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To Christine, her Aunt Inge and Uncle Walter are reliable fixtures in the family, dependable and
destined to be together forever. So when she spies Inge in the company of a man who is most
certainly not her husband, life as Christine knows it takes a turn for the unexpected. Suddenly,
what began as a blissful vacation with her gorgeous boyfriend on her native island of Sylt has
morphed into a family drama of epic proportions—and a rude wake-up call for Christine.
Because compared to the newfound passion with which sixtysomething Inge is tackling each
day, Christine’s supposedly fabulous life seems downright dull. Christine decides it’s time to
make some drastic changes…but will she ruin the great life she already has in the process?

About the AuthorErich Fromm (1900-1980) was a German social psychologist, psychoanalyst,
humanistic philosopher, and democratic socialist. He was associated with what became known
as the Frankfurt School of critical theory. His best known work, "Escape from Freedom" (1941),
focuses on the human urge to seek a source of authority and control upon reaching a freedom
that was thought to be an individual s true desire. Fromm s critique of the modern political order
and capitalist system led him to seek insights from medieval feudalism. His many works (in
English) include "Psychoanalysis and Religion" (1950); "The Art of Loving" (1956); and "On
Being Human" (1997).
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TranslatorChapter 1The woman at the end of the platform was wearing a red hat and lumbering
with a packed luggage cart. She looked a lot like Aunt Inge. Except that Aunt Inge never wore
hats and would only ever carry her own luggage in the most exceptional of circumstances.
Christine Schmidt squinted, trying to see more clearly. The resemblance was uncanny—and
disconcerting. But it couldn’t be her; after all, this was Westerland, a small seaside resort on the
isle of Sylt, and Inge lived over three hundred miles away in Dortmund.Christine lost sight of the
woman and looked back toward the train doors. He would soon be emerging from one of them:
Johann, only the most wonderful man in the world. They hadn’t seen each other anywhere near
enough lately. But today was the first day of their vacation together. Two weeks on Sylt in May—
she couldn’t ask for more. Germany’s northernmost island, Sylt was a much-loved tourist
destination, renowned for its breathtaking twenty-five-mile-long sandy beach.When the train
pulled into the station, Christine stood on tiptoe. The cars must have been full to bursting,
because more and more people were crowding onto the platform. Finally, she saw him, getting
out of one of the cars toward the back. She tried to make her way to him, but the swarm of
people slowed her progress, and for some reason Johann had stopped in his tracks. When she
eventually managed to get close to him, she realized what was causing the holdup. A fully
loaded baggage cart stood smack in the middle of the platform, and the woman in the red hat
was perched on top of it, ignoring the curses and irritated glares from the people trying to get
around her. One of them was Johann, who let out a loud “Scheisse” when his leg collided with
metal. The woman just sat there smiling, oblivious to it all. Johann was rubbing his shin with a
pained expression. Finally reaching him, Christine put her hand on his shoulder. He turned



around, and she saw his grimace transform into a wide smile. His arms wrapped around her, as
did the characteristic smell of his cologne. She closed her eyes as he kissed her. The rest of the
world disappeared, and life was wonderful again.Until someone cleared her throat behind them,
and a voice that sounded exactly like Aunt Inge’s said, “So, is this your new boyfriend?”Christine
gave a start, pulled away from Johann, and looked at the woman propped on the baggage cart.
It was Aunt Inge. Wearing an improbable red hat with a ribbon around the brim. And without
Uncle Walter. She looked extremely cheerful and self-satisfied and had a puzzling amount of
luggage with her. Inge cocked her head to one side and looked Johann up and down, while he
stood there, confused.“You see, you should always be careful not to swear. You never know who
might be nearby. I’m Christine’s aunt. Westerland train station isn’t the ideal place to meet for the
first time, but never mind. Aren’t you two a bit old for canoodling in public like that? Oh, well, I’m
sure you know best.” She hopped off and looked at her luggage. “Do either of you have any idea
how to move this monstrosity?”Johann quickly pulled himself together, revealing his suave and
capable self. “You have to press the handle; otherwise, the brake locks. And I can assure you I
didn’t swear. It was a cry of pain. But never mind, let me push the cart for you. Where are you off
to?”While Johann took control and was powering the cart through the station, his own bag slung
over his shoulder, Christine was still staring at her aunt in disbelief. She had lost weight and was
wearing a close-fitting skirt, a light blouse, and an expensive-looking coat. Inge took her
handbag down from the cart, a handbag that matched the deep crimson of her hat, and said,
“So, I guess it was a piece of cake after all, then! What’s wrong, Christine? Are you coming or
not?”Christine had to take a couple of deep breaths before she found her voice again. “What are
you doing here? Dad didn’t mention you were coming. Otherwise, we wouldn’t have arranged to
stay in the loft apartment. You know there’s not enough space for all of us. And where’s Uncle
Walter?”Smiling at her niece, Aunt Inge replied casually, “Don’t get worked up, dear. I’m not
sleeping up there in that closet you call an apartment. I’ve rented a vacation apartment from
Petra. My brother has no idea I’m coming. And Uncle Walter is at home. Where else would he
be? But, my dear, I don’t have the slightest desire to talk about him right now. I think the time has
come to make some changes in my life. Now, come on, you can drive me to Petra’s. The taxi
prices are exorbitant here.” She adjusted her hat, which had fallen over her face, and then set off,
marching quickly toward the exit.Christine had last seen Aunt Inge just six months ago, at a
family get-together in Dortmund to celebrate Uncle Walter’s sixty-fifth birthday. They had feasted
on a mixed grill with vegetables and croquette potatoes, drank good brandy, and everything had
been grand. Everything apart from Aunt Inge’s toast, in which she had mentioned that Walter’s
retirement could lead to her beating him to death on the sofa unless he found himself a sensible
hobby. And by hobby, she didn’t mean following the Bundesliga, the German soccer league, or
bowling. Sure, Uncle Walter had looked a little hurt, but no one had taken it too seriously. Aunt
Inge had never been one for diplomacy.For a moment, Christine pictured her Uncle Walter on a
blood-soaked sofa, but she forced herself to push the image away. She looked at Aunt Inge
instead, who was standing next to her car and watching Johann squeeze her luggage into the



trunk.“What do you mean, ‘The time has come to make some changes in my life’? What’s going
on with Uncle Walter?”“Hmm?” Her aunt was watching Johann’s packing skills with
concentration. “If you put the red bag lengthways, it might fit better. Or put the big case in first
and then the bag.”“I asked what was happening with Uncle Walter, or should I say, with you and
Uncle Walter?”“As I’ve already said, I don’t want to talk about it. See, there you go, it does fit.
Right. Close the trunk and let’s make a move. You can drive me to Petra’s in Kampen right away,
and no detours, please. I really need to go to the bathroom.”Johann slammed the trunk shut and
wiped his forehead. “Would you like to go to the station restroom perhaps? I mean, we have
time.”“No, thank you.” Inge sat down in the passenger seat and unbuttoned her jacket. “I never
use public toilets. You don’t know who’s been in them before you. Can we go now?”Christine
looked at Johann. He nodded and climbed in the back. With a quick glance up at the four
towering sculptures on the station forecourt, Christine opened the driver’s door. The artwork was
called Travelling Giants in the Wind and showed four green figures bracing themselves against
the blustery weather. Hopefully it wasn’t a bad omen.As they drove off, past the post office and
onto the main road, Inge turned and looked Johann up and down thoughtfully. Then she gave
him a friendly smile.“So you’re Johann. Do you still live in Bremen, or have you shacked up with
Christine?”Johann tried to meet Christine’s gaze in the rearview mirror. She gave him a
reassuring nod.“I live in Bremen where my job is. And no, there has never been any talk of me
‘shacking up’ at Christine’s place,” he said, and chuckled.Aunt Inge turned her gaze back to the
passing scenery. “That’s fine then. It’s just that Christine has a knack for finding men she needs
to support financially.”“Aunt Inge!”She smirked. “Oh, come on, you’re divorced already, so now
you’re finally free to spend your money as you please. I’ve nothing against you, Johann, don’t get
me wrong—you seem like a really nice guy. I just don’t agree with people settling down so young.
Who knows what life has in store.”Johann answered politely, “I’m forty-eight. And Christine is just
two years younger. We’re not exactly spring chickens anymore.”“That’s true.” Aunt Inge nodded.
“I always forget that. Heavens, Christine, you’re forty-six already?”Christine stopped at a red
light. Aunt Inge pointed to the left.“You have to turn off here, for List, Kampen, and Wenningstedt.
You saw the sign, right?”“Aunt Inge…” Christine veered off to the left as the light turned green.
“May I remind you that I know my way around the island? Look, Johann, there’s the airport over
there, and behind it, the marina golf course.”“Oh yes.” Johann looked out the window.Aunt Inge
was watching him. “If you want to see a golf course, you don’t need to twist your neck like that.
We’ll be passing another one in a minute. The Sylt Golf Club. You don’t play, do you? You’re not
old enough for golf really. Or do you carry out dodgy business deals while you’re
playing?”Christine groaned. “Aunt Inge, please!” Inge pulled down the sun visor and adjusted her
hat. “There are plenty of golf courses here, four in total. So you can play to your heart’s
content.”“I don’t play golf. I jog,” said Johann, ever unperturbed.“It’s all the same to me,”
answered Inge.They had reached Kampen. Christine drove along the main street, past the
thatched-roof houses, and turned into Braderuper Strasse. She looked over at her aunt, who
was staring out the window, lost in thought.“What’s the name of Petra’s street



again?”“Wuldeschlucht. The fifth on the right. But I thought you knew your way around?”Her
niece didn’t answer, while Johann stifled a grin. They stopped in front of a pristine thatched
cottage with blue dormer windows. Inge opened the car door before Christine had even turned
off the engine.“Thanks for the lift. Johann, could you be a dear and carry my luggage in for me?
Christine, just stop here for a minute. You’re useless at parking anyway. I’ll come by the house
later. See you then.”Aunt Inge hurried quickly toward the front door, while Johann made several
trips with the luggage. His facial expression was inscrutable.Christine had met Johann under
somewhat difficult circumstances. Last summer, she had been coerced into taking her father
with her on vacation to Norderney, one of the Frisian islands farther down Germany’s North Sea
coast, where she was helping a friend renovate her guesthouse—the guesthouse where Johann
was staying. Christine’s mother was about to have a knee operation and had been adamant that
it was a daughter’s job to look after her father in such circumstances. Unfortunately, once they’d
arrived on the island, Heinz forgot that Christine was a grown woman, and they had fallen back
into their old ways. Christine had managed to hold her tongue at first, but once her father had
started to jeopardize the tentatively developing romance between her and Johann—purely
based on Heinz’s belief that Johann had “deceitful eyes”—she’d had enough. Heinz,
unfortunately, hadn’t. He had been utterly convinced that Johann was a con man and—fired up
by his old friend Kalli plus Gisbert, a cuckoo local journalist, not to forget Onno and Carsten—
had put all his energy into exposing Johann. It had led to nothing but complications.Everything
had been cleared up in the end, of course, but Christine was worried that Johann’s opinion of
her father had been tainted by the Norderney escapade. This two-week vacation at her parents’
place was supposed to convince him that she was from a thoroughly civilized, charming, and,
above all, normal family, and that Heinz’s behavior back then had been a one-off. However, Aunt
Inge showing up out of the blue like this was not helping her cause in the slightest.Johann came
slowly back down the path, got into the passenger seat, and let out a sigh. Christine put her
hand on his knee.“Aunt Inge is Heinz’s sister. And she’s my godmother too. She’s really fun and
spirited and just a really good person.”“Sure.” He grappled with his seat belt. “A little direct
perhaps.”Christine started the engine. “Shall we go for a drink now, or straight to my parents’
place?”“Let’s go for a drink first. Please.”As Christine drove off, she said a quick prayer. Hopefully
Aunt Inge had simply decided to spend a few days relaxing on the island, and there was nothing
more to it.Half an hour later, they were sitting on the terrace of Wonnemeyer in Wenningstedt,
overlooking the North Sea. Wasn’t the sound of the surf renowned for its calming properties?
Christine hoped it would have the desired effect on Johann. He was drinking a wheat beer in
silence as she stirred her coffee. Round and round, again and again. In silence. Finally, he
looked up.“At my age, it’s silly to still get nervous because I’m spending two weeks at your
parents’ place with you, right?” he asked.Christine didn’t think it was silly; after all, her father had
made Johann’s life hell on Norderney. But she couldn’t admit that to him.“You know, my father
really is very different from how he was when you met him. He just let himself get too worked up
and egged on by his nutty friends. That’s all. You’ll see once you get to know him better. He



doesn’t normally act as crazily or get carried away by his imagination like that. He’s very laid-
back really.” Johann still looked skeptical. But the sea seemed to be calming him, and he was
trying to make an effort.“I guess so. And your Aunt Inge? Is she normally different too?”“Yes,
she’s really lovely. She and Uncle Walter have been married for forty-five years. They have a
daughter, Pia, who lives in Berlin and just turned forty. My uncle used to be a tax inspector. He’s
a little set in his ways perhaps, but an old sweetie all the same. Inge actually grew up on Sylt and
comes here a few times every year to visit her old friends, so it’s nothing out of the ordinary for
her to be here.”Christine was prattling away in an attempt to calm herself down. In reality, Inge
never normally came without Uncle Walter. The image of the blood-soaked sofa popped into her
head again, but she forced it away.“So how come she wants to change her life all of a sudden?”
Johann persisted.“Oh, that was just talk. I’m sure she just meant the fact that she’d gone on
vacation by herself. They haven’t done that for years.”Christine shuddered to think of the fuss her
parents, especially Heinz, would make about Aunt Inge showing up without Walter.“Hmm…”
Johann was watching Christine closely. “I’ve definitely heard you tell more convincing lies. But
never mind. I survived Heinz in Norderney, so I’m sure I can handle Inge in Sylt…and the rest of
your family.” He leaned forward to take her hand in his. “We can go out to dinner with your
parents now and then, and with your aunt, too, as far as I’m concerned…but I hope that we’ll get
the rest of the time to ourselves.”“Of course,” Christine answered quickly. “I’m sure Aunt Inge is
just here for a few days. And my dad will be spending time with her, so I’m sure we’ll hardly see
them. And besides, we have the loft apartment all to ourselves.”As she looked up at him and
squeezed his hand, Christine wondered what on earth Inge had meant when she had said she
wanted to change her life.Heinz shot out of the front door as soon as Christine’s car pulled up in
the driveway.“Christine, the front wheels are on the edge of the lawn. You’re completely
destroying it. Go back a bit, will you.”“Hi, Dad, great to see you, too, and yes, we had a terrific
journey and thanks…”“Yes, yes, but go back a bit first; otherwise, I’ll be looking out at a yellow
lawn all summer long.”Johann cleared his throat, and Christine released the hand brake to roll
back. Once she had positioned the car correctly, her father ripped open the passenger door and
practically pulled Johann out of the car as he pumped his hand vigorously. “Johann, great to see
you! Are you well? You look well. Yes, take a look around you, this is ‘Zoolt,’” he said,
overemphasizing the pronunciation of Sylt. “It’s very different from Norderney, but I’m sure you’ll
like it. So, come on in. Where did my wife get to? Charlotte, the kids are here!”He made his way
around the car to hug his daughter, but not without casting a quick glance at the front wheels
first.“Come here, sweetheart. Oh, let me give you a big hug! It’s been such a long time since you
were last here.”Wrapped in her father’s embrace, Christine looked over at Johann, who was
being greeted almost as heartily by her mother. Heinz leaned close to Christine, lifted her chin
with his finger, and gave her an appraising look. “So? Are you happy? Is he treating you well?”At
least he had said it quietly.“Yes, Dad, everything’s wonderful. But listen, we want to…Oh, never
mind. I’m just really looking forward to our time here. Johann needs to relax though. He’s had a
lot of stress recently, and he needs some peace and quiet, okay?”Her father spread out his



arms. “Well, he can have it. Why did you say it like that? You can make yourselves at home here,
and you’ll have your peace and quiet in the loft. It’ll just be the two of you up there.”“I know, Dad.
We can go out to dinner together now and again too.”“Why? Mom’ll be cooking anyway, so you
can just eat with us every night.”“Dad! Like I just said…now and again. Not every day. We don’t
want to put you to any trouble.”“Well, we’ll see. Come on then. Mom made soup. And there’s
coffee and cake for later.”After coffee, Johann had to make some phone calls. Heinz went into
the garden, and Christine helped her mother with the washing up. They’d used the good bowls
and cutlery, and it was against the house rules for them to go in the dishwasher.“So how are
you?” Charlotte made a start on polishing the soup spoons. “I mean, how’s it all going with
Johann?”Christine had been wondering when the right moment would be to mention the
surprise meeting on the train station platform.“Great…Listen, did you know Aunt Inge is on Sylt?”
Anything was better than a mother-daughter interrogation about Christine’s love life.“Nonsense.
Aunt Inge is away at a spa in Bad Oeynhausen. She goes every year at this time. You know
that.”“Well, apparently not this year. We ran into her earlier at the train station. She was wearing a
red hat, she had loads of luggage, and she looked different—more fashionable, and like she’d
lost weight.”“You must have gotten her confused with someone else. Dad talked to Uncle Walter
on the phone this morning, about our taxes, and I’m sure he would have said something if Inge
was here on Sylt without him.”“But we spoke to her and gave her a lift to Petra’s.”Charlotte rested
her dish towel on the sink and looked at her daughter in confusion. “Which Petra?”Christine
picked up the towel and carried on with the drying. “Her old friend Hanne’s daughter. She’s about
forty years old and rents out a vacation apartment in Kampen.”Her mother snorted. “I know that.
But what’s Inge doing there? She always stays with us.”“Well, we’re here. Maybe she knew
that.”“How could she have? Walter told us that she was still at the spa. He would have known if
she was coming to Sylt. Maybe he got confused. I hope he’s not going senile.”Christine tossed
the last spoon into the drawer and hung up the dish towel. “She’ll probably come by eventually
anyway, so you can ask her yourself.”“Something doesn’t add up.” Lost in thought, Charlotte
mopped up a drop of water on the counter. “I hope nothing’s wrong.”At that moment, Johann
came down the stairs and gave Christine a sly smile. All thoughts of her parents, her aunt’s
oddball behavior, and the image of poor Uncle Walter, stabbed to death, suddenly vanished.
After all, she still had a two-week vacation with this wonderful man ahead of her.He stood in front
of her. “You’re blushing,” he said. “I like that I can still make you blush.”She kissed him and
whispered, “Come on. I’ll show you the beach. Let’s go for a drive.”If she had known then what
the next two weeks had in store, she would have stayed on the beach with him the entire time.
Rain or shine.Chapter 2Kampen, MayDear Renate,You’ll never guess what I’ve done!You were
so right. Walter didn’t change in the slightest while I was away at the spa. And to think I expected
him to look after himself for just those four weeks. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays he ate
with our neighbors; Tuesdays and Fridays with Pia’s school friend Jutta; and on the weekend he
bought himself a hot dog at the soccer game and ate frozen food. And it’s not like he wouldn’t
have time to cook now that he’s retired, but he spends all his time on his computer, doing



