
  
    [image: Sapphire Promise]
  


  
    
      Sapphire Promise

      Based on the true story of loyalty, trust, and unfailing love

    

    
      
        Sally Brandle

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Copper Horse Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Praise For Sally Brandle

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        A Note from the Author

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        I. Pre Invasion Photos

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        II. Post Invasion Photos

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

    

    
      
        References

      

      
        Word Translation Table

      

      
        Book Club Questions

      

      
        Also by Sally Brandle

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise For Sally Brandle

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

        “Don’t Despair” Batavia Coat of Arms

      

      “Sally Brandle carries us into Batavia’s pre-war daily life and into its architectural beauty. However, she also carries us, with Annika, into the darkness of Batavia’s Tjideng Ghetto, a Japanese internment camp. This loss of her idyllic life caused despair but also hope.” Dirk Teeuwen MSc, Nieuwpoort, The Netherlands

      "The words take you there. Sapphire Promise is truly a gem that will transport you through time, to a place from long ago. The details honor the wonder of the Dutch East Indies -- a place where European structure and grace met the natural beauty and warmth of the Tropics. These vivid details captured the essence of what my dear Oma deeply yearned to return to, but never could. This coming-of-age story occurs during a time of great turbulence. The author takes such care in reminding the reader about what it means to be human, love, care, survive, and heal."  Jamie Stern, Member at Large, Director of Research, The Indo Project   Trauma Therapist, Doctoral Candidate 

      

      “Sapphire Promise adds needed balance to all the somber recollections—as there were also fond memories of their youth in DEI that have returned to the survivors during the dwindling sunset of their remaining years, including the thrill of falling in a forever love, a hope that can sustain one during the most dire and trying times.” Eric Morgan, Member at Large, The Indo Project

      

      “I’m excited to share the compelling story of Sapphire Promise with my book group! The study questions at the end will ensure a lively, thoughtful discussion of this fascinating memoir.” Pat H.

      

      “I remember having a lovely conversation with Iris at a past museum holiday luncheon, hearing just a bit about her work during the war years, and recognizing what a unique life she had led. The determination, grace, and positive outlook of the heroine, Annika, surely reflect the character’s inspiration. This book is a fitting tribute to a woman who led a remarkable life and triumphed in challenging circumstances.”  Kathleen Maki, Director of Human Resources, Seattle Art Museum
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        and other strong, compassionate women

        who believe in themselves and believe in love.
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      Volunteering at the Seattle Art Museum connected me with Iris. An age difference of over thirty years never mattered, nor did it matter that her lineage included a French countess and mine a poor Irish immigrant grandmother. Our friendship grew from respect, common interests, and fun adventures.

      Over time, Iris shared bits of her childhood growing up as a Dutch citizen in the city of Batavia in the Dutch East Indies (present day Jakarta, Indonesia*). Her poignant, exciting, and romantic story needed to be written. I began to take notes to create a timeline, from her birth in 1923 to her coming of age just prior to World War II. Iris’s Dutch family descended from generations of colonists who profited from business on Java and then lost everything after the Japanese invasion. Her haunting experiences of being interned by the Japanese at eighteen while training to be a nurse did not deter her from going on to become a respected RN in Seattle.

      I completed a biography of Iris’s life as a gift to her for her ninety-sixth birthday. Shortly thereafter came the fictionalized version containing a minimum of fabricated scenes. This is the story that you are about to read. Names of her living family members have been changed to protect their privacy, while most historical names are accurate. The thoughts and emotions of our protagonist—now named Annika Wolter—are quoted verbatim, during real events she survived showing determination, grit, and enduring love. Although the novel takes place in a time of political and social upheaval, the intent is to portray the story of a young woman growing up in colonial society and the impact of war. Because Annika’s life was multi-cultural and multilingual, many languages are routinely spoken and included in the story dialogue. Consult the Word Translation Table for easy reference. Here are examples:

      
        	kleuter:	 (Dutch) toddler

        	zakenman:	(Dutch)	 older businessman

        	verdorie:	(Dutch)	damn

        	Mevrouw:	(Dutch)	Mrs.

