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rave reviews for the winemaker’s wife



“Love and betrayal, forgiveness and redemption combine in a heady tale of the ever-present past…. Fantastic!”

—Pam Jenoff, New York Times bestselling author of The Lost Girls of Paris

“A heart-wrenching story about how one decision can change our lives, perfect for fans of The Nightingale.”

—PopSugar (The 34 Best New Books to Put in Your Beach Bag This Summer, 2019)

“A suspenseful story of the Champagne region in World War II.”

—Tampa Bay Times

“What could be better than a story of champagne, secrets, lies, and history from a writer as compulsively readable as Kristin Harmel? Pick up this epic and heart-wrenching World War II tale immediately!”

—Alyson Noël, #1 bestselling author of Saving Zoë

“Unfolding in multiple viewpoints, the writing is atmospheric and rich…. Harmel’s touching story of love and loss in World War II France will appeal to fans of Pam Jenoff and Kate Quinn.”

—Library Journal

“Keep a good supply of tissues close, not just for the reading of this gorgeous work but for that moment when the story ends and your heart soars with the beauty of the telling.”

—Kelly Harms, bestselling author of The Overdue Life of Amy Byler

“With exceptional skill, Kristin Harmel constructs The Winemaker’s Wife between the past and the present, giving equal weight and importance to both…. Once you start reading this moving novel, you will not be able to put it down until you reach the last page.”

—Armando Lucas Correa, USA Today bestselling author of The German Girl

“The lives of several strong women intervene in a complicated historical tale of love and war…. This World War II novel takes a unique approach.”

—Booklist

“Written in heart-wrenching prose, The Winemaker’s Wife is a complex story of love, betrayal, and impossible courage…. I couldn’t turn the pages fast enough and savored every moment at the same time.”

—Anita Hughes, bestselling author of Christmas in Paris

more praise for the work of kristin harmel

The Book of Lost Names

“A fascinating, heartrending page-turner that, like the real-life forgers who inspired the novel, should never be forgotten. A riveting historical tale that I devoured in a single sitting.”

—Kristina McMorris, New York Times bestselling author of Sold on a Monday

“Harmel brilliantly imagines the life of a young Polish-French Jewish woman during the depths of World War II…. This thoughtful work will touch readers with its testament to the endurance of hope.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Not since The Nightingale have I finished a book and been so choked with emotion…. Sweeping and magnificent.”

—Fiona Davis, New York Times bestselling author of The Lions of Fifth Avenue

“A heart-stopping tale of survival and heroism centered on a female forger who risks everything to help Jewish children escape Nazi-occupied France.”

—People (The 20 Best Books to Read This Summer, 2020)

The Room on Rue Amélie

“Harmel writes a poignant novel based loosely on the true story of an American woman who helped on the Comet Line, which rescued hundreds of airmen and soldiers. This compelling story celebrates hope and bravery in the face of evil.”

—Booklist

“The Room on Rue Amélie is a World War II story of courage against all odds and fighting for what you believe in.”

—PopSugar (31 of the Best New Books You Should Read This Spring, 2018)

“Reminiscent of The Nightingale and Map of the Heart, Kristin Harmel’s The Room on Rue Amélie is an emotional, heartbreaking, inspiring tribute to the strength of the human spirit and the enduring power of love.”

—Mariah Stewart, New York Times bestselling author

“Harmel injects new life into a well-worn story… about the struggle to find normalcy amid the horrors of World War II…. This is a celebration of those, like [her protagonist] Ruby, who found the courage to face life head-on.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Set against all the danger and drama of World War II Paris, this heartfelt novel will keep you turning the pages until the very last word.”

—Mary Alice Monroe, New York Times bestselling author

“Heartbreaking and uplifting… readers will be completely absorbed by Harmel’s storytelling.”

—RT Book Reviews

“The strong and courageous inhabitants of The Room on Rue Amélie occupied all my time until the tender and powerful final pages. Beautifully written, Kristin Harmel’s latest is an unforgettable exploration of love and hope during the darkest of moments.”

—Amy E. Reichert, bestselling author

“Recommended for fans of World War II historical fiction.”

—Library Journal

“Harmel’s poignant novels always tug at the heartstrings.”

—B&N Reads (The Best New Fiction of March 2018)

When We Meet Again

“Harmel… authentically weaves American history into this engaging novel. An appealing family saga that connects generations and reaffirms love.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Centering on a lesser-known facet of American history, When We Meet Again is a gripping novel of history, art, and the power of love. Kristin Harmel’s work is always riveting, but her storytelling reaches new heights with a tale that is layered, complex, and satisfying to the last page.”

—Michelle Gable, New York Times bestselling author

The Sweetness of Forgetting

“Kristin Harmel writes with such insight and heart that her characters will stay with you long after you’ve finished her books.”

—Emily Giffin, New York Times bestselling author

“Kristin Harmel… has a way of bringing the reader into her stories in such a powerful way that they can often forget they’re reading at all. The Sweetness of Forgetting may just be Harmel’s best book yet.”

—Lisa Steinke, SheKnows Book Lounge

“Absolutely enthralling…. Readers will remember The Sweetness of Forgetting long after the final page is turned.”

—Fresh Fiction
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To Jason and Noah.

You teach me again and again what love really is.






It is not tolerable, it is not possible, that from so much death, so much sacrifice and ruin, so much heroism, a greater and better humanity shall not emerge.

—General Charles de Gaulle, leader of the French Resistance, speaking about the impact of the Second World War
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The road snaked over the lush vineyards of Champagne as Inès Chauveau sped southwest out of Reims, clouds of dust ballooning in the wake of her glossy black Citroën, wind whipping ferociously through her chestnut hair. It was May, and already the vines were awakening, their buds like tiny fists reaching for the sun. In weeks they would flower, and by September, their grapes—pale green Chardonnay, inky Pinot Meunier, blueberry-hued Pinot Noir—would be plump and bursting for the harvest.

But would Inès still be here? Would any of them? A shiver ran through her as she braked to hug a curve, the engine growling in protest as she turned down the road that led home. Michel would tell her she was driving too quickly, too recklessly. But then, he was cautious about everything.

In June, it would be a year since they’d married, and she couldn’t remember a day during that time that he hadn’t gently chided her about something. I’m simply looking out for you, Inès, he always said. That’s what a husband is supposed to do. Lately, nearly all his warnings had been about the Germans, who’d been lurking just on the other side of the impenetrable Maginot Line, the fortified border that protected France from the chaos besetting the rest of Europe. Those of us who were here for the Great War know to take them seriously, he said at least once a day, as if he hadn’t been just four years old when the final battle was waged.

