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To my mother






Chapter One

Paris, July 1943

Lana Hartmann hurried down the Boulevard Saint-Germain to St. Catherine’s school, where Frederic taught piano. For once, the signs of the occupation—the slick German cars cruising down the boulevards, the Parisians crammed into buses, the endless lines of people waiting hours for a stick of butter—didn’t bother her. She was wildly, irrationally happy.

If it was possible, she was happier than the day she and Frederic had married in the autumn of 1941. Everyone said they were crazy: Who gets married when Europe is at war? Her wedding gown was an old party dress, and her shoes were made of rubber. But when she faced Frederic in the office at city hall, she felt as elegant as a princess.

Her hand went instinctively to her stomach. She couldn’t wait to tell Frederic her news. It was the worst possible time to have a baby; they couldn’t even afford an extra loaf from the corner patisserie. But Hitler and his army couldn’t take away the velvet sheen of a baby’s cheek, the sweet smell of breast milk on its breath.

Lana froze at the sight of a German truck that was parked in front of the convent. The sight of any truck emblazoned with the red and black swastika filled her with dread. The Germans usually left the nuns alone. With rising concern, she walked around the stone building and noticed Frederic standing in the music room talking to two Gestapo officers. She crouched down so the top of her head couldn’t be seen from inside and listened through the open window. If she raised her chin, she could just see Frederic facing the two men.

“Your papers, please,” the older officer said. He was in his thirties with a widow’s peak and dark eyes.

Frederic produced his papers, and the officer examined them carefully.

“Frederic Hartmann?” He looked at Frederic quizzically. “Hartmann doesn’t sound French.”

“My mother is French and my father is of German descent.…” Frederic stammered.

Frederic developed a slight stutter when he was nervous that Lana had always found endearing. It took him ages to get out the five words Lana, will you marry me? She had waited with delight for him to finish the sentence.

“You are from the north, from Lille?” the officer prompted.

“I came to Paris to study music at the university.”

“You must have been quite the musical protégé to come all the way to Paris.” The officer pointed to Frederic’s ring. “And you are married.”

“My wife is a student too; she’s going to be a chemist.”

“An upstanding young couple.” The officer handed Frederic his papers. “The rumors must be wrong.”

“Rumors?” Frederic gulped. Lana could see his Adam’s apple bobbing on his neck.

“There is a rumor that several Jewish children are attending St. Catherine’s convent, studying music.” His eyes narrowed. “I must have been misinformed.”

“Yes, you must be,” Frederic answered. This time his voice was stronger. As if he knew he had to vanquish his own fears to protect the children. “There are no Jewish children here.”

“Then you won’t mind if Gunther looks around.” The officer waved at the younger man.

“I’d be happy to take you to the children,” Frederic said. “They are with Sister Catherine studying geography.”

“You and I will stay here.” The officer glanced at the piano. “You can play some Wagner for me. One of the things I miss about Germany is hearing my beloved Wagner.”

Frederic sat stiffly at the piano. Lana held her breath. Frederic refused to play Wagner these days. How could he play music by Hitler’s favorite composer when Hitler was intent on wiping out all the Jews in Europe? And Wagner himself was known for despising Jews.

There was the sound of voices, and the younger officer appeared in the doorway. Lana craned her neck even farther to look into the room and saw four dark-haired children. Two she recognized: Ida and Sophie Rosenberg were Jewish sisters. Their father had been shot by the Gestapo for arguing with a German officer. His wife had been in labor, and the officer wouldn’t let them pass without their papers. By the time the girls’ father went back to their flat to retrieve them it would have been too late to get to the hospital. There was a scuffle, and Sophie and Ida’s father was killed.

“These children were hiding in the laundry room.” The officer pushed them into the room. “Sister Claudette was with them.”

Lana could see his pistol gleaming in its holster, and she put her hand over her mouth. She couldn’t make a sound; it would only cause more trouble if anyone discovered her.

“You mustn’t blame Sister Claudette or any of the nuns in the convent for having Jewish children,” Frederic said. “It’s my fault; these children are so talented it would be a crime if they couldn’t study piano.”

Frederic looked at the children, and Lana remembered the first time she saw his brown eyes and knew instinctively that he was kind as well as handsome.

“I understand your dilemma,” the older officer said pleasantly. “The German army has been in Paris for three years, and the French still don’t appreciate how much we support the arts. We brought the Berliner Philharmonicker to perform at the Paris Opera. We hold German music festivals and art shows all the time.” The benevolent expression disappeared. “But it is a greater crime to allow Jewish children to attend school when it is strictly forbidden. Everyone makes mistakes, Frederic Hartmann.” He lingered on his last name. “I will escort the children home to their parents and warn them it must never happen again.”

The younger officer’s grip tightened on Sophie, and she let out a small yelp.

“I’ll take them,” Frederic volunteered.

“That won’t be necessary,” the older man said. “We have a truck waiting out front.”

Lana saw Frederic take in the gleaming pistol. “It’s an easy walk from here.” Frederic reached for his hat. “It will feel good to get some air.”

“Is your wife pretty?” the officer asked.

“My wife?” Frederic said, surprised. “Yes, she’s beautiful.”

“And you would like to see her again.”

The color drained from Frederic’s cheeks, and his hands fell to his sides. “Yes, of course.”

