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			[H]e had the steel within, the ruthlessness and the cold-blooded courage that enabled him to go back to the German Secret Service Headquarters in Lisbon and Madrid time and time again, when it was likely that he was blown; it was like putting his head into the lion’s mouth.

			—LIEUTENANT-COMMANDER EWEN MONTAGU 
British Double-Cross Committee (1940–1945)

			My own life is much less important to me than that of my family. . . . I hope to continue to be useful to our common cause and to be able to help within my modest means to bring the victory which alone will bring me happiness.

			—DUSKO POPOV 
Letter to Major Tar Robertson, August 9, 1941
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			PREFACE

			He knew he’d have to kill him.

			It was late July 1943. In a luxury villa salon on Portugal’s Riviera, British double agent Dusko Popov waited for his German controller, Major Ludovico von Karsthoff. By now his Abwehr minder had more than enough evidence to believe Dusko was doubling for the Allies.

			British Colonel Tar Robertson had warned him not to return. How would Popov explain his complete failure to provide the Germans with anything useful in the last fourteen months? How would he answer for the FBI radio messages sent in his name? How would he justify not visiting the Pearl Harbor naval base as instructed? When Dusko replied that the Germans probably wouldn’t kill him right away, his case officer, Ian Wilson, said, “You might wish they had.”

			The odds were good—far more than even—that von Karsthoff would have orders to arrest him on the spot. That wasn’t going to happen. Popov was an expert marksman, and his Luger rested inside his coat with a chambered round.

			Problem was, he might be outgunned. If a Gestapo agent came in with the major, he’d have no chance. They’d take his weapon and truss him up for a long night of interrogation and torture. Once the lemon was fully squeezed, they’d discard him in a Lumiar alley.

			He nudged off the Luger’s safety.

			Glancing about the room, he saw two doorways, one to a dining hall and the other a set of French doors leading to a garden. He stepped to the window and peered outside. As he studied the escape route, his mind raced through the last three and a half years of intrigue and double dealing.

			Suddenly, steps behind him—

			“Turn around slowly, Popov, and don’t make any sudden moves.”

			Von Karsthoff’s tone was hard.

			Dusko slipped his palm over the pistol.
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			FORGING THE ANVIL

			The word spy carries with it a certain pejorative connotation. Soldiers serve with patriotism and courage. Admirals lead with brilliance and heavenly wisdom. Field marshals and generals attack gallantly and operate, as Rommel proved, within an ethical code of conduct. Spies, on the other hand, thrive between the shadows of deceit and skullduggery.

			Spies lie with impunity and lie with the enemy. They double-cross without conscience and kill without confession. If a spy wasn’t a criminal before the secret service, he became one in the process. As one intelligence officer put it, he “must be prepared to be a villain, to be ruthless and dishonest in one role while being honest and tolerant in another. Second, he must be, or try to be, a good showman.”

			Like none other, Dusko Popov was born for the role. With equal measure he could and did wear all masks: villain and hero, killer and lover, deceiver and patriot.

			But above all, he was a showman.

			»

			Born July 10, 1912, in Titel, Serbia, Dusan “Dusko” Miladoroff Popov was the second of Milorad Popov’s three sons—Ivan, Dusko, and Vladan—and the grandson of Omer Popov, a wealthy banker and industrialist who had built a sizeable empire of factories, mines, and retail businesses. Dusko’s father continued the family business, adding residential real estate to their investments. Like many of Europe’s aristocrats, the family divided their time between luxury homes—a winter residence in Belgrade and summer retreat in Dubrovnik.

			The boys grew up sailing the Adriatic, playing water polo and tennis, and riding horses. Vladan, the youngest of Popov’s sons, was not as personally close as his brothers and would spend the war years in college. Dusko’s older brother, Ivan (“Ivo”)—whom Dusko idolized—was six-foot-two and handsome. An instinctive leader, Ivo would become a surgeon and a courageous operative in the Yugoslav resistance. Like Dusko, Ivo was intelligent, charismatic, and intensely independent—traits which would endanger their lives in the years to come.

			Milorad Popov desired a first-rate education for his boys. Vladan would attend the universities at Freiburg and Bologna, and later medical school in Paris. Ivo would receive an undergraduate degree at the Sorbonne, a medical degree at the University of Belgrade, and a surgery degree from the University of Naples. Dusko would travel to three countries before he finished. When he was sixteen, his father enrolled him at Ewell Castle, a well-respected preparatory school outside London. Housed in a castellated mansion on the former grounds of Henry VIII’s Nonsuch Palace, the institution was the epitome of Gothic revival and pupil refinement. Dusko’s refining, however, was not to be; at least not there. Three months after enrolling he confounded the staid establishment with a belligerent independence not seen before, or since. One day after missing a detention, Dusko was sentenced to a cane whipping. Objecting that the adjudication was inappropriate for the offense, Dusko snatched the cane from the teacher and snapped it in two—in front of the class.

			He was expelled.

			»

			Popov transferred to the Lycée in Paris and managed to matriculate without incident. Upon graduation he enrolled at the University of Belgrade, where he received a law degree. Not particularly keen on commencing a demanding legal practice, he decided to pursue a doctorate in law at the University of Freiburg.

			Graduate work in Germany seemed illogical; the country was politically unstable and German was his fourth language. But Germany dominated the cultural and economic realms of southeastern Europe, he felt, and anyone seeking business success would do well to learn its customs. Even now, some eighty years after Dusko’s decision, Germany’s economic hegemony continues. “Germany sits at the heart of this vast economic and demographic domain,*” wrote one Wall Street expert in 2014. “Through its indirect control of the ECB* and the euro, it will dominate commerce, finance, and trade.” With limited knowledge of Hitler’s power and plans, Popov’s decision in 1934 was nothing less than savvy.

			Of the numerous options within the country, Freiburg offered charming allure. Beautiful and historic, the cozy town was nestled in the shadow of the Black Forest, was close to ski slopes, and was not too far from Belgrade. The school also offered an internationally renowned academic tradition. Founded in 1457, the University of Freiburg was one of the oldest colleges in Europe and was known for outstanding critical thinking. Philosopher Martin Heidegger taught here, and for two years had been rector. What few outside Germany knew, however, was that Heidegger was a committed Nazi.

			Dusko was aware that going to school in Germany would entail certain disadvantages—Nazi propaganda, in particular—but he figured the advantages of Freiburg outweighed the negative political environment. Besides, he’d be in and out in two years. What he couldn’t see from Belgrade, however, was the national system of indoctrination and terror being orchestrated and implemented from Berlin.