        	Juffrouw:	(Dutch)	Miss

        	Nonna:	(Malayan)	Miss

      

      

      *From 1619, the year the Netherlands founded Batavia on Java as their port and administrative center, the Malay Archipelago (over 6000 inhabited islands) became colonized by the Dutch as they began a lucrative trade in spices and sugar. Slavery was outlawed in 1860, followed by substantial taxes levied on the Indonesian “subjects.” In 1901, the colonial government began pursuing their Dutch Ethical Policy, intended to benefit the indigenous population by improving their material living conditions through irrigation, transmigration from over-populated Java to other islands, and education. The policy suffered from underfunding, inflated expectations, and lack of acceptance in the Dutch colonial establishment. Little remained of it by the onset of the worldwide Great Depression in 1930. Iris’s father had started a successful Dutch East Indies commodities brokerage in the early 1920s, then saw it also fail during the Great Depression. A rare, 1938 colorized silent film shows Dutch, Indonesian, and Indos (people of mixed Indonesian and European ancestry) in Batavia and Bandoeng near the time the book opens. A digital version of the film can be viewed online here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3vtOdImMfLA (viewers may hit Skip Ads button to bypass commercials)

      On September 27, 1940, one year after the start of World War II, Germany, Italy, and Japan signed the Tripartite (or Berlin) Pact. It was designed to create a defense alliance between the participating countries and deter neutral America from entering the conflict. This delay tactic worked for over a year. On December 7, 1941 Japan staged a simultaneous attack on Thailand, Pearl Harbor, and the U.S. protectorates of Guam, Wake Island, and the Philippine Islands, and on the British Empire colonies in Malaysia, Hong Kong, and Singapore. In an act of alliance with the U.S. and Great Britain, Queen Wilhelmina of the Netherlands declared war against Japan on December 8, 1941. The Japanese invaded Java early in 1942 to secure a strategic location and gain control of precious oil resources. They put the Dutch colonists in POW camps, enslaved and forced the Indonesian and Indo men into their army, and caused a famine. After the Allies defeated the Japanese in World War II, the Dutch and Indonesians fought each other for control of the islands until Indonesia gained independence in 1949. For further reading, please download the free historically accurate continuation of this story via a timeline Epilogue at http://www.sallybrandle.com or refer to the sources listed in the References section of this book.
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      California 2021

      Annika dropped a bag of Earl Grey tea into the porcelain teacup—her wrinkled, sun-spotted hand showing evidence of her earliest decades spent in the tropics. The sapphire ring on her right hand still glowed deep, deep blue, and without thinking, she pressed it to her heart. A lock of silvery hair fell across her forehead. She brushed it back, and touched the bumpy scar at her hairline, vaulting an eighty-year-old memory into play.

      Her body tensed while she relived the horrible moment of the noontime heat, the smell of petrol on the street, but worst of all, the crisp vision—a jeep full of Japanese enemies slowing as it drove by her, the passenger soldier glaring, the brake lights flashing a warning. The driver veered in front of her bicycle and stopped. She swung the handlebar to the right, parked on the shoulder, pulled out her Mobile Nurse card, and then bowed. One soldier jumped out and walked around her while another one stepped to her side and yelled an angry order in Japanese. She remained bowed and prayed for God to protect her and Mamma from harm.

      A rifle barrel whacked her knee from behind, pitching her forward until her kneecaps hit gravel. She thrust her hands out before face-planting. Keeping her head lowered and bare shins on the rough ground, she pressed her chest to her thighs. Was this enough groveling to stay alive?

      “Bow!” the ugly voice shouted. A saber rattled.

      Please Lord, help me. She dropped her brow to the ground and stretched her shaking arms out ahead, palms down, as if prostrated in prayer.

      “Bow!” he shouted again, and the sole of a boot pushed onto the back of her head and drove her forehead into sharp stones.

      A whistling tea kettle jarred Annika back to the present. She slowly inhaled and exhaled and then poured steaming water over the teabag. The robust scent of the first brew brought a comfortable, calming warmth to her face.

      Suffering brought enlightenment—a truth she’d read somewhere.

      After sipping her tea and nibbling a cookie or two, she’d think back to the beginning—to the life she’d loved, the lessons she’d learned, and the wonderful people who had helped her through the toughest years of her life.
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      April 1939

      
        	Hitler’s Panzer tanks invade Czechoslovakia.

        	Italy and Germany finalize a military alliance.

        	Japanese Emperor Hirohito amasses a powerful Navy and Air Force. He uses poison gas against China.

      

      Batavia, Java

      When would Pappie get home to break up her quarantine exile with stories from the barn about her mare and her monkey? Annika Wolter paced another circuit between the Victrola record player that sat on her dresser and the armoire across the room. Two more days of seclusion upstairs and she’d be on horseback again instead of merely imagining rides on the hibiscus-filled trails. Thank the Lord her father’s daily report through the closed bedroom door brightened the endless hours of reading and practicing her ballet performance for Mamma’s fiftieth birthday. What if she wasn’t over the mumps by her mother’s party, like the doctor had promised?

      Annika pressed her finger under her right ear and found the receding, yet tender, swollen gland. “Little kleuters needing highchairs get mumps, not young ladies of fifteen and a half,” she mumbled to herself, and leaned onto the windowsill. Apricot-scents from oleander flowers drifted into her second-floor bedroom from the hedge below, planted along the circular driveway which led to Mansion Annika. She bit her lip. A grand house named in your honor mattered little when you were stuck in one of the seven bedrooms.

