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Chapter 1


Odile


Paris, February 1939


Numbers floated round my head like stars. 823. The numbers were the key to a new life. 822. Constellations of hope. 841. In my bedroom late at night, in the morning on the way to get croissants, series after series – 810, 840, 890 – formed in front of my eyes. They represented freedom, the future. Along with the numbers, I’d studied the history of libraries, going back to the 1500s. In England, while Henry VIII was busy chopping off his wives’ heads, our King François was modernising his library, which he opened to scholars. His royal collection was the beginning of the Bibliothèque Nationale. Now, at the desk in my bedroom, I prepared for my job interview at the American Library, reviewing my notes one last time: founded in 1920; the first in Paris to let the public into the stacks; subscribers from over thirty countries, a quarter of them from France. I held fast to these facts and figures, hoping they’d make me appear qualified to the Directress.


I strode from my family’s apartment on the sooty rue de Rome, across from the Saint-Lazare train station, where locomotives coughed up smoke. The wind whipped my hair, and I tucked tendrils under my tam hat. In the distance, I could see the dome of Saint-Augustin Church. Religion, 200. Old Testament, 221. And the New Testament? I waited, but the number wouldn’t come. I was so nervous that I forgot simple facts. I drew my notebook from my handbag. Ah, yes, 225. I knew that.


My favourite part of library school had been the Dewey Decimal System. Conceived in 1873 by the American librarian Melvil Dewey, it used ten classes to organise library books on shelves based on subject. There was a number for everything, allowing any reader to find any book in any library. For example, Maman took pride in her 648 (housekeeping). Papa wouldn’t admit it, but he really did enjoy 785 (chamber music). My twin brother was more of a 636.8 person, while I preferred 636.7. (Cats and dogs, respectively.)


I arrived on le grand boulevard where, in the space of a block, the city shrugged off her working-class mantle and donned a mink coat. The coarse smell of coal dissipated, replaced by the honeyed jasmine of Joy, worn by women delighting in the window display of Nina Ricci’s dresses and Kislav green leather gloves. Further along, I wound around musicians leaving the shop that sold wrinkled sheet music, past the baroque building with the blue door, and turned the corner, on to a narrow side street. I knew the way by heart.


I loved Paris, a city with secrets. Like book covers, some leather, some cloth, each Parisian door led to an unexpected world. A courtyard could contain a knot of bicycles or a plump concierge armed with a broom. In the case of the Library, the massive wooden door opened to a secret garden. Bordered by petunias on one side, lawn on the other, the white pebbled path led to the brick and stone mansion. I crossed the threshold, beneath French and American flags fluttering side by side, and hung my jacket on the rickety coat-rack. Breathing in the best smell in the world – a mélange of the mossy scent of musty books and crisp newspaper pages – I felt as if I’d come home.


A few minutes early for the interview, I skirted the circulation desk, where the always debonair librarian listened to subscribers (‘Where can a fella find a decent steak in Paris?’ asked a newcomer in cowboy boots. ‘Why should I pay the fine when I didn’t even finish the book?’ demanded cantankerous Madame Simon), and entered the quiet of the cosy reading room.


At a table near the French windows, Professor Cohen read the paper, a jaunty peacock feather tucked in her chignon; Mr Pryce-Jones pondered Time as he puffed on his pipe. Ordinarily, I would have said hello, but, nervous about my interview, I sought refuge in my favourite section of the stacks. I loved being surrounded by stories, some as old as time, others published just last month.


I thought I might borrow a novel for my brother. More and more now, at all hours of the night, I would wake to the sound of him typing his tracts. If Rémy wasn’t writing articles about how France should help the refugees driven out of Spain by the civil war, he was insisting that Hitler would take over Europe the way he’d taken a chunk of Czechoslovakia. The only thing that made Rémy forget his worries – which was to say the worries of others – was a good book.


I ran my fingers along the spines. Choosing one, I opened to a random passage. I never judged a book by its beginning. It felt like the first and last date I’d once had, both of us smiling too brightly. No, I opened to a page in the middle, where the author wasn’t trying to impress me. ‘There are darknesses in life and there are lights,’ I read. ‘You are one of the lights, the light of all light.’ Oui. Merci, Mr Stoker. This is what I would say to Rémy if I could.


Now I was late. I hurried to the circulation desk, where I signed the card and slid Dracula into my handbag. The Directress was waiting. As always, her chestnut hair was swept up in a bun, a silver pen poised in her hand.


Everyone knew of Miss Reeder. She wrote articles for newspapers and dazzled on the radio, inviting all to the Library – students, teachers, soldiers, foreigners, and French. She was adamant that there was a place here for everyone.


‘I’m Odile Souchet. Sorry to be late. I was early, and I opened a book . . .’


‘Reading is dangerous,’ Miss Reeder said with a knowing smile. ‘Let’s go to my office.’


I followed her through the reading room, where subscribers in smart suits lowered their newspapers to get a better look at the famous Directress, up the spiral staircase and down a corridor in the sacred ‘Employees Only’ wing to her office, which smelled of espresso. On the wall hung a large aerial photo of a city, its blocks like a chessboard, so different from Paris’s winding streets.


Noting my interest, she said, ‘That’s Washington, DC. I used to work at the Library of Congress.’ She gestured for me to be seated and sat at her desk, which was covered by papers – some trying to sneak out of the tray, others held in place by a hole-puncher. In the corner was a shiny black phone. Beside Miss Reeder, a chair held a batch of books. I spied novels by Isak Dinesen and Edith Wharton. A bookmark – a bright ribbon, really – beckoned from each, inviting the Directress to return.


What kind of reader was Miss Reeder? Unlike me, she’d never leave books open-faced for a lack of a marque-page. She’d never leave them piled under her bed. She would have four or five going at once. A book tucked in her handbag for bus rides across the city. One that a dear friend had asked her opinion about. Another that no one would ever know about, a secret pleasure for a rainy Sunday afternoon—


‘Who’s your favourite author?’ Miss Reeder asked.


