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      Juliana rushed with the lunch dishes toward the sink, where Mom was running hot water. The dishwasher had already been loaded with plates, cutlery, and glasses and turned on. They just needed to wash the serving dishes.

      Dad laughed. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this excited about cleaning the kitchen.”

      Opa, sitting at the table beside Dad, his eyes bright with amusement, agreed.

      Juliana stopped for a moment and crossed her arms. “I don’t get it. You make fun of me when I’m too slow and when I’m too fast. What’s the right speed?”

      “One day, when you’re a parent,” Dad said, “you’ll understand.”

      Mom rubbed her daughter’s shoulder. “Paul, no one has to be a parent.” She spoke to Juliana. “Of course we know why you’re so excited.”

      Dad and Opa passed the last of the dishes to Juliana to carry to the sink.

      “I can’t wait to see Rachel and Rhys either,” Dad said.

      Although Juliana and Rachel had been talking several times a week since Juliana moved from Calgary to Kitchener in the winter, this would be the first time they’d see each other in person. Juliana’s insides were churning with excitement. She had already confirmed with Rachel and her cousin Sophie that they’d meet this afternoon after Rachel’s father dropped her off and returned to Toronto for his business meetings. Then Juliana’s best friend and her best cousin could finally get to know each other. And, later this week, Juliana and Rachel would be dancing together at the studio!

      Plus, I can show her Elisabeth’s drawings in person, Juliana thought.

      She glanced at the clock in the kitchen and jumped. “Their plane just landed in Toronto!”

      “Whose plane?” Opa asked, and Juliana caught Mom’s look of concern.

      “Rachel and her father are visiting today.” Juliana explained the situation to Opa as though it were new information for him. She’d learned that asking Alzheimer’s patients questions like “Don’t you remember?” not only did nothing for their memory, but it also made them feel worse about their condition. “Rachel will stay here in the guest bedroom, and Rhys—her father—has meetings all week in Toronto.”

      Opa smiled. “She’s your best friend from Calgary, right?”

      Juliana nodded.

      “You’re happy to meet her, Yulika!”

      Another thing Juliana had noticed was new mistakes in Opa’s English. Mom had explained to her that his native German seemed to be encroaching on his English more than it used to. Although he’d always had an accent and used some German nicknames—which was why he called her “Yulika”—she, too, had detected that he was making more errors.

      “She’s very much looking forward to it, Tata,” Mom said, politely correcting him.

      Dad stood up and glanced at his watch. “That means they’ll be here in about two hours. I have time to take the car in.”

      Right before Rachel and Rhys were to arrive? The engine had been making rumbling noises for a few days. Couldn’t he help out with the housework a little?

      Not only was there housework, but Juliana had homework for her summer class.

      “You can’t do dishes?” she asked. “Then I can get started on this report for school.”

      “What’s it on?” Mom asked.

      “Career investigation. It’s due next Monday, and I have to admit, I’m kind of stuck.”

      Mom dried a platter. “We can talk about it while we do dishes, if you want.”

      Juliana sighed. She preferred to think it through alone for many reasons, the first of which was that she didn’t know where to start. Unlike some of the others in her online class who seemed to know exactly what they wanted to study out of high school, Juliana had no idea.

      Dad grabbed his keys from the counter. “I need to get this in today. But once you learn how to drive, you can be the person to take it in.”

      Juliana sighed.

      Opa shook his head and laughed at the scene playing out before him. “In Mammi’s time, you learned to drive a wagon before you were a teenager. If you were a boy. But Mammi learned while her tata was away. She told me all the time that her mammi never approved. But Georg taught her so she could help her family more.”

      “Sounds like freedom.” Juliana put on rubber gloves.

      “Sure,” Mom said, “if you want a vehicle that leaves piles of poop right in front of you while you ride.”

      Juliana had to laugh at that one.

      After Dad left, Opa announced he was going to go for a walk.

      “Don’t stray too far, Tata,” Mom said.

      “I know, I know.” He pointed to his head. “Roofschaden.”

