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Overview 

Everyone had the same reaction when meeting Audrey Hepburn: adoration. She was silly, she was 

generous, she was courageous. If I sound adoring, it's because I am—it's because everyone is, and for 

good reason. 

Audrey Hepburn has much to teach young girls today. Since she passed away in 1993, she cannot speak 

to them herself. And so I look to her extraordinary story to teach them—about grace, about selflessness, 

about resourcefulness, and about acting honorably.  

In many ways, Audrey's story is uncommon. She was an eleven-year-old Dutch girl when World War II 

broke out. She survived five years of German occupation, spending much of that time hungry, and even 

hiding in her family cellar. She worked actively for the resistance in the ways she was able -- holding 

secret ballet recitals to raise money, and delivering an underground newspaper.   When her family’s 

house filled with refugees she gave dance lessons to distract the young children from their hunger, 

always selfless and positive. 

In many other ways, though, Audrey's story is typical of all girls coming of age. She was shy, she was self-

conscious about her body and her features, and she wanted very much to please others. She dreamed of 

being a ballerina, and was forced to face the reality that that dream was out of her reach. She adored 

her mother and emulated her, but also was challenged by her overbearing presence. She felt hurt and 

abandoned by her father. She sought the friendship and approval of her contemporaries.  

In Audrey's Story, I have taken but a slice of Audrey's life—from when she is eleven until she is sixteen—

and used it to show her remarkable strength, to tell a great story, and to convey some deeper values, 

but in a way that aims never to preach. I hope to show Audrey as the funny, gentle human being she 

was, and to give young girls a new role model who, in fact, has been around for a very long time.  

As committed as I am to bringing Audrey's values to a new generation of young women (and hopefully 

young men, too), there is another motivator for this project that drives me just as profoundly. What 

Audrey experienced during the war shaped her world view. She never forgot the suffering she 

witnessed. While she contributed to Dutch Resistance efforts during the war itself, later in her life she 

devoted herself to helping children in need around the world. Audrey's sons, Sean Ferrer and Luca Dotti, 

have taken up their mother's humanitarian mantle with The Audrey Hepburn Children's Fund and 

UNICEF, with which they continue to help children around the world. I can think of nothing more fitting 
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than to have this book about Audrey's wartime experiences and her enormous heart contribute to that 

mission.  
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Marketing and Promotion 

Audrey’s Story is the next-step books for girls who have loved the American Girl series. Similar books 

that have done very well in the young adult market are The Book Thief (which is now also a movie), 

Snow Flower and the Secret Fan, and Out of the Dust. All three feature young female protagonists 

overcoming adversity. The Book Thief is particularly relevant, as it is about a young girl living through 

World War II who finds sustenance through books—in much the same way as Audrey found solace in 

dance. The Book Thief has sold more than one million copies, showing the robustness of the young adult 

historical fiction market. 

It probably doesn't need to be pointed out that Audrey Hepburn is an icon whose star will probably 

never dim. Just recently, a Google Doodle featured her to honor her May 4 birthday. Her popularity 

translates well to the book world. Currently, Audrey Hepburn books on the market include children's 

books, namely Just Being Audrey (HarperCollins 2011); illustrated books like The Audrey Hepburn 

Treasures (Atria 2006), Audrey Hepburn: An Elegant Spirit (Atria 2005), Audrey 100 (Sterling 2010), and 

Audrey in Rome (HarperCollins 2013); and extensive biographies like Barry Paris's Audrey Hepburn, but 

there has not to date been a young adult book on her life. And yet her life story is so well suited to the 

genre. She is an excellent role model for young girls, one their mothers in particular will encourage. She 

had stumbles and uncertainties along the way, but persevered through hard work and an outstandingly 

good nature.  

The full force of Jenna's company, Girl Friday Productions (girlfridayproductions.com), will be put 

towards promoting the book. One of the company's principals is Andrea Dunlop, who was a publicist for 

Doubleday and now devotes her time to marketing for Girl Friday and its clients. Andrea would use her 

contacts and expertise to assist a publisher's efforts to garner media attention-- on both a national and a 

grass-roots scale. Beyond traditional print and broadcast media, Andrea would craft innovative pitches 

for pop culture and style blogs with young female audiences such as Gurl, The Gloss, Rookie Mag, 

Refinery 29, and others. As a frequent contributor to women’s websites herself, she is well-versed and 

well-connected in this area. As Girl Friday’s Social Media and Marketing Director, she could also 

coordinate a dynamic and effective social media strategy for the book’s promotion that would feature 

strategic outreach using platforms like Twitter, Facebook, Goodreads, and Pinterest.  

Girl Friday would also promote the book to its own extensive list of contacts, Twitter followers, and 

visitors to our website and blog, which is updated weekly.  
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Loung Ung, who wrote the bestseller First They Killed My Father, is a longtime friend and client of 

Jenna's, and we would ask her to endorse the book and promote it to her followers. As Loung was a 

child who suffered during the Cambodian genocide, she will be a particularly relevant advocate for the 

book. Another endorsement possibility is Jenna's client Jo Luck, the former CEO of Heifer International 

and continued crusader to end hunger. Other possible endorsements from celebrities who champion 

this cause include Angelina Jolie, Rosario Dawson, and Orlando Bloom. Wherever we can partner with 

children's organizations-- including donating proceeds of the book, if at all possible-- we are eager to do 

so and feel it is a huge benefit of this project.    
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About the Author 

Jenna Land Free has worked in book publishing for over a decade, and her experience covers a wide 

swath of the publishing world. Her staff roles have included the executive editor for the Ross Yoon 

Literary Agency and senior editor for the book producer becker&mayer!. Now part-owner of Girl Friday 

Productions (girlfridayproductions.com), Jenna’s recent collaboration projects include Keep Calm and 

Parent On by Emma Jenner (Atria); The Letter by Marie Tillman (Grand Central); and The Wisdom of 

Failure, by Laurence Weinzimmer and Jim McConoughy (Wiley). Most recently, she worked as an 

editor/coach with Carine McCandless, whose memoir The Wild Truth is due out from HarperOne in the 

fall. As an editor and project manager, Jenna has worked on book projects with Stan Lee, David 

McCullough, and the estates of Bob Marley, Audrey Hepburn, and Jimi Hendrix; and organizations 

including Disney, Lucasfilm, Nordstrom, and the Boy Scouts of America. She was the editor and project 

manager for The Audrey Hepburn Treasures (Atria 2006), which was done in conjunction with the Audrey 

Hepburn Children's Fund. She also has two young daughters, whom she has long regaled with stories 

about Audrey Hepburn.  

