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I was combing Josiane’s hair, trying to get the tangles out, when the knock at the door came. I ignored it; surely Frédéric would answer.
“Une souris verte qui courait dans l’herbe.” I firmly sang Josiane’s favorite nursery rhyme, the one about the little green mouse running through the grass, as Josiane wriggled. “Je l’attrape par la queue.”
“Maman!” she squealed, twisting her five-year-old body first to the left and then to the right. “You’re hurting me!”
“Just another moment, darling.” I held fast to her and started in once more with the comb as gently as I could. “Come now, sing with me. It always goes by faster when we sing.”
“Mamaaaaan!” she said again, drawing out the word this time, but after a second, she reluctantly began the next line of the song as she waited for me to chime in. “Je la montre—”
“—à ces messieurs,” we sang together, and just like that, the last of the knots broke loose, and I breathed a sigh of relief.
“All done, Maman?” Josiane asked as the knock at the door sounded once more. Frédéric was likely in the attic above the kitchen, tinkering with one of his projects: a broken wristwatch, perhaps, or a chair he was assembling, oblivious to the life going on below him.
“Yes, my love.” I pulled her close and squeezed before letting go. “Go feed the chickens, why don’t you? I’ll see who’s here.”
With a little peal of laughter, she launched herself from my lap and raced toward the back of our small farmhouse. I set the comb on the table and headed in the opposite direction, my spirits still buoyed by Josiane’s giggles. But as soon as I opened the front door and saw Monsieur Rochefort standing there, I almost shut it in his face. “No,” I said before he’d had a chance to speak, for I knew why he had come.
“Madame Vachon,” he said, holding my gaze. “I’m afraid I’m here for Josiane.”
My knees felt suddenly weak, and I gripped the doorframe to stop myself from falling. “But Monsieur Rochefort, she belongs with us.”
“It was always meant to be temporary, Madame Vachon,” he said gently, his eyes never leaving mine. “You knew that.”
“But . . .” I could not dispute his words, but as the years had passed, I had hoped at first, and then believed in the core of my heart, that he’d been wrong. God had given us a second child, a second chance, and I would not lose her as I had my son. “You can’t take her, monsieur. Surely there must be a way. Now that the war is over, we will teach her about her family, about her religion. You have my word. But to take her from us, to send her to an orphanage . . .” Tears pooled in my eyes as I imagined the homes I’d heard about, the ones filled with children wishing for mothers and fathers who would never return. I couldn’t live with sending Josiane to such a place. Who would brush her tangles, cut her dinner into small bites, sing her to sleep at night? “How could you do that to her? Certainly it’s not what’s best.”
“But Madame Vachon,” Monsieur Rochefort said, the grief in his expression deepening, “we are not bringing her to an orphanage. Her mother has come back from the east. It is time to bring her home.”

Monsieur Rochefort had first appeared at our farmhouse more than three years earlier, on a hot August day in 1942. I had nearly closed the door on him then, too, when I understood what he was there to ask of us.
“There is a child with nowhere else to go,” he’d said, standing in the dirt outside our door, in just the same spot he occupied now. “Her parents are Jewish, and they’re on a list for arrest, Madame Vachon. I know you have a spare room, and I thought perhaps . . .”
There had been no need to say the rest, and I knew he did not want to speak the words aloud any more than I wanted to hear them. Frédéric and I had been living in a cloud of grief ever since our son, Gabriel, was lost at the front during Germany’s initial invasion of France in the spring of 1940. One moment, he had been writing letters home explaining how secure the Maginot Line was. The next, he was gone, presumed dead, they said—though without a body to bury, how could a mother believe that her son’s soul had departed the earth?
It had been two years since we’d lost him, but Frédéric and I had not rearranged a thing in Gabriel’s room. He is coming home, we foolishly reassured each other each night before we retired, waiting for a knock on the door that would never come. And then there was Monsieur Rochefort, asking me to put another child in the space that we were saving for our son. It would be akin to admitting that he was gone forever. “Madame Vachon,” he’d said, perhaps reading the reluctance on my face. “Please. There are very few people I trust well enough to ask. I take a great risk with my honesty, but she needs you.”
He’d gestured to his truck, where a toddler in a gray dress stared out at me, her curls escaping from lopsided pigtails. Even from a distance, I could see her confusion, the fear on her face, and something inside me shifted. “But how would we explain her?” I’d asked. “Surely people will notice.”
“She is the daughter of your sister.”
“Yet I don’t have a sister, Monsieur Rochefort.”
“Oh, but you do.” His eyes held a bit of mischief, just as Gabriel’s used to when he had something up his sleeve. “She recently died in Le Mans after a brief illness, leaving her young daughter tragically orphaned. You are all she has left.”
“And when people wonder why I haven’t mentioned her before?”
“You were estranged. But there is room in your heart for her only child.” He hesitated for a moment before lowering his voice. “God willing, the girl’s family will return one day, madame. But for now, she needs a mother.”
It was perhaps this word—mother—that tipped the balance. I could already feel the tug on my heart as the child stared out at me, her eyes wide and unblinking.
“Very well,” I said, and he nodded, as if he’d known it would be my answer all along.
I had not consulted Frédéric before opening the door to a little girl who had nowhere else to go. Her care would fall to me anyhow; Frédéric spent most of his days tinkering with his gadgets or working on our farm, though there was less to do in the war years; the Germans had taken our cows and our horse and decimated our fields. Still, there were knobby Jerusalem artichokes to be harvested, a few rebellious stalks of corn, and two chickens who lived in secret beneath the barn floor and continued to lay eggs.
“Her name is Josiane,” Monsieur Rochefort had said before leaving. “She comes from Paris.”
That was the day I remembered what it was to be a mother. My heart, which had been sealed and shrouded since the day we had learned of Gabriel’s fate, creaked open, letting in a sliver of light, as a little Jewish girl who’d lost her home walked timidly into ours.

“Frédéric? Please come quickly!” I called now, and I could hear his heavy footsteps overhead, then the sound of him climbing down the attic ladder into the kitchen. When he rounded the corner, hope and fear in his eyes, I knew he’d believed for an instant that there was someone here with news of Gabriel. When he laid eyes on Monsieur Rochefort, though, his face fell.
“Bonjour,” he said. “You are here for Josiane, I imagine?”
“Yes, Monsieur Vachon.” Monsieur Rochefort’s gaze slid to me. “I understand how difficult this is.”