“Then you will stay here while we take the children,” the officer instructed. He moved the children toward the door when a muffled sound came from the grand piano.

The officer stopped.

“Open the piano.” He took out his pistol and waved it at Frederic.

“Why would I open the piano, there’s nothing inside,” Frederic stammered.

“Do as I say or these children will see your blood splattered all over the floor.”

Lana watched Frederic fumble with the piano lid. A small face appeared, and Lana recognized Esther Cohen. She was six years old. Her father had been Frederic’s music professor before he was sent to a labor camp. Her mother worked two jobs, so Frederic sometimes brought her to school with him.

“Please don’t hurt her,” Frederic begged. “The sound of your boots scared her. I told her to get in the piano.”

“Hand me the child.” The officer pointed his gun at Esther.

“I’ll take responsibility for her.” Frederic held her in his arms. “She isn’t doing any harm. She’s an innocent child.”

“Give me the child now,” the officer barked.

Frederic tried to put Esther behind his back, but the younger officer grabbed her. Esther screamed, and Frederic lunged for her. Then the other officer fired his pistol. The shot made a sound that seemed to bounce off the walls of the music room and pierce Lana’s heart.

Lana stood on tiptoe and saw Esther dissolve into sobs and was relieved that she was alive. But then she peered closer and saw Frederic’s body splayed over the piano seat. Blood seeped from his chest and the worn rug turned red.



Lana sat on a bench in the Place du Panthéon opposite the Sorbonne. Her teeth chattered; she couldn’t stop shivering. She wasn’t ready to go home yet, to see Frederic’s music books and his photographs. Frederic loved taking photographs. He said even with the war there would be times they would want to remember: a weekend bicycle ride to the country that resulted in finding fresh vegetables and a whole carton of eggs; the kitchen table set with their one good tablecloth and a plate of mushroom omelets. Whenever Lana looked at the photo she could taste the fluffy yellow of the yolk and the olive oil used in the pan.

Frederic was too serious to be an optimist. He wasn’t like the students who sat around the cafés and proclaimed the Allied army would recover and push the Germans out of Paris. But she loved his seriousness. He was serious about his music and about their marriage, and he would have been serious about the baby. He would have checked hourly to make sure her chest was rising and falling when she slept.

She would miss his gentle manner and the way he made her feel loved and cherished. Only a few hours ago, this had been the happiest day of her life. She couldn’t wait to tell Frederic about the baby. How would she carry on without having him to talk to? Ever since they’d met, she had told him everything. She remembered when he had first approached her. All the students in the chemistry department knew one another. But Frederic didn’t tag along to any of the boisterous study sessions that often ended with someone taking out a bottle of schnapps. So she was surprised when he slid onto a bench beside her as if they were friends.


September 1940

The Germans had occupied Paris for three months. For the most part Lana tried to ignore them. Although rationing had begun, she could still get a café crème from the patisserie near campus. And if she walked quickly, she barely heard the soldiers whistling at her from their seats at the outdoor cafés.

She was sitting in the park, a textbook in her lap.

“Do you mind if I sit down?” A male voice interrupted her studying. Lana looked up to see a man in his twenties with dark brown hair.

“I recognize you. You’re Lana Antanova,” he said before she could answer.

“How do you know my name?” she asked.

“You’re in my chemistry class. I looked you up on the class list,” he replied. His eyes sparkled when he smiled. “You wear crêpe dresses, and you always know the right answers.”

He took a bag of raisins out of his sack and offered it to her.

“I didn’t think anyone noticed what I wear,” Lana commented. She had seen him walking around between classes. He had always been alone. Could he be flirting with her?

“My mother works at a dress store in Lille,” he explained. “When I was younger she’d take me to work. I learned to appreciate colors and fabrics.”

“My mother lent me the dress; we’re the same size.” Lana ate a handful of raisins. “I like wearing something pretty, especially with all the Germans in their drab uniforms. It might sound frivolous, but I’ve always believed beauty makes you happy. I used to visit the Louvre every weekend.” She sighed. “But now that Venus de Milo and the Mona Lisa are hidden, it’s like attending a wake.”

“I don’t think beauty is frivolous,” Frederic said earnestly. “I’m studying to be a pianist. Music fills up my head and here.” He pointed to his heart.

Lana closed her book and paid more attention. None of the other boys in her class understood her. They all thought girls in pretty dresses didn’t belong in the laboratory.

“I’m going to open a cosmetics company so when women look in the mirror, they’re happy. I’ll have a store on the Champs-Élysées with my name in gold letters over the window.”

“I wish I had a head for business. I’m only taking chemistry to please my father. He said if I was coming all the way to Paris to attend the conservatory I also had to take classes at the university that were useful. He doesn’t believe music is a real career.”

“Chemistry isn’t useful unless you want to be a chemist.” Lana laughed.

“It was either chemistry or engineering, and I’m even worse at technical drawing.”

“I can help you study chemistry,” Lana offered.

“Would you?” He brightened. “I can’t afford to pay you, but I have tickets to a student concert on Saturday night. Perhaps afterward we could get something to eat.”

Was Frederic asking her on a date? She wondered if she wanted to date him. She knew so little about him. But there was no reason to turn him down. His eyes were kind, and there were so few opportunities to enjoy herself.

“All right,” she said, and handed him the bag of raisins. “I would like that very much.”