Who’s your favourite author? An impossible question. How could a person choose only one? In fact, my Aunt Caro and I had created categories – dead authors, living ones, foreign, French, etc. – to avoid having to decide. I considered the books in the reading room I’d touched just a moment ago, books that had touched me. I admired Ralph Waldo Emerson’s way of thinking: I am not solitary whilst I read and write, though nobody is with me, as well as Jane Austen’s. Though the authoress wrote in the nineteenth century, the situation for many of today’s women remained the same: futures determined by whom they married. Three months ago, when I’d informed my parents that I didn’t need a husband, Papa snorted and began bringing a different work subordinate to every Sunday lunch. Like the turkey Maman trussed and sprinkled with parsley, Papa presented each one on a platter: ‘Marc has never missed a day of work, not even when he had the flu!’


‘You do read, don’t you?’


Papa often complained that my mouth worked faster than my mind. In a flash of frustration, I responded to Miss Reeder’s first question.


‘My favourite dead author is Dostoevsky, because I like his character Raskolnikov. He’s not the only one who wants to hit someone over the head.’


Silence.


Why hadn’t I given a normal answer – for example, Zora Neale Hurston, my favourite living author?


‘It was an honour to meet you.’ I moved to the door, knowing the interview was over.


As my fingers reached for the porcelain knob, I heard Miss Reeder say, ‘“Fling yourself straight into life, without deliberation; don’t be afraid – the flood will bear you to the bank and set you safe on your feet again.” ’


My favourite line from Crime and Punishment. 891.73. I turned around.


‘Most candidates say their favourite is Shakespeare,’ she said.


‘The only author with his own Dewey Decimal call number.’


‘A few mention Jane Eyre.’


That would have been a normal response. Why hadn’t I said Charlotte Brontë, or any Brontë for that matter? ‘I love Jane, too. The Brontë sisters share the same call number – 823.’


‘But I liked your answer.’


‘You did?’


‘You said what you felt, not what you thought I wanted to hear.’


That was true.


‘Don’t be afraid to be different.’ Miss Reeder leaned forward. Her gaze – intelligent, steady – met mine. ‘Why do you want to work here?’


I couldn’t give her the real reason. It would sound terrible. ‘I memorised the Dewey Decimal System and got straight As at library school.’


She glanced at my application. ‘You have an impressive transcript. But you haven’t answered my question.’


‘I’m a subscriber here. I love English—’


‘I can see that,’ she said, a dab of disappointment in her tone. ‘Thank you for your time. We’ll let you know either way in a few weeks’ time. I’ll see you out.’


Back in the courtyard, I sighed in frustration. Perhaps I should have admitted why I wanted the job.


‘What’s wrong, Odile?’ asked Professor Cohen. I loved her standing-room-only lecture series, ‘English Literature at the American Library’. In her signature purple shawl, she made daunting books like Beowulf accessible, and her lectures were lively, with a soupçon of sly humour. Clouds of a scandalous past wafted in her wake like the lilac notes of her parfum. They said Madame le Professeur was originally from Milan. A prima ballerina who gave up star status (and her stodgy husband) in order to follow a lover to Brazzaville. When she returned to Paris – alone – she studied at the Sorbonne, where, like Simone de Beauvoir, she’d passed l’agrégation, the nearly impossible state exam, to be able to teach at the highest level.


‘Odile?’


‘I made a fool of myself at my job interview.’


‘A smart young woman like you? Did you tell Miss Reeder that you don’t miss a single one of my lectures? I wish my students were as faithful!’


‘I didn’t think to mention it.’


‘Include everything you want to tell her in a thank-you note.’


‘She won’t choose me.’


‘Life’s a brawl. You must fight for what you want.’


‘I’m not sure . . .’


‘Well, I am,’ Professor Cohen said. ‘Think the old-fashioned men at the Sorbonne hired me just like that? I worked damned hard to convince them that a woman could teach university courses.’


I looked up. Before, I’d only noticed the Professor’s purple shawl. Now I saw her steely eyes.


‘Being persistent isn’t a bad thing,’ she continued, ‘though my father complained I always had to have the last word.’


‘Mine, too. He calls me “unrelenting”.’


‘Put that quality to use.’


She was right. In my favourite books, the heroines never gave up. Professor Cohen had a point about putting my thoughts in a letter. Writing was easier than speaking face-to-face. I could cross things out and start again, a hundred times if I needed to.


‘You’re right . . .’ I told her.


‘Of course I am! I’ll inform the Directress that you always ask the best questions at my lectures, and you be sure to follow through.’ With a swish of her shawl, she strode into the Library.


It never mattered how low I felt, someone at the Library always managed to scoop me up and put me on an even keel. The Library was more than bricks and books; its mortar was people who cared. I’d spent time in other libraries, with their hard wooden chairs and their polite, ‘Bonjour, mademoiselle. Au revoir, mademoiselle.’ There was nothing wrong with these bibliothèques, they simply lacked the camaraderie of real community. The Library felt like home.


‘Odile! Wait!’ It was Mr Pryce-Jones, the retired English diplomat in his paisley bow tie, followed by the cataloguer Mrs Turnbull, with her crooked blue-grey fringe. Professor Cohen must have told them I was feeling discouraged.


‘Nothing is ever lost.’ He patted my back awkwardly. ‘You’ll win the Directress over. Just write a list of your arguments, like any diplomat worth his salt and pepper would.’


‘Quit mollycoddling the girl!’ Mrs Turnbull told him. Turning to me, she said, ‘In my native Winnipeg, we’re used to adversity. Makes us who we are. Winters with temperatures of minus forty degrees, and you won’t hear us complain, unlike Americans . . .’ Remembering the reason she’d stepped outside – an opportunity to boss someone – she stuck a bony finger in my face. ‘Buck up, and don’t take no for an answer!’


With a smile, I realised that home was a place where there were no secrets. But I was smiling. That was already something.


Back in my bedroom, no longer nervous, I wrote:


 


Dear Miss Reeder,


Thank you for discussing the job with me. I was thrilled to be interviewed. This Library means more to me than any place in Paris. When I was little, my Aunt Caroline took me to Story Hour. It’s thanks to her that I studied English and fell in love with the Library. Though my aunt is no longer with us, I continue to seek her at the ALP. I open books and turn to their pockets in the back, hoping to see her name on the card. Reading the same novels as she did makes me feel as if we’re still close.


The Library is my haven. I can always find a corner of the stacks to call my own, to read and dream. I want to make sure everyone has that chance, most especially the people who feel different and need a place to call home.


 


I signed my name, finishing the interview.