“Yes, well.” Frédéric’s eyes were liquid as they met mine. “I will pack her things. I’m very sorry, Marie.” Frédéric would miss Josiane, too, but he hadn’t made the mistake I had. He had not become her father as I had imagined myself her mother.
The back door banged open, and I could hear Josiane cheerfully singing another verse in the song about the green mouse. “Je la mets dans un tiroir.” Her voice drifted in, sweet and high as she came closer. “Elle me dit qu’il—” She stopped abruptly as she rounded the corner and spotted Monsieur Rochefort at the door. Her eyes darted to me, and I hurriedly wiped my cheeks, but not before she noticed my tears.
“Maman?” she asked. “What is it? What’s wrong?”
Josiane was not the same child Monsieur Rochefort had brought to us three summers ago, and I could see him recognizing this now. She had grown from a frightened toddler who could speak only a handful of words into a child who loved to be read to at night, who adored guessing the endings to stories she’d never heard and filling in the conclusions to the tales she now knew by heart. She had been thin and small when she arrived, but nourished by food from our farm, she had sprouted, her legs long and lean, her body solid and strong.
“Josiane, this is Monsieur Rochefort. He is the one who brought you to us.”
She looked at him suspiciously, then turned to me. “After my first maman died?”
Monsieur looked up sharply, his expression sad as his gaze met mine. I swallowed the guilt, both for not telling her sooner, and for what I knew I now had to do. “I couldn’t tell her the truth, you see,” I said in answer to the question his eyes were asking. “She might have said the wrong thing to the wrong person.”
“Maman?” Josiane said, her tone laced with fear. “What do you mean? What thing?”
Still, I didn’t say anything. I knew I was expected to explain, but how could I, when I had spent the last three years trying to imagine that Josiane was a gift from a God who understood that my heart was shot through with a hole only a child could fill? How could that same God be taking her from me now? It was inconceivable.
“Josiane,” Monsieur Rochefort said, “it is time to bring you back to your home in Paris.”
“Paris?” She glanced at me and then back at Monsieur Rochefort. “No. No, no, no. I live here.”
“Your mother is waiting for you there, my dear,” he told her gently, and I could feel my heart shattering into a million pieces in the cave of my chest.
“Maman?” Josiane sounded frightened now. “What does he mean? My real mother died. You are my mother now!”
I blinked back my tears and bent to her. “I have loved you like a daughter from the moment you first came to us. And in my heart, Josiane, I will always be a maman to you. But there is another who came before me. A maman who . . . who has returned. A maman who must love you very much, just as I do.”
Josiane simply stared at me, the words having rendered her silent. In the quiet, the clock in our hall ticked, and Monsieur Rochefort sighed. And then, from Josiane’s throat rose a wail saturated in grief and fear, and before I knew it, I was on my knees, pulling her to me, holding on as sobs racked her body and traveled into mine.

All three of us were quiet as we began our journey to the capital, some 250 kilometers east of our commune, Beaumont-la-Chartre. Monsieur Rochefort seemed not to know what to say, so he focused on the pockmarked road ahead, his knuckles white as he clutched the steering wheel. Josiane looked shell shocked and frightened as she chewed her bottom lip. And I felt as if someone had opened me up and scooped out my insides like the flesh of a potato, leaving nothing but hollowed skin behind.
Frédéric had said goodbye at the farmhouse door, holding Josiane for a long time before releasing her to me. “It will be all right,” he said, his voice gruff, but I wasn’t certain whether he was talking to me, to Josiane, or possibly to himself. They were empty words of comfort, though, for nothing would ever be all right again. “Godspeed, Josiane,” he’d said before turning swiftly and going inside, but not before I saw the tears in his eyes.
“I’m frightened, Maman,” Josiane whispered as the countryside unspooled before us, stretching flat and dark toward the eastern horizon. I hadn’t left Beaumont-la-Chartre in four years, had barely even left the safety of our farm, so I was startled to see how much the world had changed. Fields that had once been alive with overflowing crops were just beginning to bud anew; there were deep, charred potholes in the road; abandoned German trucks lay here and there like blackened, stripped skeletons. The sight made me shiver, though the day was warm, and I pulled Josiane close.
“Do not be frightened, my darling,” I said. “You will be with someone who loves you.”
“But you love me,” she said.
I blinked tears away, for it would do her no good to see me cry. “And I will love you forever and ever. But your real mother is waiting.”
“I don’t understand. Why did you tell me she died?”
The betrayal in her voice made my heart ache. “It was to protect you, my love. You were so young when you came to us. You might not have been safe if you’d told anyone the real story.”
I could feel her eyes on me, and finally, I turned back to her. “Why did she send me away?” she asked. “Was I bad?”
“No, my love, just the opposite,” I said, my throat suddenly tight with emotion. “Your mother sent you away because she loved you so much. It was the only way to keep you safe.”
I could see her processing this with some confusion. “Safe from the bad soldiers?” Our commune had been occupied early in the war by Germans, though they’d mostly left us alone. There was nothing strategic about our town; they stayed almost entirely in Le Mans after requisitioning our cows and our beloved horse, Jacky, and they paid us visits only a few times a year to take whatever crops we’d managed to grow. Josiane knew enough to hide when we heard the rumble of a German truck approaching, but we hadn’t wanted her to be terrified, so we had told her little about what the Germans were capable of, the retributions we had seen in the first year of the occupation, the executions in the town square designed to bring us under their thumb.
“Yes, darling,” I said. “From the bad soldiers.”
“But why would they want to hurt me?”
“Because . . .” I trailed off, unsure of how to reply. “Because the world was upside down for a time.”
“Like in De l’autre côté du miroir?” she asked, naming one of her favorite bedtime stories, the tale of a little girl named Alice who went through the looking glass. “The world that Alice sees in her dreams?”
“A bit like that, my darling.”
Josiane bowed her head. “Was my . . . was my time with you and Papa the dream? Is this the real world I am going back to?”
I turned away so that she could not see my tears. “It has all been real, my love. Every moment of it.”
The war had taken so much from all of us. I had spent the last five years believing that it was parents like Frédéric and me who had lost the most. What could be worse than knowing your child had died on a battlefield, defending France in vain, while you were hundreds of kilometers away, unable to protect him? But I realized now that perhaps it was even more terrible to be in the shoes of someone like Josiane’s mother, forced to give up your child, not knowing whether she had survived, unaware of who she had become. At least with Gabriel, I had known him for every moment of his life. Josiane, though, would be a stranger to the mother I was meant to take her back to. And once I was made to say goodbye to her, once Monsieur Rochefort tore me away and forced me back into his truck, I would be a stranger, too, a stranger to myself, for who was I if I was not Josiane’s mother? She had become a crucial piece of my identity, a segment of my soul.