			Hitler became Reich chancellor on January 30, 1933, and within a month passed the “Ordinance for the Protection of the People and the State.” A month later, the first concentration camp was established and two months later the Gestapo was formed. Under Ernst Röhm, the Sturmabteilung (Storm Battalion, or SA) began arresting, beating, torturing—in some cases murdering—thousands of Berlin Communists, Social Democrats, and Jews. In 1934 henchman Reinhard Heydrich became Gestapo chief and Heinrich Himmler declared the SD (Sicherheitsdienst) the political intelligence and counterespionage service of the Nazi Party. To that end Himmler tasked the organization with discovering and stifling opponents of National Socialism.

			On April 12 of that year the minister of the interior announced the principles for “preventive arrest” and Schutzhaft protective custody. Soon thereafter, the Gestapo consigned to concentration camps all treasonists, Communists, and members of the International Bible Research Association. In short order, those liable for preventive detention included “anti-social malefactors”: beggars, homosexuals, prostitutes, drunkards, brawlers, and even grumblers. By the time Dusko entered the University of Freiburg in 1935, the term malefactors had been expanded to cover anyone who opposed Nazi rule.

			At universities throughout Germany the SD formed “Working Associations,” each having local leaders and an army of collaborators and informants. Those in associations included academics, judges, businessmen, and scientists. Some in academia served as “reporters.” When Dusko graduated in 1937, the SD surveillance network had grown to three thousand full-time employees, with another fifty thousand serving as informants. At major universities like Freiburg, SD collaborators would have long since infiltrated faculty and student clubs. Future Secret Service chief Walter Schellenberg started with the SD in this fashion, having been recruited by two professors while a student at the University of Bonn.

			The malediction of the system was significant and swift; once denounced by a Nazi collaborator, a victim was immediately arrested. And Dusko was mistaken in his belief that foreigners were exempt from prosecution and punishment. A thirty-one-year-old American physician, Joseph Schachno, was a prime example. One evening shortly after Hitler’s rise to power a team of uniformed men visited Dr. Schachno’s home in Berlin. They were responding to an anonymous tip that Schachno was a potential enemy of the state. Though the Gestapo found nothing incriminating in his home, the American was taken to headquarters, ordered to undress, and whipped mercilessly. His entire body was flayed, leaving a mass of raw, bleeding flesh.

			But the danger was just beginning.

			Two years after Hitler’s election, the Reichstag passed the anti-Semitic Nuremberg Laws. When Freiburg stores were ordered to post signs forbidding the entrance of Jews, the owner of a favorite campus café—Mrs. Birlinger—refused. The Nazis responded by picketing the restaurant and posting soldiers to collect names of patrons. It was a less than subtle intimidation at which Dusko took umbrage. One day he and his two closest friends—Johann Jebsen and Alfred “Freddy” Graf von Kageneck—supported the recalcitrant café by giving their names to the guards and taking a table by the window for all to see.

			Dusko Popov, the foreign student, had caught the watchful eye of the Reich.

			As a handsome and charismatic doctoral student, he was also catching the eyes of co-eds. Women and trouble invariably commingled for Popov, and throughout his early years he was never far from either. Sunning with a girlfriend one afternoon, Dusko wrote in his memoirs, he was resting peacefully when another suitor—Karl Laub—approached to pester the girl for a date. A disagreement ensued and Laub challenged Dusko to Mensur—a saber duel sometimes called “academic fencing.” Practiced in German universities since the sixteenth century, Mensur was thought to instill mettle and courage in young men. Hitler encouraged the practice as a means of building up fearless soldiers. German traditionalists, men like Walter Schellenberg, joined university student groups specifically because they had “a code of honor and duelling.”

			The tradition was not favored by handsome foreigners, however, since the object of the bout was to disfigure the opponent’s face. Mensur contestants wore a protective vest, neck armor, and a small mask to protect the eyes and nose; the cheeks, forehead, and chin were the principal targets, and a quick flip of the wrist would lacerate anything the saber touched. The duel, which was officiated, allowed no ducking, flinching, or dodging of an opponent’s blows.

			Mark Twain described a bout he witnessed in Heidelberg:

			The instant the word was given, the two apparitions sprang forward and began to rain blows down upon each other with such lightning rapidity that I could not quite tell whether I saw the swords or only flashes they made. . . . I saw a handful of hair skip into the air as if it had lain loose on the victim’s head and a breath of wind had suddenly puffed it away. . . . The surgeon came and turned back the hair from the wound—and revealed a crimson gash two or three inches long. . . . The duelists took position again; a small stream of blood was flowing down the side of the injured man’s head, and over his shoulder and down his body to the floor, but he did not seem to mind this. The word was given, and they plunged at each other as fiercely as before; once more the blows rained and rattled and flashed. . . . The law is that the battle must continue fifteen minutes if the men can hold out. . . . At last it was decided that the men were too much wearied to do battle any longer. They were led away drenched with crimson from head to foot.

			Gruesome Mensur scars, Schmissen (“smite”) the Germans called them, adorned the faces of many World War II officers, including SA cofounder Ernst Röhm, head of the political police (later, Gestapo) Rudolf Diels, RSHA chief Ernst Kaltenbrunner, and legendary commando Otto Skorzeny. No less an authority than Otto von Bismarck was reported to have said that dueling scars were a sign of bravery, and that a man’s courage could be determined by the number on his cheeks.

			Dusko had neither the need for distorted courage nor the desire for a deformed face. When the time for the duel arrived, he demanded a different weapon.

			Pistols.

			Laub and his second objected. Pistols had never been used in student dueling, they complained to the referee. Johnny Jebsen, who was Dusko’s second, countered that the one being challenged traditionally had choice of weapons, and that Dusko was duty bound by his Yugoslav cavalry regiment to duel only with pistols. Laub appealed to the student honor court, which found a middle ground: Dusko was allowed a choice of weapons, but pistols had never been used in a university duel.

			The bout was canceled and Laub lived on.

			»

			On June 9, 1937, Dusko turned in his dissertation—“The Vivovdan and the September Constitution of Yugoslavia”—and began wrapping up his doctoral studies. By late summer he had finished his exams and made preparations for a celebratory excursion to Paris. He had been to the French capital many times and loved all that the city offered: endless cafés, exquisite wines and cuisine, and—most importantly—adventurous popsies. A few days before leaving he gave a pro-democracy speech at the foreign-student club.

			He never made it to Paris.
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			EXITING FEET FIRST

			A day or so after the speech Dusko was awakened by pounding at his door. A team of Gestapo guards, looming in the hall like black-and-gray gargoyles, ordered him to get dressed and follow them to an awaiting car.

			He knew why.

			From the day he stepped onto the Freiburg campus in the fall of 1935, he had either ignored or ridiculed the Nazis. Birlinger café. Articles for the Politika. Speeches at the foreign-student club. Naively, he had assumed the social setting would allow free speech. He also believed that his status as a foreigner would exempt him from Kadavergehorsam—the zombie-like obedience Hitler demanded. Dusko despised Nazism, and since he wasn’t German, he believed he owed no allegiance to Hitler or the state.