About Girl Friday 

Girl Friday Productions is a team of word-loving professionals that helps bring ideas, books, and brands 

to life. We work with authors and other creative professionals to envision, create, and cultivate 

materials that reflect their unique voice and brand. From ghostwriting to developmental editing, from 

production to social media, with our collective depth and breadth of experience in the publishing world, 

no project is beyond our capability or capacity.  

Though our combined work history includes stops at stalwart companies like Chronicle Books, 

becker&mayer!, Doubleday, and Avalon, we relish our independence. We get to select projects we want 

to work on, and put our passion and expertise to work for the clients and issues we've chosen. Current 

and recent projects include a book collaboration with Carine McCandless about her abusive childhood 

and the ways she's found independence and strength from her experiences; a ghostwriting project for a 

brain scientist who teaches mindful parenting; and editorial work for dozens of young adult novels, 

including several series. 

For Audrey's Story, we can work with a publisher to determine an agreement suitable for all. We can 

limit our role to authoring the book and managing the license; or we can take our role further and 
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handle the developmental edit, copyedit, layout, proofread, and marketing copy for the book, delivering 

final files for a publisher's approval.  

For more about us, please see www.girlfridayproductions.com.  
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Sample Chapter 

Chapter Four: Blackout 

"Tombé, pas de bourrée, glissade, assemblé," Winja clapped her hands in time to the combination as the 

girls glided across the floor. "And next!" she instructed to the next group. Then she turned to the pianist 

in the corner. "Miss Wensink!" she commanded, "A quarter note faster, please." Then she turned back 

to the girls for one more round across the floor.  

"Better," she said, "but on the next, you must all lean in to the tombé more—remember, it means 

'falling.' You are to fall, not step. Please watch." She tucked a black tuft of hair that had become loose 

back into her bun, and demonstrated the combination for her students, emphasizing her tombé.   

Audrey stood completely still, watching her teacher with great concentration. Winja's legs were so 

strong, so perfectly shaped, and yet also so lean. She had the perfect dancer's body, and each of her 

movements looked so effortless, so fluid, that Audrey couldn't imagine she'd ever been a student 

herself. It was as if she'd been born to tombé.  

"Again!" Winja commanded, and the girls lined up once more. They crossed the rehearsal studio, again 

and again, falling into their tombés more with each repetition.  

When they'd finished, Winja clapped her slender hands. "Ballerinas," she said, "I have written the final 

program for the recital, and posted it in the hallway. Please review it as you leave class this evening. 

Now, as you know, we only have a month remaining before the performance, so I need everyone to take 

excellent care of yourselves, and to really focus while you are in this studio."  

Audrey glanced at Ella, who was watching rehearsal, as usual, from the bench alongside the wall. She 

had a subtle smile on her face, and Audrey suspected she'd already seen the program.  

"Come on, Audrey," her friend Nan said, grabbing her elbow. "Don't you want to see?" Audrey allowed 

herself to be pulled by Nan into the hallway, where the other six students all quickly gathered to read 

the slip of paper taped up on the wall. 

"Audrey, look!" Nan squealed, "You're doing a solo." 

That couldn't be right, Audrey thought. She hadn't rehearsed one. She hadn't ever even danced one. But 

in Winja's elegant handwriting, she clearly read, "#3: Audrey Hepburn, 'Serenade', Moszkowi." The other 

girls saw it, too.  
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"I didn't know we were doing solos," said one of them, Hannah. Audrey heard something like accusation 

in her voice. 

"I… I didn't know I was," Audrey said.  

"Eep, Audrey, I'm so excited for you," Nan said. "I'd be terrified. Are you terrified?"  

"I don't exactly know," Audrey said. The prospect of dancing by herself on stage didn't scare her, really. 

But she hadn't even thought that far. First, she needed to know what she'd be dancing. She stepped 

back and waited until the rest of the girls had read the program. When she was the only one left 

standing there, she looked again, and read aloud: "Audrey Hepburn, 'Serenade', Moszkowi."  

"I imagine you have a question or two for me," Audrey heard a voice from behind her say. She turned to 

see her teacher, standing next to Ella in the hallway.  

"Oh," Audrey said, "you surprised me! But… thank you so very much for this opportunity. And yes, I was 

wondering what you had in mind for me to perform."  

"I thought," Winja began, "that you might decide yourself what you'd like to do."  

"You mean, choreograph it myself?" 

"Yes. I've watched you on occasion when you've worked with the younger students," Winja said. Audrey 

had noticed her watching, and remembered thinking it odd, since the reason Winja had asked her to 

work with them was because she was too occupied to do so herself.  "I've seen some of the dances 

you've created for them, and I think you'll do a lovely job choreographing something for yourself. Now, 

I've already spoken to Miss Wensink, and she's available to play the piece for you, so just let her know 

when you'd like to rehearse. I'll come sit in a time or two, and offer you suggestions." With that, Winja 

nodded and walked quickly—glided, really—back into the rehearsal room.   

Ella put her arm around her daughter. "Isn't this wonderful, darling?" 

"Yes, Mother," Audrey said. Winja had asked her to do a solo! And to choreograph it herself! Audrey's 

mind was already running through what she might do. She'd need Miss Wensink to play the piece a few 

times where she could just listen to it. Yes, that's how she'd begin. She wouldn't write anything down, 

she wouldn't move. She would just close her eyes and listen to the music, thinking about how it made 

her feel, and how she would move to it. The rest, she hoped, would come naturally.  
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Audrey practically skipped to the changing room, where she was the only student left. She pulled out 

her ballet bag and opened it to get her street clothes. As she pulled out her sweater, a note fell out of 

the bag. Strange, it hadn't been there before. She opened it up, and read, scribbled in handwriting that 

she couldn't recognize:  

Teacher's Pet!    

**** 

Two days later, Audrey still hadn't been able to get the note out of her mind. She'd told Nan about it, 

but Nan couldn't think of who might have written it, and hadn't seen anyone put it in her bag.  