Of course Inès, younger than Michel by six years, hadn’t yet been born when the Germans finally withdrew from the Marne in 1918, after nearly obliterating the central city of Reims. But her father had told enough tales about the war—usually while drunk on brandy and pounding his fist against the table—that she knew to be wary.

You can never trust the Huns! She could hear her father’s deep, gravelly voice in her ear now, though he’d been dead for years. They might play the role of France’s friend, but only fools would believe such a thing.

Well, Inès was no fool. And this time, for once, she would bring the news that changed everything. She felt a small surge of triumph, but as she raced into Ville-Dommange, the silent, somber, seven-hundred-year-old Saint-Lié chapel that loomed over the small town seemed to taunt her for her pettiness. This wasn’t about who was wrong and who was right. This was about war. Death. The blood of young men already soaking the ground in the forests to the northeast. All the things her husband had predicted.

She drove through the gates, braked hard in front of the grand two-story stone château, and leapt out, racing for the door that led down to the vast network of underground cellars. “Michel!” she called as she descended two stone steps at a time, the cool, damp air like a bucket of water to the face. “Michel!”

Her voice echoed through the tangled maze of passageways, carved out of the earth three-quarters of a century earlier by her husband’s eccentric great-grandfather. Thousands of champagne bottles rested on their sides there, a small fortune of bubbles waiting for their next act.

“Inès?” Michel’s concerned voice wafted from somewhere deep within the cellars, and then she could hear footsteps coming closer until he rounded the corner ahead of her, followed by Theo Laurent, the Maison Chauveau’s chef de cave, the head winemaker. “My dear, what is it?” Michel asked as he rushed to her, putting his hands on her shoulders and studying her face. “Are you quite all right, Inès?”

“No.” She hadn’t realized until then how breathless she was from the news and the drive and the rapid descent into the chill of the cellars. “No, Michel, I’m not all right at all.”

“What’s happened?” Michel asked while Theo regarded her silently, his expression as impassive as always.

“It has begun,” Inès managed to say. “The invasion, Michel. The Germans are coming!”

A heavy silence hung in the damp air. How long would it be before the quiet of the cellars was punctured by the thud of goose-stepping boots overhead? Before everything they’d built was threatened, perhaps destroyed?

“Well then,” Michel said at last. “I suppose it is time we finish hiding the champagne.”
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Liv Kent’s left hand was naked. Or that’s how it felt, anyhow, each time she looked down and saw the empty space where her wedding ring had been for the past twelve years. And though she’d taken it off three months ago, five weeks after Eric had announced he was leaving and wanted the paperwork done as soon as possible, it still startled her sometimes, the absence of something she’d thought she would have forever. But then, there were a lot of things she’d thought she could count on.

“Thanks for being cool about this,” Eric said as he carried the final cardboard box of their shared belongings into her small one-bedroom apartment, the one Liv had moved into after they’d separated. It felt strange to have him here, filling space that would never belong to him. Part of her wanted to scream at him to get out, but another piece of her, a piece she was utterly ashamed of, wanted to beg him to stay. The speed at which their marriage had disintegrated had left Liv feeling as if the ground had opened up beneath her.

“Cool?” she repeated as he gazed around, taking in the apartment she’d filled with furniture they used to share. His eyes lingered on the distressed leather couch anchoring the room, and she wondered if he was thinking, as she suddenly was, of the day they’d bought it, the way they’d argued about the expense, the way they’d fallen onto its unforgiving cushions afterward to make up, sweaty and tangled up in each other. Then again, maybe he was just thinking that he was glad to have a fresh start, with none of the items they’d purchased together infringing on his new life.

His eyes moved back to hers. “I just mean I know this hasn’t been easy.” He rearranged his features into a mask of somber sympathy, and Liv felt a spike of annoyance, which was better than the sadness that had been swirling through her like a storm since they’d officially signed their divorce papers that morning. “I really am sorry about the way things turned out, Liv, but we just wanted different things.”

All Liv could manage was a noncommittal, “Mmmmm.”

“I do want what’s best for you. You know that, right? I’ll always care about you.”

“Just not as much as you care about yourself.” Liv couldn’t resist. “Or your new girlfriend.”

Eric sighed. “Don’t be angry, Liv.” He set the cardboard box down on the floor and brushed his hands off. “I’d like to think that someday we might even be friends.”

Liv snorted, and for a second, Eric’s sympathetic look slipped, and his forehead creased in annoyance, giving Liv a glimpse of the man she now knew lurked beneath the carefully curated exterior, the one who blamed her for everything that had gone wrong between them. Liv had wanted to have a baby, to build a family, and Eric had been seemingly happy to try. But then, after more than a year of disappointments, she had been diagnosed with premature ovarian failure. They’d tried three rounds of in vitro using donor eggs before Eric had abruptly announced he was done—done with trying for a baby, done with trying to understand Liv’s sadness, done with their marriage. Of course, Liv later found out that by then he had already started dating a twenty-four-year-old named Anemone, one of the administrative assistants at the Bergman Restaurant Group, the company he managed. “Friends, huh?” Liv finally replied. “Sure. Maybe you and I and your girlfriend can set up a weekly dinner date. That sounds cozy.”

“Liv, I know you’re angry. But this isn’t Anemone’s fault. You and I just outgrew each other. We weren’t meant to be together anymore.”

“And you were meant to be with a millennial vegan whose hippie parents named her after a species of jellyfish?”

“An anemone is actually a sea polyp,” Eric corrected without meeting her eyes. He shrugged with exaggerated helplessness. “What can I say, Liv? She gets me.”

“What exactly does she get? That you’re a complete cliché? That you’re the walking embodiment of a midlife crisis? That someday, when Anemone becomes inconvenient for you, you’ll bail on her, too?”

Eric sighed and Liv saw pity in his eyes, which made her feel even worse. “Liv, be honest. Did you even love me anymore by the time we split up?”

She didn’t answer, because how could she explain that she would have loved him forever if he’d given her the chance? That was what you were supposed to do with the people you promised your life to. It was just that by the end, she hadn’t particularly liked him. But she’d been willing to work through it, to try to find her way back to who they’d once been. Her own parents had never gotten that chance; her father had died when Liv was just a baby, and her mother had flitted from relationship to relationship ever since. Liv had always vowed that her life would turn out differently. But maybe we were all doomed to repeat the mistakes of those who came before us, even if we knew better.