			He was wrong.

			By 1937 Hitler had been Reich chancellor for four years and had spread Nazi doctrine and terror across Germany with fanatical resolve. Heinrich Himmler, as de facto head of the Gestapo in 1934 and as Reichsführer-SS in 1936, had begun implementing many reforms: Jewish professors were fired from university posts, church leaders were forced to embrace National Socialism or lose their parishes, and Konzentrationslagers—concentration camps—were ordered to full development.

			Dusko Popov, a nonconformist foreigner, was another perfect target. As a Polish jurist later wrote, the Nazi scheme was a coordinated plan to pass laws “that attacked the political and social institutions of culture, language, national feelings, religion and the economic existence of national groups, and [that tended to] the destruction of personal security, liberty, health, dignity, and even the lives of individuals belonging to such groups.”

			Virtually around the clock, Gestapo agents interrogated him. The first agent charged him with an unthinkable crime—dating a girl who worked in a factory. Surely this was proof that Popov was a Communist. Another agent followed. And another. Eight days. The Gestapo questioned everyone he knew—students, professors, merchants—and only von Kageneck and Jebsen defended him.

			Like Dusko, Freddy and Johnny had come from aristocratic backgrounds. The von Kagenecks were one of the oldest and most influential Catholic families in Germany; the Jebsens, one of the richest. Freddy’s noble heritage could be traced back to the twelfth century, and Johnny’s wealth, although invested largely in ships, was almost beyond measure.

			Johnny’s family was originally from Denmark, and his grandfather, Michael Jebsen, Jr., had established a shipping company there in 1871. To open an Asia trade route, he moved his operations to Hamburg, and the eldest son, Johnny’s uncle Jacob, cofounded Jebsen & Co. in 1895 in Hong Kong. It appears that the youngest son, Michael III, was Johnny’s father and had continued the Hamburg business after Johnny’s grandfather died in 1899. The date of Michael III’s death is unknown, but by the time Johnny enrolled at Freiburg in 1935, both of his parents were dead. By then Johnny had inherited not only a sizeable part of the shipping empire, but other assets as well. Part of Jebsen’s loyalty to Germany, he would later say, was because he owned so much of it.

			Johnny was Dusko’s best friend and, as Popov would later reveal, the person who most affected his life. They had many things in common, including an addiction to “sports cars and sporting girls.” Dusko drove a BMW and Johnny drove a supercharged Mercedes 540. Both were confident, well-spoken, and popular. Dusko, who himself had a short-term photographic memory and spoke five languages, wrote that Johnny’s knowledge was “encyclopedic,” his recall infallible. MI5 files repeatedly mention Jebsen as exceptionally intelligent, clever, and highly cultured. His English was also quite good.

			Both men were complex, often aloof, and invariably charismatic. Popov’s account that everyone was under Johnny’s spell mirrored MI5’s depiction of Dusko himself: “He is courageous, discreet, and has great charm of manner,” Popov’s case officer wrote. “In more senses than one he is rather an adventurer.”

			Hedonists and spendthrifts, the restless friends were also loyal to a fault; either, time would tell, was more than ready to give his life for the other. Not surprisingly, they shared a worldly wisdom—a Weltanschauung that espoused capitalism over socialism, liberty over safety, gumption over discipline, and rebellion over indoctrination. They were no men’s fools and would little suffer ideologues.
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					Dusko Popov.

					National Archives and Records Administration

			

			In other ways, they could not have been more different. While Dusko had boyish good looks, Johnny was pale, weak of eyes, and had black, tobacco-stained teeth. Dusko was athletic and skilled at numerous sports: water polo, horsemanship, sailing, skiing, tennis, and marksmanship. As belligerents would later discover, he was also good with his hands.

			Jebsen, conversely, played no sports and was thin and frail. Like Orwell’s poor Winston, Johnny suffered from varicose veins and walked with a limp. Perhaps to compensate for his less than ideal features, he dressed impeccably. On one occasion, he told Dusko he was willing to pay $600—an exorbitant amount at the time—for a suit of English cloth. With intimidating intellect, wealth, and an enviable savoir faire, Jebsen conveyed unusual power and confidence.

			Johnny idolized Dusko, who was five years older and seemed to excel at everything, especially women. Dusko, in turn, admired Johnny’s independence and savvy worldliness. They also shared a common passion: hatred of the Nazis.

			»

			After the Gestapo investigation, Popov was transferred to Freiburg prison. It was a rude awakening, to say the least. Life in Nazi incarceration was largely the same across Germany—ghastly. No visitors. No correspondence. Minutes in the exercise yard once a day. Lutheran pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer would later write: “The blankets . . . had such a foul smell that in spite of the cold it was impossible to use them. Next morning a piece of bread was thrown into my cell; I had to pick it up from the floor. . . . For the next twelve days the cell door was opened only for bringing food in and putting the bucket out. I was told nothing about the reason for my detention, or how long it would last.”
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					Johnny Jebsen.

					The National Archives of the UK

			

			An SOE operative captured in Vichy France had a similar tale: “In a very few weeks I lost over forty pounds. My jailer came three times a day: in the morning with a mug of hot water which he assured me was coffee, at noon with a slightly larger mug of so-called soup in which floated three or four beans . . . at night, another cup of soup and a lump of dark brown bread.” On Wednesdays, he went on, “there was a small piece of meat—sometimes only a bone.” One mug of cold water to drink each day. For weeks he did not wash or shave.

			After some time in his new home Popov met another prisoner who explained that the Nazis would not pursue formal adjudication; Hitler’s Schutzhaft allowed the Gestapo to imprison without proceedings. Courts were not allowed to investigate or intervene. Dusko would be secretly shipped to a concentration camp, the other prisoner said, listed as missing, and never heard from again. And the usual exit from these camps, he added—was “feet first.”

			Little did Dusko know then that the Nazis had already perfected their ideological cleansing; a dissident’s mere existence was a palimpsest, neatly erased by an efficient concentration or forced-labor camp. By 1937 such camps had been established at Oranienburg, Esterwegen, Dachau, Sachsenhausen, Buchenwald, and Lichtenburg. More disturbingly, the Gestapo had official and unilateral authority for Sonderbehandlung (“special treatment”)—execution. Because he had been snatched before dawn, Dusko’s university friends would assume he had left for Paris. Within days he was scheduled for transfer to a camp and eventual extermination.

			Mysteriously, he was suddenly released and told to be out of the country within twenty-four hours. He caught the first train to Switzerland.

			He was followed.
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			SPYING FOR HITLER, 
KILLING FOR CHURCHILL

			The telegram that would forever change Dusko Popov’s life arrived February 4, 1940. Everything had been going so well. He had been practicing law in Dubrovnik with a business attorney, Dr. Jaksitch, since the fall of 1937 and had built an impressive stable of clients including Savska, a prominent Belgrade bank. Negotiating contracts for the import of machinery, he also conducted business with the German Embassy, meeting often with an undersecretary named von Stein.