"Don't worry, Audrey," she'd said. "Just focus on your dancing. Who cares what anyone else thinks?"  

Audrey tried, but was still ruminating about it when she went with Ella to pick up Ella’s friend, Rose, who 

was taking the train in from Amsterdam.  

What Audrey saw at the station made her forget all about the note.  

Perhaps she wouldn't have seen it at all had they not been confused about which platform Rose was 

coming in on. They assumed it was Platform 11, because that's where trains from Amsterdam usually 

arrived. They were running late and so didn't even stop to check, they just sped over to where they 

thought they'd see Rose debarking the train with her overnight bag.  

Instead, they saw hordes of people being roughly pushed into what looked to Audrey like meat wagons, 

usually meant for the transport of food or animals, not people. They were wooden compartments with 

no windows—just a slat up near the top. There were probably a dozen such compartments, and Audrey 

saw people's eyes peering out of the ones that had already been filled. What are people doing in there? 

Audrey wondered, with mounting panic. On the platform, German soldiers were separating the throngs 

of people, most of them families, and all who looked Jewish. A woman with dark hair and the prettiest 

brown eyes Audrey had ever seen clutched a bundle to her, as a soldier tried to take it.  

"Please," she cried, "my baby needs me, sir. Please, let me keep my baby with me."   

Audrey turned away. She couldn't watch to see if the soldier let her keep the child. But there was 

nowhere safe for her eyes to turn. She saw a grown man—tall and strong—weeping as he fell to his 

knees. She heard a little boy screaming for his mother. She heard yelling, yelling, and more yelling from 
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the soldiers. She heard muffled kicks, stifled cries, and the squeal of the train's wheels as it began to set 

off.  

She looked up at Ella, who stood absolutely still, as if frozen. Audrey couldn't freeze that way, she 

couldn't be here a second longer. She saw a German soldier standing a few feet away by himself, and 

she ran to him before Ella could stop her.  

"Sir!" she said. She hastily curtsied. She tried to breathe normally and disguise the terror she was 

feeling. "Please, could you tell me where all of these people are going?"  

"Audrey!" Ella shouted, and was by her side within a second. "I'm sorry, sir," she said to the soldier as 

she tried to wrest Audrey away.  

"It's alright," he said. "There is a camp not far from here. They're going there." 

A camp? Audrey wondered, and imagined tents and songs.  "And the children?" she asked. "Will they be 

returned to their mothers?"  

But Ella pulled her away before he could reply. Audrey allowed herself to be pulled, for she had not yet 

defied her mother and did not intend to start at this moment, when she couldn’t make sense of 

anything around her and felt ready to burst into tears. She didn't know whether to trust this soldier or 

not, or what she could possibly do to help. All she knew was that these people were very frightened, and 

that she was very frightened for them.  

*** 

When they returned to Zijpendaal, with Rose—who they'd found in the central part of the station, 

looking everywhere for them—two Nazi soldiers were sitting at the dining room table with her 

grandfather. The Baron looked very serious, and when he noticed Audrey and Ella, he tilted his head to 

convey that they should wait in the living room.  

Mother and daughter sat and drank tea with Rose, and though Audrey's heart raced and her hands 

shook, she ran through the proper hostess decorum her mother had taught her. She offered Rose more 

sugar. She asked after her family. She listened politely as Ella and Rose spoke about the uncommon heat 

of the summer. Are we going to pretend there are not two Nazis in our dining room? Audrey wanted to 

shout. Are we going to pretend that we didn't just see hundreds of people pushed around like cattle?  
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Ella was so composed, as usual. Audrey knew she had to be worried about what the soldiers wanted 

with the Baron. Ella looked at her daughter and raised her shapely eyebrows. Hold it together, she was 

warning. Audrey nodded, and asked Rose if she could refill her tea.   

They blessedly didn't have long to wait until the Baron and the soldiers came through on their way to 

the front door. The soldiers nodded curtly to the ladies. One of them said to the Baron, "Until Saturday. 

Hail Hitler!" And then they were gone.  

All was quiet in the house for a long moment. Then the Baron calmly said, "It appears the Nazis have 

need for Zijpendaal. I am being permitted to stay—with them, mind you—but everyone else must vacate 

by the weekend, they say." 

Ella's composure did not slip for a second. But she did stand and, although she wasn't in the habit of 

displays of spontaneous affection, she went over to her father and embraced him. Then she turned to 

Rose.  

"Well, my friend," she said. "It appears we will spend much of your visit looking for an apartment."  

"There's nothing I'd love more," Rose said. She reached over to grab Audrey's still-shaking hand, and 

squeezed it.   

*** 

While Ella spent the next few days racing about town to find an apartment to rent—and then the next 

few weeks settling herself and her children in—Audrey spent every moment she could at Winja's. At 

times it felt so… inconsequential… for Audrey to be wrapped up in her ballet, when there was so much 

going on and so much to do. But when she offered to help, Ella said she must rehearse. She'd made a 

commitment to Winja, Ella reminded her, and commitments must be honored at all costs.  

The house Ella had found for them was a brand new rental on a street called Jansbinnesingel. Beautiful 

fountains dotted the neighborhood, and when Audrey saw people relaxing and having their lunch 

around them, she could almost forget they were at war. Uncle Otto and Aunt Mielp had moved to one 

of the Baron's other homes, in Oosterbeek. Audrey missed their closeness, missed watching them go 

about their daily business so near to her, but they had all promised to come to her dance performance. 

Both Ian and Alexander had taken on odd jobs to help Ella, so weren’t home much, but for that matter, 

neither was Audrey. Ella was scrambling to furnish the small house on a tiny budget. Her plan was to 

spend the little money she had making it as beautiful as she could, and then she would invite 
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prospective clients over to discuss their own interior decorating needs and wishes. It did not escape 

Audrey's notice that money was incredibly, incredibly tight. Each time Audrey's ballet tights had an un-

mendable snag, Ella would suck in her cheeks. She would buy her new ones, of course, but Audrey felt 

terrible.   

