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Lennon’s empathetic and touching story is dedicated to all the lonely and heartbroken children who have lost everything in war and were forced to start a new life far away from home and family. It is also dedicated to everyone who feels misunderstood and unheard!

THE STORY 

Oh wow, thank you so much for choosing to read my story about the miracle of music. I promise you won’t be disappointed. But let me first introduce myself properly. My name is Lennon. I was named after a British musician. I don’t know the guy and I have never met him, but I see his pictures on posters everywhere around my house and next to technical devices. Wuuuf!

I live in Höhenschwangnau. It is a small but truly breathtaking and magical village. We live a peaceful and harmonic life in this majestic place, which is known worldwide for its fairytale castle, Neuschwanstein, which has been a tourist attraction for centuries. 

I live in a lovely and very welcoming two-story house with my owner, Claudia. She is single and in her fifties. A beautiful lady inside and out with a heart of gold. Her two sons have left the house and are studying and working away from home. I’m not sure, but I think Claudia was once married and her husband and father of her two boys, left the family one day, never to be seen again. Wuuuf! Pooh to irresponsible and selfish humans!

My mummy loves this Lennon guy and is always happy when she uses our technical devices. She dances around the house and is smiling, which is a positive thing. Claudia is a hardworking, strong, and independent lady and has so much love to give. Before I came into this household, it was a family-run Bed and Breakfast business because of all the international tourists that we welcome every year. But when Claudia’s sons, Paul and Patrick, left their family home to study music and creative writing in England, she felt that it was time for a change and turned her B&B into an orphanage for those who desperately need a place of comfort and safety but most importantly a place of love, kindness, and compassion.  

We have ten rooms that are furnished with the same simple but decorative pastel-colored furniture. Two single beds, two chairs with a small table, a cabinet, two chests of drawers, a bookshelf and a fluffy rug.  

On the ground floor, we have a huge family kitchen, a laundry room, and a big dining room with a massive wooden table with twelve chairs. In our living room, we have a huge television hanging above our fireplace, an entertainment, playing, and crafting area for our little guests, and a home library with a variety of exciting books and board games. Three bedrooms and two big bathrooms are right next to the kitchen, living, and dining room. 

One of the three bedrooms downstairs belongs to Claudia and has an ensuite bathroom. Seven small bedrooms and two small showers are on the second floor, which our little guests share. The rooms upstairs are named after the Kings of Bavaria. The door signs are still hanging there from the busy years as a B&B. We have King Maximilian the first, King Maximilian the second, Ludwig the first, Ludwig the second, Ludwig the third, King Otto, and Neuschwanstein Castle. We also have an empty and scary storage room in our basement. I never go downstairs because it is dark, and it smells funny.  

My favorite corner in the house is a royal blue velvet sofa, covered with soft cushions and plenty of big and small stuffed animals in our living room. I have my own toys that are labeled with my name, Lennon. No one is allowed to play with my stuffed animals, and when they do, I start to cry and whine until they stop. Wuuuf!

I also enjoy playing with shoes, but Claudia doesn't support my hobby. I haven’t figured out why, but she is always upset when I play hide and seek with her high heels, sneakers, and boots. The only day of the year when I'm allowed to play with shoes is the sixth of December. Because it is a German tradition that on Nikolaus day or Sankt Nikolaustag in German, children, and sometimes even well-behaved adults, are presented with little gifts. On the eve of December 5th, children place a cleaned and polished shoe or boot outside their door before going to sleep. And then Claudia and I hide little gifts like chocolates, nuts, candy, and sweets from Louisa's bakery and sometimes little toys in their little smelly little shoes. Hiding the gifts is so much fun, and seeing the children's happy faces the next morning is the highlight of my year! Woohoo! 

Even though our house is filled with children all year round and the guest rooms are occupied with at least fifteen little monsters between two and twelve years old, I live a pretty peaceful and harmonic life and have my private moments and my daily routines. 

In the mornings, I read the newspaper, page by page, line by line, while sitting next to my favorite human, Claudia, in our cozy kitchen and smelling hot coffee with fresh French croissants and strawberry jam from our bakery and pastry shop. I love the smell of coffee in the morning; it is comforting and relaxing for my little nose and my little belly. 

After breakfast, I do my morning exercises by walking up and down the stairs a couple of times. That’s how I keep myself in shape. Then I do my daily investigations, checking out room by room to make sure that everything is clean and in order. 

