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To every man, woman and child who’s fought against oppression for their freedom, and especially those who’ve lost their lives in the struggle. To those who are fighting still. Above all, to Marie-Madeleine Fourcade. Hero.
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She first made contact with the outside world when she emerged, paralysed with cold and cramp, from a sealed diplomatic bag. This had been carried in the boot of a car to Madrid by a compliant Vichy courier who had crossed the Pyrenees in mid-winter. Reports to London that her Nefertiti-like beauty and charm (she was then thirty-two, mother of two children) were equalled by her total dedication and executive capacity proved unexaggerated. Fact had outpaced fiction in producing the copybook “beautiful spy”. This was Marie-Madeleine.


—Commander Kenneth Cohen, MI6
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Prologue


Uncatchable



AIX-EN-PROVENCE, FRANCE, JULY 1944


I hear their boots first. Ack-ack-ack, like machine guns firing in the stairwell. Then the roar: “Gestapo! Aufmachen!”


That’s when I remember – I forgot to lock the door.


I’ve run so often these past four years that I think I can make it; that if I fling the bolt into place, I’ll have time to escape out the back. And I do make it. The bolt is in my hands, but the door is bulging from the force of the bodies trying to break in, and my fingers are hysterical with adrenaline and can’t make the lock catch.


The wood cracks. The door shudders.


It flies open.


Two dozen Nazis burst in.


This is the moment everyone in London warned me was coming. Capture. Torture. Death – but only if I’m lucky.


In front of me is a wall of submachine guns and menace. I should back away, far away, but my feet are ready to charge straight through the guns and out the door and toward my three children so I can hold their innocence and their love right up against my body for what could be the very last time.


It’s not his intention, but a plainclothes gestapiste saves me from that mad act. He demands, “Where’s the man?” rousing me back to sense.


The man. He’s here for one of my three thousand agents, then. Not me. Not yet.


Which means I have to take hold of myself, become the name on my papers: Germaine Pezet, a provincial housewife. Hérisson, the little hedgehog I take my codename from, must scuttle away. If this performance is anything less than my best, they’ll find the agent they’re looking for. And I’ll never see my children again. Or Léon.


Where are you, Léon? Please God, let me find him.


The gestapiste’s gun clicks. I make myself step toward it, cackling.


“Where’s the man? Oh please find me a man. With a face like mine, they’re in short supply.” I gesture to my jutting chin, thankful that I let MI6’s dentist make me a prosthetic disguise to alter my face so completely that I’m unrecognisable as the woman on the Wanted posters who leads the Alliance network.


It’s the only weapon I have, so I wield it, winking at the Nazi and pointing to a cupboard where, six days ago, stacks of documents couriered across France from my agents were hiding. “Perhaps he’s in the armoire.”


When the soldiers fling open the armoire, they find nothing. All the papers stashed there have long since been coded and sent to London.


I expel adrenaline with another cackle. “Make sure he’s a good one.”


The leader glowers. But doubt flickers in his eyes like the match I hold to a nonchalant cigarette and I start to hope: maybe I’ll get away with it. Perhaps I won’t even be taken to prison this time but will be overlooked as an ugly peasant woman who has nothing whatsoever in common with so-called beautiful spy Marie-Madeleine.


The Nazis fan through the apartment, probably hunting for Lucien, head of my Provençal sector, who was here earlier, both of us part of a network the Germans call Noah’s Ark because of our animal codenames. Probably also hunting for the stack of intelligence reports Lucien delivered, which is sitting in plain sight on the table.


I inhale smoke, exhale fear. I have to hide those papers. But there are five machine guns still trained on me. I leer stupidly, call out, “I prefer brown hair. Brown eyes too.”


Léon’s eyes are grey-green jasper. Forever, I told him the last time I saw him, ten months ago.


Thankfully, my guards join the search, leaving just one SS officer in the room. The second his attention shifts to his companions, who have the fun of hunting out Resistance quarry rather than the bad luck to be stuck with me, I snort revoltingly into a handkerchief. The guard shudders, turns his back, and I leap forward, scoop up the papers and toss them under the sofa just before the plainclothes gestapiste returns.


“Have you seen a tall man with fair hair? He’s part of a network of terrorists. We were told he’d been here.” The officer speaks politely, but I know this is the moment before his temper breaks.


I have to stop it from breaking on me.


I heave my shoulders into a witless shrug. “The only blonds here are your soldiers.”


“Then why did you try to bar the door against us?” he shouts.


Spittle and frustration punctuate the air like angry stars.


My hands tremble.


I shove them in my pockets, cast a sly eye at the furious Nazi. “If I’d known you were all so handsome, I’d have flung the door wide open – and my chastity belt too.”


I want to be sick. The gestapiste wants to hit me. But his soldiers have found nothing. He hits the table instead.


I swallow, breathe, swallow again as, miraculously, incredibly, the Nazis shoulder their guns and walk away from the leader of the largest Resistance network in France.


Two minutes more and I can drop to my knees on the floor.


But . . .


One of them sweeps the room a final time and, as if the devil has control of them, his eyes fall to the space beneath the sofa where piles of coded messages wait like traitors. Now I do almost drop to my knees and cry out that deaf and futile word, Non!


“Lügnerin!” the Nazi screams as he pulls out fistfuls of paper.


Liar.


Now I stumble. I’m so tired, don’t think I can do this anymore. Defend myself and my agents, pretend and perform, rescue myself every time. Where’s the damn D’Artagnan the storybooks promise you, the rebel trickster who saves both the day and honour too?


Six soldiers advance, machine guns pointing at my head, my chest, my throat. Others tear the sofa to pieces, the footstools too, which are crammed with more intelligence reports. Rifle butts smash tables into splinters of bone.


The ringleader seizes me by the shoulders. “Who are you?” he rages, shaking me so viciously I’m terrified my prosthetic will fly out, revealing both my disguise and the answer to his question: I’m the woman you’ve been hunting since 1941.


I’m the D’Artagnan. And no matter how scared I am or how tired of fighting and mourning my murdered friends and the children I never see, I have to fight some more. There’s time for despair only when I’m lying alone in my bed at three in the morning and no one can see how I have to grip my hands between my knees to stop them from trembling.


I fling out my last-chance dice.


“I’m a spy,” I say, the guise of silly housewife lain aside, the self of Hérisson still hiding. “London sent me.”


The gestapiste tries to interrupt, but I keep talking the way Marie-Madeleine, the aeroplane-flying, car-rallying daredevil iconoclast, would have spoken five years ago.


“I’m the stag you catch when you were just out hunting rabbits. And I’ll only speak to the master of the house, not his gamekeeper. Find me the most senior Gestapo officer in Provence, rather than his underling,” I sneer.