The thing was, Eric was right. They didn’t belong together. Maybe they never had. And maybe going their separate ways was the best thing they could have done. But it still felt like he’d failed her when she needed him most.

When the silence had dragged on for too long, Eric spoke again. “So what are you going to do now? Are you going to try to get back out there into the workforce? You know you can ask me for a letter of recommendation if you need one.”

Liv bit her lip, hating him a little for the way he was looking at her, like she was pathetic. It had been his suggestion, a year ago, that she quit her job as the VP of marketing at Bergman, the place they’d met fifteen years earlier. They’d worked side by side for a decade and a half, him rising through the ranks in the finance department while she rose to the top of the marketing department. They had been the perfect power couple—until they weren’t.

Look, if we’re doing in vitro for a third time, maybe you should just stay home and focus on that, he’d said last June. Besides, once we have the baby, you’ll want to take a leave of absence anyhow, right? She had reluctantly agreed, but she saw now that following his advice had been a mistake, that it had been the first step in him ushering her out the door of her own life. The result was that when the bottom had dropped out, she was left with nothing—no child, no husband, no job, no savings. She was utterly adrift. “I’ll figure it out,” she mumbled.

“At least you’ve got your grandmother in the meantime.” Eric’s lips twitched. “I’m sure she’s helping you, right?”

“She’s been generous,” Liv said stiffly. “I think she realizes she gave me some bad advice.” Grandma Edith—her father’s eccentric, wealthy mother, who lived in Paris—had been the one to insist on a prenup before Liv had married Eric, one that stipulated that if the marriage ended, neither was entitled to anything that originated with the other. It had obviously been intended to keep Eric from getting his hands on what would one day be Liv’s inheritance, but since Grandma Edith was still alive, and Eric was making mid–six figures while Liv was unemployed, the document now seemed like an insane mistake. At least Grandma Edith had offered to pay for Liv’s apartment while she figured out her life, but Liv felt guilty enough for taking the money without Eric rubbing it in.

“And yet she was so sure of it at the time.” He chuckled. “Anyhow, Liv, I’ve got to get back to the office. But let me know if you need anything, all right? I guess I’ll see you around.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He left without a look back, and as Liv closed the door behind him, she had the sense she was finally shutting out the past and stepping into an uncertain future.



An hour later, Liv had finally worked up the courage to open the final box Eric had delivered. She felt as if she’d been punched in the gut when she sliced through the tape, lifted the flaps, and realized it contained their wedding album and two shoeboxes full of pictures from their life together, pictures that obviously meant nothing to Eric anymore. She flipped through the ones on top—honeymoon photos in which she and Eric held coconut drinks while standing on the beach in Maui, beaming at each other—before jamming them back into the box and backing away as if their mere proximity could wound her.

There was a sharp rapping on the door, and Liv looked up. She wasn’t expecting anyone, and she’d only given her new address to a handful of people. Her sole friends during her marriage to Eric had been her coworkers at Bergman, and when she’d left her job last year, none of them had stayed in touch, which had only added to her feeling of being erased from her own life. Had Eric come back to discard another box of memories? She considered not answering, because she didn’t want to face him again, but then there was another knock, louder and more insistent this time.

When she stood and peered out the peephole, she had to blink a few times to process what she was seeing. There, in the dimly lit hall, stood her ninety-nine-year-old, impossibly spry grandmother, white hair wound into a meticulous bun, gray tweed Chanel jacket perfectly tailored, black slacks impeccably cut. “Grandma Edith?” Liv asked in disbelief as she opened the door.

The old woman pursed her lips, her penciled-in eyebrows knitting. “Honestly, Olivia, is that how you dress when I’m not here to supervise?” The dig sounded almost polite wrapped in Grandma Edith’s soft French accent. “Have I not taught you better than that?”

“I, uh, wasn’t expecting you.” Liv looked down at the torn jeans and ratty sweatshirt she’d changed into after Eric had left, perfect clothes for moping in. “Should I have been expecting you?”

“Well, I am here, am I not?”

“But… what are you doing in New York?” When Liv had last spoken with her—three days earlier, when Grandma Edith called to crisply ask when the divorce would be final—there had been no talk of a transatlantic trip from Paris. Considering Grandma Edith’s age, a flight to New York should have merited at least a mention.

“Well, I have come to get you, of course. Aren’t you going to invite me in? I’m dying for a martini. And do not dare tell me you are out of gin. I would have to disown you immediately.”

“Um, no,” Liv said. “I have gin.” She stepped gingerly aside and watched as Grandma Edith swept past her. She wondered fleetingly why they never hugged like normal people did.

“D’accord. Have you any blue cheese olives on hand?” Grandma Edith asked over her shoulder as Liv followed her in and shut the door. It was then that Liv realized Grandma Edith didn’t have anything with her aside from her familiar Kelly bag.

“Where’s your luggage, Grandma Edith?”

The older woman ignored her. “I would even take a garlic olive in a pinch.”

“Um, I think I just have regular ones.”

Grandma Edith harrumphed but seemed to accept this as she settled onto Liv’s living room couch.

Liv was silent as she prepared her grandmother’s drink, a task that had been hers from the time she was nine. A healthy dose of gin, a splash of dry vermouth, a few drops of olive juice, shaken with ice, and then strained.

“You really should chill the glass first, Olivia,” Grandma Edith said in lieu of a thank-you as Liv handed over her drink. “Aren’t you going to have one, too?”

“It’s two in the afternoon, Grandma Edith. And I’m still trying to figure out what you’re doing here.”

The older woman shook her head. “Honestly, need you be so uptight?” She took a long sip. “Very well. If you must know, I’m here because today’s the day you are officially free of that soul-sucking salaud. I hate to say I told you so, but…”

“So you’ve come to gloat.”

Grandma Edith took another swallow of her martini, and Liv noticed fleetingly that her grandmother’s hand was shaking. “I most certainly have not,” she said. “I have come to help you pack your bags.”

“Pack my bags?”

Grandma Edith sighed dramatically as she stood and beckoned Liv toward the bedroom. “Well, come on, then! We are already behind schedule.”

“For what?”

“For our flight.”

Liv just stared at her.