      After he left, Mom sighed. Usually Opa would call his Alzheimer’s either roof damage or dachschaden. “I’m worried about him. His walks are longer and longer these days, and he is really mixing up his languages.”

      Juliana shared Mom’s concern. She’d also read recently that getting lost and losing track of time were symptoms of advancing Alzheimer’s. She’d said nothing to Mom out of fear for worrying her more, but it looked like Mom was already worrying.

      To their relief, Opa returned a mere half hour later and headed to the basement to watch TV. By the time Dad returned an hour later, Juliana had completed her cleaning and had even had time to do some school work.

      Of course, the anticipation of what was going to be the best week of her year hindered her concentration, so nothing really got done.

      Then the doorbell rang at last.

      Juliana raced to the side door, almost tripping down the two stairs to the landing.

      She flung the door open. Before her stood her best friend, tears already in her eyes and wearing the biggest smile Juliana had seen in ages.

      Without saying a word, they wrapped their arms around each other and held on tight.
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      Elisabeth saw Stefan opening the first gate on her property. Her heart started to flutter and her palms began to sweat. She rubbed her hands on her dark-blue apron to settle both problems.

      Stefan waved to his friend Georg, who was crouched by the chicken coop with Elisabeth’s brother, Luki, showing him how to fix a fence. Georg waved back. Luki, though, didn’t notice as he was concentrating so he didn’t hit his finger with the hammer.

      Stefan laughed at the sight as he strolled through the second gate, then past the ducks and the geese, and then the chicken coop. Then he looked at Elisabeth with a smile.

      “Stefan,” Elisabeth said. “It’s nice to see you.” Did that sound too formal? Oh no. Was she acting strange? Things between her and Stefan had changed in recent weeks, and Elisabeth didn’t understand what those changes meant.

      Stefan doffed his cap as he walked up to her. “I’ve done my work at the church for the day, so I thought I’d drop by to see if I can help with anything here, since Herr Schuhmacher is coming home soon.”

      Tata had travelled to America last November—ten months ago—to earn more money for the family. He had planned to stay in America for a year so that he could earn enough money to replace their house’s thatch roof with a modern one and save for a dowry for Elisabeth, who was old enough to get married. Tata had written to explain that he was coming home sooner than planned, but he had not said why.

      “That’s very kind of you.” Elisabeth’s heart fluttered again as she lowered the bucket into the well. “But I’m just about to wash dishes.”

      Stefan raised an eyebrow. “And a man can’t help?”

      Elisabeth blinked. She’d never seen a man wash dishes. Was he offering to help? Or…? Elisabeth didn’t know what could come after “or.” Men didn’t wash dishes.

      She placed both of her hands on the handle of the well to reel the full bucket back up, but Stefan gently pushed her out of the way and grasped the handle with his left hand. He’d lost his right arm just past the elbow in the war that had almost torn Europe apart. “Let me help.” He cranked the handle and raised the bucket.

      “Thank you.” Elisabeth unhooked the pail, turned around, and bumped right into Luki, who stood behind her, his hammer in hand. The pail emptied all over her, drenching her to the bone with cold water. “Luki!”

      Luki laughed at his sister.

      Elisabeth tried to wring out her apron so she didn’t have to make eye contact with Stefan. She knew her cheeks were cherry red. “Luki. You apologize right now!”

      Luki stuck out his tongue and turned on his heel, only to be met by Georg’s towering figure.

      Unlike Elisabeth, who often had to resort to bribes to get her young brother to do anything, Georg only had to look at him.

      Luki turned around and mumbled an apology.

      “Louder,” Georg said gently.

      “I’m sorry for knocking the pail over. I wanted to show you my hammer. Georg made it just for me.”

      That was indeed a special gift. Georg’s father—Tata’s brother—had passed away the month before, leaving Georg in charge of his blacksmithing workshop. Georg’s wife, Eva, had just given birth to their first child, Little Konrad. Georg was very busy these days, so the gift was a kindness.

      “Thank you for taking so much time,” Elisabeth said to her cousin.