This is when dancing felt the most pointless. And yet, when Audrey put on her black tights and leotard, 

and laced her pointe shoes up her ankles, she forgot about the war for a while. She lost herself in the 

music and movement, in the artistry of ballet. She knew she was only twelve and hadn't a clue what it 

meant to fall in love with a person, but she thought she was falling in love with ballet. She adored the 

discipline required in getting her turnout to look just so, time after time. She adored the sound the 

wooden toes of her shoes made as she spun across Winja's polished floors. She adored discovering that 

a certain arabesque would look and feel just perfect alongside a phrase in the music. She did not like to 

compare herself with others, ever, and did not feel she was more skilled than anyone in her class. But 

she did sometimes wonder if she might love it more, merely because it was hard to imagine anyone 

more besotted with anything.   

When the day of the recital at the Musis Sacrum theater finally arrived, Audrey felt she was much 

changed from the girl she'd been when she first learned she'd be dancing a solo. How could she not be? 

That was before the train station. Before the Nazis removed them from Zijpendaal. Before Ella sucked in 

her cheeks at buying so much as a sweet bun. The anonymous dancer who had scrawled the "Teacher's 

Pet" note was the least of Audrey’s worries. The world was more serious now—she was more serious 

now. And she was determined to take whatever joy she could from her dancing, for however long she 

could.  

As the lights rose on her and the first notes of Moszkowki's "Serenade" began, Audrey did not feel 

nervous at all. She smiled easily, as if it were the most natural thing in the world and, in a manner of 

speaking, it was.  

"Love what you do and your audience will know it, and they will love you," Winja once said. But as 

Audrey leapt across the floor, she truthfully wasn't thinking of her audience at all. Oh, she knew her 

grandfather was watching, and that he would be proud of his "little Audrey," as he called her. She knew 

Ella was in the audience, of course, as were her brothers (forced to come, no doubt, by her mother). She 

knew her aunt and uncle were watching, too, and she'd even heard that a critic from the newspaper was 
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in attendance. But she had put all thoughts of them out of her mind as she dressed, and she gave her 

absolute all only to her movement on the stage for those few minutes it lasted.  

**** 

"As all of them are just at the start of their dance development," the newspaper's review read, "we do 

not want to mention any names except for Audrey Hepburn who, in spite of the age of only twelve, was 

noticed because of her very individual personality and performance. She danced the 'Serenade' of 

Moszkowki with her own choreography." 

Audrey's eyes blurred with tears as she read the review. She was sitting on a bench in the changing 

room at Winja's, back at rehearsal. She hadn't ever been singled out in such a complimentary way, and 

while it embarrassed her a little, it also pleased her deeply.  

Just that morning on the way to rehearsal, she'd been stopped by a neighbor who had attended the 

performance, and who asked Audrey if she might teach private lessons to her daughter. Audrey said yes 

immediately, thinking of the money it would bring in for her family. What if she could get a few 

students? What if she advertised? The ideas came to her in a flurry. And now, with the recognition she'd 

gotten in the paper, perhaps finding even more private students wouldn't be difficult.  

She lifted her head from the paper to see if Nan had arrived yet. She wanted to talk to her, and for the 

two of them to figure out a plan. Perhaps they could use their dance training to help the Resistance, 

even. She didn't know how, but today seemed full of possibility. She and Nan would put their heads 

together and come up with something.  

Hannah arrived first, and when she saw Audrey, she looked away.  

"Hello, Hannah," Audrey said. "Are you well?" 

"Hi, Audrey. Yes, I'm fine." Then she turned to her ballet bag and began to get dressed.  

Sonia came in next, and she, too, looked away from Audrey when she saw her.  

"Good morning, Sonia," Audrey said, and when the girl looked her way, Audrey smiled brightly.  

"Hi," she said. It was clear to Audrey she didn't want to talk to her, but that she also didn't want to be 

rude by not responding at all. Where was Nan?  
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Alexandra, Dottie, and Louisa came in next, and their cold reactions to Audrey were the same, save for 

Louisa, who managed to say, "Congratulations on your review, Audrey," before turning away. Finally, 

Nan came in, and Audrey about leapt into her arms.  

"What's wrong, silly?" Nan said. "You look like you're about to cry, and here you're the belle of the ball."  

“You saw the review?” Audrey said, pulling Nan to a quiet corner.  

“Of course! It was fantastic! That’s not what you’re upset about, is it?” 

“No. I mean, I’m not upset. I’m just happy to see you.” Audrey forced a bright smile. She had planned to 

tell Nan about the cold feeling she was getting from the other girls, but now it seemed… petty, really, to 

focus on how the other girls hadn’t been nice to her. She didn’t want to whine. She would buck up and 

move on. "I have an idea, and I want to see what you think!" She told Nan about how she’d been asked 

to teach dance lessons.  

“Well, that’s great!” Nan's voice changed to a whisper. “Are you going to donate the money to the 

Resistance, then?” 

Audrey looked down. “Oh, no-- um…I think my mother could use it.”  

“Right, that makes sense,” Nan said quickly.  

“I’d like to do both, though,” Audrey said. “Let’s keep thinking about it?”       

For the duration of the rehearsal, Audrey gave herself a pep talk. The other girls really were very kind, 

and probably would be nice to Audrey again once the attention died down—which surely it would. Just 

the previous week, she and Hannah had screamed and laughed together when a squirrel popped out of 

a trashcan outside, surprising them. And Louisa had been very sweet to Audrey before the previous 

night’s performance, wishing her luck on her solo and giving her a kiss on the cheek before she went on 

stage.  

"Beautiful arabesque, Louisa," Winja said, and Louisa reddened with delight. Audrey silently rejoiced for 

her, and set her mind to thinking of what she and Nan could do to raise money for the Resistance. And 

by the end of the rehearsal, she had the perfect idea. 

*** 

 “A dance performance?” Ella asked skeptically. “Here?” 
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“Oh, it wouldn’t have to be here, Mother.”  

“Where would it be, then?”  

“I’m not certain,” Audrey replied. “I’ll ask Alexander if he has any ideas. Probably someone’s house who 

is supportive of the Resistance.”  

“And you’d raise money how, exactly?”  

“We’d ask for donations,” she said. “At the end, of course, once people had seen the dances. Think of it, 

Mother—people paid TK to go to Winja’s recital. If they pay just a quarter of that, it would make 

something.”  