“Enough wallowing, now, Olivia. Our plane leaves in four and a half hours, and you know how security is at JFK.”

“Grandma Edith, what on earth are you talking about?”

“Try to keep up, dear.” Grandma Edith rolled her eyes and drained the rest of her martini. “We are going to Paris, of course.”
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The cellars beneath the Chauveau property were dark, dank, humid. The arched brick walls, carved into soft chalk and limestone, held the wetness in, had done so since Michel’s great-grandfather had begun constructing them seven decades earlier, and because of that, they were the perfect place for champagne bottles to sleep on their way to becoming something great.

Inès knew this because Michel had told her the history of his family’s property when he’d first begun courting her a year and a half ago. His father’s family had been vignerons, winegrowers, since the sixteenth century, but it was only in the early 1800s that they’d begun to toy with the idea of producing their own wine. In nearby Reims and Épernay, and even the commune of Aÿ, massive champagne houses were making a fortune, while growers in the small villages still lived like peasants. When Michel’s great-great-grandfather married the daughter of a textile magnate in 1839, there had finally been some money to purchase equipment and supplies.

The business had evolved slowly, and nearly stalled when Michel’s eccentric great-grandfather became obsessed with building a network of caves underneath their property to rival the chalk-carved crayères of the great houses of Reims. The tunnels he had constructed, beginning in the 1870s, were so twisting and complex that during Inès’s first week living at the Maison Chauveau, she’d gotten lost belowground for hours, a terrifying ordeal. Michel hadn’t found her until well after nightfall.

“The tunnels go on for many kilometers and are quite confusing,” he’d told a sobbing Inès as he led her into the evening air. “Don’t worry, darling. You’ll learn.” Of course, Michel knew every centimeter of the maze by heart, had played hide-and-seek in the twisting caverns as a boy, had carved his name into the chalk portions of the walls alongside the names of his ancestors, had huddled there while bombs shredded the earth overhead during the Great War.

But even a year after that first frightening experience, Inès still wasn’t accustomed to the dark stillness, the way the aging bottles crowded the caves like silent little coffins. She hadn’t gotten used to the constant chill, as if the seasons aboveground ceased to exist, and she had never adjusted to the way the wind sometimes howled at the main entrance to the caves, a sound that made her think of the ghosts and wolves of fairy tales.

This was supposed to be a fairy tale, Inès thought with a pang of regret as she paused now to rub her throbbing shoulders. When she’d first met Michel, in November 1938, they’d seemed a perfect match; he had been entranced by her youth and her optimism, and she had been equally moved by his solidity, his wisdom, and his fascinating role in making a champagne that everyone in France knew of. It had all seemed so magical. Who would have thought that a mere eighteen months later, she would be wearing work boots and sliding twenty-kilo cases of wine toward the secret cave Michel’s parents had constructed during the Great War to hide their valuables?

It was an ingenious installation, and the first time Michel had shown it to Inès, just after France had declared war against Hitler’s Germany in September, her jaw had dropped; she never would have guessed there was an enormous storage cave lurking behind what looked like an impenetrable wall. A hidden door swung out from a hinge concealed between bricks, and when it was closed, it looked as if it was part of the decades-old stone and chalk tunnel. There was even a specially ordered Madonna, designed to appear permanent, in front of it, although the statue of the virgin was deceptively easy to move. Inès knew that because she’d had to do so herself earlier that morning in order to access the hiding space, where they’d been slowly concealing bottles for months.

Alone in the caves, her arms and back aching, she felt a chill of foreboding. In January, as they’d lain in bed together one stormy night with the wind lashing the vines outside, Michel had predicted a terrible year for Champagne—a bad harvest, a shadow cast over their whole region. Inès had thought he was just being a pessimist, but now that the Germans were over the border, she wondered if he was, as usual, right about everything. While she respected his intellect, sometimes his inability to err could be stifling. It left no room for Inès to have thoughts or opinions that differed from his.

“Inès? Are you here?” A voice wafted down the narrow stone stairway from the main entrance to the cellars, which was behind a wooden door tucked into a stone wall behind the château where Michel and Inès lived. Inès closed her eyes briefly. It was Céline, the wife of Michel’s chef de cave, Theo Laurent. “Michel said you might need some help.”

“Yes, I’m here!” she called back, trying to sound friendly. She scratched her left forearm, a childish habit her mother had tried to break her of, telling her it was unladylike, that the harsh red streaks her fingernails left were unbecoming and juvenile. Still, the nervous tic returned whenever she was on edge. “I’m just headed back to the cave where the last of the twenty-eights are stored.”

“C’est bon. I’ll be right there.” She could hear heavy footsteps on the stairs; Céline had ditched her stylish mules months ago, when the Marne was emptied of its men, and now wore work boots nearly every day. She was stronger than Inès, and more sure of herself, and Inès often felt like an inexperienced little girl next to her, though they were only a year apart.

Inès tried to pitch in, too, but she didn’t have the same knack for it that Céline did, and she was often left in the dust—literally. Inès had no palate for tasting, though she tried; no skill for the bottling of blended wines; and no finesse for the racking of bottles, which had to be done with a sure hand. She suspected that the others thought she was just lazy, but the truth was, she was hesitant and unsure, and each time she broke a bottle, she lost a bit more confidence. She was useless.

The irony was that not so long ago, that’s exactly how Michel had wanted her to be. When he had proposed marriage to her a little more than a year earlier, he had told her he would take care of her, that he didn’t want her lifting a finger.

“But you see, I’m happy to help out,” she had tried to explain.

“It’s my responsibility to take care of you now,” Michel had said, cupping her chin gently with a calloused hand and looking into her eyes. “You won’t have to work.”

“But—”

“Please, my dear,” he had interrupted. “My father never had to ask my mother to bother herself with the champagne production, and I don’t want to ask you to, either. You’ll be the lady of the house now.”

But then war had been declared that September, and the draft had stolen their workers. Michel had slowly changed his tune, at first asking her to do small tasks with mumbled apologies. She made sure to let him know at every opportunity that it was perfectly all right, and that she truly wanted to pitch in. But as the autumn dragged into winter and the labor shortage began to take a toll on their production schedule, he had implored her to take on more and more responsibilities. She scrambled to do everything he wanted, but there was often a learning curve, and as the months wore on, she could feel the heat of his deepening disappointment in her.