			Secretary Stein, who was about Popov’s age, was much like the strident Nazis Dusko had gone to school with in Freiburg. In every respect he was Hitler’s prototype: well built, short blond hair, clean-shaven with a good complexion, overbearing, and boasting that all-important credential—a dueling scar. Von Stein wasted no time recruiting; upon hearing that Popov knew Bozo Banac, one of the wealthiest men in Yugoslavia, the secretary suggested that Dusko might do more and better work for Germany.

			When Popov visited the embassy again in January 1940, von Stein pursued the possibility: “You are well acquainted with Karlo Banac,” he said, “the brother of Bozo Banac, and through this channel can get an easy entry into British circles.” Dusko reminded the diplomat that Germany had expelled him from the country. Undeterred, von Stein said that they would forget the past.

			Popov sidestepped, suggesting that he wasn’t sure he could produce much from his contacts. Even if he could, he thought silently, Germany was hardly a client he would represent, and it had now been at war with Britain and France for four months. Besides, he had no need for additional business or money.

			Although Popov worked at a leisurely pace—usually out of the office by 11:00 a.m.—he brought in over £3,000 a year, a considerable sum in 1940. He lived in a large home—complete with housekeepers and grounds servants—on an Adriatic peninsula. MI5 recorded his address simply as “Lapad, Dubrovnik.”

			At twenty-nine he was well connected, mingled in society circles, and vacationed annually a month or more in Paris. He owned a yacht—Nina—and as a member of the Dubrovnik sailing club was fond of saying that he was “born in the sun, and would die in the sun.” Family, sailing, tennis, women—life was good.

			»

			The cable from Berlin threatened to spoil everything:

			NEED TO MEET YOU URGENTLY. PROPOSE 8 FEBRUARY, HOTEL SERBIAN KING, BELGRADE.

			No greeting. No reminiscing. No reason. Johnny was in some sort of trouble.

			It had been two and a half years since the Gestapo expelled Dusko from Germany, and he was deeply indebted to his friend. Concerned about Dusko’s disappearance, Johnny had asked around and heard of the arrest. He called Dusko’s father, who contacted the Yugoslav prime minister, who in turn contacted Hermann Goering. By the time Johnny heard of the release, Dusko was at the Freiburg train station. Prohibited from entering the platform, Jebsen assumed the route and raced Dusko’s train to Basel. It was a rescue Popov would not soon forget.

			He drove to Belgrade.

			»

			Johnny looked like hell, Dusko remembered. Unkempt hair, ragged mustache, sullen and apprehensive eyes, he was chain-smoking—100 to 150 cigarettes a day—and drinking heavily. In just three short years Jebsen had aged considerably.

			After ranting about Hitler for a few minutes, Johnny came to the point of his visit. A number of German ships in the Norddeutche Lloyd fleet, he said, a company in which Jebsen was a director, were stranded in several neutral ports. He had obtained authorization to sell the lot—provided that they sailed under a neutral flag—but he needed help finding a buyer. The logical prospects were Britain and France, but if the SD got wind that he was selling war assets to an Allied country, he’d be executed. Popov would have to negotiate and consummate the deal without Jebsen’s participation, and a neutral third party would have to be the first sale.

			Dusko wondered aloud about the risk for Johnny, but his friend was stoic. Jebsen loved his country, he said, but felt no obligation to follow “a bloody tyrant.” Popov appreciated his predicament. A wealthy aristocrat without a care in the world and seemingly overnight his estate and lifestyle were in jeopardy. Yet it was more than that. Independence, freedom of thought, resistance—even disobedience—were deeply rooted Prussian values that permeated German nobility. It was reported that a Prussian commanding officer once scolded a major for following orders to the letter, saying, “The King of Prussia made you a staff officer so that you would know when you ought not to carry out his orders.”

			Wehrmacht commanders of Prussian heritage regularly exhibited this independent thought and disobedience. Field Marshal Paul Ludwig von Kleist would lose his command in March 1944 when he disobeyed Hitler’s order and allowed the Eighth Army to retreat when in danger of annihilation from the Russians. General Dietrich von Choltitz, military governor of Paris, also disobeyed Hitler’s order by refusing to destroy the city in August 1944.

			And such independence was not limited to the military. Historian Hans Schoeps described Prussia as “the home of thought.” As later years of the war would reveal, most of the leaders of the resistance movement—Carl Goerdeler, Helmuth Graf von Moltke, Ulrich von Hassell, Adam von Trott zu Solzm, Peter Yorck von Wartenburg, Henning von Tresckow, Ernst von Harnack, Wolf-Heinrich Graf von Helldorf, and Johannes Popitz—were Prussians.

			With an upbringing in a wealthy Hamburg family influenced by this tradition, Jebsen kept his own mind on politics and man’s place in the world. He was no one’s harlequin, especially Hitler’s, and Nazis be damned he would orchestrate his own path through the war.

			Popov agreed to help and took the list of ships to the British Embassy and met with a Mr. How, first secretary. While there, Dusko informed the secretary of the prior advances of von Stein, and inquired as to how he should move forward. Without mentioning a double agent role, How suggested that Popov indicate his willingness to work for the Germans. As for the ships, How passed Dusko to H. N. Sturrock, commercial secretary, who agreed to look into a possible purchase.

			Days later Johnny informed Dusko that he had joined the Abwehr. At the time, most German aristocrats were enlisting in one of the two secret intelligence agencies—the Nazi Party’s SD or the military’s Abwehr. The latter, under legendary Admiral Wilhelm Canaris, was expanding rapidly. When Hitler rose to power, the Abwehr maintained a staff of one hundred fifty; by 1937 the organization had expanded to more than nine hundred. A man of Jebsen’s intellect and nobility was exactly what Canaris wanted for his spies. And for Johnny, joining a branch staffed almost exclusively with non-Nazis was exactly what he wanted.

			Popov wasn’t entirely surprised by the announcement; every German male who didn’t join the service was considered a traitor, and treason was punishable by death. In his capacity as a Forscher (researcher), Johnny would avoid being cannon fodder on the front lines. But Jebsen had another reason for joining the Abwehr—freedom. Since his job entailed recruiting other spies, he was free to travel as he pleased, which would keep him in touch with what was happening in the world outside Germany. It was what opposition leaders like Carl Goerdeler referred to as ties to the “greater world.”

			For Dusko, the stakes were mounting. His best friend had joined the Abwehr, and von Stein—working independently of Jebsen—pressed Popov to throw his lot in with the Germans. At the same time, the British remained coy.

