
      
         [image: Cover image: Each and Every Spark by Claire Swinarski.]

      
   
      
         [image: Title page: Each and Every Spark by Claire Swinarski. Published by Quill Tree Books.]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            For my two favorite historians:

            Benjamin Swinarski, who loves history more than any other kid I know,

            and Mark Courchane, who always knew I could do it.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Beauty will save the world.

            —Fyodor Dostoevsky
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            1 
September, present day

         
         “Penny!”

         
         Penny Marks squeezed her eyes shut as tightly as she could. Maybe if she lay still in her creaky bed, nobody would know she
            was there. Maybe she could forget she was there.
         

         
         “Penny!”

         
         She tried to remember what her seventh-grade gym teacher had said last year when they talked about post-exercise meditating. Something about stillness being the key. Or was that Father Ariel talking about prayer in confirmation class? Either way: stillness. She focused on the brash, rattly Paris traffic outside the apartment window. She’d always thought of Paris as jazz music and crumbling croissants and the gentle flow of the Seine, but that was before she’d been forced to move there. It was really all taxi horns and chatty tourists. Paris, like so many other things, was more jarring up close. 

         
         “Penny Lane! Bus is leaving!” her dad hollered.
         

         
         Okay, even she couldn’t stay still at that. She had to roll her eyes. It wasn’t like they were seriously going to leave without her.
         

         
         “Come on,” she heard her oldest brother, Matthew, say. “Let’s go.”

         
         “I’m hungry,” her other brother, Mason, insisted.

         
         Penny listened to the typical clatter of her dad and two brothers getting shoes, sweatshirts, wallets, keys. She heard Matthew
            drop his phone and swear, and her mom snap at him for swearing.
         

         
         “Last call, Penny Lane!” her dad called chipperly.

         
         Still. Still as a stone. Maybe the earth could open a giant hole and let her sink into it. Sending her in some kind of time-zone
            warp back to America, where she belonged. Or maybe her mom would burst in and announce that this cross-planet move had been
            a giant mistake, renounce her fancy art museum job, and they could all get on the first plane back to Wisconsin. First class,
            this time. Penny’s knees still hadn’t recovered from the eight-and-a-half-hour flight two days ago.
         

         
         “I’m staying here!” she finally yelled back, letting her eyes crack open slightly. “It’s a protest.” When they’d landed, they couldn’t get a train from the airport due to a strike. Dad had called France the land of protests. Look at her—fitting right in. 

         
         “Fine,” Dad responded. “Just don’t go on a hunger strike. We haven’t even had a croissant yet! Au revoir!”

         
         More clitter, clatter, cluster, and the shutting of a door. Only the quiet tap-tap-tap of her mother typing on her laptop.
         

         
         She closed her eyes again and pictured her old room in her old house. Her paintings on the wall. Her lavender bedspread. Someone
            else lived in their house now. Maybe the renters had already rearranged things in Mom’s old art studio, covering up where Penny
            had done bright pink handprints to the left of the window. And Erin had already squeezed her way into being Rosalie’s new
            best friend. Penny was sure of it. They were probably at the pool right now, floating on their backs and planning out how
            to conquer eighth grade.
         

         
         She waited for her dad to pop his head back in and call for her again, but the apartment stayed quiet. She sat up.

         
         Padding out into the kitchen, she saw her mom at the scratched-up kitchen table. Mom’s laptop was open in front of her and
            she typed furiously, her bright blue nails flying across the keys.
         

         
         “Did they seriously go?” Penny asked. The apartment felt gigantic without her two gangly brothers sprawled out over the sofa arguing about soccer statistics. 

         
         Mom laughed. “Kid, are you joking? Dad called for you a thousand times! I thought you were protesting.”

         
         “They actually left?” Go figure. They were probably all having a blast, taking photos to send home to their friends and exploring the new neighborhood.
            She couldn’t even say the word arrondissement. Honestly, she couldn’t really say anything in French, which added to her list of Reasons Why Moving to France Was a Bad Idea. She tried her hardest, but her throat
            just didn’t make those guttural French sounds.
         