Chapter 2


Lily


Froid, Montana, September 1983


Her name was Mrs Gustafson, and she lived next door. Behind her back, folks called her the War Bride, but she didn’t look like a bride to me. First of all, she never wore white. And she was old. Way older than my parents. Everyone knows a bride needs a groom, but her husband was long dead. Though she spoke two languages fluently, for the most part she didn’t talk to anyone. She’d lived here since 1945, but would always be considered the woman who came from somewhere else.


She was the only war bride in Froid, much like Dr Stanchfield was the only doctor. I sometimes peeked into her living room, where even her tables and chairs were foreign – dainty like dollhouse furniture with sculpted walnut legs. I snooped in her mailbox, where letters from as far away as Chicago were addressed to Madame Odile Gustafson. Compared to the names I knew, like Tricia and Tiffany, ‘Odile’ seemed exotic. Folks said she came from France. Wanting to know more about her, I studied the encyclopaedia entries on Paris. I discovered the grey gargoyles of Notre-Dame and Napoleon’s Arc de Triomphe. Yet nothing I read could answer my question: what made Mrs Gustafson so different?


She wasn’t like the other ladies in Froid. They were plump like wrens, and their lumpy sweaters and boring shoes came in downy greys. The other ladies wore curlers to the grocery store, but Mrs Gustafson donned her Sunday best – a pleated skirt and high heels – just to take out the trash. A red belt showed off her waist. Always. She wore bright lipstick, even in church. ‘That one certainly thinks highly of herself,’ the other ladies said as she strode to her pew near the front, eyes hidden by her cloche hat. No one else wore a hat. And most parishioners sat in the back, not wanting to call themselves to God’s attention. Or the priest’s.


That morning, Iron-Collar Maloney asked us to pray for the 269 passengers of a Boeing 747 that had been shot down from the sky by Soviet K-8 missiles. On television, President Reagan had told us about the attack on the plane flying from Anchorage to Seoul. As the church bell pealed, his words rang in my ears: ‘Grief, shock, anger . . . the Soviet Union violated every concept of human rights . . . we shouldn’t be surprised by such inhuman brutality . . .’ The Russians would murder anyone, he seemed to be saying, even children.


Even in Montana, the Cold War made us shiver. Uncle Walt, who worked at Malmstrom Air Force Base, said a thousand Minuteman nuclear missiles had been planted like potatoes across our plains. Under round, cement crypts, the nuclear heads waited patiently for kingdom come. He bragged that the Minutemen were more powerful than the bombs that had destroyed Hiroshima. He said that missiles seek missiles, so Soviet weapons would bypass Washington and aim for us. In response, our Minutemen would soar, hitting Moscow in less time than it took me to get ready for school.


After Mass, the congregation lumbered across the street to the hall for coffee, doughnuts and the fellowship of gossip. Mom and I stood in line for pastries; at the pulpit of the percolator, Dad and the other men gathered around Mr Ivers, the president of the bank. Dad worked six days a week in hopes of becoming his vice-president.


‘Soviets won’t let anyone search for the bodies. Godless bastards.’


‘When Kennedy was President, defence spending was seventy per cent more than it is today.’


‘We’re sitting ducks.’


I listened without listening – in the endless wariness of the Cold War, these grim conversations were the soundtrack of our Sundays. Busy piling doughnut holes on my plate, it took me a minute to realise that Mom was wheezing. Usually when she had a spell, she had a reason: ‘The farmers are harvesting, and the dust in the air brings on my asthma,’ or ‘Father Maloney waves that incense around like he’s trying to fumigate.’ But this time she clasped my upper arm, offering none. I steered her towards the closest table, to seats next to Mrs Gustafson. Mom sank on to the metal chair, pulling me down beside her.


I tried to catch Dad’s attention.


‘I’m fine. Don’t make a fuss,’ Mom said in a tone that meant business.


‘Tragic, what happened to those people in the plane,’ Mrs Ivers said from across the table.


‘That’s why I stay put,’ Mrs Murdoch said. ‘Gallivanting about gets you in trouble.’


‘Lots of innocent people died,’ I said. ‘President Reagan said a congressman was killed.’


‘One less freeloader.’ Mrs Murdoch shoved the last of her doughnut between her brown teeth.


‘That’s a rotten thing to say. Folks have a right to take a plane without getting shot down,’ I said.


Mrs Gustafson’s eyes met mine. She nodded, like what I thought mattered. Though I’d made a hobby of observing her, this was the first time she’d noticed me.


‘It’s brave of you to take a stand,’ she said.


I shrugged. ‘People shouldn’t be mean.’


‘I couldn’t agree more,’ she said.


Before I could respond, Mr Ivers bellowed, ‘The Cold War’s gone on for nearly forty years. We’ll never win.’


Heads bobbed in agreement. ‘They’re cold-blooded killers,’ he continued.


‘Have you ever met a Russian?’ Mrs Gustafson asked him. ‘Worked with one? Well, I have, and can tell you they’re no different from you or me.’


The whole hall went quiet. Where had she met the enemy, and how had she ‘worked’ with one?


In Froid, we knew everything about everyone. We knew who drank too much and why, we knew who cheated on their taxes and who cheated on their wives, we knew who was living in sin with some man in Minot. The only secret was Mrs Gustafson. No one knew what her parents’ names were, or what her father did for a living. No one knew how she met Buck Gustafson during the war, or how she convinced him to jilt his high-school sweetheart and marry her instead. Rumours swirled around her but didn’t stick. There was sorrow in her eyes, but was it loss or regret? And after living in Paris, how could she settle for this dull dot on the plains?


 


I was a ‘front row, raise your hand’ student. Mary Louise sat behind me and doodled on the desk. Today at the blackboard, Miss Hanson tried her best to interest our seventh-grade class in Ivanhoe. Mary Louise muttered, ‘Ivan-no.’ Across the aisle, Robby’s tanned fingers curved around a pencil. His hair – brown like mine – was feathered. He could already drive, since he had to help his folks haul grain. He brought the pencil to his mouth, the pink eraser brushing his bottom lip. I could stare at the corner of his mouth for ever.


French kiss. French toast. French fries. All the good things were French. For all I knew, French green beans tasted better than American ones. French songs had to be better than the country music that played on the only radio station in town. ‘My life done broke down when that cud-smackin’ cow left me for a younger bull.’ The French probably knew more about love, too.