My heart is a maniacal drumbeat. My common sense is screaming at me to find a better solution than to let them arrest me. But I need to get away from the guns. If I’m taken to a prison to await a Gestapo commandant I have no intention of facing – because a commandant will know exactly who I am and he won’t be so kind as to shoot me – then maybe I can escape. Guns kill, but prisons can be escaped from; that’s a fact I’ve learned firsthand.


The officer frowns, worried. What if he lets his men kill me, but then discovers I had valuable information that could have been tortured out of me?


He pushes me toward the stairs. “The regional commandant will be in Aix-en-Provence tomorrow morning.”


The boneless relief of being allowed to live for a little longer almost makes me stumble again. But what hellish prison will they take me to? And how will I get away before I have to face a Gestapo commandant or before they serve torture for breakfast?


I’m driven to the Miollis barracks and shoved into a punishment cell. The men occupying it are ordered out, leaving behind the stench of urine and sweat. I brace one hand against the wall, but it isn’t enough to ward off the stink and the terror, and three seconds later I’m retching into the bucket so violently that perspiration drenches my body and I want to claw my skin off my bones.


Empty and exhausted, I sag against the wall, close my eyes, draw on the memory of Béatrice’s and Christian’s faces the last time I saw them, over a year ago. I picture the tiny baby, Léon’s child, whom I had held for only a week before I had to give him up.


He will have just turned one.


How many more birthdays will I miss?


It’s the kind of question you should never ask yourself when you’re alone in a prison cell with a capsule of cyanide hidden in a locket around your neck. Not when the man you love is missing. Not when the lives of your three thousand agents, as well as the freedom of your country, are at stake.


By morning, the Gestapo will have read enough of my papers to know who I am, and they’ll punish me in ways so cruel I can’t even imagine them. If I’m to swallow the cyanide MI6 gave me, it has to be now. Back in London, the priest told me that God would forgive me.


But will I forgive myself?


If nobody warns Lucien that the Gestapo are onto him, he’ll be captured. His sector, almost all that’s left of the Alliance network after the last brutal months, will be torn to shreds. And France, fighting with everything she has for her freedom now that the Allies have finally landed, will feel the Nazis’ guns press right into her skull.


So I pull myself up, remind myself that I’m a little hedgehog wearing a dress of spikes.


It’s five hours until dawn.


I start at the window. It’s up high, one metre wide and perhaps double that in height. No glass covers the opening, just a heavy wooden board with a gap at the top through which I can see thick metal bars.


A gap.


An opening.


A space where the light gets in.


My breath comes faster. I’m balancing on the thin line that exists between madness and hope when I shove the cot beneath the window and empty the bucket, gagging again from the stench.


I upturn the bucket on the cot.


In Shanghai, where I lived in the French Concession as a child, my father told me about burglars who greased their bodies so they could slip easily into houses at night. It’s summer. The cell is an oven. My body is drenched in sweat. Rationing and running from Nazis for four years means I’m as thin as a needle.


But am I slick enough and thin enough to slide into the gap between the board and the bars and then through the bars to freedom?


I slip off my dress, grip it between my teeth. Then I climb onto the bucket, reach up to the window and try to believe that I’m like a ray of moonlight, able to crack open the darkness and pass through anything – uncatchable.









PART ONE


ADVENTURER


1928–1941




. . . what chiefly struck me was the apathy of the younger women. I asked them if they had a garden, and they shook their heads wistfully, saying that there were no gardens in Old Fez. The roof was therefore their only escape: a roof overlooking acres and acres of other roofs, and closed in by the naked fortified mountains which stand about Fez like prison-walls.


—Edith Wharton, In Morocco












One


I Never Want to Leave


MOROCCO, 1928


I’m eighteen years old and I’m standing in a street with my husband of just two days beside me and I wish my eyes were cameras and could capture everything I see. The turquoise domes that crown the buildings, the white cloths that helmet the heads of the men. The veiled women who are permitted only a thin net strip to look out onto the world. Do they revel in the anonymity or do they want to tear off those claustrophobic skins and expose their faces to the bright, hot sunshine of Tangier?


Above me, perpendicular streets cascade through a tangle of houses with filigree balustrades wreathed like lace around them. To my right are laden donkeys and motorcars, a bazaar selling silk and leather, olives and guns. Guards with stories engraved on their sword belts stand in the niches of temples. Naked men wail incantations to a worshipful crowd. Through it all, a descant melody hums: the muezzin calling in tongues I don’t yet understand, but that make my musician-trained body shiver as if I’ve just heard Bach for the very first time.


“Can we explore?” I’m already lunging toward the scent of cinnamon and saffron, wanting to taste it on my tongue.


“There’s more than enough heat, dirt and poverty waiting for us in Rabat.”


The voice of my husband, Édouard Méric, is brusque and I stop.


It’s the first time he’s spoken to me with anything other than amusement, affection or pride. He’s eight years older, an army officer working for the French Intelligence Service in Morocco. His dark eyes and brooding air made me think of a breathtakingly real Heathcliff the first time I saw him, but right now he looks more glowering than gothic. He’s the man some might say I’ve given up my dreams of being a concert pianist for, but I can barely recollect that now that I’m in Morocco, and the adventurous spirit born within me years ago as I explored Shanghai with my amah is quivering like the plucked string of a cello.


“We need to get there before dark,” he says, tone conciliatory now.


I climb into the car. The driver punches the accelerator and we lurch, stall, restart.


I almost whisper that I’m a much better driver and could probably take on the task, but my sister advised me to introduce Édouard to my unconventionalities one by one. So I settle for peeling off my gloves and discarding my shawl and hat, which isn’t proper in public, but layers are meant for a less tropical climate.


Through the Spanish zone, the roads are so brutal it feels like our car is being tossed from trough to crest of a twelve-foot wave. Édouard’s expression is grim, so I take his hand and his frown recedes. Such is the power of love – one hand woven into another’s banishes all unhappiness. I smile and his lips turn up in response.


When we reach French Morocco and the roads level out, it’s easier to speak. Édouard flaps a handkerchief back and forth. “God, it’s hot.”


It is warm, but not in the humidly oppressive way of Shanghai or even Marseille, where I was born. This heat sparkles like diamonds.


“Take off your jacket,” I say, glad of my sleeveless dress, which allows my bare arm to bask on the sill of the open window.


Jacket gone, I undo Édouard’s cufflinks and roll up his sleeves. “Better?”


“Better,” he agrees.


I rest my head contentedly on his shoulder until Rabat rises up before us, like a crown atop a cliff the colour of fire, having burned down everything in its path to reach this place of triumph.


“Look!” I cry, thrusting my head through the car window.


Then I turn around and seize my husband’s hands. “I love you,” I tell him, a vow more urgent than anything I said on our wedding day. “And I love it here. I never want to leave.”


