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friend Amy who kindly endured all my odd questions about Dutch
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Chapter I: A New Pen Pal

 


 


Nancy Keene and her chums were sitting
in her French Provincial bedroom talking about what they wanted to
do on spring break. Nancy, a blue-eyed, golden-haired girl intently
sat at her computer when suddenly, she cried, “Yes!!” and did a
fist pump. “Finally, I found them!" she exclaimed.

"Who did you find?" asked her friend
Beth, a thin, bright-eyed girl with frizzy, uncontrollable
hair.

"My family! I found my family in
Holland!”

"What are you talking about?" asked
Beth’s cousin Hannah, a tom-boyish, athletic girl who looked like
she’d feel more at home on a horse or a motorcycle than in Nancy’s
French Provincial bedroom.

Nancy explained, “Remember when I told
you about my great-grandfather’s family? He came to America the
year before the Titanic sank. He left behind his family and never
saw them again.”

Beth—ever the
romantic—interrupted, “Oh, The
Titanic. I loved that movie. Leonardo
DiCaprio was so cute in it.”

Hannah said, “Beth! Let Nancy finish
her story.”

Chastised, Beth looked at Nancy and
said, “Sorry. Go on.”

“It’s okay, Beth. I was just going to
say that my great-grandfather went on to have eleven children, and
thirty grandchildren. One of them was my grandmother. When he died,
she found letters he had written to the old country and she briefly
corresponded with someone who spoke English. Then, all
communication stopped.”

Hannah and Beth were cousins on the
male side of their family. Hannah told Nancy, “Our
great-grandfather came to America from Belgium. He landed at Ellis
Island.”

Nancy politely included Beth in the
conversation and asked, “Where is your mother’s family
from?”

“I’m not sure. I tell people I’m Heinz
57.” They all laughed.

Nancy said, “I haven’t had time to
tell you yet, but I wrote to the people from the Genealogy Roadshow
program, and they are going to run my story!”

Beth exclaimed, “You’re going to be on
TV? Why didn’t you tell us?”

“I just found out. Isn’t this
exciting?”

“I wish I could be on TV,” Beth said
and pouted.

Nancy told her, “Maybe they’ll let me
bring you both. I hope so!”

Beth said, “That would be
awesome!”

Hannah asked, “When are you going to
be on?”

“In two months.”

“You have to wait that long?” Beth
asked.

“Unfortunately. Meanwhile, I just
received an email from someone in Amsterdam who thinks we may be
related.”

Beth said, “I love Holland. I did a
report in sixth grade about that country. Just think: wooden shoes,
tulips, lacy curtains, window boxes overflowing with
flowers.”

Hannah liked to think she was the
intellectual in the group of friends and said, “Yes, and Anne
Frank’s House. And the Rijksmuseum.”

Nancy added, “And the Van Gogh Museum.
Churches filled with paintings by the Old Masters. Delft
china.”

“I wish we could go to Holland,” Beth
said. “Remember when your Dad let us come with you to New
Orleans?”

“We had such a good time,” Hannah
chimed in. “And you solved the mystery of the ghost in the
plantation.”

“That was a fun trip,” Nancy
said.

Beth added, “And last year, your Dad
let me come to London with you. We met James Bond and you solved
the mystery of the stolen mask.”

Hannah corrected her. “You met Daniel
Craig—not James Bond.”

“And we got to walk the red carpet
with him at the Academy Awards,” Beth said.

“I wish I’d gone on that trip,” Hannah
moped.

Nancy reminded her, “But you got a
chance to go with Ned to his family’s dude ranch.”

“Were you jealous?” Hannah asked
Nancy. “I would never steal your boyfriend.”

“I trust both of you,” Nancy assured
her.

“He’ll always like you best, Nancy,”
Beth said. “You have bewitched him body and soul.”

“You’re thinking of Mr. Darcy again,
aren’t you?” Nancy inquired.

“I love Pride and Prejudice.”

Hannah teased, “We know, Beth. We
know!”

Defensively, Beth told her, “When’s
the last time you read anything?”

“Well, since you ask; I’ve
just finished reading We Were
Liars.”

“I read that,” Nancy said. “Tragic
ending.”

“What happened?” Beth
asked.

“You’ll have to read it and find out,”
her cousin told her.

Alright you two,” Nancy interrupted.
“I haven’t told you the whole story of what I just found
out.”

“Oh, yeah,” Beth said. “Why the fist
pump?”

“I’ve been looking at Ancestry.com and
found some people with my mother’s last name who live in Amsterdam.
And I just got an email from someone who said, “Yes. I believe we
were related.” In fact, his uncle has been collecting family
research for years. He went to local churches and looked through
baptismal records. He’s traced the family tree back to the
1500s!!”

“Wow!” Hannah said. “Is your great
grandfather’s name on their family tree?”

“Yes. That’s how my pen pal knew he
was related to me.”

“What’s his name?”

“Dominique.”

Beth really perked up. “Dominique—what
a romantic name. I love it! What does he look it?”

“He’s cute,” Nancy answered and
brought up his picture on her computer. “We’re Facebook friends
now.”