      Stefan grasped the hammer, tossed it in the air, and caught it again. “This is excellent work, Georg,” he said. “It’s weighted really well.” He flipped the hammer and passed it back to Luki, handle first. “You take care of this, Luki. This is very special.”

      Luki darted back to the coop to continue his work.

      Georg gave a gentle smile at Elisabeth’s wet clothes. “I suppose you can’t make him wash your clothes.”

      She shook her head. “Mammi would yell at me for tricking him into doing my work and taking him away from his.”

      “I’ll make sure he gives the horse stall an extra sweeping.” Georg excused himself and returned to showing Luki the tasks that men did.

      “Why don’t you go inside to change,” Stefan said, “and I’ll fill your wash basins for you.”

      Elisabeth thanked him and went inside. She could probably just hang her clothing out to dry: it wasn’t particularly dirty, and it had just been splashed with clean water.

      Back outside in almost no time, Elisabeth went to the open kitchen behind the house to begin washing lunch dishes. She stopped, her mouth agape: Anna and Rosina had already begun with the washing.

      “That’s right,” Stefan said. “Make sure you get all that dirt off.”

      Why did her siblings all listen better to men than women?

      Elisabeth approached the basins, but Stefan shook his head. “I can keep an eye on them. I’m sure you have garden work or other chores.”

      Why was Elisabeth’s heart pounding? Yes, she had grown fond of Stefan over the six months or so they’d gotten to know each other. Not only did she admire his kind heart, but the persistence he showed in trying to find work despite his injury demonstrated an unusual kind of courage. Stefan had once told her that, on his travels back from Russia after the war, he had seen former soldiers wearing nothing but their uniforms—they didn’t have any other clothing—begging in the streets because no one would take them in. Not even their own families.

      Elisabeth couldn’t figure out how all these people refused to help, as Jesus said, the least fortunate among them. Stefan was not like that. Stefan was always ready to help, even if it meant helping with women’s work.

      “Thank you,” she replied. “You’re very kind.”

      With time running out to prepare the household for Tata’s arrival, Stefan’s help had come at the right moment. Elisabeth knew she might only have one more chance to draw in her sketchbook before Tata returned. He had given her the book so she could draw everything important that had happened while he’d been gone.

      She couldn’t wait to show it to him.
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      Mr. Casimiro stopped by the girls’ table, dirty dishes in hand.

      “How is it?” he asked.

      Sophie sipped on her chocolate milkshake. Juliana enjoyed her fruit flan.

      Rachel was downing a full vanilla sundae. “Jules said the food here was good. I had no idea it was this good.” She shoved another spoonful in her mouth as Juliana and Sophie laughed.

      “I’m glad to hear it!” He headed toward the kitchen.

      Casimiro’s was their first stop. The café had been located in the Belmont Village shopping strip for thirty or forty years. It had a bit of a 1950s appeal to it, with a pink, black, white, and chrome colour scheme. And Casimiro’s was only a two-minute walk for Juliana and Sophie.

      “It’s so awesome to finally introduce you two to each other. Now my summer is complete. I just wish I didn’t have summer school in the way.”

      Rachel paused with her next spoonful in front of her mouth. “I’m glad Dad let me come along on his business trip, and your parents are okay with me staying with you.”

      “Of course they are!” Juliana said.

      “I can’t wait to check out that market outside,” Sophie said. “Maybe you’ll find something that reminds you of Kitchener to take home with you, Rachel.”

      “I just might!”

      “How’s summer school going, anyway?” Sophie asked Juliana. “I’d hate to have to go to school in the summer.”

      “Yeah. But it was the only way to transition from my school system in Calgary to the one here.”

      “It’s a course about careers?” Rachel asked.

      “For two weeks. Then civics for two weeks. Right now, I have to do this career project. Mom thinks it’ll be good for me, but having to figure out what I want to do for the rest of my life is a lot of pressure.”

      Rachel stared thoughtfully at her ice cream. “Do you have to know? Or can you just use this project to explore options?”

      “That depends.” Juliana reminded her friend that some professions, like surgeon, needed so much time to study that it helped to know what you wanted to do when you were in high school.