When I lean over to kiss him, he shakes his head. “Not here.” Then he winks. “But definitely later.”


I don’t think I’ve ever smiled the way I do now at the foot of Rabat, ready to throw myself into my next two adventures – one that will take place in this country, and one that will take place in our home, between the two of us, wife and one very handsome husband whom I’d give my heart to, were it possible to pluck it from my chest and hold it out in the palm of my hand.









Two


How Lucky I Am to Be French


PARIS, 1936


“Third place!” I cry, bursting into my apartment in a way I never would have dared had I still been in Morocco. It’s taken four years for my body to learn not to check itself. But anger never greets me here. Instead, my children do, and they’re eager to know if I won the Monte Carlo Rally.


“Maybe you’ll do better next time,” my six-year-old son says, and I laugh, as does my mother, who’s been looking after Béatrice and Christian.


“Do you know how many people wish they’d come in third?” I crouch down to my children’s level, hugging them close.


“People with small dreams,” Christian says as Béatrice winds her fingers into my hair.


I look up at my mother, trying to hide the furrowing of my brow. Have I given them great expectations when I should be encouraging a less constellated outlook?


No. That’s why I left Morocco. So my children could grow up believing they could reach not just for the moon, but for universes longed for and unknown.


I grin at Christian. “Next time I won’t come home unless I win.”


I tickle his sister, who looks momentarily worried that I mean it. But these two are the North Star of my existence. I would never abandon them.


“I left before breakfast so I could see you before bedtime,” I tell her.


“Before breakfast?” repeats my four-year-old daughter, eyes like dinner plates. Breakfasts at the Monte Carlo Beach Hotel are her idea of paradise, and only the most unswerving devotion would make someone skip such a feast.


“That’s how much I love you,” I tell her, and she giggles.


When I stand, my eye falls on the headline of the newspaper on the table: Le Chancelier Hitler Dénonce Versailles – Les troupes allemandes sont entrées en Rhénanie.


Yes, Hitler has all but torn up the Treaty of Versailles and occupied the Rhineland, right on the border of France, an act akin to war. “That’s also why I left Monte Carlo early,” I murmur to my mother, exuberance gone.


She squeezes my hand.


Perhaps it was silly not to stay for the awards ceremony because of something happening hundreds of kilometres away. But while my marriage vows might be all but shattered, the one vow I’ll never break is the one I made when I fled Rabat – that my children matter more than anything. I need to be in Paris with them.


“Let’s get ice cream,” I say. “Race you!”


We dash out the door as fast as if the police are chasing us. Christian wins, whooping, and Béatrice and I come in equally last; we both suffer from a congenital hip condition. Mine worries at me like a mistrustful husband if I don’t venerate it enough, and hers has always been worse, making running difficult.


“Really, we came in second,” I tell her, and she beams.


Soon our hands are sticky; Béatrice’s face is pink and Christian’s chocolate-stained. Mine is smeared with love.
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My sister, Yvonne, hosts an evening salon that attracts artists, journalists like me, military intelligence officers and men of influence. They’ll all be talking about Hitler and the Rhineland, and if I want to find out what it might mean for my family, then I need to attend. So I pull out a red silk dress, something to lift my spirits, dimmed by France’s and Britain’s responses to Hitler – gutless shrugs. Since when do you allow a bully to keep what he’s stolen?


I’m too familiar with tyrants not to know they never reveal their true ambitions until it’s too late to stop them.


My hip spasms, dampening my mood further, and I know I’m going to have to work hard to hide my limp tonight. But the cure for that is to step into the dress and make up my face with lipstick and a smile.


“Maman!” Christian says when I stop to kiss him good night. “You look so pretty.”


His words see me out the door with barely a hitch in my step.
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Yvonne greets me with kisses before taking my arm, which means I’m not disguising my limp as well as I’d hoped. But it’s a relief to lean on her for a moment. Until she deposits me with a group of women discussing why it’s essential to own a country home so their busy husbands have a place for repose.


“Let’s see how long you last.” She grins before slipping away.


If only it were possible to commit siblicide with a champagne coupe.


Thankfully, after my only having to pretend to listen for a few minutes, my brother-in-law beckons me over to the fireplace. As I slip away from the wives, I hear them whisper, “Separated.”


I wear the scarlet letters of that word like a scar. Édouard does not. He’s a man in the military, whereas I’m just a blonde. Of course our separation must be my fault, meaning some of the women see me as a threat, the men as an invitation. I haven’t helped matters by daring to become a journalist here in Paris in defiance of the view that mothers should be at home with their children. But I love my job at Radio Cité, spinning tales about the latest Chanel gowns or interviewing fascinating women I find on the margins of parties like these, women who’d otherwise be ignored by the conservative French newspapers. All of which makes me an excellent party guest: I bring scandal, conflict and never a dull moment. I have no idea which of these entertainments Georges hopes I’ll add to his group, but judging by the yawn he’s smothering, I’d say all three.


“My sister-in-law, Marie-Madeleine Méric,” he announces. “And the family daredevil. Just returned from a third placing at the Monte Carlo Rally.”


“What do you drive?” the man introduced as Navarre inquires.


I know Navarre by reputation; he’s a military intelligence officer and hero of the Great War. I’m surprised he’s bothering to speak to me at all, let alone about cars. But then, not all military officers are like Édouard.


“Just a Citroën Traction Avant,” I say.


He almost looks impressed.


There follows a debate about whether I might have won in a Peugeot. All yawns are forgotten as I describe the thrill of the last white-knuckle charge into the town square, where I was, in fact, beaten by a Peugeot, until another man smirks. “You’re welcome to drive my Peugeot any time.”


Ah, he’s hoping for scandal. But I’m good at this; I’ve had to learn to be. “I always find Peugeots disappointingly lacklustre,” I say with innocent eyes. “No staying power.”


Georges guffaws, as does Navarre. The flirt takes it on the chin and laughs too.


Soon the conversation shifts to Hitler and our group expands. Navarre gestures furiously as he explains how much information he’s all but scribbled inside the prime minister’s eyelids over the past few years, outlining Hitler’s unabating preparations for what can only be war. Our government has ignored it all, he says.


My stomach twists. Hitler’s taken the Rhineland. What will he do next?


Tempers flare over that very question.


“It will never work,” Navarre blazes as Lieutenant Colonel Charles de Gaulle, another military man of a similar age to Navarre – about fifteen years older than me – proposes assembling a French strike force to push the Nazis back into Germany. “Hitler’s army is too strong.”


“You want to keep hiding behind the Maginot Line,” De Gaulle shoots back. “It’s time to stop relying on ideas conceived two hundred years ago.”


Navarre nods sharply. “That’s one thing we can agree on – the French military is decades behind. Unless we act quickly, France will be wiped off the map.”