Josiane dozed off just after we’d passed Chartres, her head bobbing a few times with the motion of the truck before landing on my arm. The weight of her there felt so right, so natural. How could this be the last time I would feel my daughter relaxing into me, knowing that I would keep her safe at all costs?
“Have you met her mother?” I asked quietly as I watched Josiane’s chest rise and fall in the easy rhythm of sleep.
“I have. I was the one to pick Josiane up that day. The mother’s name is Bela Meunier. She was inconsolable.”
The sentence somehow felt like a further blow. I had imagined Josiane’s mother only in abstract, but now I could see her in my mind’s eye, a woman not unlike me, racked by grief, just as I was when they came to tell us about Gabriel. She had a name now, too. Josiane was not Josiane Vachon, as she had been for the last three years, but Josiane Meunier, the child she was meant to be.
“And her father?”
“David Meunier. I met him, too.” He was quiet for a few seconds, and in the weight of his sighs, I heard the truth before he said it. “He did not return. So many did not. As I understand it, both Madame and Monsieur Meunier were arrested just two days after I came for Josiane.”
“Her parents were both taken to the German camps?” I asked softly. I knew little of what had happened during the war, but the recent reports on the radio had been bone chilling.
He nodded. “It is a miracle that Madame Meunier survived.”
“How long has she been back?”
“Only a week or two. I understand that she was very ill and spent some time convalescing at a Red Cross hospital. And then there was a fight to get her apartment back from the building’s concierge, who had been renting it out illegally.”
“What is she like?” I asked after a moment. “Josiane’s mother?” He glanced at me, and his eyes made it clear that he understood what I was asking. Was she a good woman? Would she give her love to Josiane the way I had? Would my darling girl be looked after?
“Young,” he said. “Maybe only twenty-two or twenty-three then.”
I grunted, feeling every one of my forty-three years. I could be Madame Meunier’s mother.
“There seemed to be a kindness to her,” he continued. “Even beneath her grief, even with the terrible anguish of having to give her child to a stranger, she offered me a cup of tea, tried to give me a loaf of bread for my journey, though she had so little herself. She loves Josiane, Madame Vachon. I could see it in her then, and no matter what she has been through in the last few years, no matter what she has lost, I know she has not lost this.”
“A mother never stops loving her child,” I agreed. I took a deep breath, knowing that Josiane would forever hold a piece of my heart, for she had become my daughter in every way. I used to believe that a mother could be made by only the act of growing a child in one’s own body, that the bonds formed there were the ones that lasted a lifetime, that it was the biological act of creating life that fostered the deepest of human connections.
But then Josiane came to us, and I understood that I’d been wrong. Bearing a child was an act of self-sacrifice. But loving that child, knowing that child inside and out, was the real magic.
Josiane loved yellow-hearted white primroses, deep-violet bluebells, and purple orchids that reminded her of the sky at dusk. She wished on dandelion ghosts, was terrified of bumblebees, and had an occasional recurrent nightmare about being trampled by stampedes of wild stallions. She had an imaginary friend named Ginette, preferred Gabriel’s old copy of Les contes de l’ours brun to the Babar books I sometimes read to her, slept with a tattered giraffe she’d named Albertine, and loved playing kitchen in the backyard with two bowls, a pile of mud, and a long list of imaginary cakes she needed to bake.
She hated spiders, loved ribbons in her hair, and had struck up a friendship with our two chickens, whom she called Pierre and Jacques, despite their being female. She spent hours in our barn, whispering to them about how they could be anything they wanted to be when they grew up, even if they were only chickens right now. Her favorite color was yellow, her favorite meal potato soup, her favorite song “Sur le pont d’Avignon.” She mumbled in her sleep; her hair had a cowlick at the crown; there was a tiny birthmark shaped like a lemon over her right shoulder blade.
The knowing of these things in the depths of my own marrow was what made me her mother, and after a time, it no longer mattered that she was not my flesh and blood, nor that she was not meant to be mine to keep. Now, it seemed, those things meant everything.
“Josiane’s mother knows we are coming?” I asked after a long moment of silence.
“She knows Josiane will be brought to her one day soon. She does not know that it will be today.” He glanced at me once more.
“Because you did not know if I would agree to let her go?” I guessed.
He gave a sad shrug and directed his attention back to the road, while I turned to look out the window, wondering how long I could have held him off, how much more time I could have had with Josiane. But every moment I had with her now was a stolen one. Perhaps they’d all been stolen, taken from Madame Meunier by fate and handed to me, someone who didn’t deserve them at all.

Though I had wished for time to slow, perhaps even to stop entirely, it was inevitable that Paris would eventually come into view. When it did, appearing on the horizon like a mythical creature rising from the depths, my mouth went dry.
I had been to Paris only once, the year before I met Frédéric, with two other young women from our commune, a few weeks after the end of the Great War. I had been dazzled by the city’s beauty, both raw and stylized at the same time, and by the energy of singing “La Marseillaise” in ecstatic victory with thousands of our countrymen as snow drifted down around us like fairy dust. I had never forgotten the feeling of standing in the shadow of the Eiffel Tower, dancing with laughing strangers, and reveling in the freedom and peace we all imagined the rest of the century would bring. Little did I know that just two decades later, I’d be sending my own child off to die in a second world war.
When we were first engaged, Frédéric had promised to take me to Paris again one day, just the two of us, but then Gabriel was born, and Frédéric had taken over the farm from his ailing father, and our lives had become something different. I no longer dreamed of romantic strolls down sprawling boulevards, or coupes of champagne in corner cafés. Instead, I had found myself grateful for the small things—Gabriel’s love of reading fairy tales aloud to us before his bedtime, for example, or Frédéric’s hearty, unrestrained laughter when I attempted a joke, even when it wasn’t funny.
I hadn’t heard my husband laugh in some time now.
We crossed over the Seine into Boulogne-Billancourt, just to the west of Paris, and as we hugged the muddy river, following its path to the west, the buildings to our left grew taller, and the chestnuts and elms to our right grew denser, until suddenly, there was a break in the tree line, and with startling clarity against the sharp blue sky, the Eiffel Tower came into view across the water.