people’s tax returns for free!So, the last straw was on Thursday. He came up to me and said he
knew I’d always wanted to go to a reading or to the theater, and that he’d gotten hold of some
tickets for an interesting talk. He told me to get my best clothes on and that he was planning to
take me out for a tipple afterward. (He actually said that, a tipple!) That was fine with me, since I
had something important I wanted to discuss with him, and it seemed a very good opportunity to
do so. (I’ll tell you soon what that was; it’s not so easy to explain in a letter.)But I’ll come back to
the point. Renate, I swear, if there hadn’t been so many witnesses in the room, I would have
killed him right there and then. It turns out I got all gussied up to go to the local health center for a
talk about diabetes! Walter has been going on about how he’s always so intensely thirsty, and
how he thinks he might be suffering from late-onset diabetes. He told me to make sure I paid
attention, because he was sure he had it. There was a buffet afterward, and my dear “diabetic”
husband scarfed down four sandwiches. It seems he didn’t like the dinner I’d made him—a
delicious salad with avocados and sprouts—but that’s nothing new really. I slave away in the
kitchen for two hours to try out a new recipe, and his royal highness just eats sandwiches or
soccer stadium hot dogs instead!And then the “tipple”! Two beers in Jürgen’s corner pub. It has
Sky TV, as he pointed out, and there was a program on about soccer. I was so angry with him!
And, yet, he didn’t even notice.I spoke to him the next morning, but I don’t think he noticed that
either. He went off to the doctor instead. He was complaining about how his legs always feel
heavy, and his friend Günther has been diagnosed with thrombosis. After Walter came back, all
he could talk about was Günther and his thrombosis, and the fact that the doctor must be
mistaken (he hadn’t found anything—no surprise there). I told him that the heavy legs were
probably due to his late-onset diabetes, and he was pretty excited about that idea. So now he
wants to do a glucose test.By that point, I’d had enough. I told him I don’t want to carry on living
like this and that I was going away for a while to think things through. And do you know what he
said? “But, Inge, diabetes isn’t a mental illness. It’s not that bad.”I told him he was already
mentally ill, and packed my suitcase. And because I don’t want my big brother, Heinz, worrying
about me and putting his nose in my business, I’ve rented a vacation apartment for the next few
weeks with Petra, the daughter of an old friend. I got a discount too.So, my dear, I can picture
you laughing as you read this. I’m really pleased that we met at the spa and that you opened my
eyes for me. As I swore to you: I’m not going to spend the next twenty years sitting on the sofa
with Walter, watching sports and folk music shows, and eating liverwurst with gherkins. Not me!
Instead, I’m going off to treat myself to a lovely lunch. Then, I’m going over to see my brother and
sister-in-law to get all the explaining out of the way. By the way, I ran into my niece Christine here.
She has a new boyfriend. They’re both in their midforties and were making out on the train
platform like two teenagers. It makes you wonder, doesn’t it? Putting yourself through that
nonsense all over again. And she was so happily divorced too.So, my dear Renate, I’ll keep you
posted.Lots of love,Your IngeP.S. Oh, and I almost forgot to say, I wore the hat you bought me on
the journey. I’m sure it will bring me luck.Inge glanced over the letter one last time before folding
it and sliding it into the addressed envelope. She nodded contentedly and put the cap back on



her elegant, engraved fountain pen. Walter had given it to her for her sixtieth birthday. She had
been delighted with it at the time, but she hadn’t seen things clearly back then. Renate had been
horrified when she had showed it to her.“A fountain pen. Wonderful! That’s an office supply item,
so I’m sure he got it tax-free. He should have gotten you a ring. Or a trip somewhere lovely. But a
pen? No, my dear, you deserve better than that.”But Inge really loved writing with the pen. That’s
why she still liked the present four years later. Sighing, Renate had replied that she should at
least acknowledge the humiliation it represented.Renate! Inge stuck a postage stamp onto the
letter and checked the address. They had struck up a conversation on the very first day at Bad
Oeynhausen, out in the parking lot. Inge had been waving good-bye to Walter, who had insisted
on dropping her off. She knew that Walter’s caring gesture had had something to do with the fact
that Pia had left her Audi TT with them while she had flown off on a vacation with her boyfriend.
Walter had pointed out to his daughter that a car like that needed to be driven now and again to
keep it running nicely. So Pia, somewhat hesitantly, had handed over the keys and papers to him.
“But just short journeys, Dad, and don’t change gear so roughly, okay? And remember to put
premium gas in, even though it costs more!” Of course, he then gave her a lecture about the high
expense and gas taxes, but Pia was already used to that. As Inge watched her husband drive off
—the roof down, his gray hair blowing in the wind—Renate had come over and stood next to
her.“Nice car.”“Yes,” said Inge politely, cringing at the sound of the gearbox scraping.She turned
around to face the woman and immediately forgot what she was about to say. Renate was
magnificent. At least, that was the first expression that came to Inge’s mind. She was at least five
foot ten and very curvaceous, what some might call “Rubenesque,” with an ample bosom. Her
long red hair—tousled, but intentionally so—was dyed, for sure, but by an excellent colorist. And
she was wearing a dark crimson dress with silver patterns (more of an oversized caftan), with
her Indian-style jewelry glistening in the sun. Speechless, Inge stared at her for a few moments,
then pulled herself together and held out her hand.“Hi, I’m Inge Müller. Are you staying in this
hotel too? I come here for a detox every year, and it’s that time again.” With an embarrassed
laugh, she grabbed hold of her love handles, but then let her hand drop again when she realized
that Renate had about twice as much. Despite having a little more around the hips than years
ago, Inge still looked very good for her sixty-four years. Her bobbed blonde hair was showing
more and more gray strands, but she was fairly fit, albeit hiding her figure beneath neutral-
colored, conservative clothes. “Oh, I mean…”Renate leaned over to Inge. “I’m Renate von Graf,
and I come here every year too. A bit of yoga, a few trips to the sauna, you know—all the things
we women do to make our souls sing. To bring our bodies and minds into harmony, to defy the
world, and all the men in it.”Inge looked a little uncertain. “Defy them? The men?”A knowing look
spread over Renate’s powdered face. “Ah, I see, you might need a little mental detox.” She linked
arms with Inge and pulled her toward the hotel entrance. “My dear, I don’t think it’s a coincidence
that we’ve met here. I can sense that we’re kindred spirits, and that we’re going to have a lot of
fun over the next few weeks. Now, take your time unpacking your things, and when you’re ready,
just knock on my door, and we’ll have a little drink.”The “little drink” turned out to be a whole



bottle of champagne. Inge was amazed at the pace with which her new friend could chatter and
drink. She was ten years younger than Inge, had no children, and was divorced from a
dentist.“You know, I worked as a receptionist in Werner’s practice for two days a week, kept the
house and garden together, cooked for his golfing friends, organized our vacations, and what
was his way of thanking me? He slept with his assistant.”Inge had taken Renate’s hand
sympathetically. “That’s awful. What did you do?”Renate tucked a strand of hair behind her ear
nonchalantly. “I got the house and the car, and the dear old dentist is paying through his teeth.
And so he should—it was all his fault. So now he’s suffering.”She smiled smugly and knocked
back more champagne.Inge sealed the envelope and put it in her handbag. Instead of
daydreaming, she should be getting changed. The food at the restaurant she was planning to go
to was sure to cost more than currywurst and chips in Jürgen’s corner bar. Walter would have a
fit if he knew. Inge stretched her back and looked at herself in the mirror. She imagined Walter
standing next to her with a shocked expression on his face.That’s fine, my love. I’m sure you’d
have a fit, but I’m about to order myself something delicious for at least thirty euros.And if she
had an espresso afterward, too, she would blow almost thirty-five euros. She laughed softly to
herself. It felt good. It was just a shame that Walter wouldn’t know about it. But she could tell her
brother, Heinz. He loved getting worked up about that kind of thing.Heinz wasn’t as much of a
tightwad as Walter when it came to money, but he could never bring himself to look at the bill in
restaurants. He would wait for it to come, then give Charlotte or his children his wallet and go off
to the bathroom. No one was allowed to tell him what the bill came to; otherwise, he would get
grumpy. But he still liked going to restaurants, regardless.In contrast, Walter recalculated every
item on the bill, checked the tax, and then asked Inge what it would have cost if they’d cooked it
themselves. “Just approximately, not down to the cent. About twenty euros?” If she nodded he
would contentedly confirm, “Well, we can splurge now and then. I guess. I’ll have another Pils.”If
they all went out for dinner together, Heinz would stay in the bathroom long enough for Walter to
have folded the bill neatly into his wallet.Thinking about Heinz brought Christine to mind. She
was her favorite niece, even if she was in danger of becoming more and more like her father. For
instance, there was the way she’d looked when Inge had said she wanted to change her life—
complete horror. Johann wasn’t so bad, a bit too much gray hair perhaps, but what could you
expect of a man nearing the end of his forties? And for Christine, was a long-distance
relationship a bit too demanding at her age? Constantly having to travel, even if it was only from
Hamburg to Bremen. But Christine was probably happy to have found a man at all after the
collapse of her marriage. Inge had always thought Bernd was unsuitable, right from the start, but
then no one had asked her. He had always seemed so full of himself, and she had never been
able to figure out what Christine saw in him. But this Johann Thiess seemed like a nice guy. And
very laid-back, too, which was good—he would need to be. Christine got worked up so quickly;
she got that from Heinz. Neither of them had steady nerves.Inge put on her new white trousers
and unbuttoned the top button of her red blouse.“You need to wear more color, darling,” Renate
had said in the boutique in Bad Oeynhausen. “It makes your life more colorful too.”The hair spray



swirled through the air and made her hairdo shine. Inge put the red hat on and looked at herself
in the mirror. “Perfect,” she said. “Inge, for your age, you look terrific. You’ll take everyone by
surprise.”Chapter 3Johann and Christine were just brushing the sand from their feet on the steps
leading up to the house when the taxi stopped in front of the drive. Heinz stood in the doorway
and leaned forward.“It really is her. It’s Inge. But what’s that on her head?”“It’s a hat, Heinz.”
Charlotte squeezed past Heinz and walked out toward the taxi. “Come on.”Heinz walked slowly
down the steps.“A hat. Why is she wearing that? Is she posh now or what?”Johann was taking
great pains to suppress his laughter. Christine gave him a nudge.“Go on, show her you’re not
after my money. Be charming!”“I’ll do my best.” He kissed the back of her neck, which attracted
an amused look from Aunt Inge. He then strode quickly over to the taxi, where he pulled his
wallet out of his jeans to pay.Aunt Inge nodded contentedly at her niece. “He’s not so bad, your
young man.”“Aunt Inge!”“Well, stay well clear of miserly men, my dear. I can tell you a thing or
two about them. Shall we go into the backyard? It’s best if you all come right away; then I won’t
have to tell the story three times over.”She walked jauntily out ahead of them, the others
following her bobbing red hat. They then waited patiently until Aunt Inge finally settled on the
third lawn chair she had tested out.“Right then. This is a good spot. After a certain age you have
to be careful in the sun. If not, you get punished by wrinkles.”Charlotte, who was just about to sit
down, paused mid-motion and pulled her chair a little more into the shade. “Oh, really? Since
when have you been worried about that? You used to lie out in the sun for hours on end,”
Charlotte countered.“Yes, unfortunately I did. And now I’m financing huge cosmetic companies
for my sins. Christine, I meant you, too, you know.”With her eyes closed, Christine let the sun
shine down onto her face. “Oh, Aunt Inge, if we get more than three days of nice weather, I’ll just
borrow your expensive face cream.”Johann, who had sat down next to her on the only bench,
pressed his thigh against hers. After Heinz cleared his throat, Johann moved it away again.“Did
you want to sit down here?”“It’s actually my seat,” Heinz said, sounding a little hurt. “But never
mind. I have to fetch my cap anyway. Inge’s right about the sun. I’ll bring some drinks out.
Johann, come on, you can help me carry.”Christine kept her eyes closed. She reminded herself
that Johann was a grown man and her father seventy-three. There was no need to get involved.
As soon as they set off, she put on her sunglasses and leaned over to Inge.“Come on, Aunt
Inge, tell us. What’s going on with Uncle Walter?”“Well—”She was interrupted by her sister-in-
law. “Don’t you want to wait until Heinz is back? Otherwise, you’ll have to tell it all again.”“Oh, it’s
only Heinz. I can already guess how he’ll react. After all, men are all the same. He can get the
abridged version. So, I was at the spa in Bad Oeynhausen. And I met a very clever woman there,
Renate. She opened my eyes. The thing is, you see, I’m in the prime of my life, and you can’t say
that about Walter. He’s always got some new ailment. One day he’s about to have a heart attack,
then he says his kidneys aren’t working anymore, and right now diabetes and thrombosis are his
favorites. He’s unbearable…unless he’s doing one of his friends’ taxes. Then he’s as fit as a
fiddle. But when it comes to how I am, he doesn’t care one bit about that. Other women get taken
out to dinner, they get flowers and little gifts, and I get stuck sitting next to Walter on the sofa,



listening to his latest woes, making sandwiches, and watching Bundesliga and the daily news.
It’s boring and I’ve had enough. I don’t want to waste the best years of my life on this. That’s why
I’ve decided to change my life.”“You’re crazy.” Charlotte ignored the proud tone with which Aunt
Inge had delivered that last sentence. “Totally crazy. Was this all that Renate woman’s
idea?”“What do you mean ‘that Renate woman’? She’s a good friend to me, very worldly-wise
and clever. She couldn’t believe that I was settling for so little. She said I deserved
better.”Charlotte snorted, but Christine got in first. “And what do you intend to change? I mean,
are you going to take a lover? Or move into some girls’ pad with Renate? Or sail around the
world? What’s the plan?”Aunt Inge folded her hands and leaned back contentedly. “Perhaps a bit
of everything. You’ll find out in good time. Look, the boys are coming back.”Heinz glanced at
Johann, who was walking behind him with the bottles of beer, and quickened his pace. After he
had nabbed the seat next to Christine on the bench, he pointed at the chair beside his
wife.“Look, Johann, that’s the best seat in the whole yard. So then, Inge, what’s new?”“Your
sister has gone crazy.” Charlotte reached for a bottle of beer. “She wants to change things.” She
said the word as if she was describing a particularly repugnant kind of cockroach.“Change how?
Inge is sixty-four.” Heinz looked in confusion at his wife, who was drinking straight from the
bottle, and then at his sister, who looked back at him cheerfully. “Aren’t you a bit old for that kind
of thing? And what does Walter have to say about it?”“Charlotte, can’t you use a glass?” Inge
looked at her sister-in-law with a frown. “You’re not a construction worker. Walter? He hasn’t even
realized. But he will. Anyway, I’m staying with Petra for a while.”“But you’re not planning to leave
him, are you?” asked Heinz uneasily.For Johann’s sake, Christine decided to calm the
conversation down a bit. “Dad, leave her be. She’s only having a bit of a vacation—it just
happens to be a solo one.”“But she and Walter are married. Inge, you’ll be having your golden
anniversary in seven years. We wanted to throw you a party and everything.”“Heinz, I want to
change my life. I’ve had enough. I’m too young to stagnate in our boring old house. And I don’t
have all that long left.”Johann shifted in his chair. Feeling a little guilty about dragging him into
the family drama, Christine spoke up.“Aunt Inge, I’m sure you’ll still be here later on. We’re just
going for a stroll.” Still seated, Christine waited awkwardly for a response.No one paid any
attention to her. Instead, her mother leaned over and said, “‘Too young to stagnate’…Tell me,
what kind of treatments did they give you at this spa? And what does Pia have to say about all
this nonsense?”“What does my daughter have to do with it? I’m sure she’s got her own life in
Berlin, and I don’t interfere with that.” Inge gave her sister-in-law a penetrating look. “And you’re
just worried that change might be contagious.”“Excuse me?”Now Charlotte was annoyed, and
her eyes turned frosty.Heinz looked helplessly from one of them to the other, opened his mouth,
closed it again, and then looked at Christine, who had stood up and motioned for Johann to do
the same. She put a hand on her mother’s shoulder.“No arguments, please. Things are never as
drastic as they seem. Anyway, we’re going for a walk. Come on, Johann. See you later,
everyone.”They were barely around the corner before Johann whispered, “It sounds like things
are about to get heated back there. Are you sure we should leave them alone?”“They’ll be fine.”