On Saturday, Lana stood in front of the mirror at her dressing table and adjusted the buttons on her dress. The school week had seemed to drag on forever.

She did a small turn and studied the blue dress and matching cape. Was it too elegant to wear to a student concert? But Frederic complimented her dresses, and the color brought out her eyes.

Lana and her mother had moved into the apartment on Avenue Montaigne three years ago, when her mother had married Count Jacques Delacroix. Lana had delighted in the interior: a living room with red velvet walls and parquet floors like something out of Proust. Her own room with a wrought iron balcony overlooked the courtyard. And her mother had a closet just for her newly purchased ball gowns. For most of Lana’s childhood she had recycled the few dresses she’d brought from Russia until they had to be held together with clothespins.

But since the war began, she felt guilty for having thick rugs under her feet when Jews who had lost their homes slept in doorways. How could she appreciate the fireplaces in almost every room when all of Paris worried about having enough coal for the winter?

Her mother reminded her that the apartment had been in Jacques’s family for decades, which hadn’t made life under occupation easier. Their cook quit when her husband was sent to the front. Her mother presented her coupons at the shops like everyone else. The kitchen occupied a whole floor, but its cupboards were practically empty.

Lana appraised her dress one last time and walked to the hallway. Her mother and Jacques were away in Biarritz, and the rooms were silent. She felt a twinge of guilt for inviting Frederic without her mother’s permission. But they would only be there for a minute. Frederic was just a school friend.

There was a knock at the door, and Lana answered it. Frederic towered over her even though she had on heels. He wore a blazer with patched elbows and held a small bunch of daisies.

“For me?” she said. “I didn’t know you could buy fresh flowers in Paris unless you’re a German general.”

“They’re from my landlady’s garden.” He glanced around the entry and noticed the crystal chandelier. “I thought I must have the wrong apartment. The mailbox said Comte Delacroix.”

“That’s my mother’s husband,” Lana said. “Please come in while I put the flowers in water.”

When she returned with a vase, she found Frederic examining the artwork.

“Is that a Salvador Dalí?” He looked up.

“The count wrapped up all the valuable artwork and stashed it in the country.” Lana nodded. “He replaced them with a few modern pieces in case a nosy German gains entrance and wonders why the frames are empty.”

Frederic opened his mouth to say something and then closed it. Lana glanced at the grandfather clock and gathered her purse.

“We should probably go, I don’t want to make us late.”



Frederic was quiet on the walk to the theater, and Lana thought he was nervous. But he hardly said anything at intermission too, and when it was over, he stood awkwardly outside the auditorium.

“I think I’m coming down with a fever, perhaps I should take you home.”

Her hand went to his forehead the way her mother always checked if she had a temperature.

“You feel perfectly cool.”

“I have something, I wouldn’t want to get you sick.” He shuffled his feet. “We could have dinner another night.”

They walked silently to the apartment. Lana’s heels clicked along the pavement. She wondered what had changed since last week and then considered the start of their date.

“You think because I live in a fancy apartment, we shouldn’t be together. Is that why you don’t want to have dinner?” she demanded, hardly pausing to let him speak. “But my life wasn’t always like this. For most of my life, we had nothing. My parents were both members of the Russian nobility. My father was killed by the Bolsheviks, and I was born in a refugee camp.

“My mother did anything for us to survive: took in sewing, worked at a Citroën automobile factory. She met her husband when she worked in the cloakroom at the Ritz. Jacques asked her out for three months, but she refused because she didn’t have a good dress.” Lana’s eyes flashed. “The first time he proposed she turned him down; she wouldn’t marry without being certain she was in love.”

Lana finished, and her eyes dropped to the ground. She had never spoken to a man like that before, but she couldn’t let him walk away without knowing her history. His hand touched her shoulder, and she looked up.

“I know a place where we can get veal cutlets if you’re still hungry,” Frederic offered.

“Veal cutlets.” Lana’s mouth watered. Her mother hadn’t been able to find veal cutlets at the butcher since July.

“A friend has a restaurant in Le Marais. He gets veal on the black market. He wraps the cutlets inside a lettuce leaf for his favorite customers, and no one is the wiser.”

Lana imagined a juicy veal cutlet brushed with oil and sprinkled with basil.

“A whole veal cutlet?” she breathed.

“We might have to share one, but we can each have our own dessert,” Frederic said, and his smile was as bright as the lampposts lighting the sidewalk.



Lana sat on the bench in the Place du Panthéon and rubbed a bloodstain on her skirt. The shock of the afternoon had left her exhausted and her thoughts jumbled together.

For three years, they had lived in fear, but the fear was somewhat removed: like a gossamer curtain that separated the stage from the audience. Of course Lana had witnessed things that left her shaking: when she went to her mother’s one day and found the Levins’ apartment on the second floor empty. No one knew where they had gone, but Lana discovered Madame Levin’s toy poodle trembling in their coat closet and was certain they had been sent to a labor camp.

Last year, Avram in her geometry class never returned from summer vacation. Lana learned from a professor that Avram was one of the five thousand Jews rounded up by French police and sent to Drancy. From there they were put on trains to one of the camps in the east.

But now the abstract fear had become something that happened to her. The misery was so thick and deep it threatened to overpower her. It would be easy to let it take its course, to sit on this bench forever and simply stop living.