Josiane, her face pressed to the window, saw it at the same time I did. She gasped and grabbed my hand. “Maman! Look there!” She pointed, her finger trembling just a bit as she stared at the monument, the symbol of the city, shrugging off the earth as it reached for the heavens.
“It’s the Eiffel Tower, Josiane,” I told her, trying to sound unfazed, for to admit that the city was as dazzling as I remembered it would be to relinquish a bit of Josiane’s future before I was ready. My Josiane would live here now, would perhaps see the tower each day, might even come to take it for granted. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” she murmured. “But it’s not that.” She was quiet for a second as we drove closer, continuing along the Quai Louis-Blériot. “It is that I know it.”
I blinked a few times, gathering myself. “From the Babar book, yes?”
She turned to look at me.
“The one with the ABCs,” I prompted, hearing the desperation in my own voice. “Remember? On the page with the letter T, the elephant family takes tea on the terrace overlooking the tower.”
“Oh.” She nodded slowly. “But that is not why I remember it, Maman.” There was a strange look in her eye, and at once, it felt as if a hand had closed around my heart and begun to squeeze, for I knew what she was about to say. “I remember it. I remember standing beneath it. With”—she trailed off and looked at me, guilt and confusion in her eyes—“with my mother, I think.”
“Your mother?” I repeated, trying as hard as I could to force a smile.
“I remember a woman holding my hand.” Her voice was small and frightened, and I wanted to put an arm around her and pull her close, but my limbs wouldn’t cooperate; they seemed to know already that she was no longer mine.
“What else do you remember?” I asked over the lump in my throat.
She didn’t answer, instead pressing her face back to the glass to follow the Eiffel Tower as it disappeared behind us. In the silence, I wanted her to say that she had far more memories of our farm, that the only world she believed in was the one where Frédéric and I were her parents. But everything had changed, in both of us, and as we rumbled through Paris, I knew she was seeing a past that existed for her before I became her mother, a universe that did not have me in it then and would not have me in it now. Would she forget me the way she had nearly forgotten her mother? Would I be simply a vague memory triggered when she ate a Jerusalem artichoke or heard the affectionate cluck of a chicken?
As Monsieur Rochefort continued to drive east along the Seine, we passed barges and bateaux slicing through the water, against the current. Trees stood like verdant soldiers on both sides of the road, and Parisians bustled to and fro, their heads down, their clothing nipped, tailored, and smart, making me suddenly aware of my own dowdiness, the loose cotton of my dress, the way my waistline had never been the same since I gave birth to Gabriel, a detail that hadn’t felt as if it mattered until now. Many of the women wore their hair in back-combed victory curls, which I’d seen in magazines. Would Josiane become this kind of girl, and then later, this kind of woman, one who looked sharp and stylish, one who you’d never imagine had once upon a time fled the glittering city for a backward farm? Would she stroll down wide avenues and wear crisp white blouses and red lipstick and high-heeled shoes? Would she wear the hairstyles of the day, go to the cinema on the arms of sophisticated boys, sit at café tables elegantly smoking cigarettes? Would she remember that once, she had been loved by a woman who would never belong here?
We passed a bridge on our right guarded by four gilt-bronze statues atop pedestals, and I gasped. Even in the depths of my despair, this city was breathtaking. Across the bridge rose a gold-domed palace.
“Les Invalides,” Monsieur Rochefort, who had traveled to Paris many times, clarified, pointing out the window at the masterpiece. “It is where Napoleon is buried.”
“Who is Napoleon?” Josiane asked.
“A very famous man who once ruled France. You will learn of him in school.” I swallowed a lump in my throat. I would not be there for Josiane’s first day of school, nor her last. I would not be there for any of it.
Through a fog of tears, I watched as we passed the Place de la Concorde, with its gleaming, gold-capped obelisk and two glorious fountains, and then the massive clocks of the old Gare d’Orsay, across the river to the right, followed by the palatial mass of the Musée du Louvre to our left.
Monsieur Rochefort turned left down a wide boulevard just as the twin towers of Notre-Dame appeared ahead of us, and I looked out the window in silence as elegant mothers strolled by, some laughing, some pushing prams, some chasing after little girls in pigtails or little boys in short pants. Cascades of vibrant flowers spilled from window boxes, happy to be free; smoke drifted up from the tables outside corner cafés; and tabacs beckoned with signs advertising cigares and cadeaux.
“We are nearly there,” Monsieur Rochefort said quietly, and I felt Josiane tense beside me. I gripped the door handle to steady myself. I wanted to reach over her, to slam my foot on the brake, to cause a traffic accident that would halt our journey, anything to stop time. How many hours had I taken for granted? How many moments together had I squandered, imagining they would be endless? Now, I wished I had watched Josiane every night when she slept, played with her every day instead of doing chores, savored those moments of brushing tangles from her curls while she tried to wriggle free, spared her every harsh word, left behind the petty worries of my days and realized how precious all the seconds were.
How had I forgotten that truth so soon after Gabriel’s death? I would regret these mistakes, and the ones I’d made with him, for the rest of my life.
All too soon, Monsieur Rochefort turned right down a side street, then right again down an alley. His brakes squealed in protest as he brought the car to a halt along the curb. “We are here,” he said quietly, but none of us moved.
“I don’t want to get out,” Josiane whispered.
Neither do I, I wanted to tell her. But a mother had to do the right thing. “Do not worry,” I said instead, hoping she couldn’t hear the tremor in my voice. “I will be right here with you.”
Josiane nodded resolutely, but still she didn’t move. Even Monsieur Rochefort seemed to be frozen, but at last, he cleared his throat and opened his door. “It is time, Madame Vachon,” he said.
He came around to our side of the truck to open the door, and with reluctance, I stepped out onto the cold Paris street. I turned to lift Josiane out behind me, just as I had lifted her down a hundred times from her favorite perch on the counter of our kitchen, but this time, I paused with her there in midair instead of lowering her to the ground.
“Maman?” she said, and I realized I had frozen for too long, and Monsieur Rochefort was looking at me with concern, perhaps intuiting my thoughts of escape.
“I’m sorry,” I murmured, forcing a smile, and then she was on the ground, no longer looking at me but at the building looming before us, a cream-colored Haussmann building with chipped Lutetian limestone walls and tarnished balconies where only a few flowers bloomed. Laundry lines crisscrossed the alley above us, and white shirts snapped in the breeze like flags of surrender. I could smell roses and croissants, cigarette smoke and decay.