         
         “You snooze, you lose,” Mom muttered, returning to her typing. “I told them to bring us home dinner.”

         
         “What am I supposed to do?” she whined.

         
         “Penny, they asked if you wanted to go. I need to get some work done. Want to see this painting I’m teaching about next week?”
         

         
         She did, actually. In her loud, boisterous family, Penny had always connected most with her mom. They both loved art, they
            both brought books to the boys’ soccer games, and they both thought Great British Baking Show was the best series on Netflix.
         

         
         But Mom was now Enemy Number One. Who woke up one day, surrounded by her three kids who still needed her, and decided it was the perfect time to accept a fellowship teaching art history while researching on the side at the Institut National d’Histoire de l’Art for a year? 

         
         “No,” said Penny shortly.

         
         Mom finally stopped typing and looked up at her. Penny just stared back, hoping her bad attitude was showing. She could do
            a great annoyed face when she had to.
         

         
         “All right,” Mom said after a long pause. “Maybe I can take a break. Frown off. Shoes on. Let’s find a pastry.”

         
         

         When Mom and Dad first sat Penny and her brothers down to tell them about the Paris plan, Penny had thought they were talking
            about a vacation. She’d pictured wandering the Louvre with her mom, pointing out the Rembrandts that people usually missed in their dash for
            the Mona Lisa. Madeline had come to mind, and Miss Clavel: “In an old house in Paris that was covered in vines, lived twelve
            little girls in two straight lines.” She’d never been to Europe; Dad traveled sometimes for work, but their family didn’t
            go much of anywhere besides the Wisconsin Northwoods every Fourth of July.
         

         
         Then when Dad said it was to teach for a year, Penny almost started crying. Mom was going to be gone for a whole year? Who would bake brownies with her on Tuesday nights to distract her from the fact that she no longer had painting lessons since she’d quit? Who would listen to the ins and outs of the endless drama between Erin and Rosalie, who were friends one day and enemies the next? Who would be on her side when her brothers were ganging up on her? Who would take her shopping for her eighth-grade graduation dress, and who would take her to the Art Institute of Chicago for her birthday? Who would go grocery shopping and make dinner—Dad? They’d have to survive off Culver’s. Dad was great and all, but his idea of cooking was preheating the oven for a frozen pizza.
            He did his own jobs, like mowing the lawn and coaching the soccer teams and getting spoons out of the garbage disposal if they fell in. He had his things.
            But he was no Mom. And that wasn’t even to mention school—the class parties Mom always volunteered for; the PTO fundraisers she ran. The Marks
            family would fall right off its axis without Mom for an entire year. They’d have a clean garbage disposal, but nothing to
            eat.
         

         
         Then, as Dad started talking about how this would be a huge adjustment but they’d all make special family memories in Paris—about how, yes, they had a lot to learn about the language but they would all start doing some app together in the mornings to prepare, about how he knew Penny would love seeing the ballerinas that Degas had painted in person—she put it together. 

         
         They were all going.
         

         
         Mom would miss all of those things, and so too would Penny. They were renting an apartment and living in Paris for in an entire
            year. They were renting out the house. They’d all be homeschooled online, with Mom and Dad filling in the curriculum cracks.
         

         
         Last year at Fernridge Falls Middle had been brutal, and Penny knew that was part of why Mom and Dad wanted to whisk them
            across the ocean. There’d been a lot of hushed voices and biting comments, school board meetings that made it into the news,
            and articles being written about why Fernridge Falls, Wisconsin was, in one guy with big ears and a nasally voice’s opinion,
            “the perfect representation of issues facing America’s school system.” Parents wanting books off shelves, and librarians getting
            mad, and then—the thing with the art program. “Jocelyn James,” her mom muttered, as if she was saying “Darth Vader” or something. Jocelyn James at school board meetings, Jocelyn James with her sharp red nails, Jocelyn James on every school
            board campaign sign in town. She promised if she won, they’d ax art classes, because they didn’t prepare kids for the future. They needed to focus on core classes, she kept saying, that would help kids get real jobs. She promised all kinds of things that made Mom fidget and Dad reach over and squeeze her shoulder when they saw Jocelyn
            on the local news.
         