      At any moment, Pappie and the chauffeur should be rounding the bend of the road that led onto Boxlaan. She looked past the rows of flowers which lined their driveway. Wait. Who was that crossing their grass? A stranger approached from the far corner of the acre of lawn. Shades of copper shone in his dark brown hair. She stood on tip toes and leaned close to the glass in the upper part of the window. His stride proclaimed athlete, not the stiff walk of an old zakenman who might be headed here to visit Pappie on business.

      He marched into full view, dressed in the white Dutch uniform of an officer. The hip-length coat fitted perfectly across his broad shoulders. Freshly pressed trousers covered his long legs and a small leather suitcase swung with each stride.

      “Hmm.” Annika tapped her cheek. Was this tall, mysterious guest a new boarder? If a herd of young soldiers preceded war, maybe war wouldn’t be as horrible as Mamma and Pappie whispered. And no war had better start before she finished high school and completed nursing training, and certainly not before she had her first boyfriend. She moved to the side, lest the visitor catch her staring, and tucked her sleeveless blouse inside the waistband of her wide-legged trousers.

      He continued toward their front door and for a moment tilted his head to study the lone wrought iron balcony which jutted out from the bedroom to Annika’s right. Her pulse thrummed. No man should be so dashingly handsome as to compete with Errol Flynn. He swung his head to take in the tennis courts on the property next door, then looked over his shoulder at the cricket fields across the street, as if trying to determine a connection to the view from the balcony. The handsome stranger turned back toward Annika and rubbed his chin. His curiosity upped her admiration even further. “I’m going to marry him,” she whispered.

      At the veranda overhang, he disappeared. She groaned. His footsteps sounded on the flight of stairs.

      Verdorie! Damn, she hated this blasted room! Annika thumped her hand against her dresser. The turntable shook on the Victrola. “My song for Saturday’s performance!” she cried, and examined the brittle, 78 rpm shellac record. Whew, no scratched grooves. Her fingers relaxed and she slid the twelve-inch disc into its paper sleeve.

      The mysterious stranger’s suitcase suggested an overnight stay. Mamma hadn’t mentioned him when she’d deposited today’s lunch outside her door. She batted aside the billowing white mosquito netting which surrounded her bed, then opened her door, and leaned into the hallway. Two more days of exile would kill her! He might be gone by then!

      In the distance, protective barks grew louder from Foxy, the family’s wire fox terrier. If her furry little friend could talk, he’d quiz the stranger for details. A firm rap sounded from the wooden front door on the main level.

      How unfair that her dog got to meet their visitor days before she would. Annika left the door open but retreated into the bedroom. Her future husband’s hair shone like the russet brown Djati wood of her furniture.

      In her room, a pink scarf fluttered, one filmy end tucked under the thin ribbon of spiraling teak wood that decorated the top of the mirror on her vanity. Annika caught sight of her reflection. Mamma said she had a heart-shaped face, and fashion magazines noted that as a plus. She laid her fingers alongside her chin. What demeanor would impress the dashing officer? Solemn and brooding, à la Greta Garbo? She posed. Or flirty like Janet Gaynor, her favorite American Hollywood star? She lifted one eyebrow and widened her hazel eyes, turned sideways, and looked over her shoulder into the mirror.

      Posing was a useless waste of energy. She blew a wisp of light brown, wavy hair from her forehead. He’d never consider her. She was ugly. That’s what Pappie’s friend, Herman, had told her on his visits when she was a little girl. “Annika,” he’d say in his soothing tone, “you’re so smart. You’re from such a good family. Tsk, tsk. Too bad you’re so ugly.” Many times, she’d heard him repeat that horrible observation.

      Another knock sounded from below. Where were Luther and Ahmad, their servants who ushered guests into their home?

      Mamma called out, “I’ll greet our new lodger.” Her pumps clicked on the white marble floor as she approached the entry from the living room. The heavy door creaked open.

      Lodger. How exciting. Not a curmudgeon like the other paid boarders they sometimes hosted for extra money. Did she dare step out to peek? Her bare feet made no noise as she crept out of her bedroom and across the polished stone hallway. A few feet back from the row of carved staircase balusters, she crouched with her fingertips on the floor for balance. If she tipped her head, she could look between the wooden spindles to see the tall stranger who stood at attention in the open doorway. He towered above Annika’s barely five-foot tall Mamma. When he smiled, his angular face lost any formality, making him impossibly handsome. Annika’s breath hitched in her throat.

      “Thank you for accommodating me on short notice, Mevrouw Wolter.” The rich, deep timbre of his voice stirred unfamiliar feelings in Annika. He defined her vision of a Hollywood leading-man. A sigh escaped, piercing the quiet of the empty hall.

