the business.  She continues to her carriage and enters upon her coachman opening the door.  Taking the seat across from her maid that awaits her return, she breaks into tears once again.  However, she does not feel they are tears of sorrow or of happiness.  Perhaps, they come from uncertainty.

“Fraulein, please do not cry.  I shall join you if you do not stop.” whines Katja as the carriage begins to move.

Enrica wipes away the tears as she begins to calm again.  The carriage pace picks up and she watches out the window as they pass the buildings she is familiar in seeing.

“I am fine, Katja.  I simply needed to let a few more go.  They shall be the last.  You and I shall take on an adventure that at some point shall become happiness.”

Katja doubts her statement as she looks upon the sorrowful expression.  The words sound positive, but Katja does not believe her tone of voice means positive words.  Katja knows they are to travel to another country, but she does not believe Fraulein Gonzalez desires happiness there.  Last night, she told Katja all will be miserable and they shall return.  Katja doubts the girl’s hopes.  However, she cannot tell her such.

“Pardon me, Fraulein Gonzalez, but I do not know what adventure you speak.  I thought you desire to stay here.  Even with leaving, you plan to return.  Is it no longer so?”

Enrica smiles and replies, “My intentions of returning have not changed, but I do believe Herr Hardt’s idea of it all is splendid.  He suggests I see it as an adventure to a new world.  Not often do women get the opportunity to travel through lands they do not know.  Therefore, you and I shall make an adventure of it all.  We shall shop in France and explore the countryside of Spain.”

Katja begins to feel uneasiness.  She believes the idea sounds great, but her fraulein has a devilish look within her eyes.  She is not sure if she should agree upon the plans without asking more questions.  

“Fraulein Gonzalez, do you plan to honor your father’s wishes appropriately?  If not, I cannot travel with you as your father was always appropriate to me.  I cannot disrespect his wishes.”

As Enrica stares upon her with a look of disbelief, Katja knows she should not have stated such.  She does not mean to insult the fraulein, but her thoughts do not sound as if she will honor her father’s wishes.

“Katja, I shall honor all of my father’s wishes.  I simply attempt to place a more positive outlook on the journey.  Is it not bad luck to begin a journey with negative thoughts?  Herr Hardt also reminded me of discussions I once had with my father concerning heritage.  The customs and celebrations may differ from what I learned here.  I am sure they heard of Kris Kringle, but I do not know if they decorate trees.  Perhaps we miss out on an enjoyable celebration if we remain here.”

Katja knows she attempts to bestow a happier outlook, but also realizes the pain the girl endures.  The poor girl heard about a culture she never witnessed as she grew up.  Moreover, she lived a culture that was never really her heritage.  Learning one’s self begins in childhood and she never gained the true opportunity of doing so.  Well, until now.

“Ja, perhaps it is an adventure.  I never read upon other customs, but it may become very interesting.”

As the carriage pulls to the entrance of her home, Enrica wishes the home could go with them.  All her memories are within this home.  She shall miss it as she vacations in a foreign land.  Or, so she expects.  She prays her family proves to her otherwise.

Chapter Three

Miguel happily drops into a soft padded leather chair after entering their employer’s study.  He believes the day has many hours to live through and it seems to get harder with every minute.  However, he knows he is able to rescue himself.  Tonight, shall be a lonely night at home in his own bed.  His treatment of self shall enable him to share more of him with another beautiful woman at another time.  He feels no shame though.  The moments may be brief, but they do receive all of him.  Moreover, the departure is more tiring than any other work.  Therefore, in a sense, he sacrifices his moment in time in order to gain pleasure.  He knows he sounds a bit odd, but he will figure it out another day.

“So, I take it you were not truthful with the woman you tarnished last night.  Admit it, she marks your face for your deceit.” whispers Pedro after he takes a seat and waits for their employer to arrive.

Miguel rolls his eyes and quickly replies, “She tarnished herself with her screaming in public this morning.  I told her last night I only share bliss of the body.  In no way, did I allow her to think she will obtain me for anything other than a sexual exploration.  Please stop whispering as if you state a secret.  No one is around to hear the sordid conversation you chose to bring up.  And, with her tirade this morning, I doubt any of it is a secret.”