			Soon after this St. George Lethbridge, SIS (MI6) Belgrade station chief, summoned Popov to Passport Control. Dusko told him about von Stein, Johnny, and the overall German recruitment. Without offering specifics, Lethbridge said to play along. Anxious to stoke the fire, Dusko suggested that he could fool the Germans by claiming that a friend in London—Mr. Ivanovitch, director of the Yugoslav Lloyd and nephew of Bozo Banac—would be able to assist with information; the Abwehr could readily confirm the source and Dusko’s bona fides would be established. Ivanovitch had recently left for an extended stay in America, they soon discovered, and Popov suggested a second, fictional source who would be a staff member at the Yugoslav legation. Dusko would claim that the man refused to give his name, thus protecting the ruse.

			Lethbridge agreed, but told Popov he couldn’t mention their meeting to Jebsen. Dusko left with both feet planted firmly in midair—not quite a British agent, gagged with respect to Johnny, and about to become an Abwehr operative with unknown terms.

			Dusko informed von Stein of his decision, and over the next few weeks Jebsen delivered three questionnaires to pass along to the London source. The documents requested information on British defensive measures along the south coast, location and sizes of divisions, officer names, anti-tank developments, armament factories, Churchill’s enemies, and more. The answers would take considerable time, Dusko realized, since the “diplomat” providing the information would be a team of British intelligence officers.

			While leading the Germans to believe he had sent the questionnaires on through the diplomatic bag, Dusko instead gave them to Lethbridge, who forwarded everything to SIS London. At once MI6 and MI5 recognized the difficulty in processing the questions. All answers would have to be meticulously researched, coordinated between both agencies and the military, and approved. One slip and Popov would be blown.

			As British Intelligence worked on the questions, the Germans became impatient. Weeks went by and Popov had heard nothing back from Lethbridge or MI6. When Johnny inquired about the delay, Dusko told him that his embassy source was fearful of putting the classified information in the diplomatic bag. Popov, the Germans suggested, would have to go to London to personally collect the answers.

			The shell game between Dusko and Johnny continued, neither knowing the full intentions of the other. At their next meeting Jebsen said that they were “now both in the same service,” but probed as to Popov’s motivation. Johnny said he had joined the Abwehr because his varicose veins prevented normal duties as a soldier, and because he fit in better as an export/import type of agent. But why would Popov—being a democrat—help the Germans? he asked.

			Dusko bluffed. He said he wanted an easier living, and that he had been promised big positions after the war. Johnny made no mention of the fact that Dusko needed neither.

			»

			The first week of November Jebsen advised that a Major Ollschlager, head of the Abwehr’s I. H. Ost (Army Intelligence East) and Johnny’s supervisor, was in town. His real name, Popov learned, was Colonel Ernst Munzinger, and he also used aliases of “Hoeflinger” and “Anzueto.” About fifty, Munzinger had a ruddy complexion, with graying hair and rimless spectacles. Precise in his dress, the colonel preferred dark suits but always wore a green hat—with a feather.

			At a restaurant outside Belgrade, Munzinger made the formal offer and disclosures. Espionage had risks, he admitted, but the Abwehr paid agents well and Popov would be rewarded with a position of prominence in the new Yugoslavia. Dusko accepted and the following day met Munzinger at the German Embassy to receive final instructions, a questionnaire for the London source, a vial of secret ink, and his code name: IVAN.

			He was now a double agent.

			Dusko’s decision did not come lightly. Joining the Abwehr and MI6 meant he’d wear no uniform and have no protection; spies were excluded from the Geneva Convention. If the Abwehr or the Gestapo caught him doubling, they could do with him as they pleased. That was a risk he was willing to take, but what about Johnny? Granted, Jebsen was not a Nazi, but neither was Canaris or Oster, his chief of staff, yet they and others like them were loyal to their country. Did Johnny realize that Dusko’s hatred of the Nazis would push him to the British? More importantly, would Jebsen look the other way?

			»

			Over the ensuing weeks Popov had to establish a legitimate cover—linking trade between Yugoslavia and England—as an import/export consultant. One day while drumming up business, his BMW broke down. Since Dusko’s parents were in Dubrovnik, his father’s chauffeur, Bozidar, agreed to drive him around. A few weeks later, Dusko recalled in his memoirs, Johnny burst into his bedroom waving a set of papers.

			“You’re being sold out by Bozidar!”

			There were nine pages, Jebsen said, listing every appointment, every person Popov had seen in the last two weeks. Before he left for Vienna, Munzinger had hired Popov’s family chauffeur to spy on Dusko. Bozidar had sabotaged the BMW.

			Dusko glanced at the report and shrugged. It was mostly a record of where his girlfriends lived, he said.

			“What about this?” Johnny pointed to multiple visits to the same address. Dusko said it was the Passport Control Office, where he applied for his visa to England.

			“Six times? Come off it, Dusko. It is also the headquarters of British Intelligence.”

			Popov let the silence hang for a moment as he considered his predicament. He knew Johnny was anti-Nazi, but Jebsen was now a soldier in the German Army. He, Munzinger, and Bozidar were all on the same team, and Popov’s multiple visits to British Intelligence all but proved Dusko was doubling for the enemy. Was Johnny’s comment a shot across the bow?

			He processed loyalties. If Johnny put the Abwehr first, he’d not have revealed the problem with Bozidar and the report. Patriotism aside, Dusko believed their brotherly bond was more secure than uniforms. He said he hoped this didn’t change things.

			Johnny bristled and said that it was liable to blow Popov and everyone connected with him.

			After a few moments Dusko told Johnny he’d prepare a new, false report and deal with Bozidar. Jebsen left, and Dusko went to inform his brother Ivo, whose medical office was nearby, that he was going to send the chauffeur on a long trip. Ivo didn’t like the solution. “Bozidar is a cancer now,” he said. “There is nothing we can do that will alter him. As long as he lives, he always remains a threat to you.”

			Like a patriarchal brother, Ivo wanted to intercede and take care of Bozidar. It would be safer, he said, in case the Germans investigated. Dusko was touched but felt that it was his mess and his responsibility. He’d do it.

			But not until nightfall.
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			MAGIC

			Dusko wrestled with the decision all day. Years later, he would explain the dilemma: “[A] world at war is not sane. It has no rules. . . . Your weapons are lies, treachery, violence, murder. If you do not use them the result may be that you will lose a battle. You might lose thousands of lives which could have been saved. Or you might lose the whole war.”

			After sunset he met with two roughnecks he’d represented previously in a criminal case. Whispering his predicament, he slipped the men a sheaf of bills. Later that night he asked Bozidar to run an errand. Struggling with the finality of the action, Dusko wrote in his memoirs, he gave Bozidar an opportunity to come clean.

			“Have I been running you around too much these past few weeks? You look tired. Or worried. Is there anything?” He offered to use taxis until the BMW was repaired.

			“Oh, no, no, no,” Bozidar said. “I’m glad to be of service.”