      The stranger bent and stroked Foxy’s head. “I hope a two-week stay isn’t an inconvenience.” His gaze flicked toward Annika’s perch.

      She jerked backward, tipped onto her heels, and thrust her hands to the floor to keep her butt from smacking the marble. That was close. Too close. Rising slowly, keeping her back to the wall, she slipped inside her bedroom. Warmth rose in her cheeks. Had he seen her? She continued to eavesdrop, her hand gripping the door frame.

      “Foxy, you furry pest. Go visit Annika.” Mamma ordered. “Sorry, he’s really no bother.”

      “The pup’s an unexpected bonus,” his friendly voice assured her mother.

      “Good. We’re happy to accommodate you, Lieutenant Van Hoven,” Mamma said. “I understood from Marta’s phone call that the steamship carrying her relatives from Holland arrived early, putting you out of a guest room.”

      Annika blew out her breath. Close call. Marta’s twin daughters were her friends, both of them cute, and both of them currently without a boyfriend.

      “That’s correct,” the lieutenant replied. “I appreciate staying next door to family friends. My quarters on base aren’t quite ready. War preparations are slow and steady.”

      “So we’ve heard,” Mamma agreed. “We feel fortunate to have Marta and her family as close neighbors. Please come inside. Tea is served at four and dinner at seven. In the meantime, I set out a pitcher of fresh lemonade on the shady veranda. I’ll ask Emily to point out your room and give you a house tour.”

      Not Emily! Annika pushed her forehead into the wall. Her lips puckered as if she’d bitten into one of the blasted lemons. Mamma often voiced a saying: “Bitter in de mond maakt het hart gezond,” Bitter in the mouth makes the heart healthy. Hers ached in pain. She clasped her hands in prayer and whispered, “Please don’t let him meet Emily. Please let her be out on an errand.” Her older cousin had glossy brown hair, alabaster skin, and elegant manners.

      The distinctive clicks of doggy toenails sounded on the marble stairs. Foxy nosed open Annika’s door. He’d been the runt of the litter and weighed under fifteen pounds, but his curiosity and energy were boundless.

      Annika knelt and stroked down her dog’s white neck, black shoulder, and tan back. Her own muscled forearms were brown as a bridle from hours spent riding her horse, Maggy. She hadn’t paled a fraction in the five days since she’d come down with mumps, even though she had been sealed off to prevent the horrible virus she’d caught at school from infecting her family and servants. Foxy nudged her and she buried her head in his rough, wiry fur. The scent of freshly mown grass tugged at her restless soul. She should’ve been out on their lawn to meet their guest. She slumped against her dresser and pulled Foxy onto her lap.

      “Emily,” Mamma called from downstairs.

      Demure footsteps pattered on the hallway floor outside Annika’s room. Her worst nightmare continued. She listened intently.

      “Yes, ma’am?” Sweet, refined Emily replied from the top of the stairs.

      “Please meet Lieutenant Van Hoven. He’s the new boarder I mentioned. I’d appreciate you showing him around.”

      Mamma spoke often of finding a suitor for Emily, and the young lieutenant fit the bill. Annika clutched her blouse at heart level. How could any man not fall for nineteen-year-old Emily, a not-so-poor orphan, and the epitome of a fashionable young lady? “Verdorie,” she hissed again, and set Foxy on the floor.

      Why did she have the cousin who looked every bit as much like a movie star as he did? Annika rose and stared out the window. Tears wet her eyes. Why couldn’t Emily have stayed in Holland with her uncle after her parents died a few years ago? Why had she decided, out of all her Dutch relatives, to join their family in Batavia? And why, for heaven sakes, had Emily been available today as tour guide for the handsome lieutenant? Annika Wolter’s handsome lieutenant!

      Why? Because life wasn’t fair.

      Annika tapped her foot on the floor. Where was her father? Shouldn’t Pappie be the one showing the new boarder around and learning the important facts about him?

      “Ladies. Please, call me Phillip,” his smooth voice drifted to Annika, the deep tone sending longing into her chest, soothing her frustration.

      Emily murmured something, then the clipped military footsteps faded as the pair must’ve entered the long hallway below, flanked at the far end by the two bedrooms reserved for boarders. They’d be halfway to the altar by the time Annika got released from her prison.