As Pedro dons a look of disgust, Miguel knows he shall hear more from him.  Familiar with the moment, he ignores Pedro and awaits the rant.

“I attempt to keep a low voice so others shall not hear of your sins.  You have been a man for many years.  Is it not time you find a woman to love and care for with the vow of marriage?  Do you not wish to obtain a family?”

Miguel glances at Pedro and sees no judgement in his eyes, but a look of curiosity.  He supposes Pedro does not understand why Miguel desires to stay away from marriage.  Well, actually, a relationship of any kind as his trust in women died long ago.  Is it time for him to confess his knowledge of family life and faithful women?  Perhaps he should explain his mother ran out of his and his father’s lives to satisfy her lust for another man.  Pedro may need to view the pain and torment he lived through as a child.  Perhaps then, Pedro shall understand him.

The door behind them quietly opens and Senor Salvador Gonzalez enters.  Miguel watches the man as he walks to his desk.  With his well-kept hair and brisk walk, Senor Gonzalez appears above many of the men in town.  The man always dresses in regal attire and holds his head high.  He does not know much about the man, but Miguel always felt he deserves great respect.

“Good day, gentlemen.  I suppose you desire to know what you shall do for the next few weeks.” states Salvador as he takes seat.

“Senor, we are happy to hear the next day or two, but if you can explain a chore lasting weeks, we will love to hear it.” responds Pedro.

“Then, you shall love to hear my next assignment for you shall work a few weeks on the same assignment.  I am sure you do not know much of my brother or his recent death.  However, he is why I shall need you for several weeks.  After some health issues, he passed away leaving a daughter behind.  I need you to travel to Germania and bring her back so I may assist her in finding a husband.  I know families need wages.  So, I plan to provide you both with money to travel and your families may pick up your weekly wages while you are gone.”

Miguel definitely finds this chore exciting, but he does not support any family.  He wonders if the niece is beautiful, but effort to touch the innocent girl shall not happen.  He respects Senor Gonzalez too much to insult him in such a way.  However, there are many women located throughout France and Germania desiring a taste of him.

“Senor Gonzalez, it is our pleasure to bring your niece back to you.  I am sure with the loss of her father; she shall desire to be with her loving uncle.  I simply ask you hold my wages until my return.” exclaims Miguel as Pedro stares upon him.

Senor Gonzalez nods his head and states, “I shall retain them for you.  As for the girl, I am not sure how it will all go, Miguel.  I have not seen my niece since she was three days old.  After her mother’s death, my brother left the country with her and never returned.  He loved her mother very much.”

Miguel feels his heart sink upon hearing the history of the girl’s family.  He always hates hearing about bad things happening to loving families.  Loving families should not feel pain.  Only harlots like his mother deserve pain.  And, unfortunately, she will never feel the pain he felt throughout his childhood.

“Senor Gonzalez, I am sure your niece will enjoy her trip with us.  I shall inform her about life in Spain and allow her to see it is not much different from what she once had with her father.  I believe she will enjoy the comfort of family upon her arrival.” announces Pedro.

“Thank you, Pedro.  Learning more about life in Spain should ease her worries.  Now, you and Miguel can travel to get her on horseback.  My brother’s assistant arranged for a carriage and another man to assist your return as well as transportation of his body, which is not your responsibility.  Only my niece and her maid shall return with you.  Therefore, if you desire to enjoy a carriage ride back rather than horse, I see nothing wrong with it.  Doing so will allow for discussion of Spain and what she can expect to see.  Do either of you speak German or French?  I know my niece speaks several languages, but I do not desire you to struggle with communication on the way to her.”

Miguel looks to Pedro and states, “I am able to speak French, but I do not believe either of us speaks German.  Do you?”

As Pedro shakes his head, Senor Gonzalez knows the statement is true, but he does not believe it will matter.  Since his brother lived close to the France-Germania border, he doubts they shall need assistance.  Besides the other man assisting with security knows several languages.  On the other hand, at least the assistant told him he did.  Arrival may prove differently and cause a lot of confusion.