Christine quickened her pace. “Besides, children—especially sixty-four-year-old ones—are
meant to be seen and not heard.”Chapter 4Johann and Christine walked down toward the
summer dike, a curved bank of mottled stones that protected the grassy land behind it during
the summer months. Christine was glad Johann was silent, because she was lost in reverie.
Years ago, Aunt Inge used to take Pia and Christine ice-skating on the lakes that formed here
when the stronger winter tide rolled past the summer dike. Inge had been able to do jumps and
fabulous pirouettes, and the other girls had always envied them for having such a cool aunt and
mom. And Inge had never worn the sensible winter clothes favored by the other women her age,
instead sporting a midcalf-length red skirt that twirled as she had skated around. She had
always been very elegant.For Christine’s confirmation, Aunt Inge had given her a locket and a
yellow miniskirt. Heinz hadn’t been too happy about the skirt, but Inge was his sister, and she got
her own way. In the locket was a photo of Sean Connery, whom Inge had a major crush on back
then when he had played James Bond. Christine tried to remember whether she had ever
swapped that picture for another one; she resolved to take a look in her jewelry box as soon as
she got the chance. Uncle Walter looked so unlike the hairy-chested James Bond, and yet Inge
had been married to him for forty-five years. And Christine was sure she would stay married to
him. Wouldn’t she? She wondered how long women had to contend with these hormonal
fluctuations. Maybe it was a good thing that wild biological processes were still flaring up inside
her aunt, perhaps unleashed by her spa break and all those trips to the sauna.Renate was
probably one of those bitter ex-wives left by their rich husbands for young blonde secretaries
who then went on to lead a crusade against all husbands. Christine could easily imagine how
Inge had fallen prey to the bitter old trout after all the massages and mud-wraps. As if Inge really
wanted to change her life. What nonsense! After all, she had everything and always seemed
very content. Christine was sure that it would only be a matter of days before Uncle Walter
showed up on their doorstep. Preferably, if he could only act out of character for a minute,
bearing flowers, expensive dinner reservations, or concert tickets.Christine paused as they
reached the summer dike, and Johann looked at her questioningly.“Let’s go left, toward
Ellenbogen.” She entwined her fingers with his and kissed his cheek softly. “It’s beautiful here,
isn’t it?”Her beloved didn’t return the kiss. Instead, he gazed out over the dike and took a deep
breath. Christine felt uneasy. If all this drama with her aunt continued, he would never believe her
stories about her charming, perfectly normal family.“What are you thinking about?” she asked,
trying to keep her tone casual.It was one of the worst questions that a woman could ever ask a
man.“Nothing in particular.”And that was the usual response. Well, she had asked for it.They
walked on in silence, and Christine sank back into her thoughts. She was a little surprised by her
mother’s reaction. For one thing, she never normally drank beer from the bottle. And she was
actually very fond of her sister-in-law. Perhaps it just bothered Charlotte when Heinz went
overboard playing the big brother. Inge was almost ten years younger, she had been a sweet
little girl, and her brother adored her. Even as a child, she had been courageous, loud, crazy, and
silly, while Heinz was serious, nervous, and shy. He had always been astounded by her, and



worried for her too. She was so different it was as though they were unrelated. And so, back
then, he had decided to protect her. And he continued to try to do so, even today. Charlotte had
always found it annoying when her husband had tried to make Inge’s problems his own and
solve them. Luckily, Walter had come along to keep her aunt tethered to the ground. Heinz liked
Uncle Walter, and the feeling was mutual; otherwise, his well-meant suggestions about how
Walter should treat his sister would have led to a family rift long ago. Christine suspected that
Heinz would give his brother-in-law a call today and give him the tip about the flowers and
concert tickets himself. Everything was sure to turn out fine.Johann took her arm and pointed
toward a herd of sheep, teeming with lambs. Christine stopped.“Sweet, aren’t they? The
trampling of their hooves helps to keep the surface of the dike firm and protect it against storm
surges. When Aunt Inge was ten years old, she once stole one of the lambs and hid it in the
backyard. She didn’t want it to get eaten. She got found out of course, and she had to paint the
barn as a punishment. And she did, but in really bright colors. Which got her into even more
trouble, as you can imagine. Since I heard that story, I’ve never eaten another bite of lamb.”“Your
aunt is a pretty surprising woman. And she still looks great.”“Do you think?” Christine looked at
him, surprised. “Yes, she looks good. But what’s so surprising about her?”“The fact that she’s
decided to make a new start at her age. Not many people would dare to do that.”Christine
dismissed his comment a little too abruptly. “Let’s just wait and see. I don’t think that will really
happen. That strange Renate woman has just temporarily brainwashed her. It doesn’t mean
anything.”Johann put his arm around her shoulder and slowly started to walk again. “Well, I think
she was serious about it. She looked very resolute. And she didn’t seem brainwashed either.
Besides, you don’t even know Renate, so how can you say that she’s strange?”“Oh, you know
those frustrated, bitter women who don’t want anyone else to have a happy love life. I can just
picture her. Spending her ex-husband’s money on all kinds of beauty treatments and…”“My
God, Christine, you’re just as prejudiced as Heinz. Maybe Renate is charming, educated, well-
read, listens to good music, dedicates herself to looking after her god-children, and—”“No
chance! If that were the case, then she wouldn’t stick her nose into other people’s marriages.
And besides, I’m convinced that no one would ever give up their familiar life at Inge’s age without
a truly valid reason. Uncle Walter’s hypochondria, his addiction to the Bundesliga, and his
fondness for buffet sandwiches are not good enough reasons. And besides, my uncle is just a
very nice, decent man.”Johann grinned. “Okay, okay, don’t get so worked up. But maybe she
does have a reason. Have you never heard of late-life love? The great romance that takes you by
surprise when you least expect it? The love affair that turns your world upside down in old age?
That last chance to be really happy?”Unsettled, Christine stopped in her tracks. “Tell me, you big
romantic, are you reading Cosmo now? Where did you hear that nonsense? They’re all clichés.
Aunt Inge having an affair! It’s not a laughing matter!”The big romantic pulled her on, and she
followed him, shaking her head. “Late-life love!” That kind of thing only happened in bad novels
or TV films. Not to her utterly familiar and dependable Aunt Inge and Uncle Walter.Chapter 5The
parking along Christiansen Strasse was full. Christine had to drive around for what felt like five



hours before she spotted a woman in a beat-up Porsche Cayenne edging nervously inch by inch
out of her parking space.“Buy a bicycle if you can’t drive a car properly,” Christine muttered to
herself.As if she had heard, the driver suddenly looked at Christine over her shoulder. She slowly
drove forward, yanked the steering wheel around, and slowly reversed. Then she braked
again.“Good God, shall I do it for you?” Christine muttered to herself. “I could get a bus into this
spot.”The car door opened, and the Cayenne owner got out. She was around sixty, very slim,
with lots of gold jewelry, white well-tailored clothes, red lipstick, dyed hair, and a wrinkly neck.
Christine imagined that was what Renate looked like. The woman hurried over to Christine’s
open window.“Excuse me,” she said, leaning forward. “I guess it must be true after all that
women can’t park. Would you be able to wave me out? I can’t see well enough. I don’t want to
put another dent in the car.”“I can park,” Christine spoke softly.“Excuse me?”“I said, of course I’ll
wave you out. No problem.”And buy yourself a smaller car, Christine added silently. She backed
up a little and positioned herself behind the Cayenne. The Renate-type woman started to back
out. Christine waved. “Renate” braked. Christine waved more vigorously. The driver moved five
inches and then braked again. This little game carried on for a few minutes, but the Cayenne still
had over a yard free at the back.Finally, Christine lost all patience. Striving to maintain a sugary-
sweet expression, she got out and went around to the car door. “Either you look at me when I
wave and you drive properly, or you let me drive your car out so I can get your parking place. Or
you attempt to do it by yourself for the duration of your vacation. It’s your choice. I was supposed
to meet someone ten minutes ago, and unfortunately I don’t have any more time to waste.”The
woman’s eyebrows shot up and the corners of her mouth went down.“Good grief! I only asked
you for a small favor, my dear! If it’s too much to ask that women help each other out from time to
time…then find yourself another parking space. Off you go, what are you waiting for?”The vein in
Christine’s neck began to pulse, and she was close to giving the Cayenne a good kick. Stupid
old bag. But she pulled herself together. As if she was going to waste her time fighting over a
public parking place. No chance!“Then have fun and have a nice day.”With her head held high,
Christine went back over to her car. It seemed that the Parking-Powers-That-Be decided to
reward her for her self-control, because at that moment two spaces became free. She drove
right into one without any problems.Renate the Second was still in her battleship with the motor
running. Christine almost felt guilty, but then she saw that the woman was calmly reapplying her
lip liner. Christine couldn’t stand women like her.Running fifteen minutes late now, Christine
hurried across the beach, heading for Badezeit, a bar on the Westerland Promenade.She was
meeting Luise, a friend who was in Sylt for two days. They had spoken on the phone that
morning, and Luise had suggested they meet early in the evening, as her husband, Alex, was on
the island on business and would join them later. She couldn’t wait for Luise to meet Johann.
During their phone conversation, Christine had put the telephone on speaker because she was
painting her nails, and so Johann could listen in. Afterward he had told her that he’d join them
later too. “I know what it’s like when you girls need to catch up…so I’ll come at around seven
thirty. Luise’s husband will be there by then, too, right?”“You can come earlier if you like.”He



kissed her and nodded. “We’ll see.”Luise wasn’t there yet, even though Christine was late. After
having a quick look inside the bar, she sat down on the terrace, where she had a view of both
the beach and the approaching clientele.An unbelievably beautiful waitress came to the table—
probably an actress or model wannabe. Her long hair was tied up, and she was all smiles with a
row of perfect pearly white teeth. Her name badge read “Anika.”Before Christine had time to
order, her cell phone rang. It was Luise.“Hi, I’m running late, but I’m hurrying. See you
soon.”“Would you like to wait to order?” asked Anika.“Er, no, I’ll have a latte and a glass of
water.”Lost in thought, Christine watched her walk away. Why were some people so naturally
beautiful, with such amazing figures?Three minutes later, Anika came back with her order and a
newspaper.“Today’s Sylter Rundschau. Just while you wait.”And she was kind too. As Christine
drank her coffee, she skimmed her eye over the headlines, lifting her gaze every now and then
so she didn’t miss Luise. Suddenly, she noticed Aunt Inge on the promenade, wearing a striking
red pantsuit and heading toward the bar. Christine was already half on her feet to call out to her
when Inge suddenly stopped and turned around. She was obviously waiting for someone.
Christine guessed she was probably with Heinz, who could never keep up with his fast-paced
sister. Hopefully they weren’t stopping for dinner; she wanted Johann to be able to get to know
Luise in peace.Christine peered over the railing. No, it wasn’t her father following Inge. In fact, it
wasn’t anyone that Christine knew. Aunt Inge looked utterly entranced by this man as he
gestured for her to go up the stairs first, then followed her. His hair was flecked with silver, and
an expensive suit showed off his buff physique. More shocking, he was in his early fifties at most.
Easily a decade younger than Aunt Inge.They walked into the bar together. Aunt Inge clearly
hadn’t noticed her niece, even though she was looking around in search of a table. Christine
leaned back carefully on her chair and peered into the restaurant, where her aunt settled with
her back to the window on the fourth chair she had tried. Her companion, who had been waiting
politely, now sat down opposite her. He was incredibly good-looking, and he was smiling at Aunt
Inge.Christine squinted. Was that the look of someone who had just been swept off their feet by
late-life love? Although…she was actually much more interested in seeing how Aunt Inge looked
at that moment. But Christine couldn’t see Inge’s face from the terrace, and her back didn’t tell
her anything.The stranger took some folded-up papers from his suit pocket, smoothed them out,
and pushed them over toward Inge. Christine moved her chair forward to try to see Inge’s
reaction. It seemed he was still talking, but she had her hand on his forearm.“Who are you
spying on?”Christine almost lost her balance, but at the last moment her chair clattered back
down onto all four legs. Startled by the noise, the other guests on the terrace looked up.“Oh.
Nothing. Hi, Luise, you’re here at last.”With a quick glance into the bar, Christine reassured
herself that Aunt Inge and her beau hadn’t noticed the commotion. He was still talking, and her
hand was on the papers.Luise followed her gaze. “That guy over there? The silver fox in the suit?
Not bad, but I didn’t think you were on the hunt anymore. Speaking of which, where is your
Superman anyway?”“He’s out jogging. But he’s coming to meet us for dinner.”Luise sat down. If
Christine turned her neck slightly, she could still see her aunt’s back, but she, herself, was better



concealed now that Luise was here. Relaxing at last, she focused on Luise.“So? How are
you?”“Very well.”As Luise turned around to get a better look at the inside of the bar, she asked,
“So, what’s with that guy? Do you know him?”“Luise! Don’t stare at him like that. He’ll notice.”And
he did. He raised his head and looked over in their direction. Christine leaned back to get out of
his line of vision.“Luise! Stop it!”“Okay, fine,” she replied with a grin. “But only if you tell me what’s
so interesting about him.”Christine sat up straight again. “How old do you think he is? No, don’t
look again!”Luise looked at her and shrugged. “No idea. Maybe around fifty. Why?”“He’s with my
aunt.”This time Luise did turn around. “Really? That’s your aunt?” She stood up. “Well let’s go
and say hello.”Christine grabbed her arm just in time. “Are you crazy? Stay here. I don’t think my
aunt would want us to introduce ourselves now. She’s told the family that she wants to change
her life—without giving us any good reasons for why she’s doing so. But I’ve just figured it out. As
far as I can see, the reason is sitting right there. I can’t believe it. I feel sick.”“Why? He seems
really nice.”“Luise! My aunt is sixty-four! Not fourteen!”Her friend raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“Well, then, all the more reason! There’s no time to waste!”At that moment, Anika came to the
table and asked if they wanted to order. Luise decided it was a perfect evening for a
Riesling.“How can someone look that awesome?” Luise said, looking at the waitress admiringly
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the platform was wearing a red hat and lumbering with a packed luggage cart. She looked a lot
like Aunt Inge. Except that Aunt Inge never wore hats and would only ever carry her own luggage
in the most exceptional of circumstances. Christine Schmidt squinted, trying to see more clearly.
The resemblance was uncanny—and disconcerting. But it couldn’t be her; after all, this was
Westerland, a small seaside resort on the isle of Sylt, and Inge lived over three hundred miles
away in Dortmund.Christine lost sight of the woman and looked back toward the train doors. He
would soon be emerging from one of them: Johann, only the most wonderful man in the world.
They hadn’t seen each other anywhere near enough lately. But today was the first day of their
vacation together. Two weeks on Sylt in May—she couldn’t ask for more. Germany’s
northernmost island, Sylt was a much-loved tourist destination, renowned for its breathtaking
twenty-five-mile-long sandy beach.When the train pulled into the station, Christine stood on
tiptoe. The cars must have been full to bursting, because more and more people were crowding
onto the platform. Finally, she saw him, getting out of one of the cars toward the back. She tried
to make her way to him, but the swarm of people slowed her progress, and for some reason
Johann had stopped in his tracks. When she eventually managed to get close to him, she
realized what was causing the holdup. A fully loaded baggage cart stood smack in the middle of
the platform, and the woman in the red hat was perched on top of it, ignoring the curses and
irritated glares from the people trying to get around her. One of them was Johann, who let out a
loud “Scheisse” when his leg collided with metal. The woman just sat there smiling, oblivious to it
all. Johann was rubbing his shin with a pained expression. Finally reaching him, Christine put her
hand on his shoulder. He turned around, and she saw his grimace transform into a wide smile.
His arms wrapped around her, as did the characteristic smell of his cologne. She closed her
eyes as he kissed her. The rest of the world disappeared, and life was wonderful again.Until
someone cleared her throat behind them, and a voice that sounded exactly like Aunt Inge’s said,
“So, is this your new boyfriend?”Christine gave a start, pulled away from Johann, and looked at
the woman propped on the baggage cart. It was Aunt Inge. Wearing an improbable red hat with a
ribbon around the brim. And without Uncle Walter. She looked extremely cheerful and self-
satisfied and had a puzzling amount of luggage with her. Inge cocked her head to one side and



looked Johann up and down, while he stood there, confused.“You see, you should always be
careful not to swear. You never know who might be nearby. I’m Christine’s aunt. Westerland train
station isn’t the ideal place to meet for the first time, but never mind. Aren’t you two a bit old for
canoodling in public like that? Oh, well, I’m sure you know best.” She hopped off and looked at
her luggage. “Do either of you have any idea how to move this monstrosity?”Johann quickly
pulled himself together, revealing his suave and capable self. “You have to press the handle;
otherwise, the brake locks. And I can assure you I didn’t swear. It was a cry of pain. But never
mind, let me push the cart for you. Where are you off to?”While Johann took control and was
powering the cart through the station, his own bag slung over his shoulder, Christine was still
staring at her aunt in disbelief. She had lost weight and was wearing a close-fitting skirt, a light
blouse, and an expensive-looking coat. Inge took her handbag down from the cart, a handbag
that matched the deep crimson of her hat, and said, “So, I guess it was a piece of cake after all,
then! What’s wrong, Christine? Are you coming or not?”Christine had to take a couple of deep
breaths before she found her voice again. “What are you doing here? Dad didn’t mention you
were coming. Otherwise, we wouldn’t have arranged to stay in the loft apartment. You know
there’s not enough space for all of us. And where’s Uncle Walter?”Smiling at her niece, Aunt Inge
replied casually, “Don’t get worked up, dear. I’m not sleeping up there in that closet you call an
apartment. I’ve rented a vacation apartment from Petra. My brother has no idea I’m coming. And
Uncle Walter is at home. Where else would he be? But, my dear, I don’t have the slightest desire
to talk about him right now. I think the time has come to make some changes in my life. Now,
come on, you can drive me to Petra’s. The taxi prices are exorbitant here.” She adjusted her hat,
which had fallen over her face, and then set off, marching quickly toward the exit.Christine had
last seen Aunt Inge just six months ago, at a family get-together in Dortmund to celebrate Uncle
Walter’s sixty-fifth birthday. They had feasted on a mixed grill with vegetables and croquette
potatoes, drank good brandy, and everything had been grand. Everything apart from Aunt Inge’s
toast, in which she had mentioned that Walter’s retirement could lead to her beating him to death
on the sofa unless he found himself a sensible hobby. And by hobby, she didn’t mean following
the Bundesliga, the German soccer league, or bowling. Sure, Uncle Walter had looked a little
hurt, but no one had taken it too seriously. Aunt Inge had never been one for diplomacy.For a
moment, Christine pictured her Uncle Walter on a blood-soaked sofa, but she forced herself to
push the image away. She looked at Aunt Inge instead, who was standing next to her car and
watching Johann squeeze her luggage into the trunk.“What do you mean, ‘The time has come to
make some changes in my life’? What’s going on with Uncle Walter?”“Hmm?” Her aunt was
watching Johann’s packing skills with concentration. “If you put the red bag lengthways, it might
fit better. Or put the big case in first and then the bag.”“I asked what was happening with Uncle
Walter, or should I say, with you and Uncle Walter?”“As I’ve already said, I don’t want to talk
about it. See, there you go, it does fit. Right. Close the trunk and let’s make a move. You can drive
me to Petra’s in Kampen right away, and no detours, please. I really need to go to the
bathroom.”Johann slammed the trunk shut and wiped his forehead. “Would you like to go to the