She noticed a new bloodstain on her skirt before the pain even started. The spot spread between her legs, and she stood up and shakily walked the five blocks to their flat.

The knot that had been in her stomach since she had hid outside the convent became a knife piercing her flesh. She climbed three flights of stairs like a blind person led by a sense of the familiar. Then she sunk to the floor and slid to the bathroom.

It was only hours later, when the cramps subsided and she had somehow managed to heat up a hot-water bottle that she let herself acknowledge what had happened. The Gestapo officers hadn’t just shot Frederic, they had also murdered Frederic’s child.






Chapter Two

Paris, October 1943

Lana stood in the convent kitchen and sliced a rutabaga. These days, it seemed the only thing she did was slice vegetables. In the three months since Frederic died and she lost the baby, it was one of the few ways of dulling the pain. She was slowly pulling herself out of her grief. The first two months had been a blur of whole days spent sleeping, coupled with nights when sleep wouldn’t come. She lay hunched on Frederic’s side of the bed and pictured the Gestapo officer’s gleaming pistol and Frederic lying in a pool of blood on the piano seat.

Her mother visited every day, and her landlady kept an eye on her at night, and Sister Therese brought flowers from the convent’s garden. Eventually, Lana began getting dressed and venturing outside. Shopkeepers who didn’t know what happened waved gaily as if she and Frederic had been on vacation. Monsieur Gaston, who owned the bakery, had scraped up ingredients to make a pain au chocolat because he remembered it was their anniversary.

Lana returned to the university in the new term, but she took only one class. Even turning the pages of her textbook was difficult. She was like the patients in the military hospitals who had gone off to war whole and healthy and now struggled to feed themselves. Slicing vegetables was easier. She didn’t have to solve chemistry equations or interact with classmates.

“Lana, you shouldn’t spend all your time in our kitchen.” Sister Therese entered the room. She placed a bucket of potatoes on the counter and took out a peeler.

“You’re saying that because you don’t like my cooking.” Lana laughed. “I only had rationing coupons for rutabaga. But the vendor gave me a new recipe: dice the rutabaga and stir it into vegetable bouillon. He said it’s delicious.”

“Rutabaga stopped being delicious months ago.” Sister Therese grimaced. “When the war is over, I never want to eat rutabaga again. Even if it is accompanying sirloin tips and served in the dining room of the Hôtel de Crillon.”

“I think you’re right.” Lana stared despondently at the yellow vegetable. Rutabaga was the only thing that grew plentifully in wartime. They had it almost every meal. “I’d give a week of my life to turn this rutabaga into a crêpe.”

“I forgot what a crêpe tastes like,” Sister Therese said.

“A crêpe filled with raspberries and fresh crème and dusted with powdered sugar,” Lana said dreamily, recalling the first months of their marriage when it was possible to find a restaurant that served crêpes. She and Frederic didn’t mind the growing lack of food on the shelves with the promise of sweet crêpes once a week. The memory dissolved, and she stabbed the rutabaga with a knife.

“Be careful, you’ll slice your finger.” Sister Therese watched her. “You spend all morning in class, and then you come here and help with the children until nighttime. When do you have time to cook your own dinner or see people?”

“There’s no one I want to see.” Lana grunted. “I like being here, I feel useful.”

“We are grateful for everything you do.” Sister Therese nodded. “I know it hasn’t been long since Frederic died, but you mustn’t forget that you’re alive.”

“What if I don’t want to live?” Lana returned. “The Gestapo took everything, I couldn’t even save my baby.”

“It’s not your fault that you lost the baby,” Sister Therese countered.

“You can’t understand what it’s like to lose everything.”

Sister Therese’s eyes dimmed, and she bowed her head. Her expression was filled with grief.

“Three nuns at our sister convent in Lyon were stabbed by Gestapo officers for harboring Jewish refugees,” Sister Therese said quietly.

“I’m sorry, you’re right,” Lana said. “Everyone in France has experienced loss. At least here I don’t have to think. It’s easier to slice rutabaga than to imagine life without Frederic.”

“What if I knew a way you can help others survive?” Sister Therese looked up from the potatoes. “And avenge Frederic’s death at the same time.”

Lana stopped. She turned to stare at Sister Therese.

“What are you saying?” she asked.

“Certain people come to nuns and tell us things. People who despise the Nazis.”

“Like what?”

“I was approached by a man who had heard of you. He would like to meet you.”

“A man wants to meet me?” Lana repeated.

“If I tell you more, I’m putting you in danger.”

Lana remembered the way the Gestapo officer was so friendly to Frederic and then mocked him. She recalled Esther’s frightened eyes when she was discovered in the piano.

“I would like to meet this man,” she said.

“Are you sure? Once you do, your life will never be the same.”

Lana wiped the knife with the sleeve of her dress. “I’m perfectly sure. Please tell me where.”



Lana looked from the piece of paper that Sister Therese had given her to the coffee shop across the street. The address matched the one on the paper. But the sign above the door read SOLDATENKAFFEE MADELEINE. The sign used to read CAFé MADELEINE; the Germans had taken it over like they took over everything in Paris.

Sister Therese must have given her the wrong address. Why would this man ask to meet her at a café that was favored by Germans soldiers?

She locked eyes with a young soldier whose cheeks were covered with acne and wondered how he could fight in Hitler’s army. How could boys who wrote letters home to their mothers turn into men like the Gestapo officer who shot Frederic?