I wanted to sail down the runway of an airport, of a fashion show. I wanted to perform on Broadway, to peek behind the Iron Curtain. I wanted to know how French words would feel in my mouth. Only one person I knew had experienced the world beyond Froid – Mrs Gustafson.


Though we were neighbours, it was like she lived light years away. Each Halloween, Mom had warned, ‘The War Bride’s porch light is off. That means she doesn’t want you kids banging on her door.’ When Mary Louise and I sold Girl Scout cookies, her mom said, ‘The old broad’s on a budget, so don’t hit her up.’


My encounter with Mrs Gustafson made me bold. All I needed was the right school assignment, and I could interview her.


As expected, Miss H. assigned a book report on Ivanhoe. After class, I approached her desk and asked if I could write about a country instead.


‘Just this once,’ she said. ‘I look forward to reading your report on France.’


I was so distracted with my plan that when I went to the bathroom, I forgot to check under the stalls and lock the main door. Sure enough, when I finished, Tiffany Ivers and her herd skulked near the sinks, where she teased her wheat-gold hair in front of the mirror.


‘The flush didn’t work,’ she said. ‘Here comes a turd.’


Hardly sophisticated but when I studied my reflection, all I saw was turd-brown hair. I remained near the stalls, knowing that if I washed my hands, Tiffany would shove me into the faucet and I’d get drenched. If I didn’t, they’d tell the school. They did that to Maisie – no one would sit by ‘Pee Hands’ for a month. Arms crossed, the bathroom quartet waited.


The hinges of the door squeaked, and Miss H. peeked in. ‘Are you in here again, Tiffany? You must have bladder problems.’


The girls strode out, eyes on me as if to say, this isn’t over. That I knew.


Mom, the guerrilla optimist, would tell me to look on the bright side. At least old man Ivers had just one spawn. And it was Friday.


Usually on Fridays, my parents hosted dinner club (Mom roasted spare ribs, Kay brought a salad, and Sue Bob baked an upside-down pineapple cake), so I spent the night at Mary Louise’s. Tonight, though, I stayed in my room and came up with questions for Mrs Gustafson. As the adults ate, laughter spilled out of the dining room. When it got quiet, I knew that like lords and ladies in England, the women took themselves off so the men could settle into their chairs and say the things they couldn’t with their wives there.


While the women washed dishes, I listened to Mom’s other voice, the one she used with her friends. With them she seemed happier. Funny how the same person could be different people. This made me think that there were things about Mom I didn’t know, though she wasn’t mysterious like Mrs Gustafson.


At my desk, I wrote down the questions as they came – When was the last time the guillotine sliced off someone’s head? Does France have Jehovah’s Witnesses, too? Why do folks say you stole your husband? Now that he’s dead, why do you stay? – concentrating so hard that I didn’t know Mom was behind me until I felt her hand warm my shoulder.


‘You didn’t want to spend the night at Mary Louise’s?’


‘I’m doing my homework.’


‘On a Friday,’ she said, unconvinced. ‘Rough day at school?’


Most days were rough. But I didn’t feel like talking about Tiffany Ivers. Mom pulled a present the size of a shoe box from behind her back. ‘I made you something.’


‘Thanks!’ I tore open the wrapping paper and found a crocheted sweater.


I pulled it on over my T-shirt, and Mom tugged at the waist, happy with the sizing. ‘You’re beautiful. The green brings out the flecks in your eyes.’


A glance in the mirror confirmed that I looked like a dork. If I wore the sweater to school, Tiffany Ivers would eat me alive.


‘It’s . . . nice,’ I told Mom, too late.


She smiled to hide her hurt. ‘So what are you working on?’


I explained that I had to do a report on France and that I needed to interview Mrs Gustafson.


‘Oh, hon, I’m not sure we should bother her.’


‘I only have a few questions. Can’t we invite her over?’


‘I suppose . . . What would you want to ask?’


I pointed to my paper.


Glancing at the list, Mom exhaled loudly. ‘You know, there might be a reason she’s never gone back.’


 


On Saturday afternoon, I hurried past Mrs Gustafson’s old Chevy, up the rickety porch steps, and rang the doorbell. Ding-dang-dong. No answer. I rang the bell again. No one answered, so I tried the front door. It creaked open. ‘Hello?’ I said and walked in.


Silence.


‘Anyone home?’ I asked.


In the stillness of the living room, books covered the walls. Ferns lined a stand under the picture window. The stereo, the size of a deep freezer, could fit a body. I flipped through her record collection: Tchaikovsky, Bach, more Tchaikovsky.


Mrs Gustafson shuffled down the hall as if she’d awoken from a nap. Even alone at home, she wore a dress with her red belt. In her stockinged feet, she seemed vulnerable. It occurred to me that I’d never seen a friend’s car in front of her house, never known her to host family. She was the definition of solitude.


Stopping a few feet from me, she glared like I was a robber come to steal her recording of Swan Lake. ‘What do you want?’


You know things, and I want to know them, too.


She crossed her arms. ‘Well?’


‘I’m writing a report on you. I mean, on your country. Maybe you could come over so I can interview you.’


The edges of her mouth turned down. She didn’t respond.


The silence made me nervous. ‘It looks like a library in here.’ I gestured to her shelves, which were full of names I didn’t know – Madame de Staël, Madame Bovary, Simone de Beauvoir.


Maybe this was a bad idea. I turned to go.


‘When?’ she asked.


I looked back. ‘How about now?’


‘I was in the middle of something.’ She spoke the words briskly, as if she were president and needed to get back to running the domain of her bedroom.


‘I’m writing a report,’ I reminded her, since school came right after God, country and football.


Mrs Gustafson slipped into her high heels and grabbed her keys. I followed her on to the porch, where she locked the door. She was the only person in Froid who did.


‘Do you always barge into people’s homes?’ she asked as we crossed the lawn.


I shrugged. ‘They usually answer the door.’


 


In our dining room, she clasped her hands, then let them go limp at her side. Her eyes flitted to the carpet, the window seat, the family photos on the wall. Her mouth moved to say something, possibly, ‘Isn’t this nice?’ like the other ladies would, then her jaw clamped shut.


‘Welcome,’ Mom said as she set a plate of chocolate chip cookies on the table.