         
         Penny had heard her parents talking about the possibility of taking her out of Fernridge Falls public schools. But man, she
            thought they meant St. Mary’s. Or Trinity, where they wore uniforms. Not another country.
         

         
         And then Mason had gotten sick. Really sick. A kind of sick Penny didn’t like to think about, with an ambulance and medicine
            bottles and a hospital room you weren’t allowed to enter until you scrubbed your hands to a nurse’s standards. He was fine,
            now. “Doing-really-great,” Mom would say perkily, whenever someone asked how he was. Like it was all one word. But she knew
            it had added to the stress of the year, way more than Jocelyn James had.
         

         
         In other words: Mom and Dad were fresh-start shopping.

         
         Penny could usually depend on her brothers to be self-centered enough to throw a fit. But they just grinned, congratulating their mom.
         

         
         “What about soccer?” Penny said to Mason accusingly. He had been hoping to make varsity next year as a measly freshman, even though he’d missed a lot of the season last year and had to wear a hearing aid now. But still—his chances were actually halfway decent; the Marks boys were a soccer dynasty. Dad had coached their select teams for years before they got to high school. 

         
         “They have soccer in Paris,” he said. “They call it football.”

         
         “Everyone knows that,” she snapped. “Matthew? It’s your last year in high school! You want to miss prom? Graduation? Courtney?” Matthew had a glamorous girlfriend, who had just gotten her driver’s license and drove around the neighborhood in her dad’s
            bright red BMW. She usually looked at Penny like she was something she’d stepped in by accident.
         

         
         “Paris is the most romantic city in the world! Maybe she can visit. Can we take a weekend trip to Normandy?” he asked excitedly.
            “To see where the Allies landed during World War II?”
         

         
         “Of course we can!” said Mom. “It’s easy to get to a lot of places from Paris. The European train system is amazing, we’ll
            just—”
         

         
         Penny got up from the table, walked to her room, and shut the door. As usual, her family barely even noticed she’d left. She sat on her bed, hugged her pillow, and listened to them going on without her on the other side of the door. They were probably happy she’d disappeared; now they could be excited without Annoying Penny dragging them down. 

         
         She stayed in her room the rest of the day, trying to read the Hunger Games prequel but mostly just googling downsides of homeschooling and Paris murder rates. She made sure to text her mom the grisliest news stories she could find.
         

         
         That night, as Penny lay awake in her bed, her door opened softly. She slammed her eyes shut, pretending to be asleep, but
            Mom came in anyway and sat on the edge of her bed.
         

         
         “Penny,” Mom whispered. “You awake?”

         
         Penny kept her breathing as slow and even as she could.

         
         Mom reached over and put her hand on her head, brushing back her hair just slightly. Penny wanted to lean in to her soft,
            cool palm, but she hesitated.
         

         
         “It will be an adventure, kid,” Mom said quietly. “The adventure of a lifetime. And we’ll be in it together. All right?”

         
         Penny stayed still until Mom slowly got up and left the room. Nobody asked her if she wanted an adventure. Nobody asked her
            anything at all.
         

         
         

         “Just the right amount of crumble,” Mom said in her best Paul Hollywood voice. The café they sat in had a giant case of every pastry imaginable, so she and Mom had picked a few to split. Mom was currently taste-testing the mille-feuille, a layered dessert of puff pastry and vanilla cream. She and Penny always pretended to be Great British Baking Show hosts when they tried new desserts.
         

         
         “The texture’s terrible,” said Penny, putting on her Prue voice.

         
         “Prue would never call something terrible. She’s too nice.”

         
         “She would if she’d been kidnapped.”