A man sitting at a table in the back picked up his book. Lana strained to see the cover. Sister Therese said her contact was about thirty-five and would be reading Thomas Mann.

The man had dark hair and wore a navy coat.

“Madame Hartmann, I’m Henri,” he said when she approached the table. “Thank you for coming. Please sit down.”

“Call me Lana.” Lana pulled out the chair. “I thought I was in the wrong place.”

“You mean why would I ask you to meet in a café frequented by German officers? It’s quiet now, and no one will hear us. It doesn’t get busy until later in the day.” The man grinned. His smile made his face somehow older. His forehead wrinkled, and the lines around his mouth were more pronounced. “In this game, it’s all about perception. If I run into any German soldiers who walk by the window in a different setting they’ll remember they saw me at a café that’s popular with Germans and think we’re old friends. But no one will overhear us; we’re quite safe.”

“I see,” Lana said, glancing around warily. The tables were almost empty.

It still made her nervous. A German officer could come in and sit at the table beside them. And how could she trust a complete stranger? But Sister Therese was one of her dear friends, and she had confidence in her judgment.

“I took the liberty of ordering you a café crème.” He pointed to the cup. “I didn’t want to be interrupted by a waiter; they have the biggest ears in Paris.”

“Thank you.” Lana took a sip and waited for him to continue.

“How much do you know about the Drancy internment camp?” He leaned forward.

“I’ve read about it,” Lana said.

The first Jews were rounded up in 1941 and taken to Drancy, northeast of Paris. It was supposed to be temporary, but they were kept there for weeks without adequate food or water. Lana had read about the terrible conditions. Eighty people slept in a room. Some died in their beds, and the others were too weak to move them.

“Up until early this year the camp was run by the French, but in July the Gestapo took over.” He looked at Lana. “The Gestapo thought the French were moving too slowly and wanted to be sure all the occupants were exterminated. Mothers were separated from their children and sent to labor camps in the east. The children were made to wait alone for weeks before they were sent there too. Then they were gassed on arrival. The SS officer who was put in charge is someone you’ll recognize.” He paused. “His name is Alois Brunner.”

She didn’t know the name. Her expression was blank.

“Until recently Brunner was here in Paris. He’s the SS officer who killed your husband,” Henri clarified.

“I see.” Lana’s cheeks felt hot, and she worried she might faint.

“Three weeks ago Brunner was sent to the South of France. The Riviera was taken over by the Germans in September, and the coastline is full of Jews who escaped persecution in Austria and Germany.” He sipped his coffee. “It’s Brunner’s job to fix that.”

“What do you mean?” Lana’s eyes widened.

“Under the Italian occupation, the Jews on the Riviera were mainly left alone. Mussolini himself had a Jewish mistress, and he refused to turn Jews over to the French police. But all that changed last month when the Germans took control. We’ve learned that Brunner plans on rounding up every Jew between Marseille and Monaco and putting them on trains to Drancy and then to the camps.”

“But what can I do?” Lana wondered. She ran her fingers over the rim of her café crème. “I live in Paris.”

“I’m getting to that,” he said calmly.

He picked up his coffee cup and sipped it slowly. His brow was furrowed, and he sat upright in his chair.

“Until now the French Riviera has been a pleasant oasis for people of many nationalities. The casinos are thriving, and there are nightclubs and promenades with elegant shops. It attracts an eclectic mix of residents, including a group of White Russians.”

“White Russians?” Lana repeated.

“Members of the Russian nobility, like Tatiana Antanova, who fled Russia during the revolution. Some of them left with jewels they turned into cash, allowing them to live in villas and throw parties. Parties that German officers, including Alois Brunner, attend.”

How did Henri know her mother’s name? Lana talked about her mother’s heritage with Sister Therese. Perhaps she had told him.

“I take it you know about my mother,” she said. The blood pulsed through her veins. “The Bolsheviks took everything she had; she left without a penny. She would never become friendly with Germans, people who think nothing of killing children. Of course she misses imperial Russia; her family lived there for centuries. But she’s married to a French count, and she’s happy. Paris is her home now, and she despises the Germans as much as anyone.”

Henri was silent for a long time. “Now I can see why Sister Therese recommended you. At first I was afraid you were too young and inexperienced for this kind of work, but Sister Therese said you’d be perfect. She was right, you have the fire needed to be successful without buckling under pressure.”

The air rushed out of Lana’s lungs, and she sat back in her chair. “I don’t understand.”

“There are many White Russians who feel the same about Hitler as your mother. After all, the Russian nobility ruled Russia for centuries. They hope to return, and they don’t want Russia to be overrun by Germans.” He stopped. “But others feel differently. They think the Germans will help get rid of Stalin and then they can take back what’s rightfully theirs.

“Your job would be to take up residence in the French Riviera and become part of the latter group.” He looked at Lana approvingly. “A beautiful blond descendant of Russian nobility in Nice to escape wartime Paris and have a good time.”

Lana tried to imagine attending parties in seaside villas and playing the roulette wheel at the casinos. She had never been to the Riviera. What would it be like to be alone in a strange place? And Frederic had been dead for only three months. It would be difficult to pretend to enjoy herself when she missed him so much.

“I don’t know anyone on the French Riviera,” she said. “Where would I live? What would I do?”