“This is where she lived . . . before?” I asked, and Monsieur Rochefort nodded slowly, pointing to a wrought iron balcony just above us, three floors up. A few drooping yellow flowers struggled for purchase, and the portes-fenêtres were cracked open, white curtains fluttering in the breeze.
I bent to Josiane. “Do you remember this place?” I asked, and she shook her head and slipped her hand into mine. I squeezed it gently, the only comfort I had left to give.
“Come,” Monsieur Rochefort said, and we followed him into the building, which smelled of garlic and grease. The building’s concierge, as wide as she was tall, came out to exchange a few words with him and gestured to the stairway with a grunt.
The steps creaked with each footfall echoing in the quiet, and from somewhere above us, the sound of jazz music drifted down from someone’s phonograph as we ascended. Monsieur Rochefort led us slowly down the hall of the third floor to the second doorway on the right, one with splinters and a hole the size of a nailhead in the frame, where something had once hung. He glanced at me, and I could read pity in his eyes as he knocked once, and then again. I clutched Josiane’s hand tightly, and I could feel her move behind my legs, shielding herself against the unknown.
The door opened, and there stood a young woman I wanted to hate, for she would take my child from me. But how could I hate her when she had Josiane’s eyes, the shape of her brow, the very same wild, beautiful hair, though hers was much shorter? She looked so much like the daughter I had come to love that, for a second, I felt as if I were seeing into the future, receiving a glimpse of what Josiane would look like twenty years from now, though by then, perhaps she would have forgotten me.
The woman looked first at Monsieur Rochefort and then at me before her eyes found the child hiding behind me, and she gasped, putting a hand to her mouth as her eyes went round. “Josiane,” she whispered.
Josiane still clung to the backs of my legs, squeezing tight. She leaned left, peering out at the woman, and I couldn’t bring myself to look down at her, for I knew what I would see there: recognition of the woman she belonged with. Realization that the woman who had been masquerading as her mother for the last three years was a fraud. Understanding that she was never meant to have loved me at all, that everything she had felt for me was a mistake.
The woman—Bela Meunier, her slender frame painfully thin and malnourished—was crying now, and she bent down, her arms open, reaching for her child. Josiane took a step forward and then stopped, looking up at me uncertainly. “Maman?” she said softly, still holding tightly to me, and my heart lurched in pain.
“It’s all right,” I told her, though it would never be all right at all. “This is your real maman, my love.”
Slowly, her grip on my legs loosened, and then, her fingertips were no longer on my skin, and I was instantly adrift, unmoored. I didn’t realize I was shaking until Monsieur Rochefort put a hand on my back to steady me.
“Josiane,” the woman before us repeated, tears spilling down her face. “It is me, my sweet girl.”
I could feel it the second Josiane ceased to be mine, as she moved from my shadow into the arms of her true mother, who pulled her close and sobbed and whispered words I couldn’t hear. She held her just as I had held her countless times, wept into the hair I had combed infinite tangles from, clutched the fabric of the dress I had sewn myself from a shirt that had once belonged to Gabriel.
Finally, she raised her gaze to meet mine, and over the top of Josiane’s head, tears still coursing like rivers down her face, she asked, “You are the one who watched over her?”
The words weren’t meant to wound, but they cut to the core, stripping me of all the ways I’d loved Josiane, of all the ways in which Josiane had glued back together my shattered heart. Indeed, that was all I’d been—merely a watcher, perhaps not a mother to her at all. “Yes,” I managed.
To my surprise, she reached out one of her arms and, with surprising strength, pulled me in, crushing Josiane between us as she embraced me, too. She was so slender it felt as if she might break. “Thank you,” she murmured. “I can never thank you enough. I have lost so much, but to be reunited . . .”
And then my tears were spilling over, too, and I held tight to the daughter who was never meant to be mine, and the mother who was always meant to be hers. “I love her, too, you see,” I said without meaning to and immediately felt foolish for having said the words.
Josiane’s mother released us both and regarded me in silence, her eyes searching my face. Was she seeing someone who had stolen something from her? “You are a mother, too, madame,” she said at last, and there was nothing in her eyes but sadness, both hers and the reflection of mine. I wasn’t sure if she could see in my eyes that I, too, had lost a child, and that I was about to lose another, but she understood enough. “Thank you for saving her. Thank you for bringing her back to me.”

Goodbye came too quickly. There was no invitation to stay for coffee, for of course there was still none to be had so soon after the war’s end. It was clear that Monsieur Rochefort and I had no place here and that Josiane and her mother had three years of separation to recover from, new fabric to be woven. I had once been a lifeline; now I was an interloper. How quickly I had changed from needed to needing.
“Josiane,” I said, bending to her. She came to me instantly, her eyes wide and frightened, and threw herself into my arms. I held tight to her and said, “I will never forget you, my darling Josiane. And I will love you every moment of every day for the rest of my life. But you are where you belong now, and it is a gift from God that your mother has come home and that you have, too.”
She buried her face in my shoulder. “Do you think Pierre and Jacques will miss me?”
I imagined our devoted chickens in mourning, refusing to lay eggs. “Every day.”
“And Papa, he will miss me, too?”
“Yes, my love. He loves you very much. But he knows you need to go back to your maman now.”
She nodded into my shoulder. “I will miss you the most,” she said. “Forever and ever.”
She pulled away to look at me, and it was all I could do not to shatter before her. “I will miss you forever, too, my Josiane.”
“I love you, Maman.”
And then, with murmurs of gratitude and goodbyes, Josiane’s mother was closing the door behind us, leaving me in the dark hallway, separated from my child forever by the shadow of all the lonely moments looming before me, endless and empty.
“It was a brave thing you did, taking her in,” Monsieur Rochefort said, putting a hand on my back. “But even braver to let her go.”
“It isn’t brave when it is the only thing to do,” I whispered.
“On the contrary, Madame Vachon. The right thing often takes the most courage and the most sacrifice. And you know she will be safe here. She will be loved.”
“But she won’t be mine.”
“Madame Vachon,” he said, his voice as gentle as anything I’d ever heard, “I’m afraid she never was.”