      “True,” Rachel said, her mouth full. “Although I don’t see you as a surgeon. But there are lots of other jobs that can take many years of study. Teachers, engineers, researchers of any kind…”

      “And then there are so many careers I’d never thought of. Someone has to drive a train, right? Or work the control tower of an airport. Or repair buses.”

      Mr. Casimiro walked by, his arms full of plates. “I certainly didn’t know when I was your age that I’d immigrate to Canada and open a restaurant. I was training with my grandfather to be a fishmonger.”

      Sophie tilted her head to the side. “A what?”

      “A fishmonger. Someone who catches and sells fish. We lived in a coastal village in Portugal.” Without saying more, he walked off, probably because the plates were heavy.

      “So, Mr. Casimiro didn’t have to plan his whole life when he was a kid,” Juliana said.

      Sophie sipped thoughtfully for a moment. “I don’t think that’s entirely true. He said he was learning how to be a fishmonger when he was our age. So, he had career plans.”

      Mr. Casimiro, returning with a cloth and spray bottle, chuckled. “I wouldn’t call those career plans. You just did what someone in your family did. I was free labour while I was learning, and I’d have a job for life when I was old enough. What you kids have to do these days to get a job…” He shook his head. “I’m happy I’m not your age.” He wiped down the table he’d just cleared and then moved on to other tasks.

      “He does have a point,” Sophie said. “All I know is that I don’t want to be a mom to six kids.” Juliana knew Sophie was thinking of her mother. Sophie was the second youngest of Aunt Anne’s six children.

      “And I don’t want to manage a grocery store,” Juliana said. “It sounds like Mom just deals with complaints all day. And suppliers who don’t deliver on time.”

      “You used to love joining your dad on his day trips trucking,” Rachel said.

      Juliana felt a moment of sadness as she remembered all the years her father had worked as a trucker, often gone for a week or longer. Yes, those day trips were highlights of her childhood, but truth be told, she’d have happily given them up if it had meant her father had been home every evening.

      “No. You miss your friends and family too much. So, I guess train engineer is out, too.” Juliana pulled out her phone and called up her assignment. “We’re supposed to interview three people about their jobs, and they can’t be family. But I’m still new here. Who can I ask? And who would talk to a kid they don’t know?”

      Juliana ran her finger along the edge of the table. “And, I love dance, but I can’t see myself auditioning all the time to earn money and then starting again in a new career in my thirties or forties.”

      Sophie sat back in her chair, thinking again. “You love our great-grandmother’s stories.”

      Juliana deliberated for a moment. “I love the stories, but I hate writing essays, and I can’t memorize dates to save my life.”

      They finished their food, and Mr. Casimiro brought them their bills.

      “How did you end up owning a restaurant?” Juliana asked as she paid with her debit card. She might as well start her project somewhere.

      He smiled. “My wife knew how to cook, and I knew how to be friendly. We had some savings, and the rest we borrowed from friends and extended family—banks don’t like lending to new immigrants.” He handed Juliana her receipt and passed the debit machine to Sophie.

      Sophie looked a little to the side as she punched in her code. She had Stargardt disease, a rare condition that caused young people to lose their central vision. It meant she couldn’t see the numbers if she looked straight at them.

      “But you could’ve, I don’t know, opened another kind of business, right? Or worked for someone?”

      Casimiro accepted the machine back from Sophie. “With our own business, my wife and I could bring the kids to work, teach them how to work, and set our own hours.” He handed Sophie her receipt and let out a dry laugh. “Of course, the government takes every second penny. We didn’t expect that.” He shrugged. “But we figured out how to make it work.” He handed Juliana her receipt and passed the machine to Rachel. “Why are you so interested? Do you want to run a restaurant someday?”

      Juliana shook her head and explained the project as Rachel tapped her debit card and waited for the receipt.

      “I see.” Mr. Casimiro thought for a moment. “Some of the shop owners in Belmont Village have had very interesting careers.” He pointed outside. “Pauline, the owner of Claire’s Tea Shop, was a mascot actor. If you see a tall purple cat walking around outside at today’s market, that’s her.”

      Rachel’s eyes grew
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