station restroom perhaps? I mean, we have time.”“No, thank you.” Inge sat down in the
passenger seat and unbuttoned her jacket. “I never use public toilets. You don’t know who’s
been in them before you. Can we go now?”Christine looked at Johann. He nodded and climbed
in the back. With a quick glance up at the four towering sculptures on the station forecourt,
Christine opened the driver’s door. The artwork was called Travelling Giants in the Wind and
showed four green figures bracing themselves against the blustery weather. Hopefully it wasn’t a
bad omen.As they drove off, past the post office and onto the main road, Inge turned and looked
Johann up and down thoughtfully. Then she gave him a friendly smile.“So you’re Johann. Do you
still live in Bremen, or have you shacked up with Christine?”Johann tried to meet Christine’s
gaze in the rearview mirror. She gave him a reassuring nod.“I live in Bremen where my job is.
And no, there has never been any talk of me ‘shacking up’ at Christine’s place,” he said, and
chuckled.Aunt Inge turned her gaze back to the passing scenery. “That’s fine then. It’s just that
Christine has a knack for finding men she needs to support financially.”“Aunt Inge!”She smirked.
“Oh, come on, you’re divorced already, so now you’re finally free to spend your money as you
please. I’ve nothing against you, Johann, don’t get me wrong—you seem like a really nice guy. I
just don’t agree with people settling down so young. Who knows what life has in store.”Johann
answered politely, “I’m forty-eight. And Christine is just two years younger. We’re not exactly
spring chickens anymore.”“That’s true.” Aunt Inge nodded. “I always forget that. Heavens,
Christine, you’re forty-six already?”Christine stopped at a red light. Aunt Inge pointed to the
left.“You have to turn off here, for List, Kampen, and Wenningstedt. You saw the sign,
right?”“Aunt Inge…” Christine veered off to the left as the light turned green. “May I remind you
that I know my way around the island? Look, Johann, there’s the airport over there, and behind
it, the marina golf course.”“Oh yes.” Johann looked out the window.Aunt Inge was watching him.
“If you want to see a golf course, you don’t need to twist your neck like that. We’ll be passing
another one in a minute. The Sylt Golf Club. You don’t play, do you? You’re not old enough for
golf really. Or do you carry out dodgy business deals while you’re playing?”Christine groaned.
“Aunt Inge, please!” Inge pulled down the sun visor and adjusted her hat. “There are plenty of
golf courses here, four in total. So you can play to your heart’s content.”“I don’t play golf. I jog,”
said Johann, ever unperturbed.“It’s all the same to me,” answered Inge.They had reached
Kampen. Christine drove along the main street, past the thatched-roof houses, and turned into
Braderuper Strasse. She looked over at her aunt, who was staring out the window, lost in
thought.“What’s the name of Petra’s street again?”“Wuldeschlucht. The fifth on the right. But I
thought you knew your way around?”Her niece didn’t answer, while Johann stifled a grin. They
stopped in front of a pristine thatched cottage with blue dormer windows. Inge opened the car
door before Christine had even turned off the engine.“Thanks for the lift. Johann, could you be a
dear and carry my luggage in for me? Christine, just stop here for a minute. You’re useless at
parking anyway. I’ll come by the house later. See you then.”Aunt Inge hurried quickly toward the
front door, while Johann made several trips with the luggage. His facial expression was
inscrutable.Christine had met Johann under somewhat difficult circumstances. Last summer,



she had been coerced into taking her father with her on vacation to Norderney, one of the Frisian
islands farther down Germany’s North Sea coast, where she was helping a friend renovate her
guesthouse—the guesthouse where Johann was staying. Christine’s mother was about to have
a knee operation and had been adamant that it was a daughter’s job to look after her father in
such circumstances. Unfortunately, once they’d arrived on the island, Heinz forgot that Christine
was a grown woman, and they had fallen back into their old ways. Christine had managed to
hold her tongue at first, but once her father had started to jeopardize the tentatively developing
romance between her and Johann—purely based on Heinz’s belief that Johann had “deceitful
eyes”—she’d had enough. Heinz, unfortunately, hadn’t. He had been utterly convinced that
Johann was a con man and—fired up by his old friend Kalli plus Gisbert, a cuckoo local
journalist, not to forget Onno and Carsten—had put all his energy into exposing Johann. It had
led to nothing but complications.Everything had been cleared up in the end, of course, but
Christine was worried that Johann’s opinion of her father had been tainted by the Norderney
escapade. This two-week vacation at her parents’ place was supposed to convince him that she
was from a thoroughly civilized, charming, and, above all, normal family, and that Heinz’s
behavior back then had been a one-off. However, Aunt Inge showing up out of the blue like this
was not helping her cause in the slightest.Johann came slowly back down the path, got into the
passenger seat, and let out a sigh. Christine put her hand on his knee.“Aunt Inge is Heinz’s
sister. And she’s my godmother too. She’s really fun and spirited and just a really good
person.”“Sure.” He grappled with his seat belt. “A little direct perhaps.”Christine started the
engine. “Shall we go for a drink now, or straight to my parents’ place?”“Let’s go for a drink first.
Please.”As Christine drove off, she said a quick prayer. Hopefully Aunt Inge had simply decided
to spend a few days relaxing on the island, and there was nothing more to it.Half an hour later,
they were sitting on the terrace of Wonnemeyer in Wenningstedt, overlooking the North Sea.
Wasn’t the sound of the surf renowned for its calming properties? Christine hoped it would have
the desired effect on Johann. He was drinking a wheat beer in silence as she stirred her coffee.
Round and round, again and again. In silence. Finally, he looked up.“At my age, it’s silly to still
get nervous because I’m spending two weeks at your parents’ place with you, right?” he
asked.Christine didn’t think it was silly; after all, her father had made Johann’s life hell on
Norderney. But she couldn’t admit that to him.“You know, my father really is very different from
how he was when you met him. He just let himself get too worked up and egged on by his nutty
friends. That’s all. You’ll see once you get to know him better. He doesn’t normally act as crazily
or get carried away by his imagination like that. He’s very laid-back really.” Johann still looked
skeptical. But the sea seemed to be calming him, and he was trying to make an effort.“I guess
so. And your Aunt Inge? Is she normally different too?”“Yes, she’s really lovely. She and Uncle
Walter have been married for forty-five years. They have a daughter, Pia, who lives in Berlin and
just turned forty. My uncle used to be a tax inspector. He’s a little set in his ways perhaps, but an
old sweetie all the same. Inge actually grew up on Sylt and comes here a few times every year to
visit her old friends, so it’s nothing out of the ordinary for her to be here.”Christine was prattling



away in an attempt to calm herself down. In reality, Inge never normally came without Uncle
Walter. The image of the blood-soaked sofa popped into her head again, but she forced it
away.“So how come she wants to change her life all of a sudden?” Johann persisted.“Oh, that
was just talk. I’m sure she just meant the fact that she’d gone on vacation by herself. They
haven’t done that for years.”Christine shuddered to think of the fuss her parents, especially
Heinz, would make about Aunt Inge showing up without Walter.“Hmm…” Johann was watching
Christine closely. “I’ve definitely heard you tell more convincing lies. But never mind. I survived
Heinz in Norderney, so I’m sure I can handle Inge in Sylt…and the rest of your family.” He leaned
forward to take her hand in his. “We can go out to dinner with your parents now and then, and
with your aunt, too, as far as I’m concerned…but I hope that we’ll get the rest of the time to
ourselves.”“Of course,” Christine answered quickly. “I’m sure Aunt Inge is just here for a few days.
And my dad will be spending time with her, so I’m sure we’ll hardly see them. And besides, we
have the loft apartment all to ourselves.”As she looked up at him and squeezed his hand,
Christine wondered what on earth Inge had meant when she had said she wanted to change her
life.Heinz shot out of the front door as soon as Christine’s car pulled up in the
driveway.“Christine, the front wheels are on the edge of the lawn. You’re completely destroying it.
Go back a bit, will you.”“Hi, Dad, great to see you, too, and yes, we had a terrific journey and
thanks…”“Yes, yes, but go back a bit first; otherwise, I’ll be looking out at a yellow lawn all
summer long.”Johann cleared his throat, and Christine released the hand brake to roll back.
Once she had positioned the car correctly, her father ripped open the passenger door and
practically pulled Johann out of the car as he pumped his hand vigorously. “Johann, great to see
you! Are you well? You look well. Yes, take a look around you, this is ‘Zoolt,’” he said,
overemphasizing the pronunciation of Sylt. “It’s very different from Norderney, but I’m sure you’ll
like it. So, come on in. Where did my wife get to? Charlotte, the kids are here!”He made his way
around the car to hug his daughter, but not without casting a quick glance at the front wheels
first.“Come here, sweetheart. Oh, let me give you a big hug! It’s been such a long time since you
were last here.”Wrapped in her father’s embrace, Christine looked over at Johann, who was
being greeted almost as heartily by her mother. Heinz leaned close to Christine, lifted her chin
with his finger, and gave her an appraising look. “So? Are you happy? Is he treating you well?”At
least he had said it quietly.“Yes, Dad, everything’s wonderful. But listen, we want to…Oh, never
mind. I’m just really looking forward to our time here. Johann needs to relax though. He’s had a
lot of stress recently, and he needs some peace and quiet, okay?”Her father spread out his
arms. “Well, he can have it. Why did you say it like that? You can make yourselves at home here,
and you’ll have your peace and quiet in the loft. It’ll just be the two of you up there.”“I know, Dad.
We can go out to dinner together now and again too.”“Why? Mom’ll be cooking anyway, so you
can just eat with us every night.”“Dad! Like I just said…now and again. Not every day. We don’t
want to put you to any trouble.”“Well, we’ll see. Come on then. Mom made soup. And there’s
coffee and cake for later.”After coffee, Johann had to make some phone calls. Heinz went into
the garden, and Christine helped her mother with the washing up. They’d used the good bowls



and cutlery, and it was against the house rules for them to go in the dishwasher.“So how are
you?” Charlotte made a start on polishing the soup spoons. “I mean, how’s it all going with
Johann?”Christine had been wondering when the right moment would be to mention the
surprise meeting on the train station platform.“Great…Listen, did you know Aunt Inge is on Sylt?”
Anything was better than a mother-daughter interrogation about Christine’s love life.“Nonsense.
Aunt Inge is away at a spa in Bad Oeynhausen. She goes every year at this time. You know
that.”“Well, apparently not this year. We ran into her earlier at the train station. She was wearing a
red hat, she had loads of luggage, and she looked different—more fashionable, and like she’d
lost weight.”“You must have gotten her confused with someone else. Dad talked to Uncle Walter
on the phone this morning, about our taxes, and I’m sure he would have said something if Inge
was here on Sylt without him.”“But we spoke to her and gave her a lift to Petra’s.”Charlotte rested
her dish towel on the sink and looked at her daughter in confusion. “Which Petra?”Christine
picked up the towel and carried on with the drying. “Her old friend Hanne’s daughter. She’s about
forty years old and rents out a vacation apartment in Kampen.”Her mother snorted. “I know that.
But what’s Inge doing there? She always stays with us.”“Well, we’re here. Maybe she knew
that.”“How could she have? Walter told us that she was still at the spa. He would have known if
she was coming to Sylt. Maybe he got confused. I hope he’s not going senile.”Christine tossed
the last spoon into the drawer and hung up the dish towel. “She’ll probably come by eventually
anyway, so you can ask her yourself.”“Something doesn’t add up.” Lost in thought, Charlotte
mopped up a drop of water on the counter. “I hope nothing’s wrong.”At that moment, Johann
came down the stairs and gave Christine a sly smile. All thoughts of her parents, her aunt’s
oddball behavior, and the image of poor Uncle Walter, stabbed to death, suddenly vanished.
After all, she still had a two-week vacation with this wonderful man ahead of her.He stood in front
of her. “You’re blushing,” he said. “I like that I can still make you blush.”She kissed him and
whispered, “Come on. I’ll show you the beach. Let’s go for a drive.”If she had known then what
the next two weeks had in store, she would have stayed on the beach with him the entire time.
Rain or shine.Chapter 1The woman at the end of the platform was wearing a red hat and
lumbering with a packed luggage cart. She looked a lot like Aunt Inge. Except that Aunt Inge
never wore hats and would only ever carry her own luggage in the most exceptional of
circumstances. Christine Schmidt squinted, trying to see more clearly. The resemblance was
uncanny—and disconcerting. But it couldn’t be her; after all, this was Westerland, a small
seaside resort on the isle of Sylt, and Inge lived over three hundred miles away in
Dortmund.Christine lost sight of the woman and looked back toward the train doors. He would
soon be emerging from one of them: Johann, only the most wonderful man in the world. They
hadn’t seen each other anywhere near enough lately. But today was the first day of their vacation
together. Two weeks on Sylt in May—she couldn’t ask for more. Germany’s northernmost island,
Sylt was a much-loved tourist destination, renowned for its breathtaking twenty-five-mile-long
sandy beach.When the train pulled into the station, Christine stood on tiptoe. The cars must
have been full to bursting, because more and more people were crowding onto the platform.



Finally, she saw him, getting out of one of the cars toward the back. She tried to make her way to
him, but the swarm of people slowed her progress, and for some reason Johann had stopped in
his tracks. When she eventually managed to get close to him, she realized what was causing the
holdup. A fully loaded baggage cart stood smack in the middle of the platform, and the woman in
the red hat was perched on top of it, ignoring the curses and irritated glares from the people
trying to get around her. One of them was Johann, who let out a loud “Scheisse” when his leg
collided with metal. The woman just sat there smiling, oblivious to it all. Johann was rubbing his
shin with a pained expression. Finally reaching him, Christine put her hand on his shoulder. He
turned around, and she saw his grimace transform into a wide smile. His arms wrapped around
her, as did the characteristic smell of his cologne. She closed her eyes as he kissed her. The rest
of the world disappeared, and life was wonderful again.Until someone cleared her throat behind
them, and a voice that sounded exactly like Aunt Inge’s said, “So, is this your new
boyfriend?”Christine gave a start, pulled away from Johann, and looked at the woman propped
on the baggage cart. It was Aunt Inge. Wearing an improbable red hat with a ribbon around the
brim. And without Uncle Walter. She looked extremely cheerful and self-satisfied and had a
puzzling amount of luggage with her. Inge cocked her head to one side and looked Johann up
and down, while he stood there, confused.“You see, you should always be careful not to swear.
You never know who might be nearby. I’m Christine’s aunt. Westerland train station isn’t the ideal
place to meet for the first time, but never mind. Aren’t you two a bit old for canoodling in public
like that? Oh, well, I’m sure you know best.” She hopped off and looked at her luggage. “Do
either of you have any idea how to move this monstrosity?”Johann quickly pulled himself
together, revealing his suave and capable self. “You have to press the handle; otherwise, the
brake locks. And I can assure you I didn’t swear. It was a cry of pain. But never mind, let me push
the cart for you. Where are you off to?”While Johann took control and was powering the cart
through the station, his own bag slung over his shoulder, Christine was still staring at her aunt in
disbelief. She had lost weight and was wearing a close-fitting skirt, a light blouse, and an
expensive-looking coat. Inge took her handbag down from the cart, a handbag that matched the
deep crimson of her hat, and said, “So, I guess it was a piece of cake after all, then! What’s
wrong, Christine? Are you coming or not?”Christine had to take a couple of deep breaths before
she found her voice again. “What are you doing here? Dad didn’t mention you were coming.
Otherwise, we wouldn’t have arranged to stay in the loft apartment. You know there’s not enough
space for all of us. And where’s Uncle Walter?”Smiling at her niece, Aunt Inge replied casually,
“Don’t get worked up, dear. I’m not sleeping up there in that closet you call an apartment. I’ve
rented a vacation apartment from Petra. My brother has no idea I’m coming. And Uncle Walter is
at home. Where else would he be? But, my dear, I don’t have the slightest desire to talk about
him right now. I think the time has come to make some changes in my life. Now, come on, you
can drive me to Petra’s. The taxi prices are exorbitant here.” She adjusted her hat, which had
fallen over her face, and then set off, marching quickly toward the exit.Christine had last seen
Aunt Inge just six months ago, at a family get-together in Dortmund to celebrate Uncle Walter’s



sixty-fifth birthday. They had feasted on a mixed grill with vegetables and croquette potatoes,
drank good brandy, and everything had been grand. Everything apart from Aunt Inge’s toast, in
which she had mentioned that Walter’s retirement could lead to her beating him to death on the
sofa unless he found himself a sensible hobby. And by hobby, she didn’t mean following the
Bundesliga, the German soccer league, or bowling. Sure, Uncle Walter had looked a little hurt,
but no one had taken it too seriously. Aunt Inge had never been one for diplomacy.For a moment,
Christine pictured her Uncle Walter on a blood-soaked sofa, but she forced herself to push the
image away. She looked at Aunt Inge instead, who was standing next to her car and watching
Johann squeeze her luggage into the trunk.“What do you mean, ‘The time has come to make
some changes in my life’? What’s going on with Uncle Walter?”“Hmm?” Her aunt was watching
Johann’s packing skills with concentration. “If you put the red bag lengthways, it might fit better.
Or put the big case in first and then the bag.”“I asked what was happening with Uncle Walter, or
should I say, with you and Uncle Walter?”“As I’ve already said, I don’t want to talk about it. See,
there you go, it does fit. Right. Close the trunk and let’s make a move. You can drive me to Petra’s
in Kampen right away, and no detours, please. I really need to go to the bathroom.”Johann
slammed the trunk shut and wiped his forehead. “Would you like to go to the station restroom
perhaps? I mean, we have time.”“No, thank you.” Inge sat down in the passenger seat and
unbuttoned her jacket. “I never use public toilets. You don’t know who’s been in them before you.
Can we go now?”Christine looked at Johann. He nodded and climbed in the back. With a quick
glance up at the four towering sculptures on the station forecourt, Christine opened the driver’s
door. The artwork was called Travelling Giants in the Wind and showed four green figures
bracing themselves against the blustery weather. Hopefully it wasn’t a bad omen.As they drove
off, past the post office and onto the main road, Inge turned and looked Johann up and down
thoughtfully. Then she gave him a friendly smile.“So you’re Johann. Do you still live in Bremen, or
have you shacked up with Christine?”Johann tried to meet Christine’s gaze in the rearview
mirror. She gave him a reassuring nod.“I live in Bremen where my job is. And no, there has never
been any talk of me ‘shacking up’ at Christine’s place,” he said, and chuckled.Aunt Inge turned
her gaze back to the passing scenery. “That’s fine then. It’s just that Christine has a knack for
finding men she needs to support financially.”“Aunt Inge!”She smirked. “Oh, come on, you’re
divorced already, so now you’re finally free to spend your money as you please. I’ve nothing
against you, Johann, don’t get me wrong—you seem like a really nice guy. I just don’t agree with
people settling down so young. Who knows what life has in store.”Johann answered politely, “I’m
forty-eight. And Christine is just two years younger. We’re not exactly spring chickens
anymore.”“That’s true.” Aunt Inge nodded. “I always forget that. Heavens, Christine, you’re forty-
six already?”Christine stopped at a red light. Aunt Inge pointed to the left.“You have to turn off
here, for List, Kampen, and Wenningstedt. You saw the sign, right?”“Aunt Inge…” Christine
veered off to the left as the light turned green. “May I remind you that I know my way around the
island? Look, Johann, there’s the airport over there, and behind it, the marina golf course.”“Oh
yes.” Johann looked out the window.Aunt Inge was watching him. “If you want to see a golf