Ella regarded her daughter carefully. “Do you know the risks, Audrey?” 

“Yes, Mother,” she replied, but wasn’t certain she fully did, or that she fully wanted to. If she focused on 

what could happen if they were found out, she might be paralyzed with fear and not do it at all. It was 

enough to know it was dangerous and so that they must tread carefully.  

“What will you do for costumes?” Ella asked. “If you’re expecting people to pay, you must have 

costumes.”  

“I know, Mother,” Audrey said. “We’ll think of something. I hadn’t quite thought of that yet.”  

“I’ll make them,” Ella volunteered. “Those curtains in the dining room have never felt quite right to me, 

not since we moved in. But they would make lovely gowns, don’t you think?”  

“I do, Mother.”  

It all came together quickly after that. Audrey and Nan worked on their plans for the performance each 

day. Nan’s grandmother offered to have it at her house. She would move all of her furniture to the 

bedroom, and set up chairs. She already had a piano, and her friend Vee would play it to accompany 

them.  

“We need more dancers,” Audrey mused. 

Nan nodded in agreement, “Yes,” she said, “but who can we ask? What if Hannah agrees to do it, and 

her mother finds out?” Hannah’s mother was a known Nazi sympathizer. No, they couldn’t ask Hannah. 

Nor could they ask anyone who was too friendly with Hannah, as the information about the 

performance might slip. Do you know the risks? Ella’s words echoed constantly for Audrey.  
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“Perhaps it should be just the two of us after all,” Audrey said.  

“Hmmm… Maybe. But what about Louisa?”  

Louisa, they both knew, had a brother who had gone underground to fight for the Resistance. Her other 

brother had been beaten by the Nazis one day and now refused to leave the house. Louisa was known 

as the most sensitive of all the girls—she would redden if called out by Winja on a sloppy pirouette, and 

she cried with relief after performances. But when she danced, she was spectacular, and she had a core 

to her that was indisputably strong. When Audrey was in the studio practicing for her solo, Louisa was 

often there, too, going over and over the double pirouette she couldn’t quite perfect. Audrey suspected, 

too, that the dance studio served as somewhat of an escape from the anxiety she must have felt at 

home, just as it did for Audrey. Yes, even if Louisa said no to taking part in the performance, she would 

never tell anyone or get them into trouble.  

But Louisa didn’t say no. She agreed right away, and came up with a plan for inviting guests they could 

trust. Her older brother had kept a list, and he'd given it to her right before he left. Audrey thought that 

Alexander, too, might have such a list, and when she asked him for it, he gave it to her without 

hesitation.  

Invitations were conveyed. The three girls choreographed the entire show. Audrey, Nan, and Louisa 

were together constantly, whispering in the corner at dance rehearsals, and then convening at Audrey’s 

house afterwards to practice. When Ella wasn’t with a client or teaching older ladies to play the card 

game bridge—another side job she’d picked up to make some money—she was watching the rehearsals 

or working at her sewing machine on the costumes.  

On the night of the performance, they hadn’t a clue who would show up, if anyone. Instead of collecting 

money at the door, they planned to pass around a hat for donations after they’d finished dancing. The 

chairs were set up, the window shades were drawn, the room was semi-dark—and would remain so--

and a sign instructed the audience members not to clap at the end or make any noise in general. 

Audrey, Nan, and Louisa peered through the door in the kitchen to see if anyone would show up. Nan’s 

grandmother stood at the front door, leaving it slightly ajar, so that she could usher in guests without 

attracting too much notice from any neighbors.  

Their first guest arrived—a middle-aged man who looked very serious indeed. He was dressed in a dark 

suit and hat, but Nan’s grandmother smiled at him in recognition as she silently directed him to take a 
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seat. Louisa’s parents entered next. Then an entire family Audrey didn’t know. Then another. Within 

minutes, the chairs were all taken and guests stood alongside the back and side walls, still within view of 

the front of the room that would be the stage.  

When the inflow of guests slowed, Vee sat down at the piano and began to play, though ever so softly. 

The room was deathly quiet otherwise, everyone straining to hear the music and not daring to ask her to 

play louder.  

Audrey tiptoed onto the stage, her velvet curtain gown trailing behind her. She spun around and then 

reached for Nan, who followed her onto the stage, and then, a moment later, Louisa. The three dancers 

held hands as they performed Audrey’s choreography in a circle. Their space was a bit more cramped 

than they’d anticipated, given that the audience had filled in so closely around them. It took all of 

Audrey’s concentration not to pas de chat straight into Nan. But after the first sequence she got used to 

the space, and began to lose herself in the dance.  

Love what you do, and your audience will know it, and they will love you. She smiled and thought that 

perhaps the audience might get lost in the dance, just as she did. She couldn't give anyone food or coal 

or the other things they needed badly these days. She couldn't really protect anyone or save anyone 

from fear. But perhaps she could give them a moment of art, a moment that stood apart for its beauty, a 

moment to forget about everything else. That, she could do.   

When they'd finished the first dance, the audience's applause was silent, measured only by the 

gratification in their expression and not the clapping of their hands. Audrey sat discreetly to the side of 

the stage, as Nan's solo was next.  

Suddenly, the front door was pushed open a crack, and Audrey held her breath. Was it a latecomer, or 

had they been caught? A young girl slipped inside, and Audrey relaxed. So it was just a latecomer. But 

then she saw who it was. The wavy blonde hair and petite build were unmistakable—it was Hannah.  

Who had told her about tonight? Was she there to be a witness for her mother? Was she going to report 

all of them? Or was Hannah's mother right behind her? No one else came in, but still Audrey did not 

avert her eyes.  

Audrey was panicked. Should she stop the show? She tried to catch Louisa's gaze, but Louisa was rapt, 

caught up completely in watching Nan. Before Audrey could decide what to do, it was her turn to 

perform a solo.  
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She had never before had such a hard time forgetting about her surroundings. It did not feel like it was 

just about the dance or the movement—because this time, it wasn't. All of these good people sitting 

here could get into serious trouble, maybe even jailed or beaten, and all because of her. She wracked 

her brain thinking of how Hannah could have found out about the performance. Had she let something 

slip? Perhaps they'd been too visible in their rehearsals, too loud in their discussions.  