			Dusko nodded and retired to bed.

			»

			The following day police reported that Bozidar had been shot by railroad guards during an attempted theft. After the war, Dusko would have no regrets. Bozidar was working for the Nazis, he told an interviewer, and “could have caused death to me and many others.”

			Johnny arrived that afternoon and chastised Popov for the lethal action. “Would you kill me, too, if you discovered I was playing dirty?” The question was unnerving. Dusko could only wonder if the tension and the loyalty issue would persist throughout the war. Would he have to constantly look over his shoulder, even with his best friend?

			Johnny let it go and moved on to Munzinger’s questionnaire, telling Dusko to deliver something soon as the Abwehr would be watching closely. Dusko, however, was hamstrung—since the British were preparing the report, he’d have to hold Johnny off until MI5 delivered the goods.

			The situation was precarious. He’d just started as an official Abwehr spy and already the whole thing was a mess. Jebsen knew he’d bumped off Bozidar, yet looked the other way. He knew of Dusko’s multiple visits to British Intelligence, yet assisted in the falsified report. Johnny was protecting him, yet was dutifully performing his Abwehr assignments.

			»

			Sometime later, Popov wrote, he met Lethbridge at a secluded park outside Belgrade for final tutelage. “Act as if you are a real German spy,” the spook said. “Forget you belong to us. While traveling, look as though you are worried that the English may suspect you. You can be sure the Germans will be observing you at every moment. Keep your eyes and your ears open and your mouth shut. Remember names and addresses and faces and every word you hear from or about the Germans, but put nothing in writing.”

			Lethbridge explained that British Intelligence was interested in anything Dusko might hear about Operation Sea Lion, Germany’s planned invasion of Britain. He didn’t know to which unit Dusko would be assigned, but explained that British Intelligence was comprised of two primary sections: the Secret Intelligence Service, better known as SIS or MI6, which handled intelligence abroad, and the Security Intelligence Service, MI5, which oversaw domestic counterintelligence and double agents.

			Indeed, the British were learning the double-cross game on the fly. Their only other double agent with Abwehr contact—Arthur Owens (codenamed SNOW)—was believed to be a triple, and MI5 was perplexed with how to use him. A Welsh engineer, Owens had patented a special dry cell battery, which was sold in great quantities to the German Navy. In 1936, during one of his frequent trips to Hamburg, Owens met with an Abwehr controller. MI6 put him under surveillance, and it appeared that Arthur had been engaged as a German spy. When Owens returned to London, British Intelligence interrogated him at length. Through it all, Owens proclaimed his loyalty, and MI5 allowed him limited duties as a double agent. On August 18, 1939, however, SNOW’s wife and son notified Scotland Yard that Arthur was a Nazi spy. Owens, who appeared to be playing both sides for money, continued to proclaim his innocence. In the ultimate game of double-cross, MI5 used Owens—by radio link from Wandsworth prison to Hamburg—to contact his Abwehr controller, Dr. Rantzau (whose real name was Nikolaus Ritter). It was the first wireless contact with the enemy.

			Owens was allowed to visit Antwerp in 1940, but Major Robertson and Guy Liddell of MI5 continued to have serious doubts about his loyalty. The agency’s other spies proved equally uninspiring. Sam McCarthy, codenamed BISCUIT, was a reformed criminal, con man, and drug dealer. Gösta Caroli, a turned Germany spy codenamed SUMMER, MI5 planned to execute. Walter Dicketts, codenamed CELERY, was an air intelligence officer during World War I who had been discharged from the RAF for dishonesty.

			Popov, on the other hand, offered intriguing potential. MI6 chief Stewart Menzies, “C” as he was known in intelligence circles, sought to use him to find out everything he could about his own counterpart, Abwehr chief Admiral Wilhelm Canaris. Canaris had been a peculiar opponent, and Menzies was processing considerable evidence that the admiral was not a Nazi and did not support Hitler. Better still was information that Canaris had gone so far as to warn the Allies of Hitler’s invasion date for Poland. But, to be sure, “C” needed confirmation from someone on the inside.

			Major T. A. “Tar” Robertson, as head of MI5’s section controlling double agents, also could use Popov’s talents. Dusko spoke five languages, had a doctorate in law, and came from wealth; he could travel and mingle in the highest social circles. As Popov would say later, the Britons knew he “didn’t drink out of the finger bowl” and could hold his knife and fork. Like SNOW, however, Dusko carried tremendous risk of being a triple: He wasn’t British, had gone to school in Germany, and was recruited first by the Abwehr. MI5 would have to take significant precautions.

			Within months Dusko would be working for MI5 and MI6. In the meantime, he was recorded on their books and given an initial code name of SKOOT.

			»

			Berlin’s approval of Popov’s visit to London finally came, but instead of sending him directly, Munzinger ordered him to go to Rome, where someone would contact him. The British, in turn, told Dusko that someone would approach him in England with the password “Rubicon.” Since Popov was on a trial basis with both, he realized he might have two tails—one German, one British.

			Hopefully, they’d not meet.

			»

			On November 17, 1940, he left by train for Rome and arrived two days later. Per instructions he went directly to Ala Littoria; Munzinger had said he’d have no trouble acquiring passage to Lisbon. The airline clerk had no ticket, however, or even a reservation, but gave Popov a note, typewritten in German:

			Dear Dusko, do not go away before seeing me; I shall be in Rome at the Hotel Excelsior. Johann

			Returning downtown, Dusko checked into the Ambasciadore Hotel, called the number Munzinger had given in case of emergency—Rome 44168—and gave his name and hotel as the code. When Dusko mentioned his plane ticket, the man said there must be a mistake, that he had no idea what Popov was talking about. Dusko repeated his name and stated his business; the man said he’d heard of neither. Popov hung up and tried to find the Rome 44168 number in the phone book.

			No trace.

			Half an hour later two men showed up at the hotel. A small man, sixtyish with white hair and a pale, ill complexion, introduced himself as Dr. Campiagni. The second Italian, tall and about forty-five, said nothing. Campiagni asked a few questions, and Popov, who had been told nothing of a rendezvous by Munzinger, gave generic answers. After a few minutes the Italians admitted that Popov’s business was known, and was “receiving attention.” Giving Dusko his card, Campiagni said to visit in two days. It read: “Ardanghi–Lawyer, Via Torino 7, 4th Floor.”

			The following evening, November 20, Dusko met Johnny for drinks. Sea Lion was being delayed, Johnny said, due to disagreements between the different armed service branches. Unknown to Johnny or Dusko at the time, British Intelligence was intercepting Goering’s messages to Luftwaffe commanders, enciphered in the ENIGMA machine, and Bletchley Park was breaking the code and passing to MI6 far more than Jebsen knew. By the end of July, ULTRA—the British code name for secret intelligence produced by the intercepted and decrypted messages—revealed that the German Army and Navy disagreed over how the troop and supply demands for Sea Lion could be met by seaborne transport.