course, you don’t need to twist your neck like that. We’ll be passing another one in a minute. The
Sylt Golf Club. You don’t play, do you? You’re not old enough for golf really. Or do you carry out
dodgy business deals while you’re playing?”Christine groaned. “Aunt Inge, please!” Inge pulled
down the sun visor and adjusted her hat. “There are plenty of golf courses here, four in total. So
you can play to your heart’s content.”“I don’t play golf. I jog,” said Johann, ever unperturbed.“It’s
all the same to me,” answered Inge.They had reached Kampen. Christine drove along the main
street, past the thatched-roof houses, and turned into Braderuper Strasse. She looked over at
her aunt, who was staring out the window, lost in thought.“What’s the name of Petra’s street
again?”“Wuldeschlucht. The fifth on the right. But I thought you knew your way around?”Her
niece didn’t answer, while Johann stifled a grin. They stopped in front of a pristine thatched
cottage with blue dormer windows. Inge opened the car door before Christine had even turned
off the engine.“Thanks for the lift. Johann, could you be a dear and carry my luggage in for me?
Christine, just stop here for a minute. You’re useless at parking anyway. I’ll come by the house
later. See you then.”Aunt Inge hurried quickly toward the front door, while Johann made several
trips with the luggage. His facial expression was inscrutable.Christine had met Johann under
somewhat difficult circumstances. Last summer, she had been coerced into taking her father
with her on vacation to Norderney, one of the Frisian islands farther down Germany’s North Sea
coast, where she was helping a friend renovate her guesthouse—the guesthouse where Johann
was staying. Christine’s mother was about to have a knee operation and had been adamant that
it was a daughter’s job to look after her father in such circumstances. Unfortunately, once they’d
arrived on the island, Heinz forgot that Christine was a grown woman, and they had fallen back
into their old ways. Christine had managed to hold her tongue at first, but once her father had
started to jeopardize the tentatively developing romance between her and Johann—purely
based on Heinz’s belief that Johann had “deceitful eyes”—she’d had enough. Heinz,
unfortunately, hadn’t. He had been utterly convinced that Johann was a con man and—fired up
by his old friend Kalli plus Gisbert, a cuckoo local journalist, not to forget Onno and Carsten—
had put all his energy into exposing Johann. It had led to nothing but complications.Everything
had been cleared up in the end, of course, but Christine was worried that Johann’s opinion of
her father had been tainted by the Norderney escapade. This two-week vacation at her parents’
place was supposed to convince him that she was from a thoroughly civilized, charming, and,
above all, normal family, and that Heinz’s behavior back then had been a one-off. However, Aunt
Inge showing up out of the blue like this was not helping her cause in the slightest.Johann came
slowly back down the path, got into the passenger seat, and let out a sigh. Christine put her
hand on his knee.“Aunt Inge is Heinz’s sister. And she’s my godmother too. She’s really fun and
spirited and just a really good person.”“Sure.” He grappled with his seat belt. “A little direct
perhaps.”Christine started the engine. “Shall we go for a drink now, or straight to my parents’
place?”“Let’s go for a drink first. Please.”As Christine drove off, she said a quick prayer. Hopefully
Aunt Inge had simply decided to spend a few days relaxing on the island, and there was nothing
more to it.Half an hour later, they were sitting on the terrace of Wonnemeyer in Wenningstedt,



overlooking the North Sea. Wasn’t the sound of the surf renowned for its calming properties?
Christine hoped it would have the desired effect on Johann. He was drinking a wheat beer in
silence as she stirred her coffee. Round and round, again and again. In silence. Finally, he
looked up.“At my age, it’s silly to still get nervous because I’m spending two weeks at your
parents’ place with you, right?” he asked.Christine didn’t think it was silly; after all, her father had
made Johann’s life hell on Norderney. But she couldn’t admit that to him.“You know, my father
really is very different from how he was when you met him. He just let himself get too worked up
and egged on by his nutty friends. That’s all. You’ll see once you get to know him better. He
doesn’t normally act as crazily or get carried away by his imagination like that. He’s very laid-
back really.” Johann still looked skeptical. But the sea seemed to be calming him, and he was
trying to make an effort.“I guess so. And your Aunt Inge? Is she normally different too?”“Yes,
she’s really lovely. She and Uncle Walter have been married for forty-five years. They have a
daughter, Pia, who lives in Berlin and just turned forty. My uncle used to be a tax inspector. He’s
a little set in his ways perhaps, but an old sweetie all the same. Inge actually grew up on Sylt and
comes here a few times every year to visit her old friends, so it’s nothing out of the ordinary for
her to be here.”Christine was prattling away in an attempt to calm herself down. In reality, Inge
never normally came without Uncle Walter. The image of the blood-soaked sofa popped into her
head again, but she forced it away.“So how come she wants to change her life all of a sudden?”
Johann persisted.“Oh, that was just talk. I’m sure she just meant the fact that she’d gone on
vacation by herself. They haven’t done that for years.”Christine shuddered to think of the fuss her
parents, especially Heinz, would make about Aunt Inge showing up without Walter.“Hmm…”
Johann was watching Christine closely. “I’ve definitely heard you tell more convincing lies. But
never mind. I survived Heinz in Norderney, so I’m sure I can handle Inge in Sylt…and the rest of
your family.” He leaned forward to take her hand in his. “We can go out to dinner with your
parents now and then, and with your aunt, too, as far as I’m concerned…but I hope that we’ll get
the rest of the time to ourselves.”“Of course,” Christine answered quickly. “I’m sure Aunt Inge is
just here for a few days. And my dad will be spending time with her, so I’m sure we’ll hardly see
them. And besides, we have the loft apartment all to ourselves.”As she looked up at him and
squeezed his hand, Christine wondered what on earth Inge had meant when she had said she
wanted to change her life.Heinz shot out of the front door as soon as Christine’s car pulled up in
the driveway.“Christine, the front wheels are on the edge of the lawn. You’re completely
destroying it. Go back a bit, will you.”“Hi, Dad, great to see you, too, and yes, we had a terrific
journey and thanks…”“Yes, yes, but go back a bit first; otherwise, I’ll be looking out at a yellow
lawn all summer long.”Johann cleared his throat, and Christine released the hand brake to roll
back. Once she had positioned the car correctly, her father ripped open the passenger door and
practically pulled Johann out of the car as he pumped his hand vigorously. “Johann, great to see
you! Are you well? You look well. Yes, take a look around you, this is ‘Zoolt,’” he said,
overemphasizing the pronunciation of Sylt. “It’s very different from Norderney, but I’m sure you’ll
like it. So, come on in. Where did my wife get to? Charlotte, the kids are here!”He made his way



around the car to hug his daughter, but not without casting a quick glance at the front wheels
first.“Come here, sweetheart. Oh, let me give you a big hug! It’s been such a long time since you
were last here.”Wrapped in her father’s embrace, Christine looked over at Johann, who was
being greeted almost as heartily by her mother. Heinz leaned close to Christine, lifted her chin
with his finger, and gave her an appraising look. “So? Are you happy? Is he treating you well?”At
least he had said it quietly.“Yes, Dad, everything’s wonderful. But listen, we want to…Oh, never
mind. I’m just really looking forward to our time here. Johann needs to relax though. He’s had a
lot of stress recently, and he needs some peace and quiet, okay?”Her father spread out his
arms. “Well, he can have it. Why did you say it like that? You can make yourselves at home here,
and you’ll have your peace and quiet in the loft. It’ll just be the two of you up there.”“I know, Dad.
We can go out to dinner together now and again too.”“Why? Mom’ll be cooking anyway, so you
can just eat with us every night.”“Dad! Like I just said…now and again. Not every day. We don’t
want to put you to any trouble.”“Well, we’ll see. Come on then. Mom made soup. And there’s
coffee and cake for later.”After coffee, Johann had to make some phone calls. Heinz went into
the garden, and Christine helped her mother with the washing up. They’d used the good bowls
and cutlery, and it was against the house rules for them to go in the dishwasher.“So how are
you?” Charlotte made a start on polishing the soup spoons. “I mean, how’s it all going with
Johann?”Christine had been wondering when the right moment would be to mention the
surprise meeting on the train station platform.“Great…Listen, did you know Aunt Inge is on Sylt?”
Anything was better than a mother-daughter interrogation about Christine’s love life.“Nonsense.
Aunt Inge is away at a spa in Bad Oeynhausen. She goes every year at this time. You know
that.”“Well, apparently not this year. We ran into her earlier at the train station. She was wearing a
red hat, she had loads of luggage, and she looked different—more fashionable, and like she’d
lost weight.”“You must have gotten her confused with someone else. Dad talked to Uncle Walter
on the phone this morning, about our taxes, and I’m sure he would have said something if Inge
was here on Sylt without him.”“But we spoke to her and gave her a lift to Petra’s.”Charlotte rested
her dish towel on the sink and looked at her daughter in confusion. “Which Petra?”Christine
picked up the towel and carried on with the drying. “Her old friend Hanne’s daughter. She’s about
forty years old and rents out a vacation apartment in Kampen.”Her mother snorted. “I know that.
But what’s Inge doing there? She always stays with us.”“Well, we’re here. Maybe she knew
that.”“How could she have? Walter told us that she was still at the spa. He would have known if
she was coming to Sylt. Maybe he got confused. I hope he’s not going senile.”Christine tossed
the last spoon into the drawer and hung up the dish towel. “She’ll probably come by eventually
anyway, so you can ask her yourself.”“Something doesn’t add up.” Lost in thought, Charlotte
mopped up a drop of water on the counter. “I hope nothing’s wrong.”At that moment, Johann
came down the stairs and gave Christine a sly smile. All thoughts of her parents, her aunt’s
oddball behavior, and the image of poor Uncle Walter, stabbed to death, suddenly vanished.
After all, she still had a two-week vacation with this wonderful man ahead of her.He stood in front
of her. “You’re blushing,” he said. “I like that I can still make you blush.”She kissed him and



whispered, “Come on. I’ll show you the beach. Let’s go for a drive.”If she had known then what
the next two weeks had in store, she would have stayed on the beach with him the entire time.
Rain or shine.Chapter 2Kampen, MayDear Renate,You’ll never guess what I’ve done!You were
so right. Walter didn’t change in the slightest while I was away at the spa. And to think I expected
him to look after himself for just those four weeks. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays he ate
with our neighbors; Tuesdays and Fridays with Pia’s school friend Jutta; and on the weekend he
bought himself a hot dog at the soccer game and ate frozen food. And it’s not like he wouldn’t
have time to cook now that he’s retired, but he spends all his time on his computer, doing
people’s tax returns for free!So, the last straw was on Thursday. He came up to me and said he
knew I’d always wanted to go to a reading or to the theater, and that he’d gotten hold of some
tickets for an interesting talk. He told me to get my best clothes on and that he was planning to
take me out for a tipple afterward. (He actually said that, a tipple!) That was fine with me, since I
had something important I wanted to discuss with him, and it seemed a very good opportunity to
do so. (I’ll tell you soon what that was; it’s not so easy to explain in a letter.)But I’ll come back to
the point. Renate, I swear, if there hadn’t been so many witnesses in the room, I would have
killed him right there and then. It turns out I got all gussied up to go to the local health center for a
talk about diabetes! Walter has been going on about how he’s always so intensely thirsty, and
how he thinks he might be suffering from late-onset diabetes. He told me to make sure I paid
attention, because he was sure he had it. There was a buffet afterward, and my dear “diabetic”
husband scarfed down four sandwiches. It seems he didn’t like the dinner I’d made him—a
delicious salad with avocados and sprouts—but that’s nothing new really. I slave away in the
kitchen for two hours to try out a new recipe, and his royal highness just eats sandwiches or
soccer stadium hot dogs instead!And then the “tipple”! Two beers in Jürgen’s corner pub. It has
Sky TV, as he pointed out, and there was a program on about soccer. I was so angry with him!
And, yet, he didn’t even notice.I spoke to him the next morning, but I don’t think he noticed that
either. He went off to the doctor instead. He was complaining about how his legs always feel
heavy, and his friend Günther has been diagnosed with thrombosis. After Walter came back, all
he could talk about was Günther and his thrombosis, and the fact that the doctor must be
mistaken (he hadn’t found anything—no surprise there). I told him that the heavy legs were
probably due to his late-onset diabetes, and he was pretty excited about that idea. So now he
wants to do a glucose test.By that point, I’d had enough. I told him I don’t want to carry on living
like this and that I was going away for a while to think things through. And do you know what he
said? “But, Inge, diabetes isn’t a mental illness. It’s not that bad.”I told him he was already
mentally ill, and packed my suitcase. And because I don’t want my big brother, Heinz, worrying
about me and putting his nose in my business, I’ve rented a vacation apartment for the next few
weeks with Petra, the daughter of an old friend. I got a discount too.So, my dear, I can picture
you laughing as you read this. I’m really pleased that we met at the spa and that you opened my
eyes for me. As I swore to you: I’m not going to spend the next twenty years sitting on the sofa
with Walter, watching sports and folk music shows, and eating liverwurst with gherkins. Not me!



Instead, I’m going off to treat myself to a lovely lunch. Then, I’m going over to see my brother and
sister-in-law to get all the explaining out of the way. By the way, I ran into my niece Christine here.
She has a new boyfriend. They’re both in their midforties and were making out on the train
platform like two teenagers. It makes you wonder, doesn’t it? Putting yourself through that
nonsense all over again. And she was so happily divorced too.So, my dear Renate, I’ll keep you
posted.Lots of love,Your IngeP.S. Oh, and I almost forgot to say, I wore the hat you bought me on
the journey. I’m sure it will bring me luck.Inge glanced over the letter one last time before folding
it and sliding it into the addressed envelope. She nodded contentedly and put the cap back on
her elegant, engraved fountain pen. Walter had given it to her for her sixtieth birthday. She had
been delighted with it at the time, but she hadn’t seen things clearly back then. Renate had been
horrified when she had showed it to her.“A fountain pen. Wonderful! That’s an office supply item,
so I’m sure he got it tax-free. He should have gotten you a ring. Or a trip somewhere lovely. But a
pen? No, my dear, you deserve better than that.”But Inge really loved writing with the pen. That’s
why she still liked the present four years later. Sighing, Renate had replied that she should at
least acknowledge the humiliation it represented.Renate! Inge stuck a postage stamp onto the
letter and checked the address. They had struck up a conversation on the very first day at Bad
Oeynhausen, out in the parking lot. Inge had been waving good-bye to Walter, who had insisted
on dropping her off. She knew that Walter’s caring gesture had had something to do with the fact
that Pia had left her Audi TT with them while she had flown off on a vacation with her boyfriend.
Walter had pointed out to his daughter that a car like that needed to be driven now and again to
keep it running nicely. So Pia, somewhat hesitantly, had handed over the keys and papers to him.
“But just short journeys, Dad, and don’t change gear so roughly, okay? And remember to put
premium gas in, even though it costs more!” Of course, he then gave her a lecture about the high
expense and gas taxes, but Pia was already used to that. As Inge watched her husband drive off
—the roof down, his gray hair blowing in the wind—Renate had come over and stood next to
her.“Nice car.”“Yes,” said Inge politely, cringing at the sound of the gearbox scraping.She turned
around to face the woman and immediately forgot what she was about to say. Renate was
magnificent. At least, that was the first expression that came to Inge’s mind. She was at least five
foot ten and very curvaceous, what some might call “Rubenesque,” with an ample bosom. Her
long red hair—tousled, but intentionally so—was dyed, for sure, but by an excellent colorist. And
she was wearing a dark crimson dress with silver patterns (more of an oversized caftan), with
her Indian-style jewelry glistening in the sun. Speechless, Inge stared at her for a few moments,
then pulled herself together and held out her hand.“Hi, I’m Inge Müller. Are you staying in this
hotel too? I come here for a detox every year, and it’s that time again.” With an embarrassed
laugh, she grabbed hold of her love handles, but then let her hand drop again when she realized
that Renate had about twice as much. Despite having a little more around the hips than years
ago, Inge still looked very good for her sixty-four years. Her bobbed blonde hair was showing
more and more gray strands, but she was fairly fit, albeit hiding her figure beneath neutral-
colored, conservative clothes. “Oh, I mean…”Renate leaned over to Inge. “I’m Renate von Graf,



and I come here every year too. A bit of yoga, a few trips to the sauna, you know—all the things
we women do to make our souls sing. To bring our bodies and minds into harmony, to defy the
world, and all the men in it.”Inge looked a little uncertain. “Defy them? The men?”A knowing look
spread over Renate’s powdered face. “Ah, I see, you might need a little mental detox.” She linked
arms with Inge and pulled her toward the hotel entrance. “My dear, I don’t think it’s a coincidence
that we’ve met here. I can sense that we’re kindred spirits, and that we’re going to have a lot of
fun over the next few weeks. Now, take your time unpacking your things, and when you’re ready,
just knock on my door, and we’ll have a little drink.”The “little drink” turned out to be a whole
bottle of champagne. Inge was amazed at the pace with which her new friend could chatter and
drink. She was ten years younger than Inge, had no children, and was divorced from a
dentist.“You know, I worked as a receptionist in Werner’s practice for two days a week, kept the
house and garden together, cooked for his golfing friends, organized our vacations, and what
was his way of thanking me? He slept with his assistant.”Inge had taken Renate’s hand
sympathetically. “That’s awful. What did you do?”Renate tucked a strand of hair behind her ear
nonchalantly. “I got the house and the car, and the dear old dentist is paying through his teeth.
And so he should—it was all his fault. So now he’s suffering.”She smiled smugly and knocked
back more champagne.Inge sealed the envelope and put it in her handbag. Instead of
daydreaming, she should be getting changed. The food at the restaurant she was planning to go
to was sure to cost more than currywurst and chips in Jürgen’s corner bar. Walter would have a
fit if he knew. Inge stretched her back and looked at herself in the mirror. She imagined Walter
standing next to her with a shocked expression on his face.That’s fine, my love. I’m sure you’d
have a fit, but I’m about to order myself something delicious for at least thirty euros.And if she
had an espresso afterward, too, she would blow almost thirty-five euros. She laughed softly to
herself. It felt good. It was just a shame that Walter wouldn’t know about it. But she could tell her
brother, Heinz. He loved getting worked up about that kind of thing.Heinz wasn’t as much of a
tightwad as Walter when it came to money, but he could never bring himself to look at the bill in
restaurants. He would wait for it to come, then give Charlotte or his children his wallet and go off
to the bathroom. No one was allowed to tell him what the bill came to; otherwise, he would get
grumpy. But he still liked going to restaurants, regardless.In contrast, Walter recalculated every
item on the bill, checked the tax, and then asked Inge what it would have cost if they’d cooked it
themselves. “Just approximately, not down to the cent. About twenty euros?” If she nodded he
would contentedly confirm, “Well, we can splurge now and then. I guess. I’ll have another Pils.”If
they all went out for dinner together, Heinz would stay in the bathroom long enough for Walter to
have folded the bill neatly into his wallet.Thinking about Heinz brought Christine to mind. She
was her favorite niece, even if she was in danger of becoming more and more like her father. For
instance, there was the way she’d looked when Inge had said she wanted to change her life—
complete horror. Johann wasn’t so bad, a bit too much gray hair perhaps, but what could you
expect of a man nearing the end of his forties? And for Christine, was a long-distance
relationship a bit too demanding at her age? Constantly having to travel, even if it was only from