She pasted on a smile as Céline rounded the corner now. Even in faded trousers and muddy boots, Céline was beautiful, which annoyed Inès, though she knew that was irrational. But then Inès looked more closely at the other woman, and even in the darkness, she could see that Céline’s eyes were rimmed in red.

“Are you all right?” Inès asked.

Céline immediately ducked her head, hiding her face behind a curtain of long brown hair. “Oh yes, just fine.”

“But you’ve been crying.” Inès knew she was being tactless, but it simply didn’t seem fair for Céline to pretend that everything was normal when clearly, above their heads, it was all falling apart. Then again, in the year since Inès had married Michel, the two women had never really become friends, though Inès had tried. Céline was quiet and serious, always tromping around with a frown on her face, while Inès did her best to look on the bright side. A month after Inès had arrived at the Maison Chauveau, she’d overheard Céline whispering to Theo that Inès’s constant optimism grated on her because it was so unrealistic. After that, Inès had at least understood the exasperated looks Céline sometimes cast her way.

Céline drew a shuddering breath. “Yes, well, I’m worried about my family, Inès.”

“Oh.” Inès was temporarily at a loss. “Well, I imagine they’re all right. I’m sure the Germans aren’t harming civilians.”

Céline made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a sob. “Inès, don’t you remember that my family is Jewish?”

“Well, yes, of course.” The truth was that Inès didn’t think about it much. It had come up in conversation a few times over the past few months, when there were news reports of Jewish roundups in Germany. Céline’s father and his family were Jews, but Inès knew that Céline’s mother—who had died two years earlier—had been Catholic, and that Céline hadn’t been raised to be particularly religious at all. “But you mustn’t worry. This is still France, after all.”

Céline was silent for long enough that Inès thought perhaps she had no reply. “Do you really think that will matter when the Germans have control of things?”

Inès bit her lip. Céline didn’t have to look at every situation as if it were the end of the world. “There’s no word of anything happening to Jews here,” she said confidently. “You’ll see. It will be fine.”

“Right.” Céline turned away without another word. Inès watched as she bent, lifted a crate of twenty-eights from the floor, and trudged down the tunnel toward the hidden cavern.

Inès grabbed a crate of her own and hurried after her, her back aching in protest, her underused biceps burning. “You’re from near Dijon, though, right?”

“Yes, just to the south, Nuits-Saint-Georges.”

“Well then, your father and your grandparents are much farther from the Germans than we are, yes?” Inès knew that Dijon was some three hundred kilometers south of Champagne. “They’re probably already heading south.” Michel had explained that hundreds of thousands of refugees were clogging the roads as the Germans approached.

“No.” Céline didn’t look at Inès as she placed her crate on the stone floor of the hidden cave. “My father manages a winery, and nearly all his workers were sent to the front. He felt he could not leave. He’s quite loyal to the owner, who has been good to him. My grandparents decided to remain with him.”

“Well, surely they will be fine.”

“Surely they will be fine,” Céline repeated, but Inès could hear the bitterness in her tone, the fear, so she went silent and returned to her bottles.

Inès supposed she would be worrying about her own relatives, too, if she had any left. But both of her parents had died when Inès was just sixteen—her father felled by a stroke, her mother by a heart attack two months later. There were no siblings, no extended family; Inès was entirely alone. Thankfully, her dear friend Edith’s family had taken her in, and Inès had found a home again.

It made sense, then, that in early 1938, when Edith had fallen in love with a young restaurateur named Edouard Thierry, who had inherited his family’s brasserie in Reims, Inès would accompany her to Champagne. She had no reason to remain in their hometown of Lille, and though she resented Edouard at first for taking Edith away, she was surprised and moved by his offer for her to come and stay with them in his large apartment, situated just over the brasserie. You are her dearest friend, he had said solemnly as she wiped her tears away after their modest wedding at the baroque-domed Église Sainte-Marie-Madeleine in Old Lille. Of course you will be with us for as long as you like.

She hadn’t believed at first that he actually wanted her there, but he’d been a genuinely enthusiastic host, often including her in social engagements and sometimes even asking her opinion about world affairs. He’d even let her help out behind the brasserie’s bar on occasion to make a bit of money. When Edouard brought his old friend Michel Chauveau around for dinner one cold evening in the fall of 1938, announcing that Michel was a very eligible bachelor, it seemed predestined that Inès would fall in love with him.

“Oh, Michel is so handsome!” Edith had exclaimed later that night, clapping her hands as Edouard walked Michel out, leaving the two women alone. “Don’t you think, Inès?”

Inès had smiled, her heart still fluttering. “Did you see his eyes?” They were a piercing blue, the kind that could see right through you. He was tall, solidly built, with sandy blond hair and sharp features, and though his suit was a bit outdated, he wore it well.

“His eyes?” Edith had repeated with a laugh. “I noticed only that they were focused on you all night, my dear friend. And how could he resist? You’re beautiful.” Edith had a way of making Inès feel that way. She had always been that kind of friend, the kind who lifted you up when you were down. “Can you believe he owns the Maison Chauveau?” Edith added, raising both eyebrows meaningfully.

“And yet he was so modest,” Inès said. He had come bearing chilled bottles from three different Chauveau vintages, but he deflected Inès’s questions about his champagne empire gracefully, turning the attention back on her, asking her about her life in Lille, her friendship with Edith, and whether she’d yet had a chance to tour Champagne.

Later, she and Edith agreed that he had been asking her for a date. Like Edouard, he was several years older than Edith and Inès, and more serious than they were, too. Inès supposed it was because he and Edouard had both been forced into their family businesses early; they had taken on responsibilities she could barely imagine when they were in their early twenties.

“I haven’t ventured beyond Reims yet,” Inès had told him. “But I would love to see the countryside.”

“Would you?” Michel smiled, and Inès’s stomach fluttered. He had called on her the following week, and by the spring, they were engaged. They married the first week of June, for there was no reason to wait; like Inès, Michel had no living family.

It had all seemed so very dazzling at first. Inès was the new wife of the owner of a prestigious champagne house! She would be living in the midst of rolling vineyards! She would drink bubbly every night!

But the reality was quite different. Once Inès and Michel were wed, they rarely went into Reims; the picturesque scenery became mundane after a while; and even the nightly bottle they opened with dinner began to feel repetitive.