      She crossed her arms over her chest. Movement caught her eye above a framed picture on the far wall. She dashed across the room and glimpsed the disappearing tip of a house gecko’s tail. “If you’re smart, you’ll let me catch you,” she advised the tiny intruder as she unhooked the watercolor painting of her horse. Cupping her hand, she gauged the spotted gecko’s path and trapped it against the wall. “Gotcha.” She gently carried it to the window, pushed her hand outside, and opened her fingers. The gecko stayed in her palm. She ran her finger over the gray body, spotted in black and white. “No hurry to leave? At least you have a choice.” In an effortless leap, the gecko landed on the outside wall to her left. “The servants aren’t as forgiving,” she warned it before she pulled her arm in and drummed her fingers on the windowsill. Every other creature but Annika was headed somewhere today.

      The gecko climbed up white stucco, past the small window of the storage room to her left, and then headed toward the red tile roof. Annika looked to the right. Only on the roof would the gecko have a better view than from her mother’s private balcony. If the lieutenant asked, would Emily tell him how that balcony had been purposely positioned for Mamma to watch Pappie play tennis next door or cricket at The English Club fields on the other side of Boxlaan? Or that her parents had ordered the workers to chisel “Annika” into the cement floor of the balcony when they’d built here the year after her birth? That should be shared, too.

      Pappie needed to get home to give out those details. She glanced at the English Sports Club on the corner a half block away. Overlooking the outdoor pool in the rear, a handful of businessmen in beige-colored suits sat at wicker patio tables. She frowned. If Pappie had stopped there first for his afternoon glass of whiskey, she wouldn’t spot him without field glasses.

      On the street outside the pool’s fence, a horse pulled a two-wheeled buggy, or sado. Sunshine glinted off its metal roof. One passenger faced backward in the seat at the rear. The driver up front steered alongside a row of trees which kept the hot sun off the street vendors. Their tables would be loaded with fresh picked cucumbers, papaya, mango, and pineapple. Annika licked her lips and imagined the taste of ripe, sweet pineapple dipped in shaved coconut.

      The sado stopped near the club’s covered entry. A uniformed Indonesian doorman in a white turban assisted a stoop-shouldered man out of the rig. He shuffled inside and would probably spend the next few hours enjoying tea and pound cake while talking to his cronies in a cool corner and waiting for the dining room to open at seven. She’d often seen elderly men seated in rocking chairs on the veranda after she’d done laps in the club’s swimming pool. Each time she’d passed them in the last few months they’d been arguing in Dutch about the Nazis.

      Annika rubbed her temple. Could Hitler’s plans of domination really stretch to peaceful Batavia, her home in the Dutch East Indies? No. Her fists clenched. She looked toward the horizon. Ninety miles to the west the peaceful Indian Ocean rippled onto their island’s white sandy beaches, with Europe and Hitler thousands of miles beyond. Surely none of his tanks or planes could travel that far. She squinted. Right now, something was flying her way. Not a soaring falcon native to Java, but two biplanes that dipped and dodged one another high up in the blue sky. They circled and vanished, no doubt headed back to the military base before sunset at five-thirty. How did a soldier fill the twelve hours of daylight they received on Java year-round? Did they rise with the sun every morning between five and six, then get off duty at sunset between the same hours in the evening? She should ask Rudy, her oldest brother.

      At this very moment, Rudy could be practicing in one of those biplanes. Annika pretended to be him by moving an imaginary center stick, adjusting goggles, and checking the gauges, exactly as Pappie and his friend had shown her when they’d taken her flying in a Piper Cub. Even by handling the controls for a few minutes, she’d felt the strange freedom Rudy often described he felt in a Koolhoven FK 51 aircraft, which the Royal Dutch Military had brought to Java for pilot training. If Rudy succeeded in joining the RAF out of England, where would he be sent to fight?

      Goosebumps rose on her forearms. News clips at Batavia’s movie theater warned of Hitler’s threats. She closed her eyes and said a prayer for the German monster’s swift defeat. Did she have the courage to confront an enemy, given the chance? She stared out the window again. Past the English Club’s cricket fields sat The Batavia Civil Hospital for the poor. Since she’d been old enough to know what went on inside, she’d wanted to help sick people. That took plenty of courage, and medical knowledge helped in wartime.

      In a metal case on her dresser sat the stethoscope Pappie had presented to her on her twelfth birthday. He’d known precisely what her dreams were, as always. Years of practice on tolerant pets and relatives had honed her skill in locating a heartbeat. Now she needed to practice patience. She wouldn’t childishly pester any of the family with questions about Phillip. Instead, she’d show ladylike restraint. She straightened her spine and formed the slight suggestion of a reserved but approachable smile in the manner Oma Elodie had drummed into her.

      What was she thinking? Pursuing someone so handsome was surely a lost cause. Annika dropped her chin to her chest. The boxy, stiff fronts of her pink ballet shoes caught her eye. She snatched them from beside her armoire, shoved in her feet, and tied the ribbons. The doctor had guaranteed that by Mamma’s birthday celebration on Saturday night, her glands would be normal, and she wouldn’t be contagious.