Hamburg to Bremen. But Christine was probably happy to have found a man at all after the
collapse of her marriage. Inge had always thought Bernd was unsuitable, right from the start, but
then no one had asked her. He had always seemed so full of himself, and she had never been
able to figure out what Christine saw in him. But this Johann Thiess seemed like a nice guy. And
very laid-back, too, which was good—he would need to be. Christine got worked up so quickly;
she got that from Heinz. Neither of them had steady nerves.Inge put on her new white trousers
and unbuttoned the top button of her red blouse.“You need to wear more color, darling,” Renate
had said in the boutique in Bad Oeynhausen. “It makes your life more colorful too.”The hair spray
swirled through the air and made her hairdo shine. Inge put the red hat on and looked at herself
in the mirror. “Perfect,” she said. “Inge, for your age, you look terrific. You’ll take everyone by
surprise.”Chapter 2Kampen, MayDear Renate,You’ll never guess what I’ve done!You were so
right. Walter didn’t change in the slightest while I was away at the spa. And to think I expected
him to look after himself for just those four weeks. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays he ate
with our neighbors; Tuesdays and Fridays with Pia’s school friend Jutta; and on the weekend he
bought himself a hot dog at the soccer game and ate frozen food. And it’s not like he wouldn’t
have time to cook now that he’s retired, but he spends all his time on his computer, doing
people’s tax returns for free!So, the last straw was on Thursday. He came up to me and said he
knew I’d always wanted to go to a reading or to the theater, and that he’d gotten hold of some
tickets for an interesting talk. He told me to get my best clothes on and that he was planning to
take me out for a tipple afterward. (He actually said that, a tipple!) That was fine with me, since I
had something important I wanted to discuss with him, and it seemed a very good opportunity to
do so. (I’ll tell you soon what that was; it’s not so easy to explain in a letter.)But I’ll come back to
the point. Renate, I swear, if there hadn’t been so many witnesses in the room, I would have
killed him right there and then. It turns out I got all gussied up to go to the local health center for a
talk about diabetes! Walter has been going on about how he’s always so intensely thirsty, and
how he thinks he might be suffering from late-onset diabetes. He told me to make sure I paid
attention, because he was sure he had it. There was a buffet afterward, and my dear “diabetic”
husband scarfed down four sandwiches. It seems he didn’t like the dinner I’d made him—a
delicious salad with avocados and sprouts—but that’s nothing new really. I slave away in the
kitchen for two hours to try out a new recipe, and his royal highness just eats sandwiches or
soccer stadium hot dogs instead!And then the “tipple”! Two beers in Jürgen’s corner pub. It has
Sky TV, as he pointed out, and there was a program on about soccer. I was so angry with him!
And, yet, he didn’t even notice.I spoke to him the next morning, but I don’t think he noticed that
either. He went off to the doctor instead. He was complaining about how his legs always feel
heavy, and his friend Günther has been diagnosed with thrombosis. After Walter came back, all
he could talk about was Günther and his thrombosis, and the fact that the doctor must be
mistaken (he hadn’t found anything—no surprise there). I told him that the heavy legs were
probably due to his late-onset diabetes, and he was pretty excited about that idea. So now he
wants to do a glucose test.By that point, I’d had enough. I told him I don’t want to carry on living



like this and that I was going away for a while to think things through. And do you know what he
said? “But, Inge, diabetes isn’t a mental illness. It’s not that bad.”I told him he was already
mentally ill, and packed my suitcase. And because I don’t want my big brother, Heinz, worrying
about me and putting his nose in my business, I’ve rented a vacation apartment for the next few
weeks with Petra, the daughter of an old friend. I got a discount too.So, my dear, I can picture
you laughing as you read this. I’m really pleased that we met at the spa and that you opened my
eyes for me. As I swore to you: I’m not going to spend the next twenty years sitting on the sofa
with Walter, watching sports and folk music shows, and eating liverwurst with gherkins. Not me!
Instead, I’m going off to treat myself to a lovely lunch. Then, I’m going over to see my brother and
sister-in-law to get all the explaining out of the way. By the way, I ran into my niece Christine here.
She has a new boyfriend. They’re both in their midforties and were making out on the train
platform like two teenagers. It makes you wonder, doesn’t it? Putting yourself through that
nonsense all over again. And she was so happily divorced too.So, my dear Renate, I’ll keep you
posted.Lots of love,Your IngeP.S. Oh, and I almost forgot to say, I wore the hat you bought me on
the journey. I’m sure it will bring me luck.Inge glanced over the letter one last time before folding
it and sliding it into the addressed envelope. She nodded contentedly and put the cap back on
her elegant, engraved fountain pen. Walter had given it to her for her sixtieth birthday. She had
been delighted with it at the time, but she hadn’t seen things clearly back then. Renate had been
horrified when she had showed it to her.“A fountain pen. Wonderful! That’s an office supply item,
so I’m sure he got it tax-free. He should have gotten you a ring. Or a trip somewhere lovely. But a
pen? No, my dear, you deserve better than that.”But Inge really loved writing with the pen. That’s
why she still liked the present four years later. Sighing, Renate had replied that she should at
least acknowledge the humiliation it represented.Renate! Inge stuck a postage stamp onto the
letter and checked the address. They had struck up a conversation on the very first day at Bad
Oeynhausen, out in the parking lot. Inge had been waving good-bye to Walter, who had insisted
on dropping her off. She knew that Walter’s caring gesture had had something to do with the fact
that Pia had left her Audi TT with them while she had flown off on a vacation with her boyfriend.
Walter had pointed out to his daughter that a car like that needed to be driven now and again to
keep it running nicely. So Pia, somewhat hesitantly, had handed over the keys and papers to him.
“But just short journeys, Dad, and don’t change gear so roughly, okay? And remember to put
premium gas in, even though it costs more!” Of course, he then gave her a lecture about the high
expense and gas taxes, but Pia was already used to that. As Inge watched her husband drive off
—the roof down, his gray hair blowing in the wind—Renate had come over and stood next to
her.“Nice car.”“Yes,” said Inge politely, cringing at the sound of the gearbox scraping.She turned
around to face the woman and immediately forgot what she was about to say. Renate was
magnificent. At least, that was the first expression that came to Inge’s mind. She was at least five
foot ten and very curvaceous, what some might call “Rubenesque,” with an ample bosom. Her
long red hair—tousled, but intentionally so—was dyed, for sure, but by an excellent colorist. And
she was wearing a dark crimson dress with silver patterns (more of an oversized caftan), with



her Indian-style jewelry glistening in the sun. Speechless, Inge stared at her for a few moments,
then pulled herself together and held out her hand.“Hi, I’m Inge Müller. Are you staying in this
hotel too? I come here for a detox every year, and it’s that time again.” With an embarrassed
laugh, she grabbed hold of her love handles, but then let her hand drop again when she realized
that Renate had about twice as much. Despite having a little more around the hips than years
ago, Inge still looked very good for her sixty-four years. Her bobbed blonde hair was showing
more and more gray strands, but she was fairly fit, albeit hiding her figure beneath neutral-
colored, conservative clothes. “Oh, I mean…”Renate leaned over to Inge. “I’m Renate von Graf,
and I come here every year too. A bit of yoga, a few trips to the sauna, you know—all the things
we women do to make our souls sing. To bring our bodies and minds into harmony, to defy the
world, and all the men in it.”Inge looked a little uncertain. “Defy them? The men?”A knowing look
spread over Renate’s powdered face. “Ah, I see, you might need a little mental detox.” She linked
arms with Inge and pulled her toward the hotel entrance. “My dear, I don’t think it’s a coincidence
that we’ve met here. I can sense that we’re kindred spirits, and that we’re going to have a lot of
fun over the next few weeks. Now, take your time unpacking your things, and when you’re ready,
just knock on my door, and we’ll have a little drink.”The “little drink” turned out to be a whole
bottle of champagne. Inge was amazed at the pace with which her new friend could chatter and
drink. She was ten years younger than Inge, had no children, and was divorced from a
dentist.“You know, I worked as a receptionist in Werner’s practice for two days a week, kept the
house and garden together, cooked for his golfing friends, organized our vacations, and what
was his way of thanking me? He slept with his assistant.”Inge had taken Renate’s hand
sympathetically. “That’s awful. What did you do?”Renate tucked a strand of hair behind her ear
nonchalantly. “I got the house and the car, and the dear old dentist is paying through his teeth.
And so he should—it was all his fault. So now he’s suffering.”She smiled smugly and knocked
back more champagne.Inge sealed the envelope and put it in her handbag. Instead of
daydreaming, she should be getting changed. The food at the restaurant she was planning to go
to was sure to cost more than currywurst and chips in Jürgen’s corner bar. Walter would have a
fit if he knew. Inge stretched her back and looked at herself in the mirror. She imagined Walter
standing next to her with a shocked expression on his face.That’s fine, my love. I’m sure you’d
have a fit, but I’m about to order myself something delicious for at least thirty euros.And if she
had an espresso afterward, too, she would blow almost thirty-five euros. She laughed softly to
herself. It felt good. It was just a shame that Walter wouldn’t know about it. But she could tell her
brother, Heinz. He loved getting worked up about that kind of thing.Heinz wasn’t as much of a
tightwad as Walter when it came to money, but he could never bring himself to look at the bill in
restaurants. He would wait for it to come, then give Charlotte or his children his wallet and go off
to the bathroom. No one was allowed to tell him what the bill came to; otherwise, he would get
grumpy. But he still liked going to restaurants, regardless.In contrast, Walter recalculated every
item on the bill, checked the tax, and then asked Inge what it would have cost if they’d cooked it
themselves. “Just approximately, not down to the cent. About twenty euros?” If she nodded he



would contentedly confirm, “Well, we can splurge now and then. I guess. I’ll have another Pils.”If
they all went out for dinner together, Heinz would stay in the bathroom long enough for Walter to
have folded the bill neatly into his wallet.Thinking about Heinz brought Christine to mind. She
was her favorite niece, even if she was in danger of becoming more and more like her father. For
instance, there was the way she’d looked when Inge had said she wanted to change her life—
complete horror. Johann wasn’t so bad, a bit too much gray hair perhaps, but what could you
expect of a man nearing the end of his forties? And for Christine, was a long-distance
relationship a bit too demanding at her age? Constantly having to travel, even if it was only from
Hamburg to Bremen. But Christine was probably happy to have found a man at all after the
collapse of her marriage. Inge had always thought Bernd was unsuitable, right from the start, but
then no one had asked her. He had always seemed so full of himself, and she had never been
able to figure out what Christine saw in him. But this Johann Thiess seemed like a nice guy. And
very laid-back, too, which was good—he would need to be. Christine got worked up so quickly;
she got that from Heinz. Neither of them had steady nerves.Inge put on her new white trousers
and unbuttoned the top button of her red blouse.“You need to wear more color, darling,” Renate
had said in the boutique in Bad Oeynhausen. “It makes your life more colorful too.”The hair spray
swirled through the air and made her hairdo shine. Inge put the red hat on and looked at herself
in the mirror. “Perfect,” she said. “Inge, for your age, you look terrific. You’ll take everyone by
surprise.”Chapter 3Johann and Christine were just brushing the sand from their feet on the steps
leading up to the house when the taxi stopped in front of the drive. Heinz stood in the doorway
and leaned forward.“It really is her. It’s Inge. But what’s that on her head?”“It’s a hat, Heinz.”
Charlotte squeezed past Heinz and walked out toward the taxi. “Come on.”Heinz walked slowly
down the steps.“A hat. Why is she wearing that? Is she posh now or what?”Johann was taking
great pains to suppress his laughter. Christine gave him a nudge.“Go on, show her you’re not
after my money. Be charming!”“I’ll do my best.” He kissed the back of her neck, which attracted
an amused look from Aunt Inge. He then strode quickly over to the taxi, where he pulled his
wallet out of his jeans to pay.Aunt Inge nodded contentedly at her niece. “He’s not so bad, your
young man.”“Aunt Inge!”“Well, stay well clear of miserly men, my dear. I can tell you a thing or
two about them. Shall we go into the backyard? It’s best if you all come right away; then I won’t
have to tell the story three times over.”She walked jauntily out ahead of them, the others
following her bobbing red hat. They then waited patiently until Aunt Inge finally settled on the
third lawn chair she had tested out.“Right then. This is a good spot. After a certain age you have
to be careful in the sun. If not, you get punished by wrinkles.”Charlotte, who was just about to sit
down, paused mid-motion and pulled her chair a little more into the shade. “Oh, really? Since
when have you been worried about that? You used to lie out in the sun for hours on end,”
Charlotte countered.“Yes, unfortunately I did. And now I’m financing huge cosmetic companies
for my sins. Christine, I meant you, too, you know.”With her eyes closed, Christine let the sun
shine down onto her face. “Oh, Aunt Inge, if we get more than three days of nice weather, I’ll just
borrow your expensive face cream.”Johann, who had sat down next to her on the only bench,



pressed his thigh against hers. After Heinz cleared his throat, Johann moved it away again.“Did
you want to sit down here?”“It’s actually my seat,” Heinz said, sounding a little hurt. “But never
mind. I have to fetch my cap anyway. Inge’s right about the sun. I’ll bring some drinks out.
Johann, come on, you can help me carry.”Christine kept her eyes closed. She reminded herself
that Johann was a grown man and her father seventy-three. There was no need to get involved.
As soon as they set off, she put on her sunglasses and leaned over to Inge.“Come on, Aunt
Inge, tell us. What’s going on with Uncle Walter?”“Well—”She was interrupted by her sister-in-
law. “Don’t you want to wait until Heinz is back? Otherwise, you’ll have to tell it all again.”“Oh, it’s
only Heinz. I can already guess how he’ll react. After all, men are all the same. He can get the
abridged version. So, I was at the spa in Bad Oeynhausen. And I met a very clever woman there,
Renate. She opened my eyes. The thing is, you see, I’m in the prime of my life, and you can’t say
that about Walter. He’s always got some new ailment. One day he’s about to have a heart attack,
then he says his kidneys aren’t working anymore, and right now diabetes and thrombosis are his
favorites. He’s unbearable…unless he’s doing one of his friends’ taxes. Then he’s as fit as a
fiddle. But when it comes to how I am, he doesn’t care one bit about that. Other women get taken
out to dinner, they get flowers and little gifts, and I get stuck sitting next to Walter on the sofa,
listening to his latest woes, making sandwiches, and watching Bundesliga and the daily news.
It’s boring and I’ve had enough. I don’t want to waste the best years of my life on this. That’s why
I’ve decided to change my life.”“You’re crazy.” Charlotte ignored the proud tone with which Aunt
Inge had delivered that last sentence. “Totally crazy. Was this all that Renate woman’s
idea?”“What do you mean ‘that Renate woman’? She’s a good friend to me, very worldly-wise
and clever. She couldn’t believe that I was settling for so little. She said I deserved
better.”Charlotte snorted, but Christine got in first. “And what do you intend to change? I mean,
are you going to take a lover? Or move into some girls’ pad with Renate? Or sail around the
world? What’s the plan?”Aunt Inge folded her hands and leaned back contentedly. “Perhaps a bit
of everything. You’ll find out in good time. Look, the boys are coming back.”Heinz glanced at
Johann, who was walking behind him with the bottles of beer, and quickened his pace. After he
had nabbed the seat next to Christine on the bench, he pointed at the chair beside his
wife.“Look, Johann, that’s the best seat in the whole yard. So then, Inge, what’s new?”“Your
sister has gone crazy.” Charlotte reached for a bottle of beer. “She wants to change things.” She
said the word as if she was describing a particularly repugnant kind of cockroach.“Change how?
Inge is sixty-four.” Heinz looked in confusion at his wife, who was drinking straight from the
bottle, and then at his sister, who looked back at him cheerfully. “Aren’t you a bit old for that kind
of thing? And what does Walter have to say about it?”“Charlotte, can’t you use a glass?” Inge
looked at her sister-in-law with a frown. “You’re not a construction worker. Walter? He hasn’t even
realized. But he will. Anyway, I’m staying with Petra for a while.”“But you’re not planning to leave
him, are you?” asked Heinz uneasily.For Johann’s sake, Christine decided to calm the
conversation down a bit. “Dad, leave her be. She’s only having a bit of a vacation—it just
happens to be a solo one.”“But she and Walter are married. Inge, you’ll be having your golden



anniversary in seven years. We wanted to throw you a party and everything.”“Heinz, I want to
change my life. I’ve had enough. I’m too young to stagnate in our boring old house. And I don’t
have all that long left.”Johann shifted in his chair. Feeling a little guilty about dragging him into
the family drama, Christine spoke up.“Aunt Inge, I’m sure you’ll still be here later on. We’re just
going for a stroll.” Still seated, Christine waited awkwardly for a response.No one paid any
attention to her. Instead, her mother leaned over and said, “‘Too young to stagnate’…Tell me,
what kind of treatments did they give you at this spa? And what does Pia have to say about all
this nonsense?”“What does my daughter have to do with it? I’m sure she’s got her own life in
Berlin, and I don’t interfere with that.” Inge gave her sister-in-law a penetrating look. “And you’re
just worried that change might be contagious.”“Excuse me?”Now Charlotte was annoyed, and
her eyes turned frosty.Heinz looked helplessly from one of them to the other, opened his mouth,
closed it again, and then looked at Christine, who had stood up and motioned for Johann to do
the same. She put a hand on her mother’s shoulder.“No arguments, please. Things are never as
drastic as they seem. Anyway, we’re going for a walk. Come on, Johann. See you later,
everyone.”They were barely around the corner before Johann whispered, “It sounds like things
are about to get heated back there. Are you sure we should leave them alone?”“They’ll be fine.”
Christine quickened her pace. “Besides, children—especially sixty-four-year-old ones—are
meant to be seen and not heard.”Chapter 3Johann and Christine were just brushing the sand
from their feet on the steps leading up to the house when the taxi stopped in front of the drive.
Heinz stood in the doorway and leaned forward.“It really is her. It’s Inge. But what’s that on her
head?”“It’s a hat, Heinz.” Charlotte squeezed past Heinz and walked out toward the taxi. “Come
on.”Heinz walked slowly down the steps.“A hat. Why is she wearing that? Is she posh now or
what?”Johann was taking great pains to suppress his laughter. Christine gave him a nudge.“Go
on, show her you’re not after my money. Be charming!”“I’ll do my best.” He kissed the back of her
neck, which attracted an amused look from Aunt Inge. He then strode quickly over to the taxi,
where he pulled his wallet out of his jeans to pay.Aunt Inge nodded contentedly at her niece.
“He’s not so bad, your young man.”“Aunt Inge!”“Well, stay well clear of miserly men, my dear. I
can tell you a thing or two about them. Shall we go into the backyard? It’s best if you all come
right away; then I won’t have to tell the story three times over.”She walked jauntily out ahead of
them, the others following her bobbing red hat. They then waited patiently until Aunt Inge finally
settled on the third lawn chair she had tested out.“Right then. This is a good spot. After a certain
age you have to be careful in the sun. If not, you get punished by wrinkles.”Charlotte, who was
just about to sit down, paused mid-motion and pulled her chair a little more into the shade. “Oh,
really? Since when have you been worried about that? You used to lie out in the sun for hours on
end,” Charlotte countered.“Yes, unfortunately I did. And now I’m financing huge cosmetic
companies for my sins. Christine, I meant you, too, you know.”With her eyes closed, Christine let
the sun shine down onto her face. “Oh, Aunt Inge, if we get more than three days of nice
weather, I’ll just borrow your expensive face cream.”Johann, who had sat down next to her on
the only bench, pressed his thigh against hers. After Heinz cleared his throat, Johann moved it