We stayed overnight at a hostel on the western edge of Paris, and I fought the urge to slip from my single room, down the back stairs. How easy it would be to climb up to Josiane’s mother’s balcony, to tap at Josiane’s window, to beckon her out, to spirit her away. She would come without hesitation, but I would be taking something that wasn’t mine to take, just as the Germans had taken my son from me, just as the earth had selfishly swallowed him without letting me say goodbye. I had given another mother a happy ending, the kind I would never have. And what more could I want for Josiane than to be safe and loved? Monsieur Rochefort was right; she was never meant to be mine, but I could never regret giving myself to her entirely, even if it meant my heart had shattered now for a second time.
Monsieur Rochefort knocked on my door just after sunrise with a hunk of bread that was still warm, but I couldn’t bring myself to eat. Instead, I shrugged past him into the hall, my handbag over my shoulder, and started wordlessly for his truck.
We drove west, stopping once for gasoline, and as Paris disappeared behind us, so, too, did the final shreds of my hope. “Do you think I will ever see her again?” I asked as we crossed out of the bomb-shattered suburbs and the French countryside rolled out before us.
“You should write to Madame Meunier,” he said after a moment, not really an answer. “She can reassure you that Josiane is well.”
I was silent for a moment. “I thought I was broken after Gabriel. I didn’t know I would love her the way I did.”
“Hearts have a way of healing when necessary.”
“Will she remember me?” I asked over the lump in my throat.
“You are a part of who she is, and of who she will become,” he said. “There is nothing in the world that shapes a child more than a mother.”
“But I wasn’t her mother.”
“Of course you were, Madame Vachon.”
“But you said yesterday that she was never mine.”
He cleared his throat. “She wasn’t. But you were hers. And you will be always.”

As we wound through the countryside, France unfurled before us in all her glory. She was healing from the war, slowly erasing the devastation, already on her way to becoming herself again, in a way I feared I never would. Fields that had been fallow and brown only a year before were green once again; bright-red poppies bloomed wild by the roadside in places that had been shredded by bombs, and farmers had returned to their land with vigor, tilling soil and planting crops that would once again be grown for their countrymen rather than for the pillagers. Cows that were too slender and too few roamed pastures, and blackbirds streaked overhead, pepper strewn across a cloud-salted blue sky.
It was nearing dark by the time we approached Beaumont-la-Chartre, the heavens turning violet and the first star of the evening appearing overhead as the sun kissed the horizon good night.
“Our house will be too empty,” I blurted out, breaking the silence that had fallen between us hours earlier. “How will I bear it?”
Monsieur Rochefort cleared his throat. “When my wife died, I had the same fear. But she is still there, for she is in so many of my memories in the house we shared.”
I bowed my head. Madame Rochefort had been in only her thirties when she succumbed to tuberculosis a decade before, and Monsieur Rochefort hadn’t remarried. “You aren’t lonely?”
“No, Madame Vachon. I meet her each night in my dreams.”
I had dreamed of Gabriel, before they came to tell us he was lost. After that, the grief had swelled as large as the ocean, and I’d somehow lost Gabriel in the waves. “I don’t dream anymore,” I murmured.
“You and Monsieur Vachon have had no word of how your son died?”
“No.” The word itself felt like a surrender. “It is hard to imagine him gone, you see, but I know now that every story must have an end. When you brought Josiane to us, I finally understood that there were still beginnings to be had, too—but that meant it was time to close a chapter. Becoming a mother to Josiane, well, it allowed me to admit to myself that Gabriel was not coming home.”
“I’m very sorry, Madame Vachon.”
“No, Monsieur Rochefort. What you did for us was a blessing.”
Our farm came into view, and sadness swept over me. I could still hear Josiane’s laughter as she raced around the yard; I could see the joy on her face as she skipped in from the barn with a basket of eggs; I could smell the hay in her curls after she’d spent an hour playing hide-and-seek with Frédéric. I could imagine Gabriel there, too, his cherubic cheeks rosy with pride when he finally learned to ride a bike, walking up the drive with a satchel on his back and a smile on his face on his first day of school, striding away in his soldier’s uniform, handsome and proud, as he looked back once and gave us a jaunty wave and a smile, the last time we would ever see him.
Smoke snaked from our chimney as we pulled up the drive, and Monsieur Rochefort brought the truck to a halt. Inside awaited the rest of my life, a life in which I was a mother only in my memories, a life in which Josiane’s giggles and Gabriel’s deep laugh would always be missing. I stared up at our house, not ready yet for that future to begin, although it already had.
“Shall I help you inside?” Monsieur Rochefort asked, and I realized he was waiting for me to get out.
“No, thank you.” I opened the passenger door and did my best to smile as I alighted, the evening wrapping its arms around me like an embrace. “I think I will sit for a little while and enjoy the night air alone before I go in.”
“Very well. Good night, then.”
“Good night. And Monsieur Rochefort?” I cleared my throat. “Thank you. Thank you for Josiane. Thank you for reminding me that I am still a mother.”
I closed his door before he could see my tears, and after he’d driven away, I sat down on the cold earth outside our front door. I looked up at the sky and found the evening star, blinking down at me the way it had blinked down on everyone who had come before me, and everyone who would come after. “I wish,” I whispered after a long while, “that I will see Josiane and Gabriel in my dreams.”

Those dreams never came, though. Perhaps the evening star had not been listening, or perhaps I had already used up all the good fortune fate had allotted me in the three years Josiane had been mine. Gabriel’s laughter had been gone for a long while, but Josiane’s sweet voice had filled the void, her questions, her singing, her giggles lighting the darkness. Now, though, it was like an endless night had fallen, and I couldn’t see my way to dawn.
“We must try to remember the good things,” Frédéric said to me one night, seven weeks after we’d said goodbye to Josiane. We were sitting by the fire, Frédéric reading a book, me knitting a scarf. “Being a parent means letting go, doesn’t it? We give our children wings, but then they must fly alone.”
“But Gabriel fell from the sky,” I murmured, not looking at him.
“And perhaps Josiane will soar,” Frédéric said. “We must trust in God that he has a plan.”
I looked away. I believed in God, but I no longer understood what he was doing. Perhaps he had forgotten us in the chaos of war. “I need to go to Paris, Frédéric.”
“Paris?” He reached for me, but I pulled away. “Oh, Marie, you mustn’t. Josiane is home now. It will only confuse things for her if she sees you.”
I set my knitting needles down and wrapped my arms around myself. “I won’t approach her. I just need to know she’s all right.”
“My love,” Frédéric said gently, “she isn’t ours anymore.”
But after he’d gone to bed, I sat by the fire for a long while, my heart thudding. I knew he was right about letting Josiane be, but I loved her. The more I thought about it, the more I knew it was something I had to do.