The tremble in her legs was about more than physical exertion, but Audrey pleaded with her body to 

calm down and cooperate. After what seemed like hours, her solo was over. She didn't think she'd 

danced very well at all, but the faces on the crowd looked pleased—happy, even. She looked for 

Hannah, who stood near the doorway where she'd come in. Like the others, she refrained from clapping, 

but she caught Audrey's gaze, held it, and mouthed, "Bravo!" with a smile so big and so genuine that 

Audrey relaxed. So Hannah was not there to spy on them, or to shut them down. She was there to 

watch.  

After Louisa's solo, the girls performed a final piece together, then took their final bows. Nan's 

grandmother passed around a fedora, and it seemed to Audrey as though everyone in the audience 

contributed, including Hannah. And then, in small groups so as not to attract notice, the crowd 

dispersed. Not a light had been fully turned on, not a sound had been made save for the piano music. 

And yet Audrey knew that whatever performances lay in her future, they would never mean as much to 

her as this one. 
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Chapter Summaries 

Chapter One: A Night at the Ballet (Arnhem, Holland, May 9, 1940) 

A great honor had been bestowed upon Audrey for the evening. A famous ballet company, the Sadler's 

Wells, had traveled from England to perform throughout Holland, Belgium, and France. That night they 

were to be in Audrey's town of Arnhem, in Holland. Audrey's mother, Ella, had helped arrange the visit, 

and as a result Audrey got her own part to play—she would present the ballet company director with a 

bouquet of flowers at the end of that night’s performance.  

Audrey adored everything about the ballet. When she was very small (she was eleven now—she had 

celebrated her birthday just five days before), she had attended professional ballet performances with 

her mother in Brussels and in London, and from the moment she watched the dancers' graceful 

movements and exalted expressions, she knew she wanted to be a ballerina, too.  It wasn't until a bit 

later, when she was at a boarding school in England, that she got the chance to take them regularly.  

Rumors of war force Audrey to leave England, and her beloved ballet lessons, to return to Arnhem and 

the safety of her family. The years she'd spent in England had made her forget her Dutch, and though 

she was supposedly "home," she constantly felt like she didn't belong. Her first few weeks at her new 

school had been horrible. Whereas her classmates all knew each other, having taken classes together for 

years, Audrey didn't know anyone. She stood out, she felt, for her "different-ness." Her speech was just 

a part of it. She was chubby, she thought, and her eyes were too big, her teeth too crooked. And Audrey 

didn't know anyone else whose parents were divorced, like hers were. Worst of all, she didn't know 

what to make of how sad her mother was, or the way Ella would wipe away tears when she thought 

Audrey didn't notice.   

Chapter Two: Occupation  

Audrey woke the morning after the ballet to tense whispers throughout the house, and the radio playing 

softly. In the middle of the night, Germany had invaded Holland, and all roads in and out of Arnhem had 

been closed. The dancers had barely escaped with their lives. All civilians were ordered to remain inside, 

close their shutters, and not look out the windows. Audrey couldn't help herself, and peeked. All she 

saw were the grey uniforms of German soldiers, marching calmly with machine guns.  
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Listening to the radio with her family, Audrey learned that Rotterdam had been bombed, with 

thousands of people killed. Within days, the Dutch Queen Wilhelmina left for England, and the 

Netherlands was officially under German command.  

Audrey's friend Nan turned out to be wrong—at least at first—and school went on as usual. Audrey's life 

didn't feel greatly different than it had before. Germans tried to be civil and win their hearts.  

Positive changes took place in Audrey's life. She began taking dance classes at Winja Marova's dance 

school and performing. Almost immediately, her ability attracted attention. She loved dance more than 

anything, and was delighted that she was actually good at it. But the attention came with drawbacks, 

too. Her mother could be overbearing at dance rehearsals, and Audrey sometimes felt embarrassed by 

Ella's omnipresence. She also noticed some of her dance friends withdrawing from her, and wondered 

why.  

Chapter Three: Resistance 

Audrey first realized that things had changed when the German soldier she passed each day in the 

Arnhem street no longer smiled. Did I do something? she wondered, for he had always been friendly 

before. He wasn't so very different from when she'd seen him last. He stood next to the fruit cart, as 

usual, but his posture was much more erect. He looked unapproachable, somehow, not that Audrey had 

ever thought to approach him before. But now she most certainly wouldn't.  

The signs were all around them. Audrey's family all started to go to bed earlier, to conserve coal. 

Alexander and Ian-- who were growing like mad and ravenous eaters-- complained once about their 

meal portions getting so much smaller. But only once, as Otto reprimanded them and told them there 

was much more demand on the country than there had been, and everyone must watch their intake, 

even growing boys. At school, Audrey's teachers were constantly stepping out of the classroom to talk 

to one another in hushed voices. Madelief no longer came to ballet classes, though Audrey could not get 

a straight answer as to why. The fruit stand with the Jewish owner had closed down—something Audrey 

attributed to the season until she saw that the cobbler where they'd gotten their shoes made had also 

closed. Jews had been her neighbors and friends for as long as she could remember—in England and in 

Holland—and no distinction was ever made. Audrey hadn't even known who was Jewish and who 

wasn't, until now. Now it seemed as though all the Jews were disappearing--Audrey noticed fewer and 

fewer people walking about wearing their yellow stars.  
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Audrey heard her brother talking about resistance activities, and decided she wanted to help. The 

resistance movement had a newspaper.  It was tiny-- just a piece of paper, really, with important 

information gathered about joint efforts to push back against the Nazis, pleas for money, and other 

suggestions for subversive acts. The boy who usually delivered them to households around Arnhem was 

sick. Audrey's turn to help had come. 

Chapter Four: Blackout  

(see sample chapter, page 9) 

 

Chapter Five  

In addition to planning strikes and distributing underground papers, members of the Dutch Resistance 

engaged in acts of sabotage such as cutting phone lines and interfering with railways. The German 

occupiers used a heavy hand to punish the Dutch. If they could not find the saboteurs, they would 

punish bystanders. After the Dutch Resistance tried to blow-up a German train, a member of Audrey’s 

family became one such bystander.  

The Nazis rounded up men from prominent families and held them hostage. Their hope was that this 

would lure the rebels to come forward and confess. Audrey's Uncle Otto—the husband of Ella's sister, 

Miesje—was one of the hostages.  