      Only forty-eight hours remained for her to perfect the final pirouette of her Chopin piece and impress Phillip with her one talent. As she moved her body to balance en pointe, more than her toes ached.
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      Saturday at last, and finally free from quarantine! Annika parked her bicycle beside Pappie’s ten-stall barn and lifted Foxy from the bike’s basket. A horse bugled in the distance. Her trusted steed, Maggy, always announced her arrival. Next came the little-horse whinny of her old pony, Penny, who shared the pasture. Annika grinned and pulled her thin cotton blouse away from her skin, damp from the heat of Saturday’s noon sun and the several mile bike ride to their stables on the outskirts of town. Swimming in the pool at The English Sports Club would’ve been smarter.

      Not to her pets, though. Foxy circled and yipped. He wiggled with anticipation for their jaunt in the woods to search for wonderful scentograms, no doubt inspired by tidbits from the table he’d receive after they left the barn and headed home for high tea.

      Home, where Annika had completed her share of party preparations this morning in record time. She had been shooed out of the house without even a glimpse of the new boarder. Her own tingling anticipation for tonight rippled from her feet to her ponytail. Thank goodness her mother understood her need for a ride, so getting away wasn’t a problem. What Mamma didn’t understand, though, was her daughter’s intense desire to impress Lieutenant Phillip van Hoven. Annika patted her heart. She’d kept that information safely hidden.

      Luckily for her, Pappie had started to teach his jumping lessons earlier today, and he’d cancelled their father and daughter ride. He could read her like a book. She knew that too many exclamation points marked her thoughts about meeting handsome Phillip for the first time tonight and she didn’t want Pappie to suspect anything. Tomorrow, she’d happily ride alongside Pappie and fulfill her treasured role of the family member carrying his equestrian gene. Her brothers, Rudy and Claude, now preferred airplanes or motor bikes and Mamma feared horses. How lovely it would be if Phillip rode!

      Annika dusted off her tan jodhpurs and placed the toe of her black leather riding boot on the lowest rail of the fence attached to the barn’s outside wall. She scanned the spacious arena. Pappie stood in the center with his back to her. An unfamiliar man stood outside the fence on the opposite side. Both seemed focused on a middle-aged woman who stepped off the mounting block and awkwardly swung her thigh onto Pappie’s saddled jumper. She wore a white, long-sleeved blouse and a striped vest in shades of blue.

      Only a twit would roast in two layers today. Annika leaned on the rail, balanced on her elbows. Hold on—this rider was also one of Mamma’s tailoring customers; Annika recognized the striped vest as one Mamma had gone to great pains to design. Its heavy material contained a band of cerulean blue, and that precise shade needed to lay along the neckline to accentuate the customer’s eyes. Annika shook her head. None of that mattered to the horse, of course.

      Noir, a powerfully built, coal-black gelding, shifted under the woman’s weight. Henri, Pappie’s compact and strong Indonesian groom, kept a calming hand on the horse’s bridle. The woman glanced down at Henri, scowled, and said something which caused him to quit smiling. Annika clenched the rail. Had Pappie heard the woman’s rude comment to Henri? If he did, it wouldn’t matter how fancy the rider was dressed, her father would still voice his disapproval. He did not tolerate rudeness to one of their staff. Other Dutch on the island didn’t treat their Indonesian servants as well as Pappie cared for theirs. Some staff lived away from the families they worked for, but not the Wolters’ servants. Henri and Kokkie’s family chose to live in the pavilion attached to Mansion Annika by a covered walkway, as did their chauffeur and their huisknecht, or butlers. Their staff had their own bedrooms, a communal kitchen, and a bathroom. Even when money was tight, Mamma made certain their help ate the same food Kokkie prepared for Annika’s family.

      Pappie must not have heard his student’s remark, as he remained standing in the middle of the arena with his hands clasped behind his back in his thinking posture. The shining gold signet ring he wore with pride bore an inscribed crest of his French ancestors. Her father lived and breathed the family philosophy of noblesse oblige, that if you are of nobility, you have an obligation to behave accordingly. In Pappie’s terms it meant that everyone was taken care of before you. Over and over, he’d coached her and her brothers in how to honor the family’s noblesse oblige mantra. Today, her tall, slim father concentrated on his student. As he assessed her seat, his dark brows wrinkled. “Heels down, please,” he instructed. He unconsciously smoothed his wavy hair with one hand, and smiled at Henri, who dipped his head in acknowledgement and released the bridle. “Circle the arena twice at a walk, then trot to warm him up,” Pappie called to the woman.

      Fortunately for their budget, if you wanted people to think you came from an old Dutch family of wealth, you had to know - or learn - how to sit a horse. So, even in difficult financial times, Pappie had plenty of paying customers eager to cement their reputations as members of the elite class.