I gestured for our neighbour to take a seat. Mom set mugs in front of her own plate and mine; in front of Mrs Gustafson’s, she placed her teacup. I knew its story by heart. Years ago, when Mrs Ivers had gone on a ‘castle tour’ of England, Dad gave her money to buy a fancy tea set for Mom. But porcelain is pricey, and Mrs Ivers returned with just one cup and saucer. Terrified the china would break, she kept it on her lap the entire transatlantic flight. In my mind, the slender cup covered in dainty blue flowers came from somewhere better. Finer. Like Mrs Gustafson.


Mom served the tea; I broke the silence. ‘What’s the best thing about Paris? Is it really the most beautiful city in the world? What was it like growing up there?’


Mrs Gustafson didn’t answer right away.


‘I hope we’re not bothering you,’ Mom told her.


‘The last time I was interviewed like this was for a job back in France.’


‘Were you nervous?’ I asked.


‘Yes, but I’d memorised entire books to prepare.’


‘Did it help?’


She smiled ruefully. ‘There are always questions one is unprepared to answer.’


‘Lily won’t be asking those kinds of questions.’ Mom addressed Mrs Gustafson, but her warning was meant for me.


‘The best thing about Paris? It’s a city of readers,’ our neighbour said.


She said that in friends’ homes, books were as important as the furniture. She spent her summers reading in the city’s lush parks, then, like the potted palmettos in the Tuileries Garden, sent to the greenhouse at the first sign of frost, she spent winters at the Library, curled up near the window with a book in her lap.


‘You like to read?’ For me, the classics assigned in English were a chore.


‘I live to read,’ she replied. ‘Mostly books on history and current events.’


That sounded about as fun as watching snow melt. ‘What about when you were my age?’


‘I loved novels like The Secret Garden. My twin brother was the one interested in the news.’


A twin. I wanted to ask what his name was, but she’d moved on. Parisians revel in food almost as much as in literature, she said. It had been many years, but she still remembered the pastry that her father brought her after her first day of work, a cake called a financier. Closing her eyes, she said the buttery almond powder made her mouth feel like heaven. Her mother adored opéras, swathes of deep, dark chocolate enveloped in layers of cake soaked in coffee . . . Fee-nahn-see-yay. Oh-pay-rah. I tasted the words and loved how they felt on my tongue.


Paris is a place that talks to you, she continued. A city that hums along to its own song. In the summer Parisians keep their windows open, and one hears the tinkling of a neighbour’s piano, the snap of playing cards being shuffled, static as someone fiddles with the radio knob. There’s always a child laughing, someone arguing, a clarinettist playing in the square.


‘It sounds wonderful,’ Mom said dreamily.


Usually, on Sundays after church, Mrs Gustafson’s shoulders slumped, and her eyes were like the neon sign of the Oasis bar on Monday – unplugged. But now, her eyes were bright. As she spoke of Paris, the angular lines of her face softened, and so did her voice. I wondered why she’d ever left.


Mom surprised me by asking a question. ‘What was life like during the war?’


‘Hard.’ Mrs Gustafson’s fingers tightened around the teacup. When air-raid sirens screeched, her family hid in the cellar. With food rationing, each person received one egg per month. Everyone grew skinnier until she thought they’d just disappear. On the streets, Nazis forced them through random checkpoints. Like wolves, they stayed in packs. People were arrested for no reason. Or small reasons, like staying out past curfew.


Weren’t curfews for teenagers? Mary Louise’s sister Angel had one.


‘What do you miss most about Paris?’ I asked.


‘Family and friends.’ Mrs Gustafson’s brown eyes grew wistful. ‘People who understand me. I miss speaking French. Feeling like I’m home.’


I didn’t know what to say. Silence seeped into the room. It made Mom and me fidgety, but didn’t seem to bother our neighbour, who sipped the last of her tea.


Noticing Mrs Gustafson’s empty cup, Mom jumped up. ‘I’ll put the kettle on.’


Halfway to the kitchen, Mom stopped suddenly. She teetered, and one hand shot out, grasping for the cupboard. Before I even thought to move, Mrs Gustafson leaped to her feet and slipped her arm around Mom’s waist to guide her back to the chair. I crouched beside Mom. Her cheeks were flushed, and she breathed in a slow and shallow way, like the air didn’t want to go into her lungs.


‘I’ll be fine,’ she said. ‘I stood too quickly. I know better.’


‘Has this happened before?’ Mrs Gustafson asked.


Mom looked at me, so I returned to my chair and pretended to brush away some crumbs.


‘A few times,’ she admitted.


Mrs Gustafson called Dr Stanchfield. In Froid, adults all said the same thing: ‘In the city, you call a doctor, and he won’t come, no matter how sick you get. Here, the secretary answers by the second ring, and Stanch is at your house in ten minutes flat.’ He delivered babies in three counties – the first person to hold many of us in his warm, speckled hands.


He knocked on the door and walked in with his black leather bag.


‘You needn’t have come,’ Mom said, flustered. She took me to see Stanch if I so much as sneezed, but had never made an appointment for her asthma.


‘You let me be the judge of that.’ He gently moved her hair aside and held his stethoscope to her back. ‘Take a deep breath.’


She inhaled.


‘If that’s a deep breath . . .’ As Stanch took her blood pressure, he frowned. He said the numbers were high, and prescribed some pills.


Maybe Mom had been wrong when she said it was asthma.


 


After dinner, Mary Louise and I sprawled on my carpet to do our reports. ‘What’d Mrs Gustafson say?’ she asked.


‘That the war was dangerous.’


‘Dangerous? Like how?’


‘The enemy everywhere.’ I imagined Mrs Gustafson on her way to work, the streets full of mangy wolves. Some would growl, some would nip at her high heels. And she kept going. Maybe she never went the same way twice.


‘So she had to sneak around?’


‘I guess.’


‘Wouldn’t it be cool if she was a secret agent?’


‘Totally.’ I imagined her delivering messages in musty books.


‘Speaking of secrets . . .’ She put down her pencil. ‘I smoked one of Angel’s cigarettes.’


‘You smoked by yourself? Did not.’


She didn’t say anything.


‘Did not,’ I repeated.


‘With Tiffany.’


Her words hit me hard. ‘If you smoke, I’ll never talk to you again,’ I said. And held my breath.


We were both twelve, but Mary Louise knew everything first. Because of her sister Angel, Mary Louise heard about rubbers and keggers. My parents didn’t let me wear make-up, so Mary Louise loaned me hers. She was stronger and faster than me, and I felt her sprinting away.