For weeks they did not know where Otto was being held. The Baron, Miesje, and Ella wrote letters 

constantly and used what influence they had to try to determine his location and plead for his freedom. 

When they finally heard news, it wasn’t good: Otto, along with the other hostages, had been shot and 

killed by the Germans on August 15, 1942. Audrey was devastated. She'd been very close to her uncle. 

The war was no longer at arm’s length but right at her doorstep. Even as she tried to comfort her grief-

stricken aunt, Audrey herself felt more and more fearful with each passing day.  

Chapter Six 

The news of Otto’s death brought home another terrible truth: the men in Audrey's family were in 

danger. Her oldest brother, Alexander, took the family aside one night and told them he was going 

underground to help the Dutch Resistance. If he didn’t, he explained, he’d likely be forced into labor for 

the Germans—a fate he could not fathom. Joining the Resistance meant he could not tell them where 
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he was going, or contact them after he’d left. There was little Audrey and Ella could do to talk him out of 

it, mainly because they knew he was right. He would be targeted one way or the other.  

Alexander’s pre-emptive disappearance proved a wise choice. One day soon after Alexander left, 

Audrey’s brother Ian did not come home from the market. Through witnesses, Audrey and Ella learned 

that he had been picked up off the street and taken away to be in a German work brigade. What 

Alexander had feared for himself had happened to his brother. Audrey and Ella were terrified—not sure 

if they would ever see the either of the boys again, and utterly unable to help them, or even know 

where they were.  

While Otto’s death had been tragic, the disappearance of her brothers is what made Audrey realize that 

the real terror was just beginning, and no one knew when or how it might end.  

Chapter Seven 

Audrey and Ella could no longer live on their own. In addition to her freelance design business, Ella had 

started teaching bridge for extra money, but even that wasn't enough. With Alexander and Ian gone, it 

wasn't safe for the two women to be alone. They went again to live with Audrey's grandfather, Baron 

van Heemstra, and with Otto's widow, Miesje, outside Arnhem, in Velp.  

Though Ella's strong personality was evident as a "ballet mother", the real strength of her character 

showed through at this darkest of times. Audrey knew she must have been terrified—about her absent 

sons, about her skinny daughter, about how she would manage to feed them in the midst of such 

shortage—but she did not let this on to Audrey. Instead, she emphasized the importance of discipline, of 

selflessless, and of perseverance.  

Audrey watched and tried to emulate her mother. She tried to stay positive, assuring herself and others 

that the occupation would be over soon. In January 1944, she danced passionately during a ballet school 

performance, but knew it would probably be one of her last of the war.  

The day after the performance, she was approached by a neighbor who had been in the audience. He 

complimented her on her wonderful dancing. "Thank you," Audrey murmured. 

The man scrutinized her for a moment, then asked, "When did you last eat?" 

"Oh!" Audrey said. "I had some bread yesterday morning. But I'm not hungry."  

"Audrey," he chided, "You are a lovely dancer, but a terrible liar." 
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The neighbor was right. In truth, Audrey was frequently dizzy, and greatly malnourished. Her mother 

and Winja discussed it and decided that for the benefit of Audrey's health, she needed to stop dancing.  

Chapter Eight 

Audrey and her grandfather would sit by a tiny lamp and do crossword puzzles together to pass the 

time, and they grew very close. The Germans had confiscated the radios, so they didn't even have that 

distraction. They did still have records, however, and Audrey would sit very near to the player, close her 

eyes, and imagine herself dancing. Dance was her escape, and yet it could only exist in her head. Food 

was so scarce that Audrey's family and their neighbors cooked and ate grass and endive.  

Then came the Battle of Arnhem, which Audrey later learned was the largest air-land operation of the 

Second World War. Only one British battalion of seven hundred made it to Arnhem's Rhine bridge, 

which was crucial to the success of the Allies' mission. Arnhem became a slaughterhouse, and many 

Dutch—including Audrey's aunt Miesje—took in British soldiers who were in hiding. Audrey helped her 

mother prepare a basket for a British officer, Major Anthony Deane-Drummond, from the Baron's 

hidden reserves. Deane-Drummond had survived in hiding and was preparing to escape. The basket 

included champagne, a jar full of beef tea, and coffee. Though Audrey was weak, she never questioned 

her mother's generosity. These soldiers were their liberators, they were risking their lives for the Dutch. 

And they were also human beings in great need.  

Chapter Nine 

The Germans regained ground in Arnhem, and then promptly evacuated the whole town. All residents 

were told they must leave within twenty-four hours or be shot. Audrey watched, horrified, as tens of 

thousands of people walked past their house in Velp. The family took in forty hungry refugees, but could 

not feed them. Instead, Audrey and the others were encouraged to drink water, so they might feel full.  

Audrey knew she must do something to make her situation—and that of the Arnhem refugees—better. 

She formed friendships with several of the young girls. And she felt determined to dance again, to bring 

some happiness back into her life and the life of others instead of just waiting for rescue. The village 

carpenter put up a barre in one of the Baron's rooms, and Audrey gave classes. She hoped that the 

lessons would distract the young children from their hunger and what was happening outside the house.  
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Chapter Ten 

Soon the German army took even the dance classes away. They ordered everyone other than Audrey's 

family to leave the Baron's Velp home, so that they could occupy it themselves. Audrey watched the 

refugees walk out into the cold night, including the young children to whom she'd taught dance lessons.  

The Germans made themselves at home, installing a radio station to aid their communications, and 

relegating Audrey’s family to a small portion of the house. Ella was walking a particularly fraught 

tightrope, showing deference to the Germans occupying the baron's home, while furious with their 

actions and terrified for the safety of her family. While she tried to put on a brave face for her daughter, 

Audrey could see that her mother’s legendary composure was wearing thin.  

Audrey felt at her lowest. Her aunt Miesje encouraged her to be practical. She said, "Tomorrow we'll 

have nothing to eat, so the best thing to do is stay in bed and conserve our energy." Depressed and 

exhausted, Audrey complied. That very night, the family was visited by a member of the underground 

who snuck them flour, jam, oatmeal, and cans of butter. Tears formed in Audrey's eyes at the sight of 

the food, and the kindness and courage it symbolized. Just when she felt things were hopeless, the 

human spirit came through.  