The biggest problem, though, was that Inès no longer had Edith to gossip with on a daily basis, or even Edouard to engage her in conversation, now that she was no longer living with them. Michel was even more introspective and serious than he had seemed during their brief courtship; they often spent entire meals in complete silence as he ruminated about problems with the production schedule or issues with growers—neither of which he wanted to discuss with Inès.

Inès had imagined that she and Michel would go back to Reims often to see their friends, but though the small city was only forty minutes from Ville-Dommange by car, it might as well have been in another country. The demands of champagne production kept Michel busy from dawn until dusk most days, and he didn’t like her taking the car without him. Inès was effectively trapped in a place that still didn’t feel like home.

And though Inès had met the burly, dark-haired Theo and his strong, elegant wife, Céline, on her first visit to the Maison Chauveau and imagined they might become her friends, that hadn’t happened, either. Theo was so immersed in his work that he could vanish for weeks at a time, while Céline was as quiet and solemn as Michel. The more Inès tried to bond with her over gossip or news from town, the more Céline seemed to withdraw.

Now, with war looming on the horizon, Inès felt more isolated than ever. In the depths of the cellars, she and Céline should have been sharing their fears about what was to come. Instead, they worked in silence, the only sound the quiet thud of each crate landing in its new hidden home.
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On a Friday morning in June, days after the Germans had finally marched into the Champagne region, Theo came rushing into the small cottage he shared with Céline, his face flushed.

“They are finally here in Ville-Dommange,” he blurted out. “The Germans. Come quickly.”

Céline felt a surge of fear. She had known this was coming, for the Germans had been pillaging the towns around them since they’d swept in earlier that week. She’d been holding out hope that somehow their small village would be overlooked, but of course that was silly. The conquerors would want their reward—in this case, the endless bottles of fine champagne that huddled in the dark cellars beneath the countryside. But what if the Germans were after something else, too? What if they were coming because they knew Céline was half Jewish? “Should I hide?” she asked.

“This isn’t about you,” Theo said instantly, his dark brows drawing together. “It is happening to all the champagne houses. Come, Céline. We are not in danger as long as we do what they say. And right now, Michel needs us.”

Céline couldn’t say no to that, not after the kindness Michel had shown them. When Theo had applied for the job of head winemaker at the Maison Chauveau four years earlier, just after marrying Céline in Nuits-Saint-Georges, he’d already been turned down from several larger champagne houses in Reims because he’d learned his trade in Burgundy rather than in Champagne. But Michel hadn’t cared at all about his lack of pedigree. “You are a skilled winemaker; that much is clear,” he had said after reviewing Theo’s references and doing several rounds of tasting and blending with him. “Any house would be lucky to have you.”

And that had been that. Michel had offered them the former caretaker’s cottage, just fifty meters to the right of the main house, as part of Theo’s salary, and Theo had accepted. Since that day, Michel had been generous to a fault, treating the Laurents like family, inviting them every so often to Sunday dinners in the much grander main house, even including them in holiday celebrations. He and Theo had been almost like brothers for a time, although since war had been declared in September, Céline had seen a growing distance between them. Theo wanted to pretend that nothing was happening, while Michel was determined to look the future square in the eye, even if it was frightening and uncertain. Céline would never say so, but she thought Michel was right, while her husband was being shortsighted.

And so, despite her hammering heart and clammy palms, Céline smoothed back her hair and forced a smile. She was already dressed for the day in dungarees and work boots, a white cotton blouse buttoned over her camisole. She had planned to accompany Theo to a nearby vineyard to inspect some of the early buds, though it was clear that would have to wait. “Very well,” she told Theo. “Let’s go.”

He grasped her hand, squeezing her fingers too hard, and pulled her out the door. Down the lane, less than a kilometer away, Céline could see a small caravan of military trucks, dust swirling around them as they approached. The hum of their engines cut through the morning stillness, a low and insistent buzz of warning. “Merde,” Theo muttered. “They’re here sooner than I thought they’d be.”

Theo and Céline ran to the main house. The door was already open, Michel and Inès waiting for them just inside, their faces pale. “What will we do?” Inès asked as soon as they entered. For once, she looked undone, her dark auburn hair swirling untamed and wild. She was in black T-strap heels and a long blue dress with a fitted waist, somehow still delicately pretty in the midst of all the chaos. Inès looked from Theo to Céline and then back to Michel. “We have to do something!” She put her palms on her cheeks and then ran her nails down the lengths of her arms, as if she didn’t know what to do with her hands.

“We wait,” Michel said, closing the door. The dark stillness of the front hall engulfed them. “We wait, and we see what they want.”

Less than a minute later, after the squealing of brakes and a cacophony of rough laughter and deep voices outside, there was a heavy knock on their front door.

“Calm,” Michel reminded them, and then he swung the door open to greet their invaders. Céline could see three German soldiers, all in full uniform, two toting long rifles, standing on the step, and behind them, a half dozen more. They were young, perhaps in their early twenties, except for the broad-shouldered man in front, who appeared to be closer to forty. His hand hovered over the holstered pistol at his hip.

“Hello,” Michel said evenly, as if answering the door to Germans was an everyday occurrence. “How can we help you?”

“Help us?” The older man snorted. “You can help us by showing us where the entrance to your champagne cellar is.”

Michel didn’t reply right away, and in those frozen few seconds, Céline studied the man. He was tall, dark-haired, with a narrow mustache, small eyes, and refined, almost elegant features that were currently arranged in a sneer. His forest green uniform jacket with its rigid black collar was cinched with a brown leather belt and adorned with bronze buttons, medals, and a Nazi insignia. His pants were gray, and below them, his black jackboots gleamed in the sunlight. Despite the heat of the morning, there wasn’t a single crease on him. He was an officer, she realized, in charge of the others. His French was perfect, hinting at some level of education and grooming.

“Certainly,” Michel replied evenly. “Might I ask what you’re looking for?”

“You may not.”

Michel and Theo exchanged looks, and then Michel stood back, ushering the soldiers inside as if they were honored guests. He led them through the house and out the back door, and it was only then that Céline realized that the small secondary entrance to the cellars, the one Michel’s great-grandfather had installed in the kitchen in case the family needed a quick route to the cellars, had been hidden behind a large armoire. Instead, Michel—with Theo a few steps behind him—seemed to be taking the soldiers to the main entrance in the stone wall that separated their garden from the vineyards beyond. When Michel’s great-grandfather had constructed the elaborate tunnels to rival the crayères of the larger champagne houses, he had also installed an imposing entryway made of stone, closed off by an ornately carved wooden door so it looked as grand as possible. “Stay here,” Michel warned over his shoulder, looking first at Inès and then at Céline.

