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«p|l race you to the corner, Ellen!” Annemarie .
adjusted the thick leather pack on her back so that
her schoolbooks balanced evenly. “Ready?” She
looked at her best friend. Sy

Eilen made a face. “No,” she said, laughing. “You'
know I can’t beat you — my legs aren’tas long. Can’t ;
we just walk, lik@coplc?” She was a stocky Sﬁ_ﬁ(gl{lj
ten-year-old, unlike lanky Annemarie.+Ull /i) B

“We have to practice for the athletic meet on
Friday — I 470w I’'m going to win the girls’ race this
week. I was second last week, but I've been practic-
ing every day. Come on, Ellen,” Annemarie pleaded,
eyeing the distance to the next corner of the Copen-
hagen street. “‘Please?”’

‘Ellen hesitated, then nodded and shifted her own
rucksack of books against her shoulders. “Oh, all
right. Ready,” she said. back PM’L

“Go!” shouted Annemarie, and the two girls were
off, racing along the residential sidewalk. Anne-
marie’s silvery blond hair flew behind her, and
Ellen’s dark pigtails bounced against her shoulders.
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“Why are you running?” the harsh voijce asked.
His Danish was very poor. Three years, Annemarie
thought with contempt. Three years they’ve be _nli'n
our country, and still they can’t speak our anguage.

~Was racing with my friend,” she answere
politely. “We have races at school every Friday, and A Sé
I'want to do well, so I —" Her voice trailed away, the
sentence unfinished. lQO_H’LLHlk—SO—mueh,-shc_de
herself. Just answer them, that’s all.

She glanced back. Ellen was motionless on the
sidewalk, a few yards behind her. | Farther back,
Kirsti was still sulking, and walking slowly toward the
corner. Nearby, a woman had come to the doorway of
a shop and was standing silently, watching.

One of the soldiers, the taller one, moved toward@
her. Annemarie recognized him as the one she and 3
Ellen always called, in whispers, “the Giraffe” be-
cause of his height and the long neck that extended
from his stiff collar. He and his partner were always
on this corner.

| He prodded the corner of her backpack with the
stock of his rifle. Annemarie trcmblcd.l“What is in
here?” he asked loudly. From the corner of her eye,

SMamhuhopkccpc:_mgMMYb\—MO the,

shadows of the doorway, out of sight.

“Schoolbooks,” she answered truthfully.

@

- “Are you a g'?fd?ﬁm\cnt?" the soldier asked. He
S¢emed to be snheering
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“What is your name?”’

“Annemarie Johansen.”

“Your friend — is she a good student, ¢oqm
_— waslooking beyond her, at Ellen, who hadn’t m.ovcd

Annemarie looked back, too, and saw thy Ellen"
e\un face, usually rosy-cheeked, was ]

Uh ‘Lyes were wide.
F_ﬂ_ﬂ She nodded at the soldier. “Better than me,”

said.

“What is her name?”
“Ellen.”

“And who is this?” he asked, looking to Anne-.

manc.s side. Kirstiihad appeared there suddenly,
scowling at everyone. |

(19

-aa My little sister.” : e
A .” She reached down for Kirsti's
Tatllevt R .

f-"“:, %Eﬂ“:l' but Kirsti, always stubborn, refused it and put
usis)n'“‘}-cr ands on her hips ‘
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“She is pretty, like my own little girl,” the tall one
said in a more pleasant voice.

Annemarie tried to smile politely.

“Go home, all of you. Go study_your schoolbooks.
And don’t run. You look like 9 when you

?” " ) u).?Lbﬂ'la'—‘-:'__g_(;{_—

run.
The two soldiers turned away. Quickly Annemarie ¥y

reached down again and grabbed her sister’s hand dJOL :
before Kirsti could resist. Hurrying the little girl it/ €
along, she rounded the corner. In a moment Ellen shop
was beside her.- They walked quickly, not spezﬂc_ir_lg_,_ e m?
with Kirsti between them, toward the large apart-
ment building where both families lived.

When they were almost home, Ellen whispered
suddenly, “I was so scared.”
—&@Eﬁ_{)z’“’ Annemarie whispered baék.ﬁ_

As they turned to enter their building, both girls
looked straight ahead, toward the door. They did it
purposely so that they would not catch the eyes or

. the attention of two more soldiers, who stood with
-‘—_———_L

their guns on this corner as well. Kirsti scurried ahead
of them through the door, chattering about the
picture she was bringing home from kindergarten to-
show Mama. For Kirsti, the soldiers were simply part
of the landscape, something that had always been
there, on every corner, as unimportant as lampposts,
throughout her remembered life. 4




L in which she had done well.
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i NN€marie was, and Ellen, too. But not me!”
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@ “Are you going to tell your mother?”
Annemarie as they trudged together y
“I'm not. My mother would be upset,”

“No, I won’t, either. Mama would probabl‘w
me for running on the street,” . SAY Sh>
&icﬂbﬁ%

She said goodbye to Ellen on the second fi
where Ellen lived, and continued on to the third’
practicing in her mind a cheerful greeting for hc;‘
mother: a smile, a description of today’s spelling test,

E"Cn asked
P the Staifs,

Eut she was too late. Kirsti had gotten there first.
And he poked Annemarie’s book bag with his
gun, a-nd then he grabbed my hair!” Kirsti was
chattering as she took off her sweater in the center of
the apartment living room. “But I wasn’t scared.

wix':‘-vlfvl;tnsen rc:se quickly from the chair by the |
len’s morhf:rrc she’d been sitting. Mrs. Rosen, EF
They'd bee ’ "l‘l’as_thcrc, too, in the opposite chair.
many aftem:: aving coffee together, as they did |
though the s course it wasn’t really coffee,
coffee,” The:-nmhers still called jc that: “having
hagen since the i -bc?n no real coffee in Copen-
Ot even ap ¢ beginning of the Nazi occupation:
- Water fl5 Y teal tea. The mothers sipped at hot

vored with herhs
. Annemari ’ :
ﬁw t happened? What is Kirsti talk

€r mothey asked '-an_XiPUSiy)
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“Where’s Ellen?”’ Mrs. Rosen had a_frightened
look. —/
“Ellen’s in your apartment. She didn’t realize you
were here,” Annemarie explained. “Don’t worry. It
wasn’t anything. It was the two soldiers who stand on
the corner of @sterbrogade — you’ve seen them; you
know the tall one with the long neck, the one who
looks like a silly giraffe?”’/She told her mother and
Mrs. Rosen of the incident, trying to make it sound
fﬁimardi:s}‘and unimportant. But their uneasy looks
E@b’t change. > }un\“'Y‘ thow) oloeS €t. Tell the
“I slapped his hand and shouted at him,” Kirsti g{—oﬂj -
announced importantly.
“No, she didn’t, Mama,”’ Annemarie reassured her
mother. “She’s exaggerating, as she always does.”
Mrs. Johansen moved to the window and looked
down to the street below. The Copenhagen neigh-
borhood was quiet; it looked the same as always:

people coming and going from tlhjhops, children at
1

play, the soldiers on the corner.

She spoke in a low voi?e o Ellen’s mother. “They
must be ‘edgy because df the latest Resistance inci-
dents. Did you Ej? in D¢ Frie Danske about the
bombings in Hiller daargjé;arrcbro?" Nevr€ 'ﬂ) A

Although she pretended to be absorbed in unpack-
ing her schoolbooks, Annemarie listened, and she

knew what her mother was referring to. De Frie
Danske — The Free Danes — was an illegal newspaper; J
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