“He is cute; but you’d better not let
Ned find out about this.”

Nancy protested, “Dominique and
I—we’re family. It wouldn’t be right, what you’re
insinuating.”

“A forbidden romance…that makes it
even more exciting.”

Her cousin heard this and said, “Don’t
get carried away, Beth.”

Trying to distract them, Nancy said.
“I’ve been trying to find someone related to me all
year.”

Beth gushed, “A cute new
pen pal and your own story on Genealogy
Roadshow. You lead such an exciting life. I
wish I could be on TV.”

Hannah complained, “Why can’t you just
be happy for Nancy and stop whining?”

“You’re right,” Beth
admitted.

Nancy told them, “It’s not that hard
for people to find their roots. You should try researching your
mother’s family tree, Beth.”

“I’d rather read
that We Were Liars book you both were talking about. I’m going to download it
right now,” she said and picked up her phone.

Hannah told them, “Well, I’m off to go
jogging. I have that 10k race coming up.”

“I’m going back on my computer and get
better acquainted with my new pen pal,” Nancy told her
friends.

 


 




Chapter II: Discovering
Amsterdam

 


 


Nancy’s father was every girl's dream
of “The Perfect Dad”. He gave her a tremendous amount of freedom:
he was often away on business trips, which left her with plenty of
unsupervised time for sleuthing. It seemed like all she had to do
all day was to drive around in her vintage blue roadster and solve
mysteries. She had no pestering Mom telling her to clean up her
room. Because her father was a successful attorney, he had plenty
of money to treat Nancy and her friends to wonderful vacations,
including ones to New Orleans and London. He knew that she was a
Garrison Keillor fan, so he readily agreed to go on a Lake Wobegon
pilgrimage with her after she suggested it. While they were in
Minnesota, she talked him into searching for a missing bachelor
farmer instead of going on a Bob Dylan pilgrimage to Duluth, which
was his first choice. Nancy could wrap him around her little
finger, and almost always got her way. How lucky could a girl
be?!

So, no one was surprised when she
talked her father into taking her, Beth, and Hannah to Amsterdam to
meet her newly-found relatives. It was also no surprise when her
father insisted that she do no sleuthing while they were in
Holland.

“Now Nancy, I’m going to be doing a
little work for one of my clients while we are in Amsterdam. I
won’t be able to spend every day with you. I want you to promise
that you’ll not get involved in any investigations. You know what I
mean?”

“Oh, Father, I’ll be okay. You don’t
have to worry about me. Besides, I’ll have Beth and Hannah with
me.”

“That’s what I’m worried about,” he
answered warily.

“Daddy, you’re so sweet to worry.”
Holding up her right hand, Nancy said, “I promise to not get into
any mischief. So help me, God.”

Smiling, her father wrapped his arms
around her and held her tightly. “You’re all I have Nancy. I can’t
let anything happen to you.”

 


******

 


After a long flight, they touched down
in Amsterdam. Looking out the window as their plane taxied in, Beth
said, “It looks cold out there. Everything’s all wet.”

“I just checked the weather on my
phone and it’s seven degrees and rainy in Amsterdam,” Nancy
said.

“7 degrees! Oh my gosh! I didn’t bring
my cold-weather clothes! We’re used to Southern California weather!
What are we gonna do?” Beth blurted out.

“That’s 7 degrees Celsius which is
about 44 degrees Fahrenheit. We need to start thinking like
Europeans girls,” Nancy reminded them.

“I suppose we’ll have to remember the
metric system too!” Beth complained. “I never liked that in
school.”

“Now girls, you’ll get used to it in
no time,” Mr. Keene told them. “Plus, the Dutch people are very
nice. They’ll be happy to help us with anything.”

Arriving at the American
Hotel in downtown Amsterdam, they were so sleepy from the long
flight that they tumbled into their beds once they got to their
rooms. Seeing the sights would have to wait
until the next day.

 


*******

 


The next morning, Nancy woke to a
knock at their door. She climbed out of bed and put on her robe to
see who was there. Cautiously opening the door a crack, she asked,
“Who’s there?”

“Room service,” a young man
with a Dutch accent told her.

She opened the door. “Oh, my father
must have ordered this for us. Come in.”

The waiter brought
in a large tray and gingerly set it down on
a desk in the room. The breakfast was huge: it included slabs of
cheese and ham, yogurt, orange juice, and puffy little pancakes.
There was a steaming hot pot of coffee and some bowls. Nancy asked
him, “Do you have coffee cups?”

He pointed to the bowls and said, “We
drink coffee in those. Would you like me to get some cups
instead?”

“No, thank you. I want to dine like
the locals.”

He smiled. “Would you like me to pour
your coffee?”

“Okay. Thank you.” She was fascinated
by how foreign everything seemed.

“Would you like cream?” he
asked.

“Yes, please,” she answered and
watched him pour hot cream into her coffee “bowl”.

“Sugar?” he asked.

“No, thank you,” she said. “What are
these puffy and little pancakes called?”

“They are called
Poffertjes.”

Nancy
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