      Annika dropped her foot from the rail and thought of how Oma Elodie would’ve reprimanded her for this unladylike demeanor—a lady does not cling to or prop her feet on fence rails. Luckily, Pappie’s French mother, Countess Elodie de Fisicat Wolter, preferred the piano to horses and never came to the barn. Oma Elodie’s titled family had fled Marseille when the poor rose up against Marie Antoinette to fight the greedy French aristocracy.

      When Pappie was sixteen, his father had died, yet somehow, despite being raised by his aristocratic mother, Pappie had developed a realistic attitude about finances. He knew everything to do with horses cost dearly and made certain that the money he earned for teaching riding lessons paid household bills and expenses for Maggy, Penny, and his own five horses.

      While the expensively dressed rider trotted Noir on the outside rail of the arena, Annika recalled a time she’d been scared as a little girl, worrying that her pony, Penny, might be sold. She’d been no more than eight or nine and had been clueless that the world had suffered from a severe financial depression beginning in the 1930s. During the only time her parents had let their money worries slip, Pappie had asked Mamma to sit down in the dining room. “I’m totally ruined,” he’d begun.

      Her mother had stared at him. “Why do you say that?”

      “I’ve lost nearly all my capital in this godforsaken depression. My export business is kapot.”

      Mamma had placed a hand on Pappie’s shoulder and stayed silent for a moment. “Well. . . you can get paid for the riding lessons you now offer for free,” she’d said, “and I suppose I can design couture clothes. I know wonderful Indonesian seamstresses who can sew them.” She’d smiled and fingered the scalloped neckline of her own dress. “There will always be wealthy women needing new wardrobes.” Pappie had paced the floor as Mamma continued, “We have no debt and could rent out the extra bedrooms in the house, too.”

      “I don’t want you to work!” He’d thumped his hand on the table. It was the only disagreement Annika recalled hearing between her parents.

      “There’s nothing wrong with me.” Mamma stood, her chin in the air. “I can work. I have my brain and plenty of servants.” She’d kissed him. “I’ve been trained in dress design and went to fashion shows in Paris before we met. Don’t worry about me.”

      And work they both had ever since that day, just like right now, as her father coached the rider who was wearing Mamma’s custom-made riding togs. The woman’s rouged cheeks grew darker from exertion. “Take her over the green jump, Mevrouw,” Pappie instructed. “Remember to lift your hips from the seat as he rises.”

      Dust rose as the imported English jumper trotted toward a low cross rail. The gelding stopped for an instant, gathered energy, and sailed over, carrying the upright woman. Noir’s skills compensated for what his inconsiderate rider lacked in proper form. She’d not even raised her butt a fraction off the saddle or assisted him by leaning over his neck.

      “Bravo,” the bystander cheered, dressed in a cream-colored linen jacket more suited for a croquet party.

      He must be a well-paid government worker because he obviously wasn’t a horseman. The jump his friend had cleared barely reached Annika’s knee, and clearly Noir did all the work. She turned her head and rolled her eyes. Mevrouw Cerulean Blue should consider bicycling if she didn’t want to partner with her mount. Pappie could diplomatically point that out because Annika had better things to do. “Newt-newt!” she called, then removed a treat wrapped in her hankie from the bicycle basket.

      Her pet monkey scampered out of the barn and made the friendly chatter which echoed his name. He climbed Annika’s outstretched arm and swung onto her shoulder. His hair tickled her ear and his tail draped to her waist. He tugged her braid, then patted the top of her head.

      Sunlight shone off the golden tips of his fur, his coat the color of a walnut shell. He smelled of the fresh straw he slept in, thanks to Henri having built the perfect macaque-sized wooden box. From her pocket she removed a handful of Kenari nuts. She ate a couple of the creamy tasting nuts and offered one to Newt-newt. “Want a treat?”

      His warm, slate gray fingers plucked the nut, and he popped it into his mouth. He screeched in glee, his cheek whiskers spiked out from his grayish pink muzzle. The comical expression made Annika laugh. “Silly monkey.” She unfolded her handkerchief. A fragrant, yeasty aroma from Kokkie’s freshly baked bread filled the air. “You’re getting better at our racing-home game. A favorite snack if you win today.” The monkey’s bright, amber-colored eyes followed her movement while she placed the chunk of bread atop a gate post. He leapt to the ground and jumped up and down, ready to get the game started. “First, we go for a walk in the shady woods. Let’s find Maggy and begin our trail ride.”

      At the sound of her name, the copper-colored mare whinnied from the nearby pasture, then trotted to meet them. She flipped her head, which rippled her long, flaxen mane. Penny, her brown and white pinto pony, trailed behind and favored her left hind leg. “Poor old girl, your hoof is still tender, even walking on grass.”