away again.“Did you want to sit down here?”“It’s actually my seat,” Heinz said, sounding a little
hurt. “But never mind. I have to fetch my cap anyway. Inge’s right about the sun. I’ll bring some
drinks out. Johann, come on, you can help me carry.”Christine kept her eyes closed. She
reminded herself that Johann was a grown man and her father seventy-three. There was no
need to get involved. As soon as they set off, she put on her sunglasses and leaned over to
Inge.“Come on, Aunt Inge, tell us. What’s going on with Uncle Walter?”“Well—”She was
interrupted by her sister-in-law. “Don’t you want to wait until Heinz is back? Otherwise, you’ll
have to tell it all again.”“Oh, it’s only Heinz. I can already guess how he’ll react. After all, men are
all the same. He can get the abridged version. So, I was at the spa in Bad Oeynhausen. And I
met a very clever woman there, Renate. She opened my eyes. The thing is, you see, I’m in the
prime of my life, and you can’t say that about Walter. He’s always got some new ailment. One
day he’s about to have a heart attack, then he says his kidneys aren’t working anymore, and right
now diabetes and thrombosis are his favorites. He’s unbearable…unless he’s doing one of his
friends’ taxes. Then he’s as fit as a fiddle. But when it comes to how I am, he doesn’t care one bit
about that. Other women get taken out to dinner, they get flowers and little gifts, and I get stuck
sitting next to Walter on the sofa, listening to his latest woes, making sandwiches, and watching
Bundesliga and the daily news. It’s boring and I’ve had enough. I don’t want to waste the best
years of my life on this. That’s why I’ve decided to change my life.”“You’re crazy.” Charlotte
ignored the proud tone with which Aunt Inge had delivered that last sentence. “Totally crazy. Was
this all that Renate woman’s idea?”“What do you mean ‘that Renate woman’? She’s a good
friend to me, very worldly-wise and clever. She couldn’t believe that I was settling for so little. She
said I deserved better.”Charlotte snorted, but Christine got in first. “And what do you intend to
change? I mean, are you going to take a lover? Or move into some girls’ pad with Renate? Or
sail around the world? What’s the plan?”Aunt Inge folded her hands and leaned back
contentedly. “Perhaps a bit of everything. You’ll find out in good time. Look, the boys are coming
back.”Heinz glanced at Johann, who was walking behind him with the bottles of beer, and
quickened his pace. After he had nabbed the seat next to Christine on the bench, he pointed at
the chair beside his wife.“Look, Johann, that’s the best seat in the whole yard. So then, Inge,
what’s new?”“Your sister has gone crazy.” Charlotte reached for a bottle of beer. “She wants to
change things.” She said the word as if she was describing a particularly repugnant kind of
cockroach.“Change how? Inge is sixty-four.” Heinz looked in confusion at his wife, who was
drinking straight from the bottle, and then at his sister, who looked back at him cheerfully. “Aren’t
you a bit old for that kind of thing? And what does Walter have to say about it?”“Charlotte, can’t
you use a glass?” Inge looked at her sister-in-law with a frown. “You’re not a construction worker.
Walter? He hasn’t even realized. But he will. Anyway, I’m staying with Petra for a while.”“But
you’re not planning to leave him, are you?” asked Heinz uneasily.For Johann’s sake, Christine
decided to calm the conversation down a bit. “Dad, leave her be. She’s only having a bit of a
vacation—it just happens to be a solo one.”“But she and Walter are married. Inge, you’ll be
having your golden anniversary in seven years. We wanted to throw you a party and



everything.”“Heinz, I want to change my life. I’ve had enough. I’m too young to stagnate in our
boring old house. And I don’t have all that long left.”Johann shifted in his chair. Feeling a little
guilty about dragging him into the family drama, Christine spoke up.“Aunt Inge, I’m sure you’ll still
be here later on. We’re just going for a stroll.” Still seated, Christine waited awkwardly for a
response.No one paid any attention to her. Instead, her mother leaned over and said, “‘Too
young to stagnate’…Tell me, what kind of treatments did they give you at this spa? And what
does Pia have to say about all this nonsense?”“What does my daughter have to do with it? I’m
sure she’s got her own life in Berlin, and I don’t interfere with that.” Inge gave her sister-in-law a
penetrating look. “And you’re just worried that change might be contagious.”“Excuse me?”Now
Charlotte was annoyed, and her eyes turned frosty.Heinz looked helplessly from one of them to
the other, opened his mouth, closed it again, and then looked at Christine, who had stood up
and motioned for Johann to do the same. She put a hand on her mother’s shoulder.“No
arguments, please. Things are never as drastic as they seem. Anyway, we’re going for a walk.
Come on, Johann. See you later, everyone.”They were barely around the corner before Johann
whispered, “It sounds like things are about to get heated back there. Are you sure we should
leave them alone?”“They’ll be fine.” Christine quickened her pace. “Besides, children—especially
sixty-four-year-old ones—are meant to be seen and not heard.”Chapter 4Johann and Christine
walked down toward the summer dike, a curved bank of mottled stones that protected the
grassy land behind it during the summer months. Christine was glad Johann was silent, because
she was lost in reverie. Years ago, Aunt Inge used to take Pia and Christine ice-skating on the
lakes that formed here when the stronger winter tide rolled past the summer dike. Inge had been
able to do jumps and fabulous pirouettes, and the other girls had always envied them for having
such a cool aunt and mom. And Inge had never worn the sensible winter clothes favored by the
other women her age, instead sporting a midcalf-length red skirt that twirled as she had skated
around. She had always been very elegant.For Christine’s confirmation, Aunt Inge had given her
a locket and a yellow miniskirt. Heinz hadn’t been too happy about the skirt, but Inge was his
sister, and she got her own way. In the locket was a photo of Sean Connery, whom Inge had a
major crush on back then when he had played James Bond. Christine tried to remember
whether she had ever swapped that picture for another one; she resolved to take a look in her
jewelry box as soon as she got the chance. Uncle Walter looked so unlike the hairy-chested
James Bond, and yet Inge had been married to him for forty-five years. And Christine was sure
she would stay married to him. Wouldn’t she? She wondered how long women had to contend
with these hormonal fluctuations. Maybe it was a good thing that wild biological processes were
still flaring up inside her aunt, perhaps unleashed by her spa break and all those trips to the
sauna.Renate was probably one of those bitter ex-wives left by their rich husbands for young
blonde secretaries who then went on to lead a crusade against all husbands. Christine could
easily imagine how Inge had fallen prey to the bitter old trout after all the massages and mud-
wraps. As if Inge really wanted to change her life. What nonsense! After all, she had everything
and always seemed very content. Christine was sure that it would only be a matter of days



before Uncle Walter showed up on their doorstep. Preferably, if he could only act out of character
for a minute, bearing flowers, expensive dinner reservations, or concert tickets.Christine paused
as they reached the summer dike, and Johann looked at her questioningly.“Let’s go left, toward
Ellenbogen.” She entwined her fingers with his and kissed his cheek softly. “It’s beautiful here,
isn’t it?”Her beloved didn’t return the kiss. Instead, he gazed out over the dike and took a deep
breath. Christine felt uneasy. If all this drama with her aunt continued, he would never believe her
stories about her charming, perfectly normal family.“What are you thinking about?” she asked,
trying to keep her tone casual.It was one of the worst questions that a woman could ever ask a
man.“Nothing in particular.”And that was the usual response. Well, she had asked for it.They
walked on in silence, and Christine sank back into her thoughts. She was a little surprised by her
mother’s reaction. For one thing, she never normally drank beer from the bottle. And she was
actually very fond of her sister-in-law. Perhaps it just bothered Charlotte when Heinz went
overboard playing the big brother. Inge was almost ten years younger, she had been a sweet
little girl, and her brother adored her. Even as a child, she had been courageous, loud, crazy, and
silly, while Heinz was serious, nervous, and shy. He had always been astounded by her, and
worried for her too. She was so different it was as though they were unrelated. And so, back
then, he had decided to protect her. And he continued to try to do so, even today. Charlotte had
always found it annoying when her husband had tried to make Inge’s problems his own and
solve them. Luckily, Walter had come along to keep her aunt tethered to the ground. Heinz liked
Uncle Walter, and the feeling was mutual; otherwise, his well-meant suggestions about how
Walter should treat his sister would have led to a family rift long ago. Christine suspected that
Heinz would give his brother-in-law a call today and give him the tip about the flowers and
concert tickets himself. Everything was sure to turn out fine.Johann took her arm and pointed
toward a herd of sheep, teeming with lambs. Christine stopped.“Sweet, aren’t they? The
trampling of their hooves helps to keep the surface of the dike firm and protect it against storm
surges. When Aunt Inge was ten years old, she once stole one of the lambs and hid it in the
backyard. She didn’t want it to get eaten. She got found out of course, and she had to paint the
barn as a punishment. And she did, but in really bright colors. Which got her into even more
trouble, as you can imagine. Since I heard that story, I’ve never eaten another bite of lamb.”“Your
aunt is a pretty surprising woman. And she still looks great.”“Do you think?” Christine looked at
him, surprised. “Yes, she looks good. But what’s so surprising about her?”“The fact that she’s
decided to make a new start at her age. Not many people would dare to do that.”Christine
dismissed his comment a little too abruptly. “Let’s just wait and see. I don’t think that will really
happen. That strange Renate woman has just temporarily brainwashed her. It doesn’t mean
anything.”Johann put his arm around her shoulder and slowly started to walk again. “Well, I think
she was serious about it. She looked very resolute. And she didn’t seem brainwashed either.
Besides, you don’t even know Renate, so how can you say that she’s strange?”“Oh, you know
those frustrated, bitter women who don’t want anyone else to have a happy love life. I can just
picture her. Spending her ex-husband’s money on all kinds of beauty treatments and…”“My



God, Christine, you’re just as prejudiced as Heinz. Maybe Renate is charming, educated, well-
read, listens to good music, dedicates herself to looking after her god-children, and—”“No
chance! If that were the case, then she wouldn’t stick her nose into other people’s marriages.
And besides, I’m convinced that no one would ever give up their familiar life at Inge’s age without
a truly valid reason. Uncle Walter’s hypochondria, his addiction to the Bundesliga, and his
fondness for buffet sandwiches are not good enough reasons. And besides, my uncle is just a
very nice, decent man.”Johann grinned. “Okay, okay, don’t get so worked up. But maybe she
does have a reason. Have you never heard of late-life love? The great romance that takes you by
surprise when you least expect it? The love affair that turns your world upside down in old age?
That last chance to be really happy?”Unsettled, Christine stopped in her tracks. “Tell me, you big
romantic, are you reading Cosmo now? Where did you hear that nonsense? They’re all clichés.
Aunt Inge having an affair! It’s not a laughing matter!”The big romantic pulled her on, and she
followed him, shaking her head. “Late-life love!” That kind of thing only happened in bad novels
or TV films. Not to her utterly familiar and dependable Aunt Inge and Uncle Walter.Chapter
4Johann and Christine walked down toward the summer dike, a curved bank of mottled stones
that protected the grassy land behind it during the summer months. Christine was glad Johann
was silent, because she was lost in reverie. Years ago, Aunt Inge used to take Pia and Christine
ice-skating on the lakes that formed here when the stronger winter tide rolled past the summer
dike. Inge had been able to do jumps and fabulous pirouettes, and the other girls had always
envied them for having such a cool aunt and mom. And Inge had never worn the sensible winter
clothes favored by the other women her age, instead sporting a midcalf-length red skirt that
twirled as she had skated around. She had always been very elegant.For Christine’s
confirmation, Aunt Inge had given her a locket and a yellow miniskirt. Heinz hadn’t been too
happy about the skirt, but Inge was his sister, and she got her own way. In the locket was a photo
of Sean Connery, whom Inge had a major crush on back then when he had played James Bond.
Christine tried to remember whether she had ever swapped that picture for another one; she
resolved to take a look in her jewelry box as soon as she got the chance. Uncle Walter looked so
unlike the hairy-chested James Bond, and yet Inge had been married to him for forty-five years.
And Christine was sure she would stay married to him. Wouldn’t she? She wondered how long
women had to contend with these hormonal fluctuations. Maybe it was a good thing that wild
biological processes were still flaring up inside her aunt, perhaps unleashed by her spa break
and all those trips to the sauna.Renate was probably one of those bitter ex-wives left by their rich
husbands for young blonde secretaries who then went on to lead a crusade against all
husbands. Christine could easily imagine how Inge had fallen prey to the bitter old trout after all
the massages and mud-wraps. As if Inge really wanted to change her life. What nonsense! After
all, she had everything and always seemed very content. Christine was sure that it would only be
a matter of days before Uncle Walter showed up on their doorstep. Preferably, if he could only
act out of character for a minute, bearing flowers, expensive dinner reservations, or concert
tickets.Christine paused as they reached the summer dike, and Johann looked at her



questioningly.“Let’s go left, toward Ellenbogen.” She entwined her fingers with his and kissed his
cheek softly. “It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?”Her beloved didn’t return the kiss. Instead, he gazed out
over the dike and took a deep breath. Christine felt uneasy. If all this drama with her aunt
continued, he would never believe her stories about her charming, perfectly normal family.“What
are you thinking about?” she asked, trying to keep her tone casual.It was one of the worst
questions that a woman could ever ask a man.“Nothing in particular.”And that was the usual
response. Well, she had asked for it.They walked on in silence, and Christine sank back into her
thoughts. She was a little surprised by her mother’s reaction. For one thing, she never normally
drank beer from the bottle. And she was actually very fond of her sister-in-law. Perhaps it just
bothered Charlotte when Heinz went overboard playing the big brother. Inge was almost ten
years younger, she had been a sweet little girl, and her brother adored her. Even as a child, she
had been courageous, loud, crazy, and silly, while Heinz was serious, nervous, and shy. He had
always been astounded by her, and worried for her too. She was so different it was as though
they were unrelated. And so, back then, he had decided to protect her. And he continued to try to
do so, even today. Charlotte had always found it annoying when her husband had tried to make
Inge’s problems his own and solve them. Luckily, Walter had come along to keep her aunt
tethered to the ground. Heinz liked Uncle Walter, and the feeling was mutual; otherwise, his well-
meant suggestions about how Walter should treat his sister would have led to a family rift long
ago. Christine suspected that Heinz would give his brother-in-law a call today and give him the
tip about the flowers and concert tickets himself. Everything was sure to turn out fine.Johann
took her arm and pointed toward a herd of sheep, teeming with lambs. Christine
stopped.“Sweet, aren’t they? The trampling of their hooves helps to keep the surface of the dike
firm and protect it against storm surges. When Aunt Inge was ten years old, she once stole one
of the lambs and hid it in the backyard. She didn’t want it to get eaten. She got found out of
course, and she had to paint the barn as a punishment. And she did, but in really bright colors.
Which got her into even more trouble, as you can imagine. Since I heard that story, I’ve never
eaten another bite of lamb.”“Your aunt is a pretty surprising woman. And she still looks great.”“Do
you think?” Christine looked at him, surprised. “Yes, she looks good. But what’s so surprising
about her?”“The fact that she’s decided to make a new start at her age. Not many people would
dare to do that.”Christine dismissed his comment a little too abruptly. “Let’s just wait and see. I
don’t think that will really happen. That strange Renate woman has just temporarily brainwashed
her. It doesn’t mean anything.”Johann put his arm around her shoulder and slowly started to walk
again. “Well, I think she was serious about it. She looked very resolute. And she didn’t seem
brainwashed either. Besides, you don’t even know Renate, so how can you say that she’s
strange?”“Oh, you know those frustrated, bitter women who don’t want anyone else to have a
happy love life. I can just picture her. Spending her ex-husband’s money on all kinds of beauty
treatments and…”“My God, Christine, you’re just as prejudiced as Heinz. Maybe Renate is
charming, educated, well-read, listens to good music, dedicates herself to looking after her god-
children, and—”“No chance! If that were the case, then she wouldn’t stick her nose into other



people’s marriages. And besides, I’m convinced that no one would ever give up their familiar life
at Inge’s age without a truly valid reason. Uncle Walter’s hypochondria, his addiction to the
Bundesliga, and his fondness for buffet sandwiches are not good enough reasons. And besides,
my uncle is just a very nice, decent man.”Johann grinned. “Okay, okay, don’t get so worked up.
But maybe she does have a reason. Have you never heard of late-life love? The great romance
that takes you by surprise when you least expect it? The love affair that turns your world upside
down in old age? That last chance to be really happy?”Unsettled, Christine stopped in her
tracks. “Tell me, you big romantic, are you reading Cosmo now? Where did you hear that
nonsense? They’re all clichés. Aunt Inge having an affair! It’s not a laughing matter!”The big
romantic pulled her on, and she followed him, shaking her head. “Late-life love!” That kind of
thing only happened in bad novels or TV films. Not to her utterly familiar and dependable Aunt
Inge and Uncle Walter.Chapter 5The parking along Christiansen Strasse was full. Christine had
to drive around for what felt like five hours before she spotted a woman in a beat-up Porsche
Cayenne edging nervously inch by inch out of her parking space.“Buy a bicycle if you can’t drive
a car properly,” Christine muttered to herself.As if she had heard, the driver suddenly looked at
Christine over her shoulder. She slowly drove forward, yanked the steering wheel around, and
slowly reversed. Then she braked again.“Good God, shall I do it for you?” Christine muttered to
herself. “I could get a bus into this spot.”The car door opened, and the Cayenne owner got out.
She was around sixty, very slim, with lots of gold jewelry, white well-tailored clothes, red lipstick,
dyed hair, and a wrinkly neck. Christine imagined that was what Renate looked like. The woman
hurried over to Christine’s open window.“Excuse me,” she said, leaning forward. “I guess it must
be true after all that women can’t park. Would you be able to wave me out? I can’t see well
enough. I don’t want to put another dent in the car.”“I can park,” Christine spoke softly.“Excuse
me?”“I said, of course I’ll wave you out. No problem.”And buy yourself a smaller car, Christine
added silently. She backed up a little and positioned herself behind the Cayenne. The Renate-
type woman started to back out. Christine waved. “Renate” braked. Christine waved more
vigorously. The driver moved five inches and then braked again. This little game carried on for a
few minutes, but the Cayenne still had over a yard free at the back.Finally, Christine lost all
patience. Striving to maintain a sugary-sweet expression, she got out and went around to the car
door. “Either you look at me when I wave and you drive properly, or you let me drive your car out
so I can get your parking place. Or you attempt to do it by yourself for the duration of your
vacation. It’s your choice. I was supposed to meet someone ten minutes ago, and unfortunately I
don’t have any more time to waste.”The woman’s eyebrows shot up and the corners of her mouth
went down.“Good grief! I only asked you for a small favor, my dear! If it’s too much to ask that
women help each other out from time to time…then find yourself another parking space. Off you
go, what are you waiting for?”The vein in Christine’s neck began to pulse, and she was close to
giving the Cayenne a good kick. Stupid old bag. But she pulled herself together. As if she was
going to waste her time fighting over a public parking place. No chance!“Then have fun and have
a nice day.”With her head held high, Christine went back over to her car. It seemed that the