‘Didn’t like it that much anyways,’ she said.


 


In the coming weeks, Mom lost her appetite, and her clothes hung loose. Her medicine wasn’t working. Dad took her to see a specialist, who said it was just stress. She was too tired to cook, so Dad made sandwiches. On Thanksgiving, he and I ate our grilled cheese at the kitchen counter. We glanced at the doorway, hoping Mom would feel well enough to join us.


He cleared his throat. ‘How is school going?’


I had straight As and no boyfriend, and Tiffany Ivers was trying to steal Mary Louise from me. ‘Fine.’


‘Fine?’


‘All the other girls get to wear make-up. Why can’t I?’


‘A pretty girl like you doesn’t need all that gunk on your face.’


Most of what Dad said didn’t register. I didn’t hear his concern, didn’t hear him say I was pretty. All I heard was the unequivocal no.


‘But Dad—’


‘I hope you don’t nag your mother like this.’


For the thousandth time, we both looked at the bedroom door.


 


Backpacks slung over our shoulders, Mary Louise and I trudged home from school. We stopped on First Street to pet Smokey the German shepherd, continued past the Fleschs’, who had forty-seven ceramic gnomes scattered around their yard, one for each year they’d been married. On the corner lot, old Mrs Murdoch brushed back her lace curtains. If we cut across her lawn instead of taking the sidewalk, she called our parents.


In Froid, we all shopped at the same grocery store, we drank from the same well. We shared the same past, we repeated the same stories. Mrs Murdoch wasn’t as mean before her husband keeled over shovelling snow. Buck Gustafson was never the same after the war. We read the same newspaper, we depended on the same doctor. On our way to here or there, we drove down dirt roads, we watched combines roll round the fields, their headers snatching up the wheat. The air smelled clean. Honest. Our mouths and nostrils filled with the tender taste of hay, and the dust of harvest pumped through our blood.


‘Let’s move to a big city.’ Mary Louise glowered at Mrs Murdoch. ‘Where no one knows our business.’


‘Where we can do anything,’ I added. ‘Like scream in church.’


‘Or not even go to church.’


We paused at this, an idea so enormous it took time to sink in, and walked the last block to my house in silence. From the street, I could see Mom at the window. The reflection on the glass made her seem pale like a ghost.


Mary Louise headed home; I continued to the mailbox and held on to the weathered post, not ready to go inside. Mom used to make cookies and chat with friends at the kitchen counter. Sometimes, she’d pick me up from school and we’d drive to the Medicine Lake Refuge, her favourite place for bird-watching. In the station wagon, Mom and I faced the same direction; the road stretched before us, rich with possibilities. It was easy to confide in her about a run-in with Tiffany Ivers or a bad grade on a test. I could tell her the good things, too, like the time in PE class when Robby was team captain and he chose me first, even before he picked any of the boys. Each time I struck out, they complained bitterly, but he stayed at my side and told me, ‘You’ll get ’em next time.’


Mom knew everything about me.


At Medicine Lake, there were 270 species of birds. We moved through the knee-high needle-and-thread grass. Binoculars hung from the strap around Mom’s neck. ‘Maybe hawks are more majestic,’ she said, ‘and piping plovers have the best name. Still, I like robins best.’


I teased her for driving all this way to observe birds that we could find on our front lawn.


‘Robins are elegant,’ she told me, ‘a good omen, a reminder of the special things we have right in front of us.’ She hugged me tight.


But now, she stayed home alone and rarely had the energy to talk, even to me.


Just then, Mrs Gustafson went to her mailbox, and I crossed the brown strip of grass that separated us. She held a letter to her chest.


‘Who’s it from?’


‘My friend Lucienne in Chicago. We’ve written to each other for decades. She and I came over on the ship together – three unforgettable weeks from Normandy to New York.’ She regarded me. ‘Is everything all right?’


‘I’m fine.’ Everyone knew the rules: don’t draw attention to yourself, no one likes a show-off. Don’t turn around in church, even if a bomb goes off behind you. When someone asks how you are, say, ‘Fine,’ even if you’re sad and scared.


‘Would you like to come over?’ she asked.


I plunked my backpack in front of her shelves. There were books up and down, but only three photos, small as Polaroids. At my house, we had more pictures than books (the Bible, Mom’s field guides and an encyclopaedia set that we’d found at a garage sale).


The first photo was of a young Marine. He had Mrs Gustafson’s eyes.


She moved to my side. ‘My son, Marc. He was killed in Vietnam.’


Once, when I was handing out bulletins at church, a flock of ladies landed near the basin of holy water. Just as Mrs Gustafson entered, Mrs Ivers whispered, ‘Tomorrow’s the anniversary of Marc’s death.’


Shaking her head, old Mrs Murdoch replied, ‘Losing a child, nothing worse. We should send flowers or—’


‘You should stop gossiping,’ Mrs Gustafson snapped, ‘at least at Mass.’


The ladies dipped trembling fingers into the holy water, quickly made the sign of the cross, and slunk to their pews.


Running my hand over the top of the picture frame, I said, ‘I’m sorry.’


‘As am I.’


The sorrow in her voice made me uneasy. No one ever came to visit her. Not her in-laws, not her French family. What if everyone she’d ever loved was dead? She probably didn’t want me here, dredging up her losses. I moved to pick up my backpack.


‘Would you like a biscuit?’ she asked.


In the kitchen, I grabbed the biggest two on the plate and gobbled them down before she touched hers. Thin and crunchy, the sugar cookies were wrapped in the shape of a miniature spyglass.


She’d just finished the first batch, so over the next hour I helped roll out the rest. I appreciated that she didn’t say anything about Mom. Not, ‘We miss your mother at the PTA, tell her everyone has to pull their weight.’ Or, ‘Nothing wrong with her that a pork roast couldn’t fix.’ Silence had never felt so good.


‘What are these cookies called?’ I asked as I grabbed another.


‘Cigarettes russes. Russian cigarettes.’


Communist cookies? I put it back on the plate. ‘Who taught you to make them?’


‘I got the recipe from a friend, who served them when I delivered books.’


‘Why couldn’t she get her own books?’


‘She wasn’t allowed in libraries during the war.’