			Johnny went through what he knew of the plans of General Franz Halder, Hitler’s chief of the General Staff, and moved on to Dusko’s assigned station—Lisbon. The Portuguese capital was the Abwehr’s most important outpost, he said, and Dusko’s spymaster would be Major Ludovico von Karsthoff, chief of the Lisbon desk. An Austrian from Trieste, von Karsthoff’s real name was Kremer von Auenrode. Highly secretive, he was listed on the German Embassy staff as “Albert von Karsthof,” wanted to be called Ludovico, and sometimes signed documents as Anzuweto.

			Johnny warned that the major was quite charming and that Dusko would like him, itself a bit of a danger. If they became friends, Jebsen feared, Dusko would be more prone to making mistakes. They did become friends and Popov later lamented the situation. “He was a terribly likeable person,” Dusko told an interviewer after the war. “I was very fond of him and I felt guilty all that time because he was the main instrument by which I deceived the Nazi government.” Such the travails of double-cross.

			Before leaving, Dusko recalled, Johnny gave him specific rendezvous instructions: Upon his arrival in Lisbon he was to call von Karsthoff from a pay phone and ask for Karl Schmidt, saying that his cousin from Stuttgart told him to call. Schmidt would come to the line and indicate a specified time and place to meet. Dusko was to arrive an hour before the scheduled time and linger. A woman would walk by, wink, and lead him to a waiting car, where he’d be driven to the meeting.

			No words were to be spoken.

			»

			Systems of elaborate codes and clandestine meetings, even in neutral countries, were more than necessary. Hotels, cafés, and bars in Madrid, Estoril, and Lisbon were the principal battlefields of World War II espionage, and where one went, and with whom one spoke, often could be seen by the enemy. Surprisingly, each side possessed a startling amount of information on the other’s secret agents, headquarters, and procedures.

			In November 1939 the Germans had kidnapped two of Britain’s most senior MI6 agents, Captain S. Payne Best and Major Richard Stevens, and acquired operative names and other classified information. Posing as members of the Nazi resistance movement, Walter Schellenberg and his assistants had lured Best and Stevens to a restaurant in Venlo, on the Dutch–German border, and quickly subdued them. One man was killed in the encounter and the MI6 agents were hustled to Berlin, where they were interrogated and held until 1945.

			For the duration of the war, each side made concerted efforts to learn the other’s operations. Walter Schellenberg wrote in his memoirs that he had “full lists” of American and British personnel operating in Spain. On the British side, by the spring of 1940 the Radio Security Service was intercepting so many German radio signals that it was said the Bletchley Park code breakers knew of Hitler’s orders before his generals. Further, all German spies dropped into England in 1940 and 1941 had been arrested, some executed, and four turned into double agents. From 1941 on, all German agents operating in England were controlled and run by the British.

			None were more cautious about the value of their information than the chieftains of secrecy themselves. In his offices on the fourth floor of 54 Broadway, “C” had a secret passageway which led to his official residence at 21 Queen Anne’s Gate. By slipping through concealed doors at both ends, he could move unobserved from his workplace to the drawing room of his apartment.

			On the German side, Walter Schellenberg—who had numerous enemies inside the Third Reich—was less subtle. His office contained hidden microphones inside a lamp, his desk, and even the walls. Windows were covered with wire mesh and photoelectrically charged so that if anyone approached, an alarm sounded. The desk itself, he wrote, was like “a small fortress”:

			Two automatic guns were built into it which could spray the whole room with bullets. These guns pointed at the visitor and followed his or her progress towards my desk. All I had to do in an emergency was to press a button and both guns would fire simultaneously. At the same time I could press another button and a siren would summon the guards to surround the building and block every exit.

			When he traveled, Schellenberg guarded against revealing information if captured by carrying two cyanide capsules—one inserted inside an artificial tooth, another hidden under the stone of his ring.

			And it wasn’t just the Germans and British taking precautions. Dusko would say after the war that in every hotel, regardless of locale, his belongings would be searched again and again by everyone—German, British, American, Russian, Italian, Japanese. To survive, anything of intelligence value had to stay on his person at all times; he would operate, move, and live by codes and covers.

			»

			The following morning, November 21, Popov called on Dr. Campiagni at Via Torino 7. The doctor’s real name, he said, was Major Conti, and the lawyer—Ardanghi—was the Italian chief of counterespionage. About forty-five, Ardanghi was tall, six feet or so, and spoke German like a native. Conti made the introduction, and together Popov and the chief contacted the Air Ministry.

			No flights were available for Lisbon.

			Dusko left, not knowing whether the Germans and Italians were testing him, or whether the Roman bureaucracy was worse than the Yugoslavian. He called Jebsen, and over lunch Johnny asked for the spy ink Munzinger had given him. Johnny poured it out and gave instructions on a better formula, pyramidon. Dusko would take one and a half pills of amidopyrin and dissolve them in a large spoon containing 75 percent clear alcohol, such as white gin. He was to wrap a pencil tip in cotton wool, dip it in the solution, and write in block letters between the lines of any correspondence. He’d then wait half an hour for the ink to dry and gently rub a sheet of the same paper across the secret message to smooth out any raised letters.

			Johnny also told Dusko that any messages from Lisbon should be sent to Don Augustin Mutiozobal, Colon Larreategni 7, Armado, Bilboa. Any correspondence, he concluded, should state: “Still . . . waggons deliverable,” the number of wagons to indicate the days Dusko intended to stay. When they finished their meal Johnny suggested that Dusko try Ala Littoria one more time.

			Magically, a seat was available the next day.
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			THE BEE HIVE

			“The most fascinating place in the world,” one writer called it. “The hub of the western universe.” The Duke and Duchess of Windsor, the Duke of Alba, the King of Romania, the Prince of Sweden, the Prince of Poland, and the Princess of Greece and Denmark were here. Affluent Parisians, including the Guggenheims, were here, too. The City of Light had become the City of Refuge, the “last of the gay capitals,” and the “port of good hope.”

			The New York Times described the locale as a “veritable bee hive” of activity.

			It was home to Europe’s largest casino, a sixth-century castle, a twelfth-century cathedral, and the remnants of a Roman theater built by Emperor Augustus in the first century. Its cobbled streets and medieval villages reminded one of Naples or Sicily, and its Avenida da Liberdade was matched in grandeur only by Paris’s Avenue des Champs-Elysées. Cafés were open all night and the languages heard in them included not only English, French, and German, but Romanian, Japanese, and Russian.

			And no rationing here. Stores glistened with new typewriters and cameras, McVitie’s petits beurres and clotted creams, fresh fish and sardines. Newsstands overflowed with the New York Times, Der Spiegel, the London Daily Mail, and Madrid’s Arriba. Time magazine, Harper’s, the Saturday Evening Post—all available.