         
         “You know, Penny,” her mom said, a slight smile in her eyes, “most kids would be excited about a trip to Paris. Especially ones that liked art.” A waiter pushed past their small table quickly, balancing an entire
            tray of filled-to-the-brim cappuccinos on his shoulder.
         

         
         “You know, Mom,” she responded flatly, “most kids aren’t kidnapped against their will and forced to live in foreign countries.”

         
         “For the last time, parents can’t kidnap you.”

         
         “They can too! They’re the most common suspects!”

         
         “Have you been watching those weird true crime YouTubes again?”

         
         “Mom.”

         
         “My point,” Mom said, “is that you could try and see the bright side of things.”
         

         
         Penny knew what that meant. It was parent-ese for “I’m sick of your whining. Please be happy so that I can go back to my own fantastic life.” But if it was Penny’s job to remind her mom what a horrible idea this was, she’d be happy to comply. 

         
         “I know this is hard,” Mom said softly. “Moving—and it wasn’t just moving, was it? It’s moving to an entirely new place. New
            language, new culture, new time zone . . . it’s a lot.”
         

         
         Penny just shrugged.

         
         “I think if you give it a try, you might be able to find something good about living in Paris,” Mom said. “If nothing else,
            then these desserts, right? And the art museums? Pastries and art are two of your favorite things.”
         

         
         Penny looked at Mom. In all fairness, it was hard to be mad at her mom, who’d basically been the greatest mom in the universe
            until she accepted this job a couple of months ago. Even when Mason was at his sickest and taking up a lot of her time, she’d
            always been there for Penny. She’d been at every art show, driven her to every painting class, and never said no to having Rosalie sleep over. When her brothers made fun of her for her never-ending pile of library books, Mom always had her back. And when Jocelyn James had finally won and the thing had happened with Mrs. Marley—well. She didn’t even like to think about that. But Mom had let her sleep in her bed with her, kicking Dad to the couch, and they’d stayed up half the night watching Beat Bobby Flay and drinking milkshakes, not letting any of the boys in.
         

         
         But still. They couldn’t even find an art teacher here who would teach in English. Not couldn’t, but wouldn’t. The French, Penny was learning, could be a bit snobby about their language.
         

         
         And besides, Penny was starting to think she might be done with painting. As in, not just “taking a break,” like Mom had told
            Mrs. Marley after that horrible day Penny didn’t like to think about. As in, done for good.
         

         
         She hadn’t said it yet to Mom, who was still on the hunt for a painting teacher for her. She hadn’t mentioned it to Rosalie
            either, who had come over to help her pack and asked why she wasn’t bringing her brushes. But her little “break” that she’d insisted upon was starting to feel not so little.
         

         
         “Come on,” Mom said, sighing at Penny’s stony silence. “Let’s get back. I have more work to do.” She left some euros on the table, linked arms with Penny, and guided her down the windy Parisian street. They’d gone pretty far from the apartment they were renting and had to wander back toward the second arrondissement, past more bakeries but also ramen shops, bubble tea stands, and Italian restaurants. Paris was French to its core, but it was so many other things too—almost like a mixed salad of cultures and languages and ideas. Things didn’t blend together, they stood out vibrantly, each making whatever it was next to seem funkier. There was even a giant Nike store, the signature swoop glaring out over the street. 

         
         “Oh, wow,” Mom said, nodding at a large gray building. “Lycée Victor Hugo. He wrote Les Misérables! You love that musical! This school is named after him. Maybe he went here, or helped pay for it?”
         

         
         Penny kept her face guarded. Okay, fine—she did love the musical that book inspired. Eponine singing “On My Own” . . . how could she not? It was probably the most played song on her iPhone. But she wasn’t giving her mom the satisfaction of reacting.
         

         
         Mom paused to read an off-white plaque hanging on the wall while Penny let her eyes wander. Her mother had picked up French
            way quicker than she had, since she had to use it at work so much.
         

         
         “It’s acknowledging that kids from here were taken by the Nazis,” Mom said. “Wow. Students, who went here. They were deported with the help of the French government.”
         

