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EXCERPT

Lyon, France, April 1943

Adrien

Adrien embraced his fiancée, Ava. “I'll be quick.” He loved burying his nose deep in her

coppery red hair, an easy feat since he was a head taller than her.
“Just be

Adrien’s mouth twisted into a smile. “Don’t worry, I'll be back in no time.” He wanted to add
that he would go mad if he couldn’t do something to fight the Nazis. Three years ago, they had
overrun the country like locusts and taken what they wanted. Last year, the Gestapo and SS had

joined forces to persecute Jews and resistance fighters.

Relieved to escape Ava’s worried gaze, Adrien hurried down the cobbled street. His best
friend, Francois, lived under the roof of a house in the old part of Lyon, just a stone’s throw from the

Saéne.

“Come on,” Adrien whispered after ringing the bell. He looked nervously down the alley, but
the narrow street seemed to be deserted. These days, most of the locals hurried home after work to

avoid running into their German oppressors.

Frangois greeted him with a smirk. Nothing fazed him, and even now, after three years of
war, he still looked a little pudgy around the middle. Although at twenty-seven he was barely a year
older than Adrien, his black hair was thinning at the temples. “Damn Boche can slide down my

hump. They've left us alone so far.”