Before I could ask why not, there was a pounding at the door. ‘Mrs Gustafson?’


It was Dad, which meant it was six o’clock – dinner time, and I was in trouble. Wiping the crumbs from my mouth, I prepared my case. Time slipped by, I had to stay to help finish . . .


Mrs Gustafson opened the door, and I expected hurricane Dad to rain down.


His eyes were wide, his tie crooked. ‘I’m taking Brenda to the hospital,’ he said to Mrs Gustafson. ‘Can you look after Lily?’


I wanted to say I was sorry, but he rushed off, not waiting for a response.










Chapter 3


Odile


Paris, February 1939


The shadow of Saint-Eustache Church loomed over Maman, Rémy and me as we set forth from yet another dull Sunday service. Released from the oppressive grasp of incense, I sucked in icy gales of air, relieved to be away from the priest and his gloomy sermon. Maman prodded us along the pavement, past Rémy’s second-favourite bookshop, past the boulangerie with the broken-hearted baker who burned the bread, through the entrance to our building.


‘Which one is it today, Pierre or Paul?’ she fretted. ‘Whoever he is, he’ll be here any minute. Odile, don’t you dare scowl. Of course, Papa wants to get to know these men; not all of them work at his precinct. One might be a perfect suitor for you.’


Another lunch with an unsuspecting policeman. It was awkward when a man showed an interest in me, mortifying when he showed none.


‘And change into your blouse! I can’t believe you wore that faded smock to church. What will people think?’ she said as she rushed to the kitchen to check on the roast.


In the hall, at the mirror with the chipped gilding, I re-braided my auburn hair; Rémy ran a dab of barber cream through his unruly curls. In French families, Sunday lunch was a ritual every bit as sacred as Mass, and Maman insisted that we look our best.


‘How would Dewey classify this lunch?’ Rémy asked.


‘That’s easy – 841. A Season in Hell.’


He laughed.


‘How many underlings has Papa invited so far?’


‘Fourteen,’ he said. ‘I bet they’re afraid to tell him “no”.’


‘Why don’t you have to go through this torture?’


‘Because no one cares when men get married.’ With an impish grin, he snatched my scarf and pulled the scratchy wool over his head, knotting it under his chin the way our mother did. ‘Ma fille, women have a short shelf life.’


I giggled. He always knew how to cheer me up.


‘The way you’re going,’ he continued in Maman’s shrill manner, ‘you’ll be on the shelf for ever!’


‘A library shelf, if I get the job.’


‘When you get the job.’


‘I’m not sure . . .’


Rémy slipped off the scarf. ‘You have a library degree, you speak English fluently, and you got high marks at your internship. I have faith in you; have faith in yourself.’


A knock at the door. We opened it to find a blond policeman in a peacoat. I braced myself – last week’s protégé had greeted me by rubbing his greasy jowls against my face.


‘I’m Paul,’ this one said. He barely touched his cheeks to mine.


‘Pleasure to meet you both,’ he said as he shook Rémy’s hand. ‘I’ve heard good things about you.’


He seemed sincere, but I had trouble believing Papa had said anything remotely positive about either of us. All we heard about were Rémy’s dismal grades (yet he was best debater in his law class!) and my lacklustre housekeeping (‘How can you sleep on a bed that has books all over it?’).


‘I’ve looked forward to today all week,’ the protégé told Maman.


‘A home-cooked meal will do you good,’ she said. ‘We’re glad you’re here.’


Papa thrust his guest into the armchair near the fireplace, then served the aperitif (vermouth for the men, sherry for the women). While Maman flitted from the seat near her beloved ferns to the kitchen, making sure the maid carried out her instructions, Papa presided from his Louis XV-style chair, his broom-shaped moustache sweeping assertions from his mouth. ‘Who needs these chômeurs intellectuels? I say let the “intellectual unemployed” compose their prose while working in the mines. What other country distinguishes between smart loafers and dim ones? My tax money at work!’ Each Sunday, the suitor changed; Papa’s long-winded lecture never did.


Once again, I explained, ‘No one’s forcing you to support artists and writers. You can choose ordinary postage stamps or those with a small surtax.’


Next to me on the divan, Rémy crossed his arms. I could read his mind: why do you bother?


‘I’ve never heard of that programme,’ Papa’s protégé said. ‘When I write home, I’ll ask for those stamps.’


Perhaps this one wasn’t as bad as the rest.


Papa turned to Paul. ‘Our colleagues are having a hell of a time with the detention camps near the border. All these refugees pouring in – soon there’ll be more Spaniards in France than in Spain.’


‘There’s a civil war,’ Rémy said. ‘They need help.’


‘They’re helping themselves to our country!’


‘What are innocent civilians to do?’ Paul asked Papa. ‘Remain home and be butchered?’


For once, my father didn’t have a reply. I considered our guest. Not the short hair that stuck straight up, nor the blue eyes that matched his uniform, but his strength of character and serene fearlessness in standing up for his beliefs.


‘With all the political upheaval,’ Rémy said, ‘one thing’s sure. War is coming.’


‘Nonsense!’ Papa said. ‘Millions have been invested in security. With the Maginot Line, France is completely safe.’


I imagined the line as an immense ditch on France’s borders with Italy, Switzerland and Germany, where armies who tried to attack would be swallowed whole.


‘Must we discuss war?’ Maman asked. ‘All this grim talk on a Sunday! Rémy, why don’t you tell us about your classes?’


‘My son wants to drop out of law school,’ Papa said to Paul. ‘I have it on good authority that he skips class.’


I racked my mind to find something to say.


Paul spoke before I could. Turning to Rémy, he said, ‘What would you like to do instead?’


It was a question I wished Papa would ask.


‘Run for office,’ Rémy answered, ‘try to change things.’


Papa rolled his eyes.


‘Or become a park ranger and escape this corrupt world,’ Rémy said.


‘You and I keep people and businesses safe,’ Papa said to Paul. ‘He’ll protect pine cones and bear scat.’


‘Our forests are as important as the Louvre,’ Paul said.


Another answer that brooked no response from Papa. I looked to Rémy, to see what he made of Paul, but he’d turned towards the window and taken himself to a faraway place, as we often did during interminable Sunday lunches. This time, I decided to stay. I wanted to hear what Paul had to say.


‘Lunch smells delicious!’ I hoped to steer Papa’s attention from Rémy.


