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They are the children. They have their games.
They made a circle on a map of time,
skipping they entered it, laughing lifted the agate.
I will get you an orange cat, and a pig called Tangerine.
The gladness bird beats wings against an opaque glass.
There is a white bird in the top of the tree.
They leave their games, and pass.
Muriel Rukeyser, Fourth Elegy The Refugees
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PROLOGUE
Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.
-George Santayana
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PRESENT DAY
Julian, no more video games. Do your homework.
This IS my homework.
I’m FaceTiming Grandmère for my humanities project.
BRRINNG!
BRRINNG!
Allô?
Allô?
Hey, Grandmère!
Allô?
Allô?
Grandmère, you have to look into the phone!
And put your glasses on.
Oh! There you are! I see you now!
Allô, mon cher!
How are you? How is the new school?
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It’s okay. I like it. I mean, I miss Beecher Prep and all . . .
. . . but I still feel really bad about . . .
well, you know . . .
Hey, freak!
. . . some of the stuff I did.
Sometimes I wish I could go back in time . . .
. . . or have a do-over, you know?
oh yes, mon cher.
We all have those kinds of regrets.
Just remember: we are not defined by our mistakes . . .
. . . but by what we do after we’ve learned from them.
Okay?
Okay, Grandmère. Thanks.
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I’m actually calling you today because of school.
I have a project for my humanities class.
I’m supposed to write an essay about someone I know . . .
. . . and I want my essay to be about you, Grandmère!
Me?
I’m so flattered!
You, when you were a little girl, during the war.
Hmm, I see.
I want to write about you . . . and Tourteau, Grandmère.
. . . I know you told me the story before . . .
. . . but this time I’m going to record you . . .
. . . and maybe you can give me more details.
Hmm . . .
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Oh, Julian, it’s so hard for me to talk about these things.
I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to upset you.
It’s okay. We don’t have to --
No. I should talk about it, mon cher.
Even if it is hard.
In fact, because it is hard.
Because your generation needs to know these things.
All right, I will tell you the story, Julian . . .
. . . the whole story . . .
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. . . even the parts I have never told anyone before.
Are you sure, Grandmère?
Yes, mon cher. I am sure.
Because, Julian . . .
. . . those were dark times, yes . . .
but what has stayed with me the most . . . is not the darkness . . .
. . . but the light.
That is what I have held on to all these years . . .
. . . and that is the story I want to share with you now.
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PART ONE
The birds know mountains that we have not dreamed . . .
-Muriel Rukeyser, “Fifth Elegy: A Turning Wind”
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CHAPTER 1
“ONCE UPON A TIME” IS HOW MOST FAIRY TALES BEGIN. THAT IS HOW I WILL START MY STORY, TOO, BECAUSE MY LIFE TRULY BEGAN AS A FAIRY TALE.
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1930s, FRANCE
Once upon a time, I was a little girl named Sara Blum, who lived in a small village in France.
I had two beautiful parents, who showered me with love and affection.
My papa, Max, was a renowned surgeon. People came from all over to consult with him.
My maman, Rose, was a math teacher. She was one of the first women in our village to graduate with an advanced degree in mathematics.
We lived very comfortably, in a large flat, with lovely furniture, in a good neighborhood. I had pretty clothes and many toys.
I admit, I was a little bit spoiled.
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My village, Aubervilliers-aux-Bois, was in the Margeride mountains. It was surrounded by a very ancient forest called the Mernuit.
In the winter, the Mernuit was a dark and scary place. There were many legends, going back centuries, about giant wolves that roamed the woods. They came and went with the fog.
In the spring, however, when the leaves filled the trees again and the birds returned to nest, the forest came alive. Then, in early May, the most wondrous thing would happen.
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The bluebells would come into bloom. The entire forest floor would turn bright blue and violet. It not only looked magical, it WAS magical, since bluebells were not usually found as far south as we were.
And yet, here they bloomed! Truly, it was like a fairy tale in every way.
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On the weekends when the bluebells bloomed, my parents and I would have a picnic on the edge of the woods.
It was so beautiful and fragrant. I felt like a princess among the fairy flowers.
Look at our little girl, Max. She’s getting so big!
She’s still our little bird, Rose.
Oh, Papa! Can you make me fly?
Of course! How high will you fly?
As high as the sky!
And how fast will you go?
As fast as a crow!
Then close your eyes . . .
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. . . time to rise!
Yes, in those days, I was as happy and carefree as a bird. But the world was changing.
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CHAPTER 2
FRANCE SURRENDERED TO GERMANY IN JUNE 1940. AS A RESULT, THE COUNTRY WAS SPLIT INTO TWO ZONES: THE OCCUPIED ZONE AND THE FREE ZONE.
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PART ONE

The birds know mountains that we have not dreamed...
~Muriel Rukeyser, ‘Fifth Elegy: A Turning Wind”
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