Miguel looks to Senior Gonzalez, but the man does not appear concerned with their answers.  He doubts language shall inhibit them in any way and is thankful senor seems to think the same.  If the girl knows several languages, then she can assist them when needed.  Even if traveling to her is a struggle, returning will become easier.  However, he wonders if this other man going along is worth trusting.  

“Do you feel we can trust this other man?  Pedro and I are able to protect her.  I do not see the necessity for him, but we will honor your desires.” states Miguel.

Senor Gonzalez takes a deep breath as he thinks upon the question.  He knows his niece shall travel a long distance to join him and travel is not always safe, but that does not mean his brother’s assistant is not able to choose an honorable man.

“I leave it to the both of you to assess the man.  I do not even know his name.  However, I am sure if I can trust Miguel with my niece, then the other man is probably just as good.  I see your adventure of last night causes bruising.  Perhaps you should stay away from females for a while.  I doubt they desire to hear how you obtained your latest injuries.”

As Pedro laughs, Miguel grins and looks Senor Gonzalez in the eyes.  He knows the man does not mean him ill will, but definitely knows how to point out his flaws.

“Please forgive me for looking unpresentable.  The beauty I left this morning chose to forget my lifestyle and demanded more.”

Senor Gonzalez chuckles and replies “Worry not, Miguel.  One day a woman shall have you doing the same.  You shall beg to keep her.”

“Perhaps.” answers Miguel with a smirk.

He desires to tell Senor Gonzalez that as a child he begged often for his mother to return.  However, either his begs were not heard or no one cared because she never returned.  In addition, through it all, he learned not to care.  There may be a woman in the world to change his beliefs, but he does not believe her to be anywhere near him.

As Senor Gonzalez opens a drawer, he states, “Here are two satchels of money.  I prepared one for each of you.  Within them, you shall find funds for Spain, France and Germania.  I also included three gold coins in each satchel in case trouble arises and no one desires to honor the money on hand.  I doubt you shall need them and all the funds in the satchel are yours to keep at the end of the journey.  I simply request you safely bring my niece to me.  Once you return, I am sure I shall need both of you for additional services.”

Miguel and Pedro choose their satchels and secure them to their bodies.  Once both men stand to depart, Pedro states, “We shall return your niece in pristine condition, senor.  Are you able to send a footman to my wife with message concerning my pay?”

“I shall.”

“Thank you.  Adios, senor.”

With a nod from Senor Gonzalez, Pedro and Miguel exit the study and make their way to the mounts loaned to them for the trip.  Miguel knows he desires to stay away from women tonight, but he also believes the trip has perfect timing for his desires.  The quick journey to Germania shall keep him from many known females and introduce him to many others.  Perhaps the journey shall enable him to let go of pain and obtain a bride.  Miguel believes he desires it to happen deep within his heart, but he doubts any female shall take the challenge of overcoming his pain.  His mother never attempted.  So, why would another woman?

Chapter Four

Enrica strolls through her home as the servants continue to pack her belongings.  She is thankful many of the items shall travel to Spain for her enjoyment, but she is willing to give most of it away as long as she could stay here.  This is the home she knows and desires.  The home she learned to climb stairs, spell, write, foreign languages, how to be a proper lady and much more.  More importantly, all the memories of her father revolve around where she stands now, not in another country.  She cannot create new memories with her father, but she could at least imagine them in the house she always called home.  Spain offers her no memory of her father other than he left it.

Passing the narrow entrance to the kitchen, she stops and watches Tomas look around the kitchen.  She often views the boy wondering the kitchen, but he appears peculiar today.  His steps are unusually slow and the direction of his sight changes even slower.  He must be looking for something for the chef, but she is not sure as to what because he does not appear to look in an exact location and the chef is very orderly.  She knows the boy works for his pay and needs education, but he is not stupid.  His familiarity with the kitchen usually enables him to complete any task requested of him.  She is not sure how to take it when he abruptly stops and looks around the kitchen intensely as if someone may assist him.  Obviously, the person to assist would not be her.

With his next movements, Enrica cannot help gasping as she seems him pull an apple off the counter and takes a bite out of it while placing another in his pocket.

“Tomas, I cannot believe you dishonor the trust placed in you.  Put back the apple and retrieve a replacement for the one in your mouth.” yells Enrica as she storms through the entryway.