“But is the France we have now worth fighting for?” the flirt from earlier asks with world-weary cynicism, and I say adamantly, “Bien sur!”


Everyone turns, faces expressing amusement or condescension. I’m the only woman in the group and I should be over in the delicate chairs discussing my husband’s needs. But Navarre, who looks curious rather than patronising, indicates that I should mount my defence of France.


A good journalist knows how to spin a story. So spin I do, because my children’s futures depend on everyone’s believing in France like I do.


“I grew up in the French Concession in Shanghai,” I begin, “and I’ve lived in Morocco too.” I keep my voice soft to match the fire-lit air and the cherry-red Beaujolais and the lilting notes of Satie’s “Gymnopédie No. 1” drifting from the gramophone. “I’ve spent seventeen of my twenty-six years standing on different ground than that beneath our feet right now. Maybe that should have made me love France less. But . . .”


I pause. Everyone is listening, perhaps because they’ve never been to such places as I’ve been lucky enough to know. So I continue.


“The expatriates in Shanghai and Rabat all spoke of France as a place of romance and heroes, a country so epic that it meant something. It meant people who’d endured invasion since the beginning of time. People who’d fought off every attack. People whose language is a synonym for poetry, who’ve created a culture admired all over the world, who’ve built cities that everyone longs to visit just once before they die. Living away taught me how lucky I am to be French, and how blessed I am to call this resilient and beautiful land my home.”


My throat is suddenly too tight for speech. I lift my glass to my mouth, trying to swallow down the tears that have come from a strange sense of loss – but what am I losing?


“We are blessed,” Navarre says quietly.


But De Gaulle says, “Blessings don’t win wars.”
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The next day, the children are at school and I’m making notes for an interview with Édith Piaf, but I can’t sit still. It’s not my legs but my soul that’s restless – as if it wants to be let out of the prison of Parisian quotidian life I didn’t know I’d trapped it in. I thought I was keeping myself alive with flying lessons and car rallies and working at a job rather than on my manicure; adventure, but not enough to taint my children. But this morning I can feel – like the night before I met Édouard, the dawn of the day Christian was born – that change is raising a hand to knock on my door. Where once I would have flung it open, now I hesitate.


When did I become so fearful?


Hitler, who at the very least is a liar, a thief and a murderer, is invading land just over the border. That’s why I’m jumpy. But what can I do about Hitler?


Except – isn’t that what cowards say?


What if Gustave Eiffel had never believed that one man could build a tower so famous the whole world would know of it? What if Coco Chanel had told herself that women preferred wearing cages to letting their bodies move freely? What if Joan of Arc had sat in her salon with her door tightly shut?


But while I love a fine dress, I’m no visionary or saint.


The phone shrills, startling me.


“Allo?”


“Madame Méric,” a voice says. “Navarre. We met last night. There’s something I’d like to speak to you about. Something I’d prefer to keep between the two of us.”


I almost groan aloud. An affair isn’t an adventure. It’s a mess.


At least I can hang up; it’s the propositions at parties that are harder to shake. So many men interpret non to mean oui. I’m now good at finding the tenderest part of a man’s foot with the heel of my shoe.


But something stops me from disconnecting the call. Navarre and my brother-in-law were deep in conversation when I left the party, and I find it hard to believe Georges would have given Navarre encouragement to call me with an indecent proposal. And while Navarre had shown himself to be a passionate man compared to the dour De Gaulle, he was enamoured of his country, I’d believed, not me. So even though his words are suspicious, I relent and invite him to visit. But I take the precaution of changing into a plain grey suit, something nobody could mistake for an invitation.


It seems I’ve finally learned to judge a man correctly, because Navarre’s first words are, “This meeting must seem irregular and quite possibly dishonourable. I assure you it’s the first, but not the second.”


I smile. “Well, I’m intrigued now.”


He sits with the air of a king installing himself on a throne. Indeed, his carriage and tone tell me he’s used to having power. But his face is avuncular, rather than handsome or regal.


“If you let me know why you’re here, then I can decide whether to throw you out or offer you a cup of tea,” I say.


He laughs and I relax. Navarre might be an imposing figure, but his laugh comes from his belly. Édouard spat his from his mouth like rancid meat.


As though summoned by my unwanted recollection, Navarre starts talking about my husband. “Georges told me you helped your husband with his intelligence work in Morocco. That you . . .” He considers his words. “You gathered information from those your husband was less skilled at talking to.”


I hold his gaze but don’t reply. I might have told Yvonne and Georges that I helped Édouard, but I have no idea why it interests Navarre. Then he says, “You paid close attention to the conversation last night,” and I feel change crack open the door.


Now I decide to step through it.


“What’s happening in Europe frightens me,” I tell him. “But when I’m frightened, I prefer to do something about it, rather than hide. In Morocco, I wanted Édouard to understand the other side to the story of brutal tribes who hated one another and the French most of all. But I don’t know what to do about Hitler.”


Navarre’s reply is, “I want to tell the other side to the story of Hitler and the Nazi Party. I want people to join me on a crusade for truth.”


A shiver flickers along my spine. Crusades are both deadly and noble. One takes part only if one believes. But in what?


The other side to the story. It exists somewhere. Everything I’ve witnessed living in colonised countries where power is held on to by force and fear tells me it does.


“The situation in Europe is worse than I could say last night,” Navarre explains. “To force our government into taking action, I need everyone to understand what Hitler is capable of and what he plans to do next.”


He leans toward me, intent and magisterial; if ever anyone could lead a crusade against Hitler, it’s this man.


“I’m starting a newspaper. You’re a journalist and you understand something of the intelligence business. I need those skills. And when I tell you what I need above all else, then you can finally decide” – his smile is brief but contagious – “whether to throw me out or make me that cup of tea.”


My laugh is cut short by his next words.


“A friend of mine has some secret dossiers that prove the intentions of the German high command. I need you to drive to Brussels and collect them. We’ll publish them. And our government will finally have to act against the Nazis.”


On the mantelpiece behind Navarre is a framed photograph of my children. For their sake, I should refuse to collect papers someone has smuggled out of Germany – papers the Nazis could be looking for. But it’s because of my children that I don’t even consider saying no.


When you’ve spent your formative years somewhere like Shanghai, then you grow up fascinated by the world. While other people might think of the danger, I think of standing on the banks of the Whangpoo River, agape at the sampans and junks weaving their way through the freighters, emerging on the other side fast and free, sails filled by the wind. I think of how that moment was the first time I’d felt the immenseness of the world and its inexorability – dynasties might end and kingdoms fall, but the ocean connecting us all endures.


Hitler wants to keep the junks in the harbour, wants to close the oceans and trap the winds, wants to stretch out his arms and crush it all to him so there is no wonder left, only possession.