It would be difficult living away from her mother. And leaving Paris would mean never seeing any of the places she and Frederic enjoyed: the public gardens and the quaint streets in Le Marais. She didn’t want to miss her class at the university or stop going to the convent.

“All you have to do is say you’re Lana Antanova and you’ll be accepted. Leave the rest to us. You’ll live with our contact there: His name is Guy Pascal. He’s a Swiss industrialist with a splendid villa above Nice.”

“You want me to live with a man I’ve never met?” She gaped.

He chuckled, and his eyes sparkled. “There are worse covers in the French Resistance. Guy is thirty-two and he’s handsome and charming. You will be his lover.”

Lana gulped. She couldn’t be a man’s mistress. Frederic had been dead for a short time. She still thought about him every day.

Henri leaned forward and smiled encouragingly.

“Don’t worry, it will only be for show. Guy is a perfect gentleman, and he’s serious about his work.”

“How would we say that we met?” Lana queried. “I was a married woman. My husband died so recently.”

“You will say that you and Guy met on holiday years ago. You bumped into Guy again after your husband’s death, and the spark was rekindled.” Henri studied Lana appreciatively. “You’re too young and pretty to spend the rest of your life alone.”

The thought of sitting across from a strange man at the breakfast table made Lana’s stomach turn. But she couldn’t continue to spend the war slicing rutabaga in the convent’s kitchen. She had an opportunity to help, to avenge Frederic’s senseless death. It wasn’t just Frederic, it was Esther and Sophie and Ida and the other Jewish children at the convent. Her baby. There had to be a way to stop all the death. Here was her chance to help the children survive.

“Why should I trust you?” Lana asked. “You’re asking me to change my life, and I don’t know anything about you.”

Henri looked at her levelly. He nodded and sat back in his chair.

“The war affects all of us. My mother is half-Jewish.” He paused. “She was sent to one of the camps from Drancy six months ago when Alois Brunner was in charge. I’m like you in a way. I want to get rid of Brunner and help as many Jews at the same time.”

“I see,” Lana whispered.

“You could save a lot of Jews, Lana.”

She guessed that Henri was a member of the French Resistance. She had heard how they blew up railways and performed all kinds of dangerous acts. And she often wondered how people could be so brave. Now she understood. It was easier to risk your life if you had lost the reason to live. But what if she failed? She could put other people’s lives in danger.

“But what would I be doing?” she wondered. “I don’t know anything about explosives, and I’ve never carried a gun.”

“You wouldn’t have to do anything like that. It’s better if you don’t know too much until you agree and until you arrive, but I promise you’ll find it easy. The important thing is to become part of the social set. Guy will tell you everything you need to know.”

“Can I give my answer tomorrow?” she asked.

“Of course. Give Sister Therese your answer.” He nodded.

A few German soldiers walked in and approached the counter.

“It’ll be best we don’t see each other again. Though I’ve enjoyed this immensely. It’s not often that I have the pleasure of drinking coffee with an accomplished young Russian countess.” He leaned back in his chair. “I’m confident Countess Lana Antanova will be a welcome addition to the social set of the French Riviera.”



Lana walked down Avenue Montaigne toward her mother’s apartment. Her mother had begged Lana to move in when Frederic died, but she kept putting it off. It was silly: she couldn’t afford their rent, and Frederic would have wanted her to be more comfortable, surrounded by her loved ones. But she wasn’t ready to leave behind their life.

She spent the afternoon in the Tuileries, debating Henri’s offer. Lana was the last person to become some kind of spy for the French Resistance: she almost never told a lie. And could she leave Paris? Leave her mother and professors and the nuns?

But when she thought of Alois Brunner, she felt as icy cold as his pistol. What if she could stop him from doing to others what he did to Frederic? And perhaps it would distract her from the pain of losing the baby. It seemed better than waking up every morning and wishing the day were already over.

Her mother was having tea in the living room when Lana arrived. At forty-five she could pass for Lana’s sister. Tatiana claimed she owed her smooth skin to applying olive oil to her face before bed. The rationing of olive oil was one of the great frustrations of the occupation.

“Lana, I’m glad you’re here.” Her mother opened her purse and produced a pair of leather gloves. “I got you these gloves; they’ll keep you warm all winter.”

“Where did you get them?” Lana asked.

Only Germans could afford gloves. They had become a luxury, and they were rationed as strictly as butter.

“It doesn’t matter. I found some sugar, as well.” Her mother took out a bag of sugar tied with a string. “Jacques will be thrilled. He can’t get used to coffee without milk and sugar.”

“But you must have used all your rationing coupons for the week. I was going to give you some of mine.”

“You have to keep yours; you’re too thin. I don’t mind going without certain things; I’ve dropped a whole dress size.” Her mother laughed. “But Jacques gets irritable when he’s hungry.”

“You still didn’t tell me where you got the gloves,” Lana said.

Her mother smiled mischievously, and Lana gasped.

“Don’t tell me you bought them on the black market! People have been shot for that.”

“I know a Russian who is very discreet,” Tatiana confided. “We meet under the Arc de Triomphe. I give him a few pieces of silverware in exchange for whatever he has. Next week he’s bringing a side of lamb.”

“You can’t put yourself in danger so Jacques can eat a lamb cutlet.”