But the officer placed a firm hand on Michel’s forearm and glanced back at the women. He smiled, and there was something about the expression—cold and lupine—that chilled Céline to the bone. “No,” he said, “I think the women will come with us, too.”

Céline didn’t resist when Inès grabbed her hand, lacing her tiny, childlike fingers through Céline’s longer, narrower ones. Together they followed their husbands through the imposing cellar door and down the narrow steps, their hurried footsteps clicking on the stone like the insistent tap of woodpeckers. One of the soldiers whistled in appreciation as the first cave full of bottles came into view, but the man behind him nudged him and said in German, “Oh, come on now, this is nothing compared to Veuve Clicquot Ponsardin.”

Céline understood, because her mother, who had grown up near the German border, had taught her German at home when she was a girl. But she played dumb, keeping her eyes wide and her expression neutral. She knew that she was at an advantage, however little it might be worth, if the Germans felt they could speak openly in front of her.

“Well? Where are your 1928s?” the officer asked, looking around suspiciously. “And your thirty-fours?”

“We have only a hundred odd bottles left of each vintage.” Michel met the officer’s gaze. “But if you’ll follow me, they’re just this way.”

The officer narrowed his eyes, but he allowed Michel to lead the group down the main tunnel to a cave on the left, where Céline knew Michel had deliberately left out a few racks of the best wines. A total absence would be suspicious; a shortage could be explained by saying that the remaining bottles had sold. “Here we are,” Michel said, waving his arm toward the room. “Just on the floor there to the right.”

“Hmph.” The officer beckoned one of his men, and together they lifted up one of the crates and pulled a bottle out. It was indeed a twenty-eight, one of the most valuable of their collection. Behind the Virgin Mary nestled into the curve of the hall, its sisters lay silently in wait. “Where are the rest?” the officer asked, turning to Michel, his expression hard, his right hand drifting toward his pistol again.

“Oh, we’ve been nearly sold out for a long time. Twenty-eight was a very good year, you know. Very in demand. Thirty-four, too.” Michel furrowed his brow. He was a far better actor than Céline had realized. “Please. Take what we have. You’ll have no quarrel from me.”

The officer gestured to two of his men, who scrambled to begin grabbing bottles. “That will do. Now leave us to it.”

“Certainly.” Michel took Inès’s hand and began to walk briskly back toward the stairs. Céline and Theo followed. The four of them were silent until they’d made their way back upstairs, across the back garden, and into the kitchen of the main house.

“Michel, you practically thanked them for looting our cellars!” Inès cried as soon as they were alone.

“What is it I should have done, Inès?” Michel sounded weary. “It’s anarchy out there. We have to plan for the future, and if they think we’re hiding something, they’ll tear our caves apart.”

“But did you have to be so… submissive?” Inès demanded, her voice rising an octave in indignation. “This is our property!”

“Inès!” It was the first time Céline had heard Michel raise his voice. He raked his hand through his hair as Inès blinked at him like a wounded doe. “Darling,” he said more calmly. “This is the worst of it. We wait out this storm, and the German authorities will be in control of their men in a few days. Until then, we just have to survive.”

Inès opened her mouth to reply, but she was interrupted by a voice behind them. “It seems you French are wiser than you look.” They all whirled around and saw the German officer framed in the sunlit back doorway, a cigarette in his hand trailing a sinewy ribbon of smoke. “Your only job now is to get by. Verstanden?”

No one answered, so after the silence had ticked on for too long, Céline replied for all of them. “Yes, sir. We understand. You’ll have no trouble from us.”

The officer smiled slightly, which made him look even more dangerous, more sinister. Or maybe it was just the way he was suddenly studying her that was so unsettling; it was as if he was noticing her for the first time. His gaze lingered on the top buttons of her blouse. She resisted the urge to flinch, to cower, and finally, his eyes traveled back up to her face. “I’m glad to hear it,” he said.

Céline swallowed hard as the officer turned his attention back to Michel. “Now. What is in that smaller house?” He gestured toward Céline and Theo’s cottage. “My men wish to see.”



An hour later, both homes had been emptied, along with dozens of cases of the Maison Chauveau’s best champagne. Michel had insisted they all remain passive as the Germans grabbed furniture, ripped generations-old tapestries from the walls, raided their pantries, and carried out precious loaves of bread, jars of jam, cans of coffee. The Germans took everything—armchairs, blankets, mattresses—even the old grandfather clock that had stood watch for more than a hundred years in the parlor. They piled it all in the garden outside the main house, crushing the bed of red peonies Inès had stubbornly tended even after Michel had insisted they’d need to convert all remaining tillable soil to vegetable gardens. It was a moot point now.

Atop the pile, Céline saw the faded quilt her mother had made her to celebrate her marriage to Theo, and she felt suddenly furious. What would these men need with something so personal? It was the middle of June; the nights were warm enough. No, the quilt represented something worse—a need to plunder for the sake of plundering. She blinked back tears; she knew she should be more concerned about the loss of furniture, of canned and jarred food that would have taken them through the winter. But the quilt was one of the last things she had to remind her of her mother.

The men poured out from the houses, having finally taken everything of any conceivable value. As the men loaded up the trucks, the officer in charge strolled over, his thumbs hooked in his belt.

“We will be back for more champagne when we need it.” There were crumbs on his mustache, a smear of jelly on the right side of his chin. “All you have belongs to Germany now.”

Michel coughed and pressed his lips into a thin line.

The officer studied him. “Wir werden uns wiedersehen,” he said, his tone menacing. No one responded, and he looked amused by their lack of understanding. Céline made sure to keep her expression neutral, and when the officer’s gaze landed on her again, lingering for long enough that she could feel Theo tensing beside her, she forced herself not to blink, not to flinch, until he finally turned on his heel and strode off.

And then, as quickly as they had arrived, the Germans clambered back into their trucks and pulled away with their spoils, hooting and hollering until they were out of sight.

“What did he say?” Inès asked, her tone bordering on hysterical, once the convoy was finally gone. The sudden silence felt ominous. “Does anyone know what he said?”

“He said we will meet again,” Céline replied. There was no need, though, to translate the intent behind the words. They were a threat, and even in the heat of the warm Champagne sunshine, Céline’s blood felt like it had turned to ice.
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“You need to snap out of it,” Grandma Edith said as Liv stared out the window at the dark sky over the Atlantic, wondering when she’d see the first rays of dawn over the eastern horizon.