I refuse to let him.
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The Jewish journalist I meet in Brussels is more ghost than real. His eyes dart like startled birds and I only know he’s the right person because he’s standing where he said he’d be – outside the antique shop in the Saint-Hubert Galleries with a red umbrella under his arm. We don’t even speak; he just pushes a folder into my hands, then hurries away.


“Wait!” I call.


He looks back and shakes his head furiously. There’s sweat on his brow – and I suddenly understand exactly what it means to flee Nazi Germany with incriminating documents.


He’s spectral because fear has eroded his flesh. He’s learned to slip like a shadow into a crowd because to flee a place implies a chase.


This crusade I’ve embarked on is more than politics, land and ambition. It’s people running, turned into phantoms.


It’s Nazis hunting for the documents under my arm.


I sit on the folder and speed as if I’m in another rally all the way back to Paris.


A fortnight later, Navarre’s newspaper, L’Ordre National, is published with the information I collected, which shows, chillingly: Hitler is preparing for war. He’s making tanks and guns and warplanes in quantities that suggest Europe will soon be overrun.


Then the man I met with is kidnapped by the Nazis.


At last, people begin to talk. And worry. And send us more information.


One dossier leads to a discussion leads to a movement. I help it swell, certain the government will no longer ignore Hitler, that a crusade has truly begun.


This is the world of intelligence and I am hooked.









Three


Sepia Love


MOROCCO, 1929


I can’t honestly say which I prefer. Exploring the great Kasbah of the Oudayas in Rabat, where the sky is painted across the walls in ombré swathes that deepen from peacock to sapphire . . . or riding a camel behind my husband to visit the tribes he needs to befriend so they’ll tell him about local unrest before it escalates into another Rif War.


I watch him command our retinue, smiling back at me the way he’d smiled across a dance floor a few months ago. That night, every man had asked me to dance except him. It was almost midnight when I approached and asked him why.


I was scared you’d say no. And that would break my heart, he’d said.


If swooning hadn’t gone out of fashion last century, I might have been tempted to try it. I didn’t dance with anyone else for the rest of the night.


By morning, as I told my mother about him, I knew it was the kind of love you’d drink poison for; the kind that would make you step in front of a train if it ever died. The kind of love my mother and father had shared before he died six years ago.


Today, the powdered sand of the desert we’re travelling across is a hue I christen sepia love: a passionate red that’s gentled into something softer, like the phase our marriage is moving into now – an epoch I hope will be even more beautiful than the quick fall into love.


Halfway to our destination, we find a market erupting with scarlet pomegranates. Alongside are rugs and daggers, silks and kouskous arrayed like jewels. I dismount, bargaining for cakes of black soap, using the Arabic I’ve learned of late, my polyglot ability with languages making the stallholder come out from his tent and summon everyone over to behold the blonde French woman who speaks their language.


“Get back on your camel.” Édouard’s hand is on my arm, showing a protective streak that’s a little too vice-like. His eyes are the same colour as the soap. “You have no idea how dangerous it can be here.”


The stallholder turns away, leaving us to the banality of our domestic dispute. A single cloud wafts overhead, leaving one dark shadow to tarnish the red sand, which looks more like anger now than love.


Not long after, I see a twisted shape by the road. A mule, not watered properly and left to die and then burn. Morocco is both ruthless and beautiful, the blue sky and innocent white buildings hiding the fact that, out here, the sun is a weapon, trained on us.


Édouard was right. It is dangerous. I’ve always been too apt to see the waves sparkling on the water, not the ships and bones that lie beneath.


When we reach the village, Édouard helps me down from my camel and holds my hand and everything is as it was. He even claps when I ask in Arabic for the name of a woman’s child.


“This is Aderfi,” she tells me. She wears so many amulets and coins around her head that she sounds like a tambourine when she moves, and the pianist in me thinks how lovely it would be if I could wear a skirt made from piano keys so that any child of mine would know lullabies and music right from the start.


I touch my stomach very briefly, then I take the child and pass him to Édouard, which makes the mother – Ghislaine, she tells me – grin. Soon, we’re sitting before the fire and I translate for Édouard as the chief speaks of his grievances against the French. We eat a tagine that tastes of sugar and spice, and I know that no meal at any time in my future will ever surpass this one beneath a navy Moroccan night sky with my husband smiling beside me.


It’s only near the end that I realise I’m the only woman at the fireside. The rest are positioned further back, in exile.


I pick up my bowl and take it over to the women who are washing up in a bucket, leaving the dishes to dry on the sand. Ghislaine slips in beside me, speaking so fast that I don’t understand the Arabic at first. When she repeats herself, I listen with my musician’s ears and the words translate to, The chiefs of the tribes are meeting next week. They don’t want the French to know. But I don’t want another war. My brother died in the last one. I don’t want Aderfi to die in the next one.


Then she relieves me of my bowl and I’m left standing there with a secret I don’t know what to do with.


If the French find out afterward about this meeting, they’ll be angry and afraid. Fear makes nations do terrible things.


Fear makes humans do terrible things too.


I remember back in Shanghai when our amah took me and my sister to another house to play. The mothers sat in the parlour, the children in the nursery. The amahs went to another room, out of sight. It was only when I was about ten that I understood the amahs weren’t French and some people thought that made them lesser. I asked my mother about it and she sighed and said, “I tell myself we’re giving her a job, and many others too. But what if they don’t want our jobs? What if they don’t want us at all?”


The Rif War should tell me plainly that they don’t want us. But now I carry a mother’s pain whispered in my ear, reminding me that things are more complicated than I’ve allowed myself to see. Aderfi’s mother has betrayed her husband and her tribe by telling me that secret. But, in doing so, she’s trying not to betray her son.


“Marie-Madeleine!” Édouard calls.


Time to return to the coloniser’s side of the fire.


Later, I persuade Édouard to drag our bedding out so we can sleep beneath a firework sky. As we lay blankets on the ground, I tell him what Aderfi’s mother said and he wraps me in his arms, saying, “When you’re an outsider trying to get people to trust you, it’s a definite advantage to have the most beautiful wife in the world by your side.”


“I think it was because I asked about her child.”


Her expression, when she looked down at the brown cloth that attached the baby to her like another limb, was the same as my father’s whenever he looked at me. I can’t wait to smile at someone the same way.


So I tell Édouard, “I’ll have to ask her about the sling. Because I’ll need one in seven months’ time.”


My husband beams, then tightens his embrace, whispering in my ear, “I love you so much I can hardly bear to let you out of my sight.”









Four


A Wild Child


PARIS, MAY–NOVEMBER 1940


“France will lose,” Navarre says, grim-faced, on the threshold of my apartment.


Navarre never lies. But if he’s right, then I – a woman known to have helped publish an anti-Nazi newspaper – am in real trouble.


And I’ve put my children in danger too.