      Foxy dove under the gate and met the horses. Maggy and Penny lowered their heads to sniff him and complete their routine of friendly nose bumps. Foxy wagged his tail and then darted around the pasture barking at bugs, leaves, and who knew what else.

      Annika laughed at Foxy, grabbed a hoof pick hanging on the post, and began the routine task of using the hoof pick to remove debris from each of her horse’s hooves. “Yes, he’s energetic and you’re my pretty girls.” She finished the chore and fed Penny a piece of carrot. “I’ll bring you along in a few days. Rest that stone-bruised hoof, sweet girl.” She buckled on Maggy’s halter and swung open the pasture gate. “Tonight, I’m meeting the man I’m going to marry,” she whispered into the big horse’s velvety ear. “I’ll give you details once we reach the woods.” She closed the gate and patted sad-eyed Penny. “We’ll be back soon.”

      On the walk to the barn, Maggy bumped her shoulder, as if she were anxious to hear Annika’s plan. In a few moments, Maggy was groomed, her English saddle cinched in place, and her bridle properly fitted. Annika mounted and tapped the seat.

      Newt-newt bounded off the ground. Using his wiry fingers, he gripped Annika’s ankle, swung himself up with one arm, and plopped on the saddle in front of her with a furry leg on either side of Maggy’s shoulders. He intertwined his slim, wrinkled fingers in strands of her shiny mane.

      “Smart monkey.” Annika stroked the little ridge of reddish hairs on the crown of his head, then scratched below the white spots on his ears. He made a soft gibber of satisfaction and patted her thigh. “Okay, we don’t have much time today. Hold on.”

      “Foxy, time to hit the trail.” The little dog dashed to Maggy’s side and pranced along beside them. Annika steered Maggy to where two trees, spaced four feet apart, created the entrance to their favorite trek. Kembang sepatu, the shoe flower, grew from bushy evergreen shrubs along the shaded path. English travelers called these plate-sized blossoms hibiscus. Whatever the real name, she loved smelling the cranberry flavored tea made from the flowers their servants steeped and drank. Her family only used the black tea once traded by her father’s commodities company.

      Maggy stepped smoothly over a shin-high fallen log. “Good girl,” Annika praised.

      Away from the barn and people, frogs and birds trilled in the still air. Butterflies floated between plants. Her favorite, a Sulawesi striped blue crow, landed ahead, and stretched its wings to show bright cobalt patches dotted in white. A canopy of trees in full leaf provided cooling shade. Foxy crisscrossed in front of them, his white paws now dusty brown from searching for bugs and other forest creatures on the trail.

      Annika relaxed into the saddle as Maggy settled into a comfortable walk. Rabbits and stray chickens darted after bugs in the underbrush, some pursued by Foxy. Newt-newt’s head bounced from side to side, following the movements around them. Annika rubbed his light gray chest. “Glad you don’t have to scramble for food?”

      He leaned his back against her tummy, his little body relaxed.

      They’d reached her thinking place. Annika took a deep breath of sweet, clean forest air and pictured the handsome lieutenant. She stroked her horse’s neck and rode on to an old, gnarled Mimosa tree bearing upright, pink flowers shaped like round make-up brushes. “In four hours, I perform. Then I’ll finally be introduced to Phillip. I’ll dance the night away in his arms and he’ll fall head over heels for me.”

      Newt-newt turned, a curious stare on his face.

      “Silly monkey. He’s the new boarder who’s plenty rugged, and I’m dizzy about him already.” She fanned her face. “Those are terms I heard during the last American movie we saw at the cinema. Translated, it means he’s big and strong, and I’m very much in love.”

      Maggy’s ears twitched. Newt-newt chattered before he climbed onto Annika’s shoulder. Typically when they reached the Mimosa tree landmark, they turned around to return to the barn. Newt-newt put his little paw on her head and waited for her to signal him to take the shortcut.

      “I get it, fresh bread trumps knowing about my love life.” She lifted her arm to bridge the gap for his jump to a nearby limb. “Go on. Beat me back!” Given the order to depart, he skipped onto her forearm, then swung from tree to tree as he raced to the stable.

      Above the disappearing Newt-newt, a dark, foreboding cloud hung low in the sky. It would be better to have the rain now rather than later when guests arrived for the party.

      “Foxy, time to head back.” No sooner had she spoken when the dog dashed by, chasing a plantain squirrel until it jumped to a tree trunk. Annika pivoted Maggy and urged her to lope. “The race is on to beat the rain!” A small deer bounded across their path. Foxy barked but continued running at full speed and disappeared around a bend. “Every critter’s looking for shelter.” The mare’s agile canter could never beat Newt-newt
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