
We all know that Gretchen Richter Higgins is twenty or so and that she has had a hard life.  Perhaps this has made it easier for her to accept change.  Suppose, though, that you didn’t see your father murdered before your eyes, and you weren’t forced to follow the army.  In your forty-odd years, your life as a German farmers’ wife hasn’t been any worse than the life of any other person you know, at least, until recently.  Your attitude toward change might be a little different than Gretchen Higgins’.

WE HAVE TO SAVE HER FROM HERSELF
By Paula Goodlett

It was so good to speak her own language and be understood.  Resorting to gestures and mime could be very wearing.  Anna Sprug was very happy to have her sister, brother-in-law, and their children with her in this strange place.  Now she could just talk, and not have to act out her words.


“These people, they are very rich, aren’t they?”  Ilsa commented.


“Not only are they very rich, they are so rich that they are foolish with their wealth.  Did you see how much meat Flo thought we needed?  I liked the ‘corn bread’ well enough, but that ‘chili’ . . . what was that stuff?  Too much meat, too much something else.  I’m in for another night of listening to Johan groaning about his stomach every two minutes, just wait and see.  Your Wilhelm, he will be the same.”  Anna was getting a bit exasperated.


“Do you eat like that all the time, here?  I thought the food at the camp wasn’t so bad, although there was still a lot of meat.  And, I’m still not sure it’s safe to drink so much water.  I’d really rather have some thin soup for the children.  I know the Americans say the water is safe, but it makes me nervous to drink so much of it.”  Ilsa really didn’t want to complain, but she did have some concerns.

“We will have thin soup tomorrow.  I used that wonderful ‘crock pot’ to start some.  I think Flo said that if you set it on ‘lo’ it could cook all night and be ready in the morning.  We will see.”  Anna felt a bit triumphant, to have succeeded at such a basic task.  “There is only a small piece of bacon and a few vegetables in it, with some salt and thyme.  I hope Flo doesn’t notice it.  She uses too much of everything.  That ‘spice rack’ hers has stuff I’ve never heard of.  She really ought to be saving it, not using it every day.”


“Why do you suppose she has so many of these ‘crock pots’, Anna?” Ilsa asked.  “How could she and J.D. need so much food?  There are only two of them.”


“Flo said something about ‘Christmas presents’ from her daughters and I think she said something about them not paying attention to her interests.  She seemed unhappy about this.”  Anna was still a bit confused about ‘Christmas presents’.  “I don’t think she had ever used them.  All but one were still in boxes.  Don’t misunderstand me, Ilsa.  Life is very strange here, but it is also very good.  Flo is a generous, kind-hearted woman.  Her J.D. is a good man.  Flo is very insistent that we are not servants here.  She says we are partners.”


“If we are to be real partners, then we must help them.  Flo knows nothing of bargaining and has no idea how to feed people.  All Americans eat so much.  And they all have so many things.  Have you ever seen so many clothes?  And they’re all so soft!”

“They’re soft, Anna, but I don’t feel very proper wearing those ‘jeans’.  They are so tight and so immodest!”  Ilsa wailed.


“Calm down sister.  You don’t have to wear them.  Flo just doesn’t understand.  We are not young girls, to enjoy showing ourselves so.  We just need to go slow and get used to this.  It is very hard, sometimes, I know.”   Anna was quick to reassure Ilsa.


“We have bread for the morning.  We have those wonderful ‘double ovens’ and we have those ‘crock pots’.  Flo does not wake up well, unless she has her ‘coffee’.  We will make her some and she will be so busy enjoying it, that she will not notice we have made soup.  I will make bread to bake and then I will show you all of the house.  Just wait until you see the ‘basement’, Ilsa.  There is a room there, with nothing but shelf after shelf of what Flo calls ‘old junk’.  There are containers that mice cannot get into.  They are called ‘canning jars’ and have metal lid.  There are ‘coffee cans’ that also have lids.  It’s amazing that Flo does not know the value of these things.”

Anna shook her head.


“Ilsa, we must take care of Flo and J.D.  They are like children in so many ways.”  Anna turned to her sister, “You will help me, won’t you?”

                          ***


I think, Flo, frugal, hardworking, sale-shopping woman that she is would be appalled by this opinion of her.