Indeed, Navarre’s next words are, “Send your children away. Your mother too. Go to my house at Oloron-Sainte-Marie. It’s close to the Spanish border, safe. My wife is expecting you. I’ll join you when I can and we’ll find some other way to fight.”


Behind him, the Nazis’ bombs have recoloured the sky. It’s dark at midday. Ash falls down like snow, as if Paris is a crematorium.


“In what kind of world does publishing the truth put me in a position where I have to send my children away?” I cry despairingly.


“A Nazi world,” Navarre says, his voice hard. He’s been in prison for two months, put there by our government for saying that one and a half million Germans would come crashing through the Ardennes. He was released just days ago when that prophecy came true.


If he can rejoin the troops who are trying to defend the country that threw him in jail, the least I can do is find a little courage.


“Be safe,” I call after him as he leaves.


“Be safe, mes enfants,” I whisper as I pack Christian’s little brown bear that he sleeps with and Béatrice’s favourite blue dress, which I’ve mended and washed and pulled over her head a hundred times. For seven years, I’ve come home at night to this apartment and kissed my children, their embraces like arithmetic, multiplying my joys to infinity. But now . . .


My mother, working quietly beside me, interrupts my thoughts, saying, “If Navarre survives, join him. Do whatever you can to stop all of this. But do it carefully. He carries a target now. You might too.”


“What power do I have against tanks? There’s nothing—”


I cut myself off as my son and daughter creep into the room.


“The girls at school say Hitler eats children,” Béatrice whimpers. Beside her, Christian’s eyes are huge.


It’s like watching their innocence peel away, leaving them unshelled and vulnerable in a scalding world.


I gather them in my arms. No, Hitler mightn’t eat children. But he’s given his doctors powers to execute anyone with physical and mental disabilities – starting with newborn babies.


“I would never let that happen,” I vow.


Béatrice’s relief is immediate and immense. She really thinks I can save children from Nazis. I’m just a liar who’s imperfect and weak and afraid, I want to tell her.


I catch my mother’s eye and I wonder – how many times did she want to say the same thing to me after my father died? How often did she have to hold on to her tears so she could soothe mine?


So into my daughter’s hair I whisper, just as I do when her hip hurts and she asks when it will feel better. Bientôt – soon – I always say. “I’ll see you very soon.”


In truth, I have no idea when it will be safe for me to see them again. Nor whether the lies I tell them then will still be small and white.


“Hug me as hard as you can,” I say and they do, pressing in as if we each want to stand inside the other’s heart.


I try not to cry when they carry their suitcases out the door, on their way to the island of Noirmoutier. The echoes of our goodbyes ring on as I wait in Paris, hoping the French will push the Nazis out of the north and my children can return home.


Soon, a strange parade marches through the city: young women wearing cropped trousers and riding bicycles laugh gaily, scarves knotted madras-fashion on their heads. Families push barrows filled with grandfather clocks, mirrors and caged parrots, as if knowing the time, looking one’s best and a sharp beak are all you need to fight the Germans. An old woman carrying two suitcases and leading a little white dog tells a man who offers her a place in his van that she’s happy to walk to Orléans.


Orléans is one hundred and thirty kilometres to the south.


I like her optimism. I like the fact that everyone retreating south is smiling.


Navarre is wrong. France won’t lose.


But on the twelfth of June, the radio announces, “The French government has left Paris and declared it an open city. The Germans are thirty kilometres away.”


Run, the voice in my head urges and I do. I run out onto the street, and what I find there makes me stop.


Not a single car. A row of apartment buildings that nobody enters or leaves. Only abandoned dogs and concierges remain. No sounds either – no scrape of chairs on a café terrace. No shrill from a policeman’s whistle. No laughter from a child’s mouth.


From somewhere above, a piano sounds out an A, melancholic – a one-note symphony for a city bereft of harmony.


It’s time for me to leave.
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Running south is like funnelling a tidal wave through a crevasse. Millions of people clog the roads. Horses too. Cars, many with broken axles, line the roadside, as do the slumped forms of people who’ve fainted from heat and exhaustion. The sun is as merciless as any Nazi and people are wearing their entire wardrobes. Suitcases make a strange accounting of fatigue – there are few abandoned near Paris, but as the kilometres march on, more appear, their contents strewn like petals. People must realise at some point, with the Stukas shooting from above, that all they need are their lives – not madras scarves, which flutter like exhausted birds in the dirt.


My car sputters, protesting the heat and the strain of low gear. Just as I stayed in Morocco too long, hoping for . . . not even miracles, just regular, ordinary love, so too did I stay in Paris, believing that the Germans would be pushed back by France’s courage.


I’ve always had too much faith in mirages, something only dreamers and optimists ever see. But is it really better to turn away from beauty just so you’ll never be guillotined by the agony of disappointment? Isn’t it better to believe that if we live in a world that can cast Moroccan sunsets onto the sky, it’s possible to find hope and magnificence around every corner?


Not today. Around today’s corners are mothers writing names on their children’s smocks. Around another corner is a stricken woman screaming the name Gisèle over and over, and I realise the scribbled names are a way to make everyone believe that, should they become lost in the swarm, they’ll be found a little later on down the road.


If I hadn’t sent Béatrice and Christian away, that mother might be me.


Right now it’s impossible, even for me, to believe in sunsets.




[image: ]





I reach Navarre’s house in July. The pain in my left hip from sitting is so bad that it takes me more than five minutes to climb out of the car. I stand there holding on to the door for a long time before I trust my leg to bear my weight. I don’t bother to hide my limp – I can’t. It’ll be days before I can do anything more than shuffle.


Adrienne, Navarre’s wife, comes out of the house and flings herself on me. “Is he all right?” she sobs, and my gut twists. I thought she’d have news.


I tell her what I believe. “Navarre’s immortal. He’ll come.”


My belief is rewarded when, a fortnight later, word comes through that he was wounded and captured but escaped a German hospital and is now missing. Adrienne sobs anew. I spend the next two weeks comforting her, wondering where the hell Navarre is, and walking up and down the fields to ease my hip back into functionality. That’s where I see Navarre when he staggers in at last, having journeyed under cover of night for hundreds of kilometres. Both his flight and his injuries have cost him forty pounds.


“Thank God you’re here,” he says, embracing me for the first time ever.


Things are truly bad if even Navarre is getting sentimental.


And yes, things couldn’t be worse. Marshal Pétain is made head of the “French State”, whatever that is. He petitions Hitler for an armistice: a fancy word for giving up. Thus five and a half million French soldiers are defeated by just half a million Germans. As if that’s not enough, Pétain also agrees to pay a daily tax of four hundred million francs to the Nazis for the pleasure of having them occupy us.


We’re broke, defeated and ignorant about what the armistice means. But on the streets, people cheer, “God save le maréchal Pétain!”