The next morning, just after dawn, I walked to Monsieur Rochefort’s cottage on the other side of town. If he was surprised to see me standing at his door, his face gave no indication. “Madame Vachon,” he said. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”
“Please,” I said, “would you take me back to Paris? Just once? I won’t talk to Josiane. I just need to see her. I’ve brought money for gasoline.” I held out a handful of francs, nearly the last of our savings, but Frédéric would understand. If I could have taken a train, I would have, but the bomb-shredded tracks hadn’t been restored yet in our area, and Frédéric and I did not have a car. This was my only hope. “Please, Monsieur Rochefort. I just—I need to know she’s all right. And then, perhaps, I can rest.”
He nodded, slowly. “Come with me.”
But he didn’t lead me to the truck parked beside his house. Instead, he brought me out back, where a stone bench sat facing a landscape of farms and hills rolling toward the horizon. He gestured for me to sit down. I did so reluctantly. He settled beside me as I wondered why we were here rather than in the cab of his vehicle.
“Monsieur Rochefort, please, I—”
“Look, that way.” He pointed to the horizon before us. “That’s the way to Paris.”
“Monsieur Rochefort, as I said, I can pay you.”
“Do you know what else lies out there, beyond the hills?”
“Please, sir, I’d just like to go to—”
“It’s the spot where the sun rises each day. My wife and I used to sit in the other direction, with our backs to the east, as we watched the sunset. But after she died, I began facing this way.”
I couldn’t imagine what this had to do with me going to Paris, but I was unable to resist asking, “What for?”
He smiled. “After she was gone, I needed the daily assurance that no matter how broken I felt, the sun would still rise. So now I watch the sky to the east each morning as a reminder that life continues, even when it doesn’t look the way we thought it would. Life continues, even when we are powerless over the things that hurt us. Life continues, even when we can’t know the future. God is with us in that sunrise, in that promise of a new day, in that reassurance of a tomorrow.”
I looked out over the hills to the east, imagining Josiane in Paris and, another two hundred kilometers beyond, Gabriel lying somewhere beneath the earth in an unmarked grave on the edge of the forest near the town of Charleville, where he’d last been seen. Turning toward the sunrise meant looking in the direction in which both my children had been taken from me. What if that which I saw there wasn’t the promise of a future, but rather the mirage of a past that could never be recovered? “Monsieur Rochefort, with all due respect . . .”
“Please, Madame Vachon. Just give it a try. Stay here until nightfall. Look east toward new beginnings. Think about your children, but also think of the life you do have. The future never looks the way we expect it to, but that doesn’t mean it can’t be beautiful.” He held my gaze. “If you still want to go to Paris, come to my door tomorrow, and I will take you. And you may keep your francs.”
I nodded slowly. I didn’t believe that a day of staring at the horizon would change my mind, but if that was what I needed to do to persuade Monsieur Vachon, I would do it. And so I remained on the bench as he walked away, and as the hours crept by and the sun made its slow journey overhead, I continued to watch the sky.
I thought about Paris, sizzling with life, overflowing with opportunities for Josiane that she wouldn’t have here. I thought about Josiane’s mother, who had loved her enough to send her into the unknown, realizing it was the only way to save her life. I thought of Josiane’s father, murdered for no reason at all, and beyond Paris, my own son, who’d lost his life fighting for France. Though he’d been gone nearly five years by the time Germany surrendered in May, he had played a role in keeping France safe and free for all of us. Perhaps I would never understand why things had happened as they had, but none of it could be undone.
I was still gazing east when the fingers of sunset began to creep across the sky. When I finally turned to look west, I found a horizon on fire, alight with shades of orange and pink, streaks of gold and violet. The beauty brought tears to my eyes, for it reminded me that ends could be beautiful, but they were always followed by beginnings. I couldn’t know what beginnings were in store for me in a life without Gabriel, a life without Josiane. But I understood, gazing out at the brilliant western sky, that I couldn’t live my life staring at only the endings. I needed to look east, toward each new day. The future never looks the way we expect it to, Monsieur Rochefort had said, but that doesn’t mean it can’t be beautiful.
As the last of the light faded, I stood and made my way back toward the front of Monsieur Rochefort’s house. He was sitting on a chair outside his door, and he stood, holding out a lamp, as if he’d been expecting me. “To light your way home,” he said, handing me the lamp. I took it with a murmur of gratitude, and he added, “Will you be needing that ride to Paris tomorrow?”
I smiled slightly. “No. Thank you.”
He held my gaze, and a moment of silent understanding passed between us before he nodded and headed back into his house without another word.
The sky darkened further as I walked across town to my own house. Frédéric would be worried; I had been so bothered by our conversation the night before that I hadn’t left a note before leaving that morning. An owl hooted somewhere overhead, and I looked up, spotting the evening star, the same one I’d wished on seven weeks earlier upon returning from Paris. This time, though, my request was different. “I know they’re gone,” I whispered. “But please, let me hold them in my memory. Let me remember that I was their mother. But let me remember, too, that I still have a life to be lived.”
As I walked up the drive to my house moments later, the faint sound of laughter drifted in, bringing tears to my eyes. Perhaps the star was already working its magic, because the laughter sounded like Gabriel’s, deep and rich and hearty. I knew I was hearing things, wisps of the past buried in my memory, but I closed my eyes and let myself imagine, just for a moment, that it was real, that I would open the door to our home and find Gabriel inside, laughing merrily with Frédéric, as if the war had never happened, as if he hadn’t been taken from us forever.
The sound vanished back into the past, and I wiped a tear away. It was time to begin again, for this was the only life I had. I reached for the door, but it swung open before I could touch it, and Frédéric stood there, taking me in as I stood tear-streaked in the twilight.
“Marie. I thought I heard you.” His voice was thick with emotion. I moved into him, leaning my head on his shoulder.
“Oh, Frédéric,” I said, “I’m sorry I’ve been so adrift. I know I need to move on, to remember the future. I need to leave the grief behind.”
My husband’s arms around me were strong and sure. “Marie,” he said again, and this time, his tone made me look up, because there was something undecipherable in it, something that unsettled me. “Something has happened.”
I pulled away and realized that his eyes were damp. My breath caught in my throat, a terrible sense of knowing. “Is it Gabriel?” I had known the day would come, the day the army came to us and confirmed his death, perhaps even telling us they’d found his body.
