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Oma says “I love you” with food.



“Come, Rosie.  
Let’s make  
Pflaumkuchen. You 
mix the batter and 
I’ll slice the plums.”

I start to mix, but 
Oma says, “Ach! 
Only mix clockwise, 
never to the left.”

“Why?” I ask.



Oma smiles when she says this, but doesn’t 
look at me. She is concentrating on slicing 
the plums. She holds the plum in her right 
hand and pulls the knife towards herself 

with her left hand. 

When she finishes, 
she always slips 
me a plum slice 
with a wink.

“Because that’s  
how my mother did it.”

“In Germany?”

“Ja, in Berlin, before the war. I cooked  
with my mother just like you are cooking  
with me now. I asked lots of questions, too.” 



I wipe the dish 
the way Oma 
showed me, and 
she beams at me. 
“Gut, gut! You are 
a quick learner!”

Oma says “I love you” with soap.

“Come, Rosie,” she says. “Let’s clean up. I’ll wash, you dry.”

I grab a towel and start wiping the plate,  
but Oma says, “Ach!” and gently takes  
the plate from me. “Do it like this.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s how  
my mother did it.”



I try, but I can never poke 
the needle into the right 
holes. 

I look at Oma’s perfect 
stitches and sigh. “Oma, 
when did you learn how 
to sew?”

Oma says “I love you” with  
needle and thread.

“Come, Rosie,” she says.  
“Let’s practice the cross-stitch.”



“My mother taught me to be a seamstress 
when we lived in Germany,” she says. 

“During the war?”

“Nein. Before the war. When 
we saw that Germany was 

becoming dangerous, we 
escaped to the Jewish ghetto 
in Shanghai, China. There, 
people paid me to make them 
beautiful dresses. With that 
money, we were able to buy 
food on the black market. 
Sewing saved our lives. ”