Liv turned, surprised to see her grandmother sitting up, studying her in the muted lighting of their first-class cabin. They had boarded the Delta flight hours ago, but Liv hadn’t been able to sleep, despite the fact that the lie-flat premium seats were even more comfortable than Liv had imagined they’d be.

“I didn’t know you were awake, too.” Liv put a hand on her grandmother’s arm. It was cold, covered in goose bumps, and Liv instinctively reached for the blanket that had slipped to her grandmother’s lap.

“Leave it,” Grandma Edith said, pushing Liv away. “I’m fine. But you aren’t. You’re wallowing.”

“I’m not wallowing. I’m just sad.”

“About that good-for-nothing Eric?”

Liv picked at her thumbnail. “About the fact that I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

“Oh for God’s sake, Olivia, I hope you’re not telling me that you had your identity tied up with that good-for-nothing. I know that after your father died, your mother went through husbands like other people go through cartons of milk, but I thought you were better than that.”

Liv gave her a look. “I just meant that this whole thing blindsided me, and now I feel a little lost, okay? I’m forty-one with no husband, no kids, and no job. It’s not where I thought I’d be.”

“Yes, well, if you let Eric take everything from you, then he wins, doesn’t he?” Grandma Edith shook her head and pushed her call button. “And that would be a disappointment indeed.”

Liv chewed her lip as a flight attendant approached, her mascara smudged, her hair flattened on one side. She’d clearly been sleeping, but Grandma Edith didn’t seem to care as she crisply ordered a gin martini and some pretzels. The flight attendant delivered the order a moment later with a yawn and shot Liv a questioning look. Liv could only shrug. No one ever seemed to know what to make of the diminutive French nonagenarian who drank like a 1960s advertising executive.

“Now, where were we?” Grandma Edith asked after she’d taken a long sip of her cocktail, her third since boarding. Clearly the secret to the old woman’s longevity was an unwavering commitment to pickling her liver. “Oh yes, your malaise. It’s not terribly becoming, dear. My mother always said that a lady should find a way to solve her problems without complaint. I think that was very good advice, though I admit I didn’t always adhere to it.”

“With all due respect, Grandma Edith, maybe your mother never had to deal with infertility and a husband who couldn’t stand the sight of her anymore.”

“No, dear, she only had to deal with the violent death of her brother in the First World War, terrifying nightly bombings while the Germans ransacked France, and my father returned from Verdun half blind and full of misplaced anger.”

Liv stared at her. “Grandma Edith, I’m so sorry. I had no idea your family had gone through all that.”

“Yes, well, some things are best left alone. The point is, many people lose more than they can imagine, and they still find a way to carry on.” When she lifted her martini again, her hand was trembling. She glanced at Liv, and then she looked past her, her gaze very far away. “I found a way, Olivia. And you must, too.”



Paris was bustling, even though it wasn’t quite eight in the morning as their chauffeured car wove through the narrow streets of the seventh arrondissement. Liv gazed out the window at the boulangeries already crowded with people, the florists just setting up for the day, the fromageries with their overflowing displays of cheeses. Liv cracked the window and breathed in deeply, inhaling the familiar mélange of yeasty bread, faint cigarette smoke, and flowers—a combination that was uniquely Parisian. She had been here so many times as a child that the scent should have triggered happy recollections of running through the Tuileries gardens with her grandmother strolling behind her, a cigarette pinched between two narrow fingers.

Instead, the memory that dug its claws into her was of a more recent trip, one she took with Eric right after he’d proposed thirteen years ago. She couldn’t marry him in good conscience without Grandma Edith’s approval. It was supposed to have been a mere formality, but Grandma Edith had disliked him from the start for reasons Liv couldn’t fathom. Eric hadn’t liked Grandma Edith much, either; he’d told Liv on their first morning there that the old woman seemed too showy.

“I think she just lives comfortably, that’s all,” Liv had protested. “Besides, you know how generous she always is with me.”

Eric had rolled his eyes. “Yeah, well, it must be nice to be rolling in money she didn’t actually earn.”

“What are you talking about? We have no idea where her money comes from.”

“And you don’t think that’s weird?”

Liv shrugged. “I think it’s old-fashioned. She always says it’s vulgar to talk about finances.”

“Well, regardless, she doesn’t seem to believe I’m worthy of a cent of her fortune.”

“What?”

“You’re going to tell me that having me sign a prenup wasn’t all her idea?”

Of course, it had been Grandma Edith who had insisted on the document, which seemed pointless to Liv. But the older woman was generously paying for their wedding, and acquiescing to the request seemed a small price to pay to keep the peace. “Look, does it matter? It’s not like we’re going to get divorced. I love you.”

Later, when Eric had been in the shower, Liv had broached the subject with Grandma Edith. “You do like him, don’t you?”

It had taken Grandma Edith a long time to meet Liv’s gaze. “No, not particularly.”

“But you barely know him! How can you possibly say that?”

“A lifetime of experience, dear. When you know, you know.”

“Well, you’re wrong! And it’s not your place to be judging the person I love!”

“Someone has to be the voice of reason,” Grandma Edith replied, looking her in the eye. “And your mother is too busy gallivanting around with her boyfriends to say a thing.”

“Maybe she just respects my point of view more than you do.”

“Or maybe she hasn’t realized yet that matters of the heart can make you both blind and stupid.” Grandma Edith shrugged while Liv seethed. “But it’s your life. Marry him if you want. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

Now, nearly a decade and a half later, the words still rang in Liv’s ears. “Grandma Edith?” she asked softly as the car turned right on the rue Fabert and the gold dome of Les Invalides came into view.

“Hmm?”

“How did you see through Eric so quickly when I first brought him here to meet you?”

“You are in Paris, and still you are thinking of him?” Her grandmother clucked her disapproval. “Let him go.”

“I have,” Liv said. “Honestly. I just—I don’t know how I got it so wrong when you knew exactly who he was right from the start.”

Grandma Edith shifted in her seat, her eyes watery. “It’s not your fault, Olivia, not really. When you’re young, you see only the future. When you grow older, you see the past.” She turned to stare out the window. After a long pause, she spoke again, her voice quivering in a way Liv had never heard before. “And the past has a way of showing you things clearly, whether you like it or not.”
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