“It isn’t just for Jacques,” she said evasively. “Sergei has eggs and bread that I get for others.”

“For who?” Lana demanded.

Tatiana stirred her tea as if she wasn’t sure if she should continue. “Do you remember the Lippmans? We shared a room when you were young. Gilda’s husband was sent to a labor camp in 1942, and she’s afraid to leave the house. I try to get enough to feed her and her daughters.”

“You never said anything,” Lana said, absorbing the information.

“I didn’t want to put you and Frederic in danger.” She shrugged. “How can I sit back and let the Germans treat Paris as if it were a holiday destination when behind doors, families fear for their lives?” Her voice brightened. “The Arc de Triomphe is the perfect meeting place. No one is going to suspect two Russians chatting in the middle of the day under a German swastika.”

“It seems I’m the only one in Paris not disobeying the Germans.” Lana poured a cup of tea. They reused every tea bag until the tea was just flavored hot water. But the weather was turning cold, and it was pleasant to hold a warm cup.

“What do you mean?” Tatiana asked.

Lana had debated telling her mother about Henri’s offer. Lana was Tatiana’s only child; what if something happened to her? And Tatiana’s name would come up at parties; Lana couldn’t put her mother at risk without consulting her.

“I met a man for coffee today.”

“A man?” Her mother raised her eyebrows.

“Sister Therese set it up. He’s a member of the French Resistance. He wants me to move to Nice and help stop the Germans.”

Her mother started, and the teacup clattered on its saucer.

“He asked you to be a spy?”

“He didn’t say exactly. A number of White Russians live on the French Riviera. Some are friendly with the Germans. He wants me to attend parties and become part of the social scene. My contact will tell me what I’ll be doing when I arrive.”

“That’s even worse!” Tatiana’s voice was sharp. “You could be asked to do something very dangerous.”

“The black market is dangerous,” Lana retorted.

“That’s hardly the same thing.” Tatiana scoffed. “You’re talking about being a spy. I’m a mature woman; I can make my own decisions. You’re a young widow whose husband was murdered before her eyes. That man is taking advantage of you. If you’re caught you’ll be shot on the spot.”

“I won’t be caught,” Lana said with more certainty than she felt. “They have a contact in Nice, a Swiss industrialist named Guy Pascal who I’ll stay with. I’ll be a young woman escaping the drudgery of occupied Paris to have fun on the French Riviera.”

“You’d live with a strange man?” Tatiana said in alarm.

“There are more dangerous things than living with a man,” Lana insisted. “Guy is in the Resistance too.”

“What about your degree? You’ve been studying for almost four years,” Tatiana reminded her. “You’ve worked so hard. You can’t give it up.”

“I only have one semester left. I’m going to finish my degree; I just need a break.” Her mother’s questions made her only more determined to accept Henri’s offer. “This might be the perfect thing. The chance to do something important.”

“You’d be trusting people you’ve never met with your life,” Tatiana implored.

“I feel so helpless since Frederic died. I can’t concentrate on my class at university, and the only useful thing I do is slice vegetables at the convent. I have to find a way to make a difference. If I can save one Jewish child it will be worth it,” Lana tried to explain. “The Germans are intent on wiping out the next generation of Jews. I can’t wait out the war in Paris and let innocent children like Esther Cohen be locked up in Drancy or sent away.”

Tatiana stood up and walked over to Lana.

“When your father and I were married we had everything. Then Nicolai was murdered and I didn’t have time to feel sorry for myself. You were born, and I had to make a new life for us in Paris. Even though every day was a struggle, I felt so blessed. You’d look at me with those big blue eyes, and I had everything I needed. I understand how you feel. Nothing is more important than saving the children.” She hugged Lana. “I’m proud of you; just be careful. You may be a woman, but you’re my child. I couldn’t live in a world where you do not.”



Lana pulled her coat tighter as she walked along Rue de Passy. Her mother had asked her to stay for dinner, but Lana knew there wasn’t enough vegetable stew to feed all three of them.

The sixteenth arrondissement was almost deserted except for a few old women out walking their dogs. Many of the great houses were shuttered, and their occupants had fled. Lana wondered if any of the houses were occupied by German officers and pushed the thought away. The sixteenth arrondissement had always been her favorite part of Paris, and she didn’t want to picture Germans trampling over oriental carpets or dripping water in marble bathrooms that were centuries old.

She and Frederic used to love strolling through the neighborhood. Sometimes they’d imagine what it would be like to live in one of the grand hôtels particuliers. Frederic would have a music room with a Steinway piano, and Lana would have a home office, where she’d hang photos of her lipsticks and perfumes.

She stopped under the oak tree where Frederic had proposed on a springtime afternoon when they had been dating for six months. She plucked a rose from the bush nearby and inhaled deeply. The scent brought the memory rushing back, and she closed her eyes and remembered the giddy feeling of exploring Paris after the long, cold winter.

April 1941

The first winter of the occupation was behind them, and the short days and a coal shortage had been replaced by weeks of glorious warm weather. The Eiffel Tower gleamed under the sun, and roses bloomed on the sidewalks and in the public gardens.

Frederic and Lana spent almost every moment together. They couldn’t do the things couples did before the war: the cinema played mostly German films, the theater was too expensive, museums displayed swastikas, and even the bookstores had replaced their stock with books written in German.