‘Yes,’ Paul added gamely. ‘I haven’t had a home-cooked meal in months.’


‘How will you help your refugees if you quit law school?’ Papa continued. ‘You need to stick to something.’


‘The soup must be ready . . .’ Maman picked nervously at the dried fronds of her ferns.


Wordlessly, Rémy skirted past her to the dining room.


‘You don’t want to work,’ Papa called out, ‘but you’re always the first at the table for meals!’


He couldn’t stop, not even in front of a guest.


As usual, we ate leek and potato soup. Paul complimented her on the creamy soup, and she murmured something about it being a good recipe. The scrape of Papa’s spoon on the porcelain signalled the end of the first course. Maman’s mouth opened slightly, as if she wanted to tell him to be gentle. But she would never reproach Papa.


The maid brought out the rosemary mashed potatoes and roast pork. I squinted at the mantle clock. Usually, lunch dragged on, but I was surprised to see that it was already 2 p.m.


‘Are you a student as well?’ Paul asked me.


‘No, I’ve finished studying. I’ve just applied for a job at the American Library.’


A smile touched his lips. ‘I wouldn’t mind working in a nice peaceful place like that.’


Papa’s black eyes gleamed with interest. ‘Paul, if you’re not content in the eighth district, why not transfer to my precinct? There’s a sergeant’s position for the right man.’


‘Thank you, sir, but I’m happy where I am.’ Paul’s gaze never left my face. ‘Extremely happy.’


Suddenly, it felt as if it were just the two of us. As he now leaned back in his chair, and bent his deep-set eyes upon her in his turn, perhaps he might have seen one wavering moment in her, when she was impelled to throw herself upon his breast, and give him the pent-up confidences of her heart.


‘Girls working,’ Papa scoffed. ‘Couldn’t you have at least applied to a French library?’


Regretfully, I left the tender scene with Paul, and with Dickens. ‘Papa, the Americans don’t just alphabetise, they use numbers called the Dewey Decimal System—’


‘Numbers to classify letters? You can bet some capitalist came up with that idea – they care more about figures than letters! What’s wrong with the way we do things?’


‘Miss Reeder says it’s all right to be different.’


‘Foreigners! God knows who else you’ll have to deal with!’


‘Give people a chance, you might be surprised—’


‘You’re the one who’s in for a surprise.’ He pointed his fork at me. ‘Working with the public is damn hard. Why, yesterday I was called in because a senator had been arrested for breaking and entering. A little old lady found him passed out on her floor. When the reprobate came to, he didn’t stop shouting obscenities until he started vomiting. Had to hose him down before we could get the story out of him. He’d thought he was at his mistress’s building, but that his key didn’t work, so he crept up the trellis and into the window. Believe me, you don’t want anything to do with people, and don’t get me started on the scum running this country into the ground.’


There he went again, complaining about foreigners, politicians and uppity women. I groaned, and Rémy tucked his stockinged foot over mine. Comforted by this small touch, I felt the tension in my shoulders soften. We’d invented this secret show of support when we were little. Faced with our father’s wrath – ‘Twice this week you’ve had to wear the dunce cap at school, Rémy! I should staple the damn thing to your head’ – I’d known better than to console my brother with a kind word. The last time I had, Papa said, ‘Taking his side? I should thrash you both.’


‘They’ll hire an American, not you,’ Papa concluded.


I wished I could prove the all-knowing commissaire wrong. I wished he would respect my choices, instead of telling me what I should want.


‘A quarter of the Library’s subscribers are Parisian,’ I countered. ‘They need French-speaking staff.’


‘What will people think?’ Maman fretted. ‘They’ll say Papa isn’t providing for you.’


‘Many girls have jobs these days,’ Rémy said.


‘Odile doesn’t need to work,’ Papa said.


‘But she wants to,’ I said softly.


‘Let’s not argue.’ Maman scooped the mousse au chocolat into small crystal bowls. The dessert, rich and dreamy, demanded our attention and allowed us to agree on something – Maman made the best mousse.


At 3 p.m. Paul rose. ‘Thank you for lunch. I’m sorry I must go, but my shift starts soon.’


We followed him to the door. Papa shook his hand and said, ‘Consider my offer.’


I wanted to thank Paul for standing up for Rémy, and for me, but with Papa there, I remained silent. Paul moved closer, until he was just before me. I held my breath.


‘I hope you get the job,’ he whispered.


When he kissed me goodbye, his lips were soft on my cheek, making me curious to know how his mouth would feel on mine. Imagining our kiss, my heart beat faster, like it did the first time I read A Room with a View. I tore through scenes, waiting for George and Lucy – who were so right for each other – to confess their unbridled love and embrace in a deserted piazza. I wished I could flip the pages of my life faster, to know if I’d see Paul again.


I moved to the window and watched him hurry down the street.


Behind me, I heard the glug-glug-glug of Papa pouring a digestif. Sunday lunch was the one time each week that he and Maman indulged themselves in the dark memories of the Great War. After a few sips, she reverently recited names of neighbours who’d been killed, as if each were a bead on her rosary. To Papa, the battles his regiment won seemed like defeats because so many of his fellow soldiers had died.


Rémy joined me at the window, where he picked at Maman’s fern. ‘We scared off another suitor,’ he said.


‘You mean Papa did.’


‘He drives me mad. He’s so narrow-minded. He has no clue about what’s happening.’


I always sided with Rémy, but this once, I hoped that Papa was right. ‘Did you mean what you said . . . about war?’


‘I’m afraid so,’ he said. ‘Hard times are coming.’


Hard Times. 823. British fiction.


‘Civilians are dying in Spain. Jews are being persecuted in Germany,’ he continued, frowning at the frond held between his fingers, ‘and I’m stuck in classes.’


‘You’re publishing articles that raise awareness about the plight of refugees. You organised a clothing drive for them, and got the whole family involved. I’m proud of you.’


‘It’s not enough.’


‘Right now, you need to focus on your classes. You were at the top of your class, now you’ll be lucky to graduate.’


‘I’m sick of studying theoretical court cases. People need help now. Politicians aren’t acting. I can’t just sit at home. Someone has to do something.’


‘You need to graduate.’


‘A degree won’t make a difference.’


‘Papa’s not entirely wrong,’ I said gently. ‘You should finish what you start.’


‘I’m trying to tell you—’
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