Our little troublemakers leave the house early in the morning and come back from Kindergarten or school later in the afternoon. So I have plenty of time to help Claudia in the kitchen and laundry room. I enjoy collecting the kids' items of clothing, not so much their smelly socks, though. Pooh! Pooh! Pooh to smelly socks! Wuuuf!

I spend most of my time at home, regardless of the season. In the hot summer, I sleep in Claudia's bathtub because it's cool. In snowy and freezing winter, I hide in a big closet in our corridor. It is filled with bedsheets, cozy blankets, and fluffy bath towels. I squeeze myself into the middle of it all and keep myself warm. 

Claudia’s best friend, Christina, also a lady in her fifties, owns a bookstore in our village and organizes weekly book readings for our children. That’s my favorite day of the week. Woohoo! I love reading because I have learned so much about life, history, and geography. 

I count the days until I smell Christina, and as soon as she arrives, I sit right next to her and read the stories line by line while she is reading to our little ones. I can’t take my eyes away from her lips and expressional face when she is reading adventurous and exciting stories. Sitting or lying next to my second favorite human in the world is like a balm for my soul. Or like butter on my croissant. Yummmyyyyyyyyyy...

Thanks to my curiosity and passion for reading, I’m always up-to-date about the latest events in the world. Sometimes it’s kind of ironic, I know more about the world news than I know about what is going on under my own roof and around me. I just can’t keep up with everything that is happening in our children’s lives. Very often, I’m the last one who is informed about important changes. For example, when a kid is adopted and leaving us or when we have new children joining us. Wuuuff! 

Seeing our children leaving our house forever makes me very sad. I often cry for days. I guess this is the reason why I try not to get too attached to the two-legged because deep in my heart, I know that they all leave us sooner or later, and then all I’m left with is a broken heart and bittersweet memories. 

Welcoming new children, on the other hand, makes me happy. I'm excited about new faces, characters, and life stories. To be honest, I prefer children much more than my fellow friends. We have many dogs living in my neighborhood, but I don’t socialize with them. I enjoy my own company, and spending time with these little monsters with all their childish dreams and desires makes my days, weeks, months, and years. 

I spend hours watching and studying the little monsters, knowing that in their young lives, they have already been through so much emotional and psychological torture. Thinking about it and feeling their sorrow is so overwhelming for my little heart that it actually hurts. I try my best to be their childhood companion and friend. I cherish them as much as they cherish my cuddles and wet kisses. A little bit of TLC, a touch of love, and caring is what we all need and cherish, right? 

That was also the case in summer 2015. I knew from reading the newspaper that humans were suffering because of the war in Asia and had lost their homes and families. I also knew from reading that they were forced to leave the war zone and were on the way to Europe. But I underestimated the large number of two-legged creatures that had fled to my beloved country, Germany.  

All I remember is that from one day to the next, half of our children were taken away from us and adopted into German families all around the country. Claudia was forced by law to take in traumatized refugees from Syria and Afghanistan. Usually, it took years until one of our young guests was adopted into a family home, but this summer, they were surprisingly and unexpectedly removed overnight. I didn’t understand what was going on, and neither did the local children, who were forced to leave us without a proper goodbye. Usually, our adopted kids received a small farewell party with a good luck card, signed by all of us, along with my precious paw print. 

But this time it was different. No goodbye! No good luck! No, see you again. All of a sudden, we had foreign kids staying with us. I saw, smelled, and felt so much sorrow and sadness like never before in my entire life. I was already heartbroken because of my little monsters leaving us. And now I had to deal with new and traumatized children. It was all so soul-crushing that I didn’t have a choice other than to hide and protect myself for a couple of days. I just couldn’t cope with all the changes. I didn’t have the chance to say goodbye to our little ones, so I wasn’t ready to welcome new kids, at least not for a while.

I didn’t realize that my sorrow and sadness were nothing in comparison to the fears, anxiety, insecurity, and worries that these little foreign children were feeling and experiencing. I mean, hey, they were in a new country, in an unknown house, and forced to live with total strangers who didn’t speak their mother language, and they had to get along with me, the man of the house, as well. Wuuuuf! 

The first weeks were strange and unfamiliar for all of us. Even Claudia, with her heart of gold, was struggling to find a way to communicate with the children and give them the emotional security and love that they desperately needed. The refugees were between seven and seventeen. We had to take care of five boys from Syria and five girls from Afghanistan. 

Our foreign guests were wearing name tags in the first weeks. The youngest boy, Mohammad, was as cute as a button, and I
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