“Yes, Marie, yes,” he whispered, and then his tears were falling, and I could feel my heart splintering, for I couldn’t bear to hear the details of how my son had died today of all days, on the day I’d committed to moving into tomorrow. But then I realized that Frédéric was smiling through his tears, and at the very same moment, I heard footsteps in the hall.
“Who—” I began to ask, but then I stopped abruptly, staring as a man I hardly recognized—yet would have known anywhere—emerged from the shadows, his hair too long, his frame skeletal, but his face one I had traced a thousand times in my mind since he’d disappeared. “It could not be,” I murmured.
“Maman.” The single word undid me, for it was from the mouth of my son, standing before me, alive and whole and here. For a moment, I could not move, but then I was in his arms, my heart hammering against his chest, his head resting atop mine. “Maman,” he repeated in that sweet voice I’d thought I would never hear again. “Maman, it is me.”
“Am I dreaming?” I whispered, knowing I couldn’t bear it if the answer was yes, but what other explanation was there? Had I gone mad?
When he choked out a sob, though, the vibration traveled from his body into mine, and I could feel in my soul how real he was, not an apparition. The scent of him was so familiar—sugar and grain—and my arms fit around him perfectly, though his angular, too-slender frame was a mere shadow of the boy I’d said goodbye to five years before. “There was a mix-up, Maman.”
“But . . . they told us you died, Gabriel. How . . . ?”
It was Frédéric who replied, his voice rough with emotion. “He has been in a German prison camp for five years. They recorded his name incorrectly when he was taken. A simple clerical error. But he was alive all this time, Marie. He is alive.”
Frédéric wrapped his arms around the two of us, and for a long time, we stood there in the doorway of our little farmhouse, simply breathing each other in, all of us weeping in disbelief.
In that moment, though, there were not three of us in the embrace—there were four, for I could feel Josiane beside us, too, safe in the arms of the mother who had loved her for just the right number of heartbeats, held tight by the older brother she never had the chance to meet. And that was when I knew that even in the midst of war, even in a world through the looking glass, life had somehow unfolded just the way it was meant to. Josiane had needed a mother, and I’d had a hole in my heart just the size of a child, and though we had each fulfilled something vital for the other, it was never meant to last. By loving her, I had given her the only gift I had left to give, and in giving that gift, my own heart had begun to mend.
“I am home now, Maman,” Gabriel said into my hair, his breath warm, his voice scratchy with emotion. “I am home.”
I closed my eyes and held tight to my son. In the arms of the boy I’d borne and raised and loved for every moment of his life, I had found myself, but I had also realized that I’d never really been lost at all. Motherhood never ceases, even through loss and pain, for to carry a child in one’s heart is to belong to that child forever. “I am home, too, my son,” I whispered. “I am finally home, too.”





AUTHOR’S NOTE
During World War II, the Germans marked all Jews for death, but children were murdered at a much higher rate than their adult peers. While 33 percent of Europe’s adult Jewish population lived on after the war, only a paltry 6–11 percent of Europe’s Jewish children survived, according to the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum.
As that reality began to set in, many parents were faced with an impossible choice. Should they keep their children with them, knowing that at any moment, they might all be rounded up, deported, and likely killed together? Or should they send their children away, not knowing where they were going, with whom they’d be living, or whether they’d survive? I can hardly imagine sending my own son away, not knowing if I would ever see him again.
Thousands of children lived through the war because their parents made the wrenching choice to place them in hiding. Some hid with their whole families in cellars, attics, or other hiding spots; perhaps the best known of these hidden children is Anne Frank. Others were sent off on their own with the help of friends or through clandestine organizations. In my 2020 novel, The Book of Lost Names, children are shepherded through an escape line in south-central France that specialized in changing the children’s identities and moving them across the Swiss border. In my 2023 novel, The Paris Daughter, two mothers—Elise and Ruth—are forced to send their children into hiding to save their lives.
It’s rarer, however, to find the stories of the thousands of people who took those children in, often at the peril of their own lives—and how grief stricken some of them must have been to later give them back. Some children were folded into monasteries and convents, protected by groups of people. Others found themselves, tragically, in abusive homes where they were used as forced labor. Some, though, like the fictional Josiane in this story, were fortunate enough to be placed in homes where they were truly, genuinely loved.
When the war ended, however, most of these children were once again moved. Some found their way home to a happy ending, to parents who had survived the war, too. Many others, though, learned that their parents, grandparents, and older siblings had perished, and they were sent off to live with distant relatives.
There are as many endings to these stories as there were children, but the question I wanted to ask with this story is this: What would it have felt like to take a child into one’s home, to love that child deeply for years, and then to have to part with that child at the end of the war because it was the only right thing to do?
I can imagine that for these informal foster parents who risked their lives for children with nowhere else to go, it must have been devastating. In The Paris Daughter, I imagined the grief of two mothers who must part with their children to give them the best chance of survival, but I didn’t give as much thought to the mothers they were sent to, the homes that took them in, the temporary parents who would always be a part of their journey.
With this short story, though, I’ve had the chance to do that.
War is about impossible choices, but so, too, is motherhood. I remember being paralyzed with indecision in 2020, in the early days of the pandemic, as I tried to make choices about what was best for my then-four-year-old son. Should I send him to pre-K in the fall, knowing he might contract the virus, possibly with a dire outcome? Or should I keep him home with me, possibly stunting his social and academic progress? This kind of dilemma was nothing compared to the choices mothers had to make as World War II raged around them—and the devastating choices parents now have to make in modern-day theaters of war such as Ukraine—but it reminded me that sometimes, mothers have little to go on but their own instincts when making decisions that will shape the rest of their children’s lives.
There’s no such thing as a perfect mother. None of us can look back at our children’s lives and claim that we made every single decision correctly. But if we lead with love—if we let our hearts guide our decisions and influence every moment we spend together—I think we’re on the right track.
Motherhood never ceases, even through loss and pain, Marie Vachon realizes in this story, for to carry a child in one’s heart is to belong to that child forever. I am eternally grateful to my own mother, who sacrificed so much for her own children and who continues to provide a shining example each day of how to move forward with love and honesty in the parent-child relationship. I hope that as my son grows and one day begins his own family, he, too, will remember me as someone who sometimes made mistakes but always did her best—someone who, despite the wrong turns sure to come in the road, will belong to him forever.
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Two mothers face unthinkable choices in the face of the Nazi occupation—from the bestselling author of The Book of Lost Names.
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