         
         “Deported where?”

         
         “To death camps. Mostly Auschwitz, I think—in German-occupied Poland.”

         
         Okay, that sent a shiver down Penny’s spine. She knew her history. Well, kind of. She’d had to read a book about the Holocaust in school
            last year. Her teacher hurried over some of the details because Lila Porter looked like she was going to throw up from the
            photographs. But was that in France too? She couldn’t remember.
         

         
         “The French did that? Got rid of their own kids, just because they were Jewish?” asked Penny.
         

         
         “Yes, they did. Paris was occupied by the Germans in the early 1940s. They arrived in . . . 1939? 1940? Oh, Matthew would
            yell at me.” Penny’s seventeen-year-old brother was a total nerd. World War II in Color was his favorite show. He wanted to major in history at college next year.
         

         
         “I know that. But the French helped?”
         

         
         “Well . . . kind of. It’s complicated, kid. There were good guys and bad guys, like every other country, at every other time.
            But there were a lot of bad guys, and the things they did were . . . terrible. Wow. You think Paris, you think pastries, right?
            You forget about this. The history.”
         

         
         They stood and stared at the sign for just a moment longer. Mom was right. Paris wasn’t just pretty; all sunsets and crepes, perfectly tied scarves and the Eiffel Tower in the background. It had a history, one much longer than anything Penny had ever really thought about. Something awful had happened, right here, where she stood. She could almost feel it in the air—a thick scent of terror, hiding behind the cold walls of the school in front of her. 

         
         “Come on,” said Mom, after taking a quick photo to show Matthew. “Let’s get back. Your dad will be home soon, and wondering
            where we ran off to.”
         

         
         That night, as Penny tried to get ready for bed, she found herself staring out the window to the back alley behind the apartment.
            Who knew what had happened there? Right there, on this street, in 1940? Kids like her, being rounded up? It gave her the shivers.
            She pressed her hand to the screen, letting the cool air of the October night seep through her fingers.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            2 
November 1943

         
         Marie Bonnet pressed her hand to the window of her small apartment. There was a centimeter of ice across it, thick and sparkling.
            The flowers that she had brought home from the market last week were frozen in their jar. It had been a silly thing, to spend
            what little precious money her sister Héloise gave her, meant for eggs and milk, on flowers. But Maman had always thought
            spaces should be made lovely.
         

         
         The window looked out on their street, a street that had once been so cheerful. Rue de Vivienne had been lined with florists, shops, and friends waving to one another. Every morning, Henri the baker had dragged out his cart, selling croissants and baguettes to passersby. He would pretend to pull a franc from behind Marie’s ear, before francs were so scarce and bread was nowhere to be found without a ration card. His cat would hide under his cart. It was all so long ago. A cart full of croissants—Marie couldn’t even imagine such a thing, these days. She couldn’t even remember what Henri’s voice sounded like. 

         
         Now, all Marie saw was gray. Gray cobblestones, gray buildings, gray boots of German soldiers, chatting in that aggressive
            language she hated so much. German sounded like someone trying to get something out of their throat. Rue de Vivienne was as
            gray as a storm cloud, and the only pop of color in Paris came from the bright red Nazi flag that hung over the Ritz hotel.
         

         
         Even the sky was gray—not much else could be expected from a Parisian November. Autumn felt especially quick and cold this
            year, though, with so little coal to go around. Marie went to bed with a chill and woke the same way. The cold seeped into
            her bones, making her teeth chatter so hard she worried they’d snap out of her mouth.
         

         
         “I’ll try to get more coal,” Héloise, said through her own clattering teeth, pulling her sweater tight around her. “But . . .”

         
         But it was hard. Everything was hard to get in Paris. Things that Marie had once had without thinking. A fire in the hearth every day; of course. A warm croissant for breakfast; of course. Papa coming home from a long day of work ready to swing her onto his lap; of course. The war had stolen all of her of courses.
         