Chapter Eleven 

Audrey's world was increasingly dangerous. That winter was known as the Hunger Winter in Holland; 

supplies were scarcer than ever and famine was more widespread. Then, in March 1945, she was 

walking on the street, returning home from a rare visit to a friend, when she was stopped by German 

soldiers with machine guns.  

"We need women to run our kitchens!" they announced to Audrey and the other sobbing girls they'd 

corralled. The soldiers began marching the girls toward German headquarters. But there were a lot of 

girls and not so many soldiers. When the soldiers turned to bring more girls into the group, Audrey saw 

her opportunity and dashed away. She ran home, and stayed indoors.  

Chapter Twelve 

Soon even indoors wasn't an adequate enough hiding place. The Germans were getting desperate as the 

Allies closed in once more, and as the Allies worked to liberate the area, the sky was filled with constant 

shelling, bombing, and gunfire. Audrey and her family retreated to the cellar. Occasionally one of them 
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would pop up to see how much of the house still stood, but they now existed in a dark space below 

ground that offered the only safety they could find.  

Audrey woke up on her sixteenth birthday to an eerie silence. "My God, now what's happening?" her 

grandfather asked. Audrey listened for a while, and then could have sworn she heard singing, and 

smelled English cigarettes. She and her family crept upstairs and opened the front door very carefully. 

To Audrey's amazement, the house was completely surrounded by English soldiers aiming their guns—

right at them! Audrey screamed with delight and shouted "Thank heavens!" One of the soldiers came up 

to her and said, in a very gentle English voice that almost made her cry for its contrast to the rough 

German shouting she'd grown used to, "We hear you have a German radio station in your house and 

we've come to take it away. We're sorry to disturb you." Audrey burst out laughing and said, "Go right 

on disturbing us." A cheer went up that they'd liberated an English girl. For it was an identity Audrey 

could claim once again.  

Chapter Thirteen 

Audrey swore to herself she would never forget the feeling of delicious liberation. After years indoors, 

hungry and frightened, she could walk the streets freely again, and even get food. One of the British 

soldiers gave her seven chocolate bars. It had been years since she'd tasted chocolate or given herself 

over to indulgence, and she ate all seven chocolate bars at once. She became violently sick afterwards, 

unable to keep any of it down.  

Audrey and Ella ventured outside, awed by the relief trucks that rolled through the town one after the 

other, in a strong and seemingly never-ending line. At an area school, Audrey's eyes filled when she saw 

room after room filled to the brim with boxes from the United Nations Relieve and Rehabilitation 

Administration. She couldn't quite grasp that this was the way the world worked—that people from 

America and elsewhere had taken their time and donated these wonderful things, so that she and her 

neighbors in faraway Arnhem could have them. They didn't know her, but yet they wanted to help.  

Audrey picked out sweaters and skirts, blankets, medication, and boxes of food, milk, and cigarettes. 

She held a sweater's soft fabric to her cheek, closing her eyes to better absorb the soothing texture. 

Audrey could not stop laughing and crying when she returned home to show her grandfather all they'd 

received.  

The Canadian soldiers proved to be as delightful and good-hearted as the British, and a few nights after 

liberation, they set up a film projector in the town square. Audrey sat hand in hand with Nan and other 
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friends she hadn't freely spent time with, and reveled in the first Hollywood movie she'd seen since 

before the war.  

Chapter Fourteen 

As the days passed and Audrey regained strength and happiness, a new worry entered her heart. Where 

were her brothers? She'd heard so many stories of young Dutch boys dying in Germany's labor camps—

what had happened to Ian? What about Alexander? Had he been caught and killed, and if he had, would 

they know? Audrey didn't need to ask her mother to know that Ella was worried, too. But she told 

herself to be patient, that it would take the boys time to find their way home.  

One day, several weeks after liberation, Alexander appeared. He had more than survived his time in 

underground hiding—he had a very pregnant wife! New life came to Audrey's family at last with the 

birth of her nephew. But Ian still had not returned, and Audrey was starting to lose hope. Surely if he 

was okay, he would have found a way to get the message to them. She was keeping despair just barely 

at bay when the bell rang and Ian beamed at her from the other side of the door. He had been taken to 

Berlin to work in a munitions factory, where his treatment had been abysmal. He told Audrey stories of 

walking most of the 325 miles from Berlin to Arnhem, a long trek through a destroyed landscape. But he 

was home. They were okay.   

Epilogue 

Audrey went on to have one of the most celebrated careers in Hollywood, starring in perennial favorites 

like Sabrina, Funny Face, Charade, Breakfast at Tiffany's, Two for the Road, A Nun's Story, and My Fair 

Lady. She married actor and filmmaker Mel Ferrer, and had a son, Sean. Years later she had another son, 

Luca, with her second husband. Audrey's job as a mother had more meaning to her than any other job 

of her life.  

And then, in 1987, what she considered the greatest role of her life came her way: that of UNICEF 

International Goodwill Ambassador. Whereas for years Audrey pushed away accolades, always giving 

credit to others instead of accepting it herself, now she finally felt comfortable owning her career, and 

using her extraordinary success to make a difference. In her new role, Audrey's job was to bear witness 

to the plight of children in horrific need in places like Ethiopia. "I have a broken heart," she said upon 

returning home. "I feel desperate. I can't stand the idea that two million people are in imminent danger 

of starving to death, many of them children."  
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She later went to Venezuela, Ecuador, Guatemala, Honduras, San Salvador, Sudan, Bangladesh, 

Bangkok, Vietnam, and Somalia, usually with her beloved partner, the Dutch actor Robert Wolders, by 

her side. She offered encouragement, she raised funds, she shed light on the need she saw and lobbied 

for what she thought she could do. She gave all of her great, boundless compassion and love.  

Audrey never forgot what she went through during the war. She never forgot the hunger, the fear, and 

the compassion and camaraderie of her neighbors. She never forgot the heroics of the allied soldiers,  

the taste of the chocolate they gave her when she was liberated, or the sight of the relief boxes and the 

generosity they represented. She was a style icon, a star, and an idol, beloved the world over--but she 

never forgot how important it is to be, above all else, a good human being and a shepherd for the less 

fortunate.  
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