Parking-Powers-That-Be decided to reward her for her self-control, because at that moment two
spaces became free. She drove right into one without any problems.Renate the Second was still
in her battleship with the motor running. Christine almost felt guilty, but then she saw that the
woman was calmly reapplying her lip liner. Christine couldn’t stand women like her.Running
fifteen minutes late now, Christine hurried across the beach, heading for Badezeit, a bar on the
Westerland Promenade.She was meeting Luise, a friend who was in Sylt for two days. They had
spoken on the phone that morning, and Luise had suggested they meet early in the evening, as
her husband, Alex, was on the island on business and would join them later. She couldn’t wait
for Luise to meet Johann. During their phone conversation, Christine had put the telephone on
speaker because she was painting her nails, and so Johann could listen in. Afterward he had
told her that he’d join them later too. “I know what it’s like when you girls need to catch up…so I’ll
come at around seven thirty. Luise’s husband will be there by then, too, right?”“You can come
earlier if you like.”He kissed her and nodded. “We’ll see.”Luise wasn’t there yet, even though
Christine was late. After having a quick look inside the bar, she sat down on the terrace, where
she had a view of both the beach and the approaching clientele.An unbelievably beautiful
waitress came to the table—probably an actress or model wannabe. Her long hair was tied up,
and she was all smiles with a row of perfect pearly white teeth. Her name badge read
“Anika.”Before Christine had time to order, her cell phone rang. It was Luise.“Hi, I’m running late,
but I’m hurrying. See you soon.”“Would you like to wait to order?” asked Anika.“Er, no, I’ll have a
latte and a glass of water.”Lost in thought, Christine watched her walk away. Why were some
people so naturally beautiful, with such amazing figures?Three minutes later, Anika came back
with her order and a newspaper.“Today’s Sylter Rundschau. Just while you wait.”And she was
kind too. As Christine drank her coffee, she skimmed her eye over the headlines, lifting her gaze
every now and then so she didn’t miss Luise. Suddenly, she noticed Aunt Inge on the
promenade, wearing a striking red pantsuit and heading toward the bar. Christine was already
half on her feet to call out to her when Inge suddenly stopped and turned around. She was
obviously waiting for someone. Christine guessed she was probably with Heinz, who could
never keep up with his fast-paced sister. Hopefully they weren’t stopping for dinner; she wanted
Johann to be able to get to know Luise in peace.Christine peered over the railing. No, it wasn’t
her father following Inge. In fact, it wasn’t anyone that Christine knew. Aunt Inge looked utterly
entranced by this man as he gestured for her to go up the stairs first, then followed her. His hair
was flecked with silver, and an expensive suit showed off his buff physique. More shocking, he
was in his early fifties at most. Easily a decade younger than Aunt Inge.They walked into the bar
together. Aunt Inge clearly hadn’t noticed her niece, even though she was looking around in
search of a table. Christine leaned back carefully on her chair and peered into the restaurant,
where her aunt settled with her back to the window on the fourth chair she had tried. Her
companion, who had been waiting politely, now sat down opposite her. He was incredibly good-
looking, and he was smiling at Aunt Inge.Christine squinted. Was that the look of someone who
had just been swept off their feet by late-life love? Although…she was actually much more



interested in seeing how Aunt Inge looked at that moment. But Christine couldn’t see Inge’s face
from the terrace, and her back didn’t tell her anything.The stranger took some folded-up papers
from his suit pocket, smoothed them out, and pushed them over toward Inge. Christine moved
her chair forward to try to see Inge’s reaction. It seemed he was still talking, but she had her
hand on his forearm.“Who are you spying on?”Christine almost lost her balance, but at the last
moment her chair clattered back down onto all four legs. Startled by the noise, the other guests
on the terrace looked up.“Oh. Nothing. Hi, Luise, you’re here at last.”With a quick glance into the
bar, Christine reassured herself that Aunt Inge and her beau hadn’t noticed the commotion. He
was still talking, and her hand was on the papers.Luise followed her gaze. “That guy over there?
The silver fox in the suit? Not bad, but I didn’t think you were on the hunt anymore. Speaking of
which, where is your Superman anyway?”“He’s out jogging. But he’s coming to meet us for
dinner.”Luise sat down. If Christine turned her neck slightly, she could still see her aunt’s back,
but she, herself, was better concealed now that Luise was here. Relaxing at last, she focused on
Luise.“So? How are you?”“Very well.”As Luise turned around to get a better look at the inside of
the bar, she asked, “So, what’s with that guy? Do you know him?”“Luise! Don’t stare at him like
that. He’ll notice.”And he did. He raised his head and looked over in their direction. Christine
leaned back to get out of his line of vision.“Luise! Stop it!”“Okay, fine,” she replied with a grin.
“But only if you tell me what’s so interesting about him.”Christine sat up straight again. “How old
do you think he is? No, don’t look again!”Luise looked at her and shrugged. “No idea. Maybe
around fifty. Why?”“He’s with my aunt.”This time Luise did turn around. “Really? That’s your
aunt?” She stood up. “Well let’s go and say hello.”Christine grabbed her arm just in time. “Are you
crazy? Stay here. I don’t think my aunt would want us to introduce ourselves now. She’s told the
family that she wants to change her life—without giving us any good reasons for why she’s doing
so. But I’ve just figured it out. As far as I can see, the reason is sitting right there. I can’t believe it.
I feel sick.”“Why? He seems really nice.”“Luise! My aunt is sixty-four! Not fourteen!”Her friend
raised her eyebrows in surprise. “Well, then, all the more reason! There’s no time to waste!”At
that moment, Anika came to the table and asked if they wanted to order. Luise decided it was a
perfect evening for a Riesling.“How can someone look that awesome?” Luise said, looking at the
waitress admiringly as she walked away.Chapter 5The parking along Christiansen Strasse was
full. Christine had to drive around for what felt like five hours before she spotted a woman in a
beat-up Porsche Cayenne edging nervously inch by inch out of her parking space.“Buy a bicycle
if you can’t drive a car properly,” Christine muttered to herself.As if she had heard, the driver
suddenly looked at Christine over her shoulder. She slowly drove forward, yanked the steering
wheel around, and slowly reversed. Then she braked again.“Good God, shall I do it for you?”
Christine muttered to herself. “I could get a bus into this spot.”The car door opened, and the
Cayenne owner got out. She was around sixty, very slim, with lots of gold jewelry, white well-
tailored clothes, red lipstick, dyed hair, and a wrinkly neck. Christine imagined that was what
Renate looked like. The woman hurried over to Christine’s open window.“Excuse me,” she said,
leaning forward. “I guess it must be true after all that women can’t park. Would you be able to



wave me out? I can’t see well enough. I don’t want to put another dent in the car.”“I can park,”
Christine spoke softly.“Excuse me?”“I said, of course I’ll wave you out. No problem.”And buy
yourself a smaller car, Christine added silently. She backed up a little and positioned herself
behind the Cayenne. The Renate-type woman started to back out. Christine waved. “Renate”
braked. Christine waved more vigorously. The driver moved five inches and then braked again.
This little game carried on for a few minutes, but the Cayenne still had over a yard free at the
back.Finally, Christine lost all patience. Striving to maintain a sugary-sweet expression, she got
out and went around to the car door. “Either you look at me when I wave and you drive properly,
or you let me drive your car out so I can get your parking place. Or you attempt to do it by
yourself for the duration of your vacation. It’s your choice. I was supposed to meet someone ten
minutes ago, and unfortunately I don’t have any more time to waste.”The woman’s eyebrows
shot up and the corners of her mouth went down.“Good grief! I only asked you for a small favor,
my dear! If it’s too much to ask that women help each other out from time to time…then find
yourself another parking space. Off you go, what are you waiting for?”The vein in Christine’s
neck began to pulse, and she was close to giving the Cayenne a good kick. Stupid old bag. But
she pulled herself together. As if she was going to waste her time fighting over a public parking
place. No chance!“Then have fun and have a nice day.”With her head held high, Christine went
back over to her car. It seemed that the Parking-Powers-That-Be decided to reward her for her
self-control, because at that moment two spaces became free. She drove right into one without
any problems.Renate the Second was still in her battleship with the motor running. Christine
almost felt guilty, but then she saw that the woman was calmly reapplying her lip liner. Christine
couldn’t stand women like her.Running fifteen minutes late now, Christine hurried across the
beach, heading for Badezeit, a bar on the Westerland Promenade.She was meeting Luise, a
friend who was in Sylt for two days. They had spoken on the phone that morning, and Luise had
suggested they meet early in the evening, as her husband, Alex, was on the island on business
and would join them later. She couldn’t wait for Luise to meet Johann. During their phone
conversation, Christine had put the telephone on speaker because she was painting her nails,
and so Johann could listen in. Afterward he had told her that he’d join them later too. “I know
what it’s like when you girls need to catch up…so I’ll come at around seven thirty. Luise’s
husband will be there by then, too, right?”“You can come earlier if you like.”He kissed her and
nodded. “We’ll see.”Luise wasn’t there yet, even though Christine was late. After having a quick
look inside the bar, she sat down on the terrace, where she had a view of both the beach and the
approaching clientele.An unbelievably beautiful waitress came to the table—probably an actress
or model wannabe. Her long hair was tied up, and she was all smiles with a row of perfect pearly
white teeth. Her name badge read “Anika.”Before Christine had time to order, her cell phone
rang. It was Luise.“Hi, I’m running late, but I’m hurrying. See you soon.”“Would you like to wait to
order?” asked Anika.“Er, no, I’ll have a latte and a glass of water.”Lost in thought, Christine
watched her walk away. Why were some people so naturally beautiful, with such amazing
figures?Three minutes later, Anika came back with her order and a newspaper.“Today’s Sylter



Rundschau. Just while you wait.”And she was kind too. As Christine drank her coffee, she
skimmed her eye over the headlines, lifting her gaze every now and then so she didn’t miss
Luise. Suddenly, she noticed Aunt Inge on the promenade, wearing a striking red pantsuit and
heading toward the bar. Christine was already half on her feet to call out to her when Inge
suddenly stopped and turned around. She was obviously waiting for someone. Christine
guessed she was probably with Heinz, who could never keep up with his fast-paced sister.
Hopefully they weren’t stopping for dinner; she wanted Johann to be able to get to know Luise in
peace.Christine peered over the railing. No, it wasn’t her father following Inge. In fact, it wasn’t
anyone that Christine knew. Aunt Inge looked utterly entranced by this man as he gestured for
her to go up the stairs first, then followed her. His hair was flecked with silver, and an expensive
suit showed off his buff physique. More shocking, he was in his early fifties at most. Easily a
decade younger than Aunt Inge.They walked into the bar together. Aunt Inge clearly hadn’t
noticed her niece, even though she was looking around in search of a table. Christine leaned
back carefully on her chair and peered into the restaurant, where her aunt settled with her back
to the window on the fourth chair she had tried. Her companion, who had been waiting politely,
now sat down opposite her. He was incredibly good-looking, and he was smiling at Aunt
Inge.Christine squinted. Was that the look of someone who had just been swept off their feet by
late-life love? Although…she was actually much more interested in seeing how Aunt Inge looked
at that moment. But Christine couldn’t see Inge’s face from the terrace, and her back didn’t tell
her anything.The stranger took some folded-up papers from his suit pocket, smoothed them out,
and pushed them over toward Inge. Christine moved her chair forward to try to see Inge’s
reaction. It seemed he was still talking, but she had her hand on his forearm.“Who are you
spying on?”Christine almost lost her balance, but at the last moment her chair clattered back
down onto all four legs. Startled by the noise, the other guests on the terrace looked up.“Oh.
Nothing. Hi, Luise, you’re here at last.”With a quick glance into the bar, Christine reassured
herself that Aunt Inge and her beau hadn’t noticed the commotion. He was still talking, and her
hand was on the papers.Luise followed her gaze. “That guy over there? The silver fox in the suit?
Not bad, but I didn’t think you were on the hunt anymore. Speaking of which, where is your
Superman anyway?”“He’s out jogging. But he’s coming to meet us for dinner.”Luise sat down. If
Christine turned her neck slightly, she could still see her aunt’s back, but she, herself, was better
concealed now that Luise was here. Relaxing at last, she focused on Luise.“So? How are
you?”“Very well.”As Luise turned around to get a better look at the inside of the bar, she asked,
“So, what’s with that guy? Do you know him?”“Luise! Don’t stare at him like that. He’ll notice.”And
he did. He raised his head and looked over in their direction. Christine leaned back to get out of
his line of vision.“Luise! Stop it!”“Okay, fine,” she replied with a grin. “But only if you tell me what’s
so interesting about him.”Christine sat up straight again. “How old do you think he is? No, don’t
look again!”Luise looked at her and shrugged. “No idea. Maybe around fifty. Why?”“He’s with my
aunt.”This time Luise did turn around. “Really? That’s your aunt?” She stood up. “Well let’s go
and say hello.”Christine grabbed her arm just in time. “Are you crazy? Stay here. I don’t think my



aunt would want us to introduce ourselves now. She’s told the family that she wants to change
her life—without giving us any good reasons for why she’s doing so. But I’ve just figured it out. As
far as I can see, the reason is sitting right there. I can’t believe it. I feel sick.”“Why? He seems
really nice.”“Luise! My aunt is sixty-four! Not fourteen!”Her friend raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“Well, then, all the more reason! There’s no time to waste!”At that moment, Anika came to the
table and asked if they wanted to order. Luise decided it was a perfect evening for a
Riesling.“How can someone look that awesome?” Luise said, looking at the waitress admiringly
as she walked away.
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It's Just Me, “great look at aging and making changes. This is the first book by Dora Heldt I have
read. The others just didn't catch my interest. Fortunately, you don't need to have read the other
books about Christine in order to understand and enjoy this one. The real star of this book is
Aunt Inge. Aunt Inge is in her mid 60s and is making changes in her life. This is upsetting and
confusing to her family members and they respond in various ways. This book is a mix of chick
lit and mystery. The mystery is about what Aunt Inge is up to. She's being secretive and
appears unhappy with her husband. Is she having an affair? Some family members think so,
some don't want to know, some think Aunt Inge's request for privacy should be respected. Heldt
offers a very well done suspenseful novel. Aunt Inge's desire to live life to the fullest, before it
slips away, is inspiring. This doesn't mean going off and trying to convince others that you are
still young. It means being true to herself, all parts of her, not just some. I look forward to more
of Inge in upcoming books! (I'll note that I'm actually closer to Christine in age, but Inge rings
more true to me.)”

Lee Harper, “A good easy read with a bit of intrigue. This is the fourth of Dora Heldt's books,
starting with "Life after Forty", that I have read and enjoyed. I like that there is a central
character, Christine, running through the stories yet enough else going on to keep it fresh. The
stories are well written with the imperfect Christine (a bit of a klutz who seems to drink quite a
lot), being thoroughly believable.The dialogue seems quite abrupt at times - I'm not sure if this is
a cultural thing or if something is lost in the translation from German to English.I'll be keeping a
eye out for the next book...”

Ebook Library Reader, “Family, What Can You Say?. This is the fourth book, "Tidal Shift", by
Dora Heldt I have read about life after forty. It is a delightful story with philosophical universal
truths sprinkled throughout.I love this character filled family. German or American, most families
can relate to the "life by community" mindset close family members are subject to, and
supported by.In the book family chaos is funny, in life it is painfully funny.I recommend that
everyone over 30 check out this series and watch for more books to come from author Dora
Heldt.K Agle  10-26-14”

MLRK, “Rough Translations. It is too bad the translator did not stick to one way or the other. One
phase was translated into English expressions and the next was translated exactly German to
English. Made reading it a bit annoying but the story is quite funny and a nice way to spend
some down time.”

Elsa Anita, “slow, but slow beginning. It was slow for me to get into it.. but once I got to
understanding it all it was good and the last 1/2 was really great and I enjoyed it.. it certainly kept
you in suspense not know all that was going on, but it was a 3 1/2 stars..”



Deborah Terreault, “Enjoyed Reading this book. I liked the 1st book I read from this author 'Life
After Forty' and decided to read this one when presented to me. Easy read with lots of
characters that you can't help but invasion. Good plot I felt with follow up info from last story as
same main character. I look forward to more on Christine and her adventures/life. I related more
to the first book and second one gives me hope that there is someone out there hopefully a lot
like Johann.”

BargainSeeker, “Good Book. I did enjoy this book, but it is my least favorite of Dora Heldt's
books featuring Christine. There are the usual quirky characters with some mystery and
romance, but the story lags a little. Tidal Shift is still worth reading even so. Recommend.”

Avid Reader, “Really enjoyable read concentrating on well meaning family and unwanted
interference. This story is set when a couple decide to holiday together at her childhood family
home. Surprised to bump into her aunt there without her uncle, the story hinges on Christine's
preoccuption on what her aunt is doing there, instead of concentrating on her deepening
relationship. Interfering in her aunt's life deflects her from her own preoccupations and concerns.
Really enjoyable read that lingers with you afterwards but in a lighthearted rather than disturbing
way.”

a g, “A good book. I enjoyed this book but when I bought it I didn't know that it was part of a set
and unfortunately not the first one. I think that it would have been more enjoyable if the first one
had been already read, and it would have no doubt explained some of the mad going on's of the
main characters family ! My advice would be read the first book, (sorry, I don't know what it's
called), and then read this one :-)”

The book by Dora Heldt has a rating of  5 out of 3.7. 206 people have provided feedback.
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