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Madeline Lagrange loses her heart to square dancing – and to the group’s caller.

Chris Rinehart, the caller of the “Lietzensee Dance Club”, falls for Madeline. Yet out of a sense of responsibility he denies her his feelings.

While Madeline tries to seduce Chris with all the intransigence of her seventeen years, her grandfather wants to expel him from the club.
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“Forward - forward - side - together...” The bright voice of Ines Grube covered the music. Nine couples struggled to follow the coach’s instructions. 

Madeline Lagrange planted her arm against her dance partner’s chest to create more distance. “Robert, you’re gonna crush me!”

Robert Merck pursed his lips, but he loosened his grip. “Better now?” His voice was full of mockery. “I didn’t know you were so fragile.”

She rolled her eyes. At that she promptly got out of step; Robert gripped her more firmly again.

As they danced past the open door, she took a look at the big clock above the bar. It seemed to have stopped in the meantime. Shouldn’t the lesson be over any second? 

Grandpa were sitting at the counter and appeared to be watching her; his feet were moving in time. Even after almost twenty years he hadn’t forgotten anything. Maybe she should practice with him instead of that annoying guy. 

Ines turned off the music and ordered them to take a short break.

“Good grief!” With the back of her hand Madeline wiped the sweat off her forehead. Then she looked at her feet. “My new stockings might be ruined.” 

“But if you always put your feet under mine.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Did he think that was funny? She left Robert and went to the bar.

“My Madeline!” With radiant eyes George Lagrange held a glass of mineral water to her. “You’re far better than your partner. Who is he anyway?”

Marga Fischer, who looked after both the office and the counter, reached for George’s empty glass, the bottle of red wine in the other hand for a refill. “Your granddaughter has rhythm in her blood. Who might she have inherited it from?” With a twinkle in her eye she replenished his glass.

“Certainly not from my son. He just blew up half the lab once again.”

Marga stared at him in dismay. “No!” She laughed nervously. “You’re just making fun of me again!”

“Not at all. It was in the papers yesterday.” A frown line appeared on his forehead. “Of course, he didn’t tell me.” He took his glass off Marga and turned back to Madeline. “So who’s the one you’re dancing with?”

She shrugged. “Robert Merck. I think, his father’s a colleague of Klaus Wächter.”

“Cop family then.” The frown on George’s forehead disappeared. When Robert came to the counter right afterwards, he looked at the young man with a friendly smile.

Robert ordered a beer from Marga. “I’ve earned that now.”

“What about driving?” Madeline pointedly asked. “You promised to take me home.”

He blushed to the tips of his hair. Madeline hid her amusement behind her raised glass.

George thoughtfully scratched his chin. “Will you continue dancing with us after the try-out course?”

Robert’s gaze went to Madeline: “The Lietzensee Dance Club has a remarkable reputation; I like that very much. I think so – if I can find a partner for the dance group?”

“Certainly.” George nodded contentedly. “Well, here’s to a good time.” He held up his glass to Robert. “I’ve just been watching you.”

“So? What do you think?” Robert was tensing. “May I hope to be perfect someday?”

“Ugh!” Madeline snorted. “What is it with you? Fishing for compliments, Robert?” She made no effort to hide her contempt.

“You have no sense of humor today, Madeline! I didn’t step on your foot that many times!”

George followed Madeline’s instinctive gaze downwards. She had a stain on her right foot next to her ankle. “Dancing in sandals isn’t very smart. Get yourself some real dancing shoes.”

“What for? Once I cross the street in them, I can throw them away.”

“What do you professionally do, Robert?”

“Nothing much.” He shrugged. “District office Reinickendorf. But certainly not for the rest of my life.” A sparkle came into his eyes. “A career as a ballroom dancer... That’ll get you thinking.”

“I was quite successful in my time. Four times in the top three of the German Championship; also twice at the World Championships.” But Grandpa never won; that was something he always kept from the young people. “My father had been involved already in the early days of formation dancing before World War II. Madeline continues the family tradition.”

 What came to his mind? “Grandpa!” Madeline shook her head. “To get a place in medicine at the university, I know already now what will fill my days up to graduation.”

“But you’re so smart, Madeline. I can’t imagine you need so much time to study.” Robert reached for her hand. “The lesson resumes.”

“I’m gonna finish my water.” Madeline withdrew her hand and waved him towards the dance hall. “Go on, go on.”

Robert looked hesitantly back and forth between Madeline and the dance hall. Then the music started softly; Ines would continue in a moment. He started to move, still hesitant.

“Whew!” Madeline sighed when he was out of earshot. “He. Gets. On. My. Nerves.”

“ But why? He’s nice, isn’t he? And so ambitious.”

“He’s just not my type.”

George grinned. “And who’s your type?”

She looked dreamily at the ceiling. “Tall, slender, black-haired. Adult. 

“That sounds like you had someone in particular in mind. Do you have a crush on one of your teachers?”

Madeline laughed; that was none of Grandpa’s business. “I’ll be going.”

After two steps, however, she stopped. Holding her breath, she stared at the man who were just walking in. Slim and broad-shouldered; jeans and t-shirt so tight that the movements of his muscles underneath were visible. And black hair, albeit a little too short for her taste. “Wow!” She exhaled slowly. Did she just conjure him up? 

Still looking at the man from the corner of her eye, she turned to Marga. “Who’s that guy?”

“Chris Rinehart, our caller!”

“Oh?” What was that supposed to mean?

“Madeline!” Robert waved fiercely and with a sigh she started moving again.