The Great War has made cowards of us all. People would rather surrender than lose more husbands and fathers and brothers. I want to tear up the Pétain pictures, muffle their celebrations, scream at them that we’ve made a gift of ourselves to an evil man, but I remember the mother in Morocco who gave me her husband’s secrets for two years because she believed it would save her family from war.


We’re all selfish when it comes to those we love.


I walk into town to get a salve and bandages for Navarre’s wounds, and that’s where I hear people saying that Pétain, hero of the Great War, is only pretending to side with the Germans. Eventually, he’ll fight back. For now, they applaud the deal he made with Hitler, a man who stood in front of his parliament and said that war was the means to exterminate all Jews.


All the work Navarre and I have done over the past four years to prove the Nazis were megalomaniac monsters has been futile.
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Back at the house, questions for Navarre press into my mouth like bile. You said we’d find some other way to fight – but what? And who are we fighting against – the French officials who gifted the country to the Nazis, or the Nazis themselves?


But I can’t accost an injured man who looks like he weighs less than me now.


I help Adrienne nurse him like I nursed my father through the ravages of cholera when I was thirteen. While he sleeps, I write furious letters to my mother. I miss Papa. How he’d hate to see France butchered like this.


I can’t send them. Noirmoutier is in the Occupied Zone – Pétain has let the Nazis carve up France, giving the Germans a large Occupied Zone in the north. The French get a much smaller zone in the south, where Pétain rules from Vichy, having persuaded parliament to give up sitting and gift him all its powers. No mail is allowed from the free zone, or zone nono, where I am, to the Occupied. My children are in the lion’s den. So is my sister, Yvonne, and my brother-in-law, Georges; they’re both still in Paris.


Forehead resting in hand, fingers smudged with inky tears, I surrender to self-pity as I imagine my mother’s reply: Your father would hate it. So, for him, and for Christian and Béatrice, you have to put France back together. I add a fantasy postscript: One day you’ll love someone like I loved your father. He’ll be an adventurer too. And you will be his life’s one true adventure.


Reunifying France. Falling in love. They’re as unlikely as Hitler’s surrendering. But if I surrender, then France will forever be a Germanic province. My daughter will be told to aspire only to Kinder, Küche and Kirche – children, kitchen and church. And my son . . .


In 1938, we published a report about the Death’s Head brigade, composed of boys only a little older than Christian. The boys were taught how to kill, how to maim – and how to enjoy both.


So I wait for Navarre to recover with a patience that’s almost impossible for a buccaneer like me to practise.


In the evenings, I help him out to the verandah. We stare at the Pyrenees, which stand like warriors against the flames of sunset, as we listen to the radio tell us that coal, fuel and food are rationed. That Pétain has proclaimed a new motto: Travail, famille, patrie. Work. Family. Fatherland. But only the men are to work. The women must make babies.


Patience expired, I snap my fingers, a castanet click announcing a tempest. “Gone.”


“What is?” Navarre’s equanimous expression is the opposite of the urgency that convinced me to work with him back in 1936. He’s been away somewhere for the past two days, and I expected him to come back with a plan. But he hasn’t.


“War isn’t only about a dictator and a demarcation line,” I cry. “It’s about forcing one set of beliefs down a culture’s throat. I’m everything Vichy France abhors. Do you think they’ll shoot me or stone me when they find out I’m estranged from my husband? That I left my children with my mother? Meanwhile, Charles de Gaulle is the only Frenchman who’s declared he’ll fight Hitler. He’s in London, but we’re sitting here like old women!”


You wear your emotions like a bright red dress, my husband once told me. Too obviously, and like something most men will want to remove.


I still haven’t learned to cloak them.


But Navarre doesn’t retaliate. He says something ridiculous. “We’re going to Vichy.”


“That isn’t funny.” Obviously we’re not going to the town where Pétain’s set himself up, along with the impotent government of the new Vichy French state.


“I visited Pétain yesterday,” Navarre continues. “Told him how sorry I was for my treasons. He received me as one receives a son. He gave me a job.”


My God. I haven’t seen Christian and Béatrice since May. And the man I thought I was on a crusade with has turned out to be a collaborator too.


I whirl around, thankful only that my hip is better and I can stride rather than hobble to fetch my keys.


“I’m an official of the new Légion française des combattants,” Navarre calls. “I’m to turn a hotel in Vichy into a reception centre to rehabilitate returned soldiers to civilian life.” A beat. “It’s the perfect cover.”


I halt. “You have about five seconds to explain what you mean.”


“I mean,” he says, the crusader’s gleam back in his eye, “that the only way to overthrow a government is to find out their secrets. We’re going to create an intelligence network to dig up every last one. Then we’ll give those secrets to the Allies, who’ll use them to help us take back France.”


“So which is it? Are you rehabilitating soldiers or starting an intelligence network?” Despite my scepticism, I sit down.


“Every ex-soldier who comes to the reception centre is a potential source of secrets. We recruit the like-minded ones, eavesdrop on the rest. Which means” – he points at me – “you need to get into the habit of deceiving people.”


Haven’t I been doing that for the past seven years? I step into a salon with my blonde hair and blue eyes and reputation as an estranged wife, and people think they’re getting a racy flirt they can play like a hand of baccarat.


Then Navarre leans forward and says the most preposterous thing yet. “I have to make Pétain believe I’m trustworthy. So you’ll be the one recruiting the agents.”


The warrior mountains are hidden now by night, but I need more than nightfall to hide my incredulity. “Recruit military men? I know what they’re like – I married one. They’ll either laugh or spit on me if I try to recruit them for anything other than a date.”


“Then wear a raincoat and laugh right back.”


“That’s so easy for you to say!” I jump to my feet, cross to the balustrade, brace my hands against it. “You’re one of the most well-known military intelligence officers in the country. Nobody’s ever spat on you.”


“Spoken by a woman who’s never seen a battlefield.”


It all comes down to this, doesn’t it? The knowledge I can never lay claim to because of my gender. But – I have seen one, I almost retort. My heart bears the scars of the most personal battlefield of all: marriage.


But wrapped around Navarre’s neck is a twisted scar from the German bullet that almost killed him last month. My skin is porcelain smooth.


I close my eyes, confronted by a picture from a long time ago.


A wild child, the Shanghai mothers called me – the ones who wore white lawn day dresses and who always knew where their hats were. If anyone said it within my father’s earshot, he’d take out the dictionary, turn to the W section.


“Wild: a free or natural state of existence,” he’d read. “Passionately eager.”


I’d lean in closer so I could make sure he wasn’t inventing these descriptions that were all the things I wanted to be – all the things I was.


“Deviating from the intended or expected course,” he’d go on. “Having no basis in known fact.”