Tomas quickly swallows his bite as he places the other apple back to where he found it.  He did not believe anyone was around to see his theft.    

“Please forgive me, fraulein.  I know I should ask prior to taking, but I skipped breakfast and need more nourishment.  I thought I could handle it today, but my stomach proved me wrong.  If I knew you were close, I would have asked.  I swear to you.”

Enrica begins to feel bad as she knows the boy is frightened of her and he often lacks meals.  She does not mean to worry the boy, but he knows it is not proper to take without asking.

“All is alright, Tomas.  The house has plenty of food.  Simply go to the cellar and find a replacement for the apple you are eating now.  You should have made your apple selection from the cellar.  The items on the counter are waiting for the chef to prepare my favorite red cabbage and apple dish.  You know his counts of ingredients must always be accurate.  So, I suggest you find proper replacements so he does not notice your bad deed.”

She watches the boy nod and run towards the door.  She wonders if he knows where the cellar is located because she is not too sure about its location.  She knows it exists, but her father never allowed her to enter it and she never desired to view its holdings.  Small dark places underground never seemed entertaining to her as a child.

She exits the kitchen and walks into the dining area.  Finding her maid packing the silver, she takes seat at the table and begins to watch.  She knows she should have learned how to do such packing, but she never took initiative to do so and her father never stressed the matter.  He always told her she must place herself above others and pay them to do the menial tasks.  He wanted her to be stern, but respectful when dealing with staff.  He assured her she should gain greater things than a tyrant abusing power over her should.  She has yet to figure out what he desired for her to accomplish, but she is willing to face any challenge.  Maybe not with a smile, but she will face whatever comes her way.

“Do you need assistance, Fraulein Gonzalez?  I can wait to complete this or assign it to another servant.” questions Katja.

Enrica fakes a smile as she fiddles her hands in her lap and states, “No, I am simply attempting to waste time.  Perhaps we can chat while you continue your work.  Everyone appears busy and I need to take my mind off of our travels.”

“You should not worry, fraulein.  Your father would never desire you to worry about his decisions.  He was a good man and a great father.  I am sure all shall work out for the best.  Besides, we both shall experience new things as neither of us has traveled out of Germania.  You shall see some of the things you learned about with your schooling.  I shall simply be amazed as you attempt to explain it to me.”

Enrica could not help her laughter since she knows the girl is right.  They are not far off in age from one another, but there is vast difference in education and lifestyle.  Enrica cannot imagine working as she does.  There never appears enough hours in the day to add chores to her day.  Preparing for the day takes hours, dining throughout the day takes hours, shopping or other menial enjoyments takes hours and preparing for bed takes a rather long time as well.  She simply does not understand how the girl finds time to work here.  Of course, she still lives with her parents since she is not married.  Perhaps it allows her the time to do it.  Yes, that is probably it since her mother and other siblings would find time to care for the home.

“I hope you are correct.  I just wish I knew my uncle and his family better.  Well, his wife, since he does not have children.  I shall find it awkward with another woman with ability to make decisions within the home.  My mother died prior to building any memory of her.  Moreover, my father never allowed me to meet any women he may have courted over the years.  Well, if he courted any.  No one within the home would discuss such things with me.”

She looks away so the girl will not see the sadness in her eyes.  She does not lie to the girl, but she is not exactly truthful either.  Her main concern is if she will meet her mother’s family.  Since her mother died when she was an infant and her father left the country with her, she has never known any of them either.  Her father explained a lot about her mother.  He loved her dearly and swore Enrica would have loved her deeply as well if she had the chance.  The rest of her mother’s family failed to achieve any discussion with her or her father.  Well, she is not even sure they ever attempted.  Her father always managed to change the subject rather than discuss them.

Even though her mother’s side of her family did not connect with her, Enrica often dreamed of meeting her mother’s family, but she never admitted it to her father.  Not desiring to anger him, she simply stopped attempting to talk about them.  Perhaps her uncle will not anger and she will find out more about them and her mother.

“Do you not worry about meeting my uncle’s servants, Katja?  If you do not like them, then do you leave my presence and return home?” asks Enrica.

Katja
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