***


Chris’ gaze became stuck on Madeline, who strutted to the dance hall with obvious displeasure. Her pretty face was frozen in a dark grimace. What was the girl doing here if she didn’t feel like dancing?

“Good evening, Chris!” Marga tore him from his contemplations. “I’ve arranged for a replacement. The equipment could no longer be repaired.”

George raised his eyebrows. “Replacement, Marga? That’s not scheduled in our budget.”

“Neither is repair. But that’s all right. I talked to Werner.”

George’s forehead smoothed a little. “You always think of everything.”

Marga quickly lowered her head over the sink and put the empty glasses in it. George strolled to the dance hall. Chris joined him and leaned into the door frame. 

Most couples still displayed a rather pitiful picture. And what Madeline was doing with her partner looked more like a wrestling match than a slow waltz. Why didn’t she leave the lead to him as it should be? Obviously, this wasn’t her thing.

Their glances met; spontaneously Chris smiled at her. She blushed and quickly looked away. Chris didn’t want to look away. The wine-red streak in her disheveled dark blond hair gave her something daring that attracted him. It fit the skirmish with her partner. 

“The course could extend one night and I’ll show them some square dance steps,” he told George.

George stiffened. “This is a try-out course in ballroom dancing!” He cleared his throat and afterwards his voice sounded less harsh. “It’s trouble enough for a club to run a course at all.”

Marga rolled her eyes; thereupon Chris refrained from replying.
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At the next meal together with the family, George had of course raved how proud he would be to have another professional ballroom dancer in his family. Madeline’s mother Konstanze reminded him that Madeline now had to study for her Abitur: that one he could accept. He was a little offended though, when Madeline declared that she was learning to dance only for “domestic use”: as a future doctor, she should just be able to dance. Therefore she comforted him with the promise to continue dancing in the dance circle after the course. She’d certainly get rid of Robert somehow.

On Friday, however, she was still sitting at her desk in the late afternoon studying for a test. Eventually she got stuck on the pages of “PloS One” in the latest medical articles. Research would actually be an exciting alternative to foreign assignments with “Médecins Sans Frontières”. Instead of looking at the computer screen, she thoughtfully stared at the Africa posters on the wall. 

“Madeline, telephone!” Konstanze tore her from her thoughts. 

She jumped down the stairs; Konstanze held the receiver to her.

“Did you turn off your cell?” Robert’s voice sounded angry.

“Yeah, sure. I’m cramming.”

“Do you know what time it is?” 

She looked at her wrist watch. “It really wasn’t necessary to call to ask me that!”

As Robert exploded, she held the receiver far away and rolled her eyes.

“Why didn’t you just cancel on him?” exclaimed Konstanze from the kitchen.

Madeline sighed and put her hand on the receiver. “Grandpa would be disappointed, maman.” – She turned back to the phone. “Listen, Robert. If you want me to get going, just restrain yourself.”

“Of course I want you to come. Take a cab so you’ll be on time. I’ll pay.”

God help him, he said one word when she arrived. 


Robert was waiting for her at the bar; he had cooled off meanwhile. “Marga, may I have a beer for me and Madeline?”

“Robert, you’re out of your mind.” Madeline left him.

In the small dance hall a couple stood at the window and talked quietly. Following her experience in the course Madeline introduced herself only with her first name.

The girl shook her hand. “I’m Tanja and this is my brother Axel. He’s my partner here in the dance circle.” Partner? Madeline scrutinized them suspiciously. Wasn’t this just like the disco? What a bummer.

Robert came to the door of the hall with his can. “Now, did you want your beer or not?”

“No, thanks. No beer breath.”

For a moment he looked like being scolded; then he placed his beer with a shrug next to the music equipment. But he had already been drinking. When he took her by the hand for the first dance, the stale smell drifted to her.

Robert moved so close during the slow waltz that his lips almost touched her ear. At least her ears couldn’t smell his beer-fed breath.

Then he stepped on her foot with full force. “We really should take your grandfather’s offer and let him train us.”

“I don’t have time,” she hissed in a voice filled with pain. “I have to study.”

“Once a week. Come on, agree.”

“This here is once a week, Robert.”

The music was dying down; Ines approached them. “Madeline, leave your partner to me for a minute.”

And with pleasure! Ines took the lead and made sure that he kept his head in the right place.

However, he did not take it to heart; afterwards he glued himself to Madeline again. Her hopeful look at the clock after each round was soon blocked by dancers gathering at the bar. Resignedly she kept dancing.

By the end of the dance circle, the place in front of the counter had become so crowded that she could barely get through. A lanky blond guy suddenly took a step backwards and Madeline kicked him in the heels.

“Pardon me!”

He turned around and she looked into two cheerful grey-blue eyes. “Awesome performance! A woman kicking me from behind rarely happens to me!” He grabbed her by the hips with both hands. “I’d love to dance with you some day!” He pushed her past him.

At first she wanted to respond indignantly to this hit on, but his laughter reconciled her with him. “Would you like to sign up already for the Carnival ball?” She’d rather dance with just about anyone than with Robert.

“That’s too far away!” He still had a smile on his face. He pushed her one step further and then let her go.

“Try hibernation,” she retorted.

He bent to her ear and whispered: “Don’t tell anyone. I’ve got better plans for the winter.”

She smirked. “Without me? Then what are you complaining about?”

“What other choice do I have? I’m going to Singapore next week.” He laughed at her flabbergasted mien.

Singapore! What a kid he was! He didn’t look like he could afford it. Still laughing she left the club’s rooms. Whatever – in any case, she was meeting nice people. A broad-shouldered figure with black hair invaded her thoughts.

OPS/images/cover.jpg