I took it as a compliment and a motto – I’d live a life that outran expectations, like a ship blown into a new ocean not needing the stars to find its way. There was no way to find except the one I chose.


And now it’s time to choose. For me. For my children. For my country. We deserve more than to be condemned to travail, famille, patrie – and Nazis.


“Being a woman is the best qualification of all,” Navarre says. “Who’d ever suspect—”


I open my eyes. “A woman.”


Once upon a time I didn’t know how to fly a plane or play an étude. But anything can be learned if you want it enough.


I’m thirty years old and the mother of a ten-year-old boy and an eight-year-old girl who I hope will have futures of aeroplanes and music and freedom and awe.


“Then I’d better get a raincoat,” I say. “Or learn to spit.”
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I see my first Nazi on Rue du Parc in Vichy. He’s on a white horse, surveying the town from on high, uniform sleek and grey – an elegant rat. Some passersby stare, others nod deferentially; two young women smile.


Around us, women in pastel dresses shop and lunch at the Hôtel du Parc as if they’re subjects in a Belle-Époque painting. Their husbands either are part of the new ministry of Nazi collaborators or are here trying to gain the favour of those collaborators. Do these women really have no idea that the government ran away while French children were strafed by the Luftwaffe?


Their ignorance and their husbands’ grovelling makes doubt flare. What if everyone believes Pétain has our best interests at heart – that he even has a heart? What if they think only inconsequential things have changed: menus written in German, the Nazis having first choice of the couturiers’ silks?


Finding people who want to help us dig up the Nazis’ secrets might be harder than I’d thought.


Sensing my dismay, Navarre indicates the Nazi. “Uniforms dirty easily.”


“So do white horses,” I reply.


We open a reception centre for the Légion française des combattants at the Hôtel des Sports. De-mobbed French soldiers come in ready to eat, to talk, to receive financial and career advice and medical care. My job is to ensure the supply of fresh flowers, hot food and warm fires – the atmosphere men expect but never wonder how it happens.


“Be invisible,” Navarre tells me. “Eavesdrop. Take anyone worth talking to up to the first floor.”


I’d like to believe I could be invisible. But it takes only a day to know that’s impossible.


“La maîtresse,” I hear one ex-military officer say.


He could be referring to my role as mistress of this establishment, but his tone tells me otherwise. These men, all at least fifteen years older than me, can’t think of a single reason why I’d be here other than as Navarre’s mistress. France is ruled by Hitler, but all they want to talk about is who’s sleeping with whom. Their eyes travel like advancing armies over my body – a simpler kind of covetousness than Hitler’s, but it comes from the same impulse: to be the one with the most power. Being a woman means either accepting weakness or learning that anything can be repurposed as a weapon.


I pick up a lukewarm coffeepot, trip on a flat piece of carpet and spill the coffee over his lap. Chaos ensues. So much for being invisible.


“We’re not going to defeat Hitler with espresso,” I say to Navarre at the end of our first month, when the quantity of coffee I’ve served to self-important officers is significantly greater than the quantity of information I’ve gathered.


I pour us both a brandy. A double.


“The Germans are building sentry boxes along the demarcation line and manning them with armed soldiers.” My voice is flat, the brandy too delicious. “I heard you’ll need an Ausweis to cross into the Occupied Zone – and that getting an Ausweis will be about as easy as climbing the Eiffel Tower without a rope.”


“Did they reach Mougins?” Navarre asks, redirecting the conversation.


I nod. He’s referring to my mother and children, who’ve arrived safely at our Riviera summer home in Mougins in the zone nono. The Nazis allowed refugees, excepting Jews and foreigners, to cross the demarcation line for a short period to return home. I can breathe again.


Navarre swallows his brandy. “I heard from a friend yesterday that our Renault workshops are now making German tanks.”


“And I heard that the ports in Bordeaux are being modified to house U-boats. U-boats in France.” My brandy vanishes too.


“The Allies need to know that.”


We’re slumped in the comfy leather chairs of the empty reception room, firelight illuminating our despair rather than making the night feel cosy, the hothouse roses sagging in their vases in mimicry of our posture. Our plan in coming to Vichy is to gather enough information to impress either the British or De Gaulle. We need support to build a proper intelligence network, and they have money, supplies and arms.


I shiver. What would we do with bullets and arms?


With my arms, I want to hold my children.


Which means believing that the woman who gathered information to show her husband the Moroccan people wouldn’t just accept the Berber Decree can do this too.


“All right,” I say, trying to convince myself as much as anyone. “We have three pieces of information. U-boats, Renault workshops and demarcation line fortifications. So we have more than we did yesterday.”


Navarre picks up the brandy bottle and tips another finger into our glasses, voice emphatic – the military leader returned. “Here’s to making sure that each day we know a little more than the day before.”
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I go for a walk in the evening blackout, trying to find inspiration for tomorrow. But everything in Vichy is strict, regimented – the trees spaced at precise intervals along the main street, the soldierly lampposts. There’s no hot, red sand. No bazaars or souks. No music.


One awning, different from all the rest, catches my eye. It’s adorned with yellow stars just bright enough to be visible in the dark.


Raoul Théret, Astrologue.


I’ve believed in stars since the night my father took me outside and held me up in his arms and told me the stories of the constellations hanging above Mount Mogan in China. The story of Callisto, or Ursa Major, the she-bear forever hung in the sky beside her son, just as I would like to be forever alongside my children. Perhaps that’s why I enter – the sense that I’m failing at everything. I’m not with my children, nor am I doing any good here in Vichy.


Monsieur Théret indicates that I should sit on the banquette, where I blurt out, “I want to know about France’s future.”


“L’Autrichien mourra de manière violente,” he says without hesitation.


The Austrian will die a violent death.


Hitler. It has to be.


I’m about to ask, When? but the astrologer says, “You cannot change what’s written in the stars. But you can use your cunning to arrive at your destiny.”


“My destiny?”


“Vous irez jusqu’au bout de votre route.”


You will go to the end of your road.


“What road?” I whisper.


“Madame,” the astrologer says solemnly. “You will make it to the end of everything.”


The room is black-draped, like night. Celestial charts paper the walls, bringing the moon and stars inside. For a moment, I feel as if I’m hanging in the sky, a brilliant tear in the darkness, able now to see.


I press myself up with such fervour I surprise even the future-seer. “Thank you.”


Cunning means being inventive. I don’t have to speak to the men Navarre wants me to talk to. I’m good at weaving a story that enthrals people – that’s where my experience lies.


Tomorrow I’ll find a group I have something in common with. I’ll put down the coffeepot and be an enchantress instead.


Only as I’m about to fall asleep do I remember the astrologer’s other prediction: You will make it to the end of everything. What exactly is written in the stars that glitter above me, like the dust left by once sparkling lives?
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