         
         “You’ll be late?” she asked. Héloise’s hours had become longer and longer; every penny was needed to be put toward food. Héloise
            worked at the Ritz, the most glamorous hotel in all of Paris. In all the world, if Héloise was to be believed. But cleaning
            the toilets of les Boches didn’t sound very glamorous to Marie.
         

         
         The Nazi soldiers had begun staying at the hotel almost as soon as they’d arrived. They’d taken over the beautiful suites,
            trampling the carpet with their boots and ordering the maids around. Marie hated that her sister had to make their beds and
            dust their mantels. She knew Héloise hated it too. But they hated the sounds of their rumbling stomachs more.
         

         
         Her sister pointed at her. “Go to school. I won’t have all of Paris thinking I’m raising a street girl.”

         
         Marie rolled her eyes. She loved to learn; she really did. But school had only gotten more and more dull. Especially for girls.
            Nobody noticed if she wasn’t there. So many had left, anyway; off to be with cousins in the country, or off to wherever the
            Germans took people. The classrooms were becoming emptier and emptier; fewer and fewer voices were singing praises to the
            marshal and learning how to be good little French housewives. It bored Marie to tears.
         

         
         “I mean it, Marie,” said Héloise. “School. Au revoir.”

         
         “Au revoir,” Marie murmured, pressing her hand once more to the window as the door clicked shut.

         
         It was only a minute or so later that the door slammed back open.

         
         “Oh, Marie,” said Héloise. “I’m the worst, the absolute worst in the world. I—well, I didn’t forget. . . .”
         

         
         Marie hid a smile. “Of course you did.”

         
         “I didn’t! I’m sorry.” Héloise raced over to her, leaned down, and planted a hard kiss on her cheek. “Happy birthday, my sister.”

         
         Birthday. As if silly things like thirteenth birthdays mattered anymore. The last birthday Marie had enjoyed . . . she couldn’t even
            remember it. Her ninth, she supposed; but even then, things felt thick and strange—like just before a terrible thunderstorm,
            when everyone is hiding under awnings and glancing at the clouds before they erupt. There was something floating in the air,
            then, almost as if a fog had been gently placed upon all of Paris. People were worried; they’d walk down the streets with
            tighter smiles and quicker paces, the calls of floral vendors seemed stilted, and the very sun didn’t seem to shine as bright.
         

         
         It had been the last birthday before the Germans had come.

         
         To remember a birthday with Maman, Marie had to think much further back. Maman had gotten that cough that turned into sickness that turned into death when Marie was only six. In truth, there were days she had a hard time even picturing her mother. She had to look at the one photograph they had—Maman and Papa’s wedding photo, the old black-and-white picture that was fraying at the edges. Maman wasn’t smiling, which certainly wasn’t how Marie remembered her. 

         
         But Marie’s thirteenth birthday would be similar to her twelfth. Perhaps their friend Adrien could snatch a bit of leftover
            brioche from Café Fleur-de-Lis, where he served coffee. Maybe Héloise would read aloud to her from The Story of Jeanne d’Arc, her favorite book. Marie knew she was far too old to be read to; after all, she could read perfectly well herself. But there
            was something so soothing about Héloise reading it to her, her sister’s calm, confident voice blocking out even the loudest
            of German boots on the streets below. Especially when she was telling the tale of Jeanne d’Arc, the bravest hero France had
            ever had.
         

         
         When Marie was younger, before Maman had died, they’d visit her favorite painting of the saint in the Louvre. Marie loved to stare at Jeanne’s defiant eyes and the flag in her hands. Jeanne wasn’t quiet and dainty; she was bold and courageous, unafraid to fight for her country. Her tattered copy of Jeanne’s story was Marie’s most precious possession. She’d brought it into her bedroom the day after Papa left and kept it under the bed she shared with Héloise, taking it out nearly every night to flip through the pages and try to let some of Jeanne’s courage seep into her bones. 