Lana didn’t mind too much. It gave her the chance to show Frederic the parts of Paris that managed to retain their charm under the shadow of the occupation. Montmartre teemed with actors because the Germans loved going to the cabaret. The grands boulevards retained their beauty even though Germans crowded the outdoor cafés.

That afternoon, Frederic used his ration card to buy a bag of dried fruit they shared as they strolled past ivy-covered mansions. Iron gates hid fountains and stone statues.

“My mother and I used to come here when I was a child,” Lana said, holding Frederic’s hand. “The estates reminded her of growing up in Russia. Her parents owned a dacha in the country with twenty bedrooms and a private lake.”

“What would your life have been like if the revolution hadn’t happened?” Frederic asked curiously.

“Probably terribly boring.” Lana laughed. “My mother said she went to university to escape marrying a Russian prince. She was eighteen; she wasn’t ready for her life to be over.”

“Marriage doesn’t mean that your life is over,” Frederic said.

“I suppose not.” Lana shrugged. “But you have to do some living first. In Russia, noblewomen often had ten children. It’s hard to enjoy life when you’re waddling around like a duck.”

“But if you fall in love, then marriage is the best thing in the world,” Frederic persisted. “And there’s nothing more fun than children. My sister has two little boys. I love being an uncle.”

Lana noticed Frederic fiddling with the bag of dried fruit. His cheeks were red.

“Being in love is wonderful,” she agreed.

“Then so is marriage. It means you found the person you want to share things with and you’re confident it will last forever.” He looked at Lana, and his expression was serious. “I never imagined it would happen to me so soon, but I wouldn’t change it.”

“What are you saying?” Lana asked. Did Frederic want to spend his life with her? A shiver of anticipation ran through her, and she looked at Frederic expectantly.

“I wasn’t going to say anything.” He sounded sheepish, and Lana was suddenly embarrassed. Had she steered the conversation toward marriage? She was barely twenty-two; it was too soon to think about a wedding.

“But now that we’re talking about marriage I have to speak,” Frederic continued. “My parents have been married for thirty years, and they’re still in love. There’s a war on and we don’t know what the future holds, but I’ve never been happier and I hope you feel the same.”

They stopped under an oak tree, and the sun glinted through the leaves. Frederic moved closer, and she could smell his cologne.

“I have no right asking this question. I’m still a student, and even when I become a pianist will there be anywhere to perform? The Germans could occupy Paris for years.” His hand went to Lana’s cheek. “But I love you. You’re the most wonderful girl I’ve ever met, and…”

“And what?” Lana sucked in her breath. She was afraid if she moved she would break the spell.

“I want to spend the rest of my life making you happy.” He dropped to his knee and took Lana’s hand. He swallowed, and his voice stammered. “Lana, will you marry me?”

It took Frederic a full minute to get out the proposal, but it didn’t take Lana any time to decide. Her heart already felt enmeshed with Frederic’s, as if they were two pieces of thread woven in the same cloth.

“Yes, I’ll marry you.” She nodded.

He glanced down at her bare hand.

“I don’t have a ring!” Frederic exclaimed, and Lana was afraid he’d take back the question. He took the string off the bag of dried fruit and tied it into a knot.

“I’ll write to my mother and ask her to send my grandmother’s ring,” he promised, slipping it around her finger.

“It’s perfect.” Lana felt almost giddy. She reached up to kiss him.

“I love you more than anything,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” Lana said, and her heart bubbled up with happiness.



Lana strolled along the Rue de Passy and twisted the wedding band on her finger. It was still impossible to believe that Frederic was dead, that she wouldn’t go home and find him hunched over his sheet music.

A woman holding the hand of a little girl emerged from behind a gate. The girl wore a felt coat, and her hair was tied with a ribbon. Lana’s hand went to her flat stomach. She couldn’t help but envy the woman. The sight of the mother and daughter made her wonder now if she would ever have a child of her own.

“Frederic, I saw you murdered, and then I couldn’t save our baby,” she said aloud. “But I promise I will make you proud. Other children will live because of what I lost.” She bit back a tear and walked determinedly down the sidewalk. “It’s a small way I can repay you for the joy you brought me.”

Even if she never had a son or daughter, she would do everything possible to help Jewish children during the war. The next day Lana would tell Sister Therese that she was accepting Henri’s offer. Then she would pack her suitcase and board the train to the French Riviera.






Chapter Three

Nice, November 1943

Lana looked out at the silver-gray lavender fields from the window of the train. In the distance she could see small towns and villages. The afternoon sun glinted off church spires and clusters of pine trees. It seemed impossible to imagine that bombs were falling on most of Europe.

Every day for the last week she had told herself she couldn’t go through with it. She was a young widow grieving her husband. She was a university student who wanted to become a chemist. The last thing she would ever be was a spy in the French Resistance.

But when she said goodbye to Sister Therese at the convent, the children hugged her and she knew she was doing the right thing.

Pulling out of the Gare de Lyon with her mother and Jacques waving on the platform had been even harder than she imagined. Her mother insisted on giving her a suitcase of dresses, including a ruby cocktail dress and yellow sheath. Lana hadn’t wanted to take her mother’s favorite gowns, but Tatiana reminded her that there was nowhere to wear them but the line at the butcher. Paris and the north were in occupied France, controlled by the Germans, and the rules were stricter than in the south, which was ruled by the Vichy regime.
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