         
         “I’m sorry,” Héloise said. “Oh, Marie, I was almost to the bottom of the stairs when I saw the newspaper with the date. Forgive
            me. I’ll bring you home something sweet from the hotel, if I possibly can.”
         

         
         Marie shook her head. “Don’t get into trouble.”

         
         Her sister bit her lip. “I said if I can. I didn’t promise. Now, have a good day—at school.”
         

         
         

         Marie had never really liked school. Long before the Nazis came. She much preferred to learn from the books Papa read to her
            at home.
         

         
         Papa was—had been—was a storyteller; he wrote books for children about animals that dwelled in the countryside of Provence. His most famous, Le Petit Lapin Rose, was the only reason Marie and Héloise had the apartment they did. The Little Pink Rabbit was the story of a baby bunny that was too afraid to leave its burrow. Instead of living in the dangerous woods, he makes his hutch lovely, bringing in flowers and decorating his walls with beautiful paintings. Papa had dedicated it to Marie’s maman, who always made the world, he said, a little more beautiful. Mamans and papas all over Paris read it to their little ones as they tucked them in for the night, willing them to stay as safe and sound as le petit lapin rose.
         

         
         But Papa was gone; he had been sent off to Germany to work at the beginning of the year. “What kind of work could a writer
            for children possibly do in Germany?” he had asked but hadn’t been answered with anything except an order to pack a few things
            and get on the train. “They don’t have a mother,” he’d told the German soldier, trying his best to speak that hideous language.
            He’d gestured toward the girls. “Nein mutter. Nein mutter!” But it hadn’t made a difference. The Bonnet girls hadn’t received word since—not even a letter. There was no one to call,
            nobody they could pester. The train had come, and he was gone, with thousands of other fathers and brothers and uncles. Off
            to the land of les Boches, of hand signals and Heil Hitler.
         

         
         Héloise had promised him that she would care for Marie, and she had. Héloise was lucky for the job at the Ritz, which always
            had food and coal for heat. It was the Ritz, after all. Where princes came to stay when they visited Paris. Where Coco Chanel
            herself lived, although she spent too much time with the Germans, in Héloise’s whispered opinion.
         

         
         But Marie hadn’t promised she’d keep going to school. And as much as she’d disliked it before, she loathed it all the more now. Her teacher, Monsieur Bassot, led “Maréchal, Nous Voilà!” with such gusto it made Marie want to spit at him. She hated that they had to praise the great marshal, the one who had left Paris to the Germans and taken off for Vichy. He’d gone from a big war hero in the past to now being a traitor. 

         
         That was where most of the French government had fled, according to Héloise; they were pampering themselves at a glamorous
            retreat while ordinary Parisians waited in line for food. If it weren’t for the marshal, France could actually have fought
            back, and maybe it wouldn’t be overrun with les Boches. Maybe there would be a cake for her birthday instead of scraps, and maybe she wouldn’t have to wear her thickest wool layers
            indoors. Maybe Papa would be home.
         

         
         Nobody wanted to talk about the missing. Not about Madame Stein, who had taught Marie her math lessons last year. Not about Papa, either, and not about her friend Sarah, who always let Marie glance over her shoulder during particularly hard exams. Not about Henri the baker. Nobody wanted to talk about the flower boxes that lined the rue, the flowers inside wilting and dead from lack of care. Nobody wanted to talk about the fact that they were so cold they could hardly think over the chattering of their teeth, even though it was only November. Nobody wanted to talk about the loud clunk, clunk, clunk of boots as they marched past the school doors, or about how the holidays this year were sure to be the same sad, sorry affair
            they’d been last year. Nobody, in Marie’s opinion, wanted to talk about anything important at all. Even Papa, before he left,
            had reminded them to keep quiet, keep still, keep their heads down. “It will be over by Christmas,” he had muttered that June when the soldiers first arrived. Well, here they were, nearly three Christmases later.
         

         
         If Maman were here—

         
         No. Marie shut her eyes tightly. She didn’t like to think about things like that.

         
         Marie had been so young when Maman died that the memories of her had started to slip through
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