			British and German aircraft rested side by side on the Sintra tarmac, and propaganda shops of the two countries often occupied adjoining spaces. Allied and Axis spies shared hotels and sat next to each other in swanky bars. Wealthy Jews lounged leisurely on Tamariz Beach while tepid Gestapo agents looked on.

			Lisbon.

			City of peace on a continent at war. Harbor of last hope for refugees fleeing fascism. And, where Dusko was concerned, a shore ripe for Machiavellian machinations.

			In 1940 only six European countries were neutral—Switzerland, Sweden, Ireland, Turkey, Spain, and Portugal. Switzerland, historically unaligned, landlocked, and small, was insignificant. Sweden, Ireland, and Turkey, not being contiguous with mainland Europe, played lesser roles in the war. Only Spain and Portugal, with their proximity to France and strategic islands and ports, were of critical importance.

			Spain was only nominally neutral, however. Germany had supported Franco’s fascist regime in the Spanish Civil War, augmenting his rise to power, and Madrid leaned heavily to Axis affiliation.

			Portugal was a different matter. The country shared the oldest existing alliance treaty—signed in 1373—with England. British soldiers had helped Portugal gain independence in the twelfth century, and the country had maintained its empire largely due to the British Navy. Portugal fought with the Allies in the First World War.

			Given historical precedent, the Allies expected Portugal to throw its lot in with Britain and France. The country’s president, however, Dr. António de Oliveira Salazar, was a crafty and slippery leader. Weighing against Portugal’s treaty and historical bond with Britain was Salazar’s fear that Spain might attack to annex its small neighbor. While Portugal’s relationship with Spain was good, rumors of Franco’s intention to invade west constantly surfaced. In addition, Salazar assumed that Germany would support a Spanish invasion of Portugal, or might invade independently.

			Throughout 1940 and 1941, Roosevelt and Hitler conducted a silent war over Portugal. While Lisbon provided a handy port for key shipping lanes, Portugal’s colonial empire, which comprised a landmass twenty-five times larger than the mother country, had far greater military importance. From the African islands of Cape Verde to China’s Macau and India’s Goa, Portuguese territories provided tempting targets. The crown jewel, though, was Portugal’s Azores archipelago. Located halfway between Lisbon and New York, it was the only refueling spot in the mid-Atlantic and allowed the only carrier with service, Pan American Airlines, to shuttle between the two continents. If the Allies or the Axis powers seized the Azores, Salazar feared, the islands would quickly be transformed into a naval and submarine base. It was the queen of the Atlantic military chessboard.

			In a speech on May 27, 1940, President Roosevelt announced—largely for Hitler’s ears—that the Azores were of such strategic importance that the United States could not permit them to fall into hostile hands. The comment terrified the Portuguese, who inferred that the U.S. would soon move to occupy the islands. If that occurred, Salazar knew, Hitler would invade Portugal to even the scales. Two days later, Portuguese troops—with helmets strikingly similar to the German model—left for the Azores to fend off American invaders.

			It was a high-stakes game, and Portugal had no chance of thwarting Axis aggression on their homeland. The joke among those living in Lisbon was that if Hitler wanted Portugal, he could take it with a phone call. Salazar knew this and his concessions toward Berlin were less than subtle.

			In 1936, for example, Salazar had created a “Youth Movement” to promote physical fitness, character, respect for law, and discipline. Modeled on the Hitler Youth, the participants wore paramilitary uniforms and marched in regimented order. Harvey Klemmer, in his August 1941 article for National Geographic, included a photo of the Portuguese Youth Movement boys parading before officials on Avenida da Liberdade—offering a fascist salute.

			When war broke out in 1939 and escalated across the continent, Salazar continued his appeasement of the Third Reich. His position that the “question of the Jews” was an internal matter for Germany was well known and presumably well received in Berlin. In addition, he strictly limited the number of Jewish refugees landing in Lisbon. On November 13 he sent a notice to each embassy stating that Jews would require direct approval from the Foreign Ministry for temporary immigration visas.

			Aristides de Sousa Mendes, Portugal’s consul in Bordeaux, knew this procedure would cause impossible delays and would result in countless Jews being sent to concentration camps. In the summer of 1940, as the Wehrmacht marched across France, mobs of refugees inundated Mendes’s office. His Christian conscience overriding his consular directives, Mendes disobeyed Salazar and began authorizing visas for thousands of Jewish refugees, saving their lives. Furious, Salazar recalled him to Lisbon and on July 4 began disciplinary proceedings. Within weeks, Mendes was fired. Hitler was surely pleased.

			Yet appeasement on the Jewish question was not enough. Portugal and Spain—and especially their territories—provided too many military opportunities. In a meeting with his generals on November 4, 1940, the Führer announced Directive No. 18: Germany would attack and capture the Portuguese Cape Verde Islands, the Spanish Canary Islands, and Gibraltar in a plan codenamed “Felix.” After that, in an operation called “Isabella,” Hitler envisioned three German divisions moving in from the Spanish border to attack Portugal itself.

			If Franco and Hitler didn’t provide cause enough for neutrality, Salazar had another reason for remaining on good terms with Germany:

			Gold.

			The principal metal necessary for armoring Germany’s tanks and machinery—tungsten—was produced from a raw ore called wolfram and was found almost entirely in Portugal and China. Since the Royal Navy had cut off the Chinese shipping lane, the Iberian Peninsula—Portugal holding some 90 percent of the deposits—was the only source. Salazar and Hitler knew the alternatives: Germany could purchase the wolfram or extract it by force.

			Salazar opened the trade floodgates. In 1942 alone, Portugal shipped some 2,800 tons of wolfram to Germany. The Portuguese president knew the shipments would draw the ire of the Allies, but he had a ready counter—much of the production came from German-owned mines. Aside from nationalizing the operations, Salazar reasoned, he could scarcely object to trade with Germany, particularly given the benefits to Portugal’s coffers. And because Salazar recognized the fragile and speculative value of German marks, much of which were now being counterfeited, he demanded payment in gold. The Third Reich agreed, and over the course of the war Germany would transfer some 124 tons of gold—much of it looted from occupied countries—to Portugal.

			To preserve neutrality, Salazar granted an equal allocation of wolfram to the Allies, again demanding gold. His strategy produced staggering results. In 1939 Portugal’s gold reserves were a mere 63 tons (Germany, by comparison, held 133 tons); by 1945 Salazar had more than doubled the country’s holdings—from Germany alone. With another 169 tons from sales to other countries, Salazar had swelled Portugal’s gold reserves to an astounding 356 tons.

			And while wolfram was causing Portugal’s wealth to burgeon, the refugee, diplomat, and spy influx was bursting its economy at the seams. Restaurants and cafés were packed. Casino Estoril pulsed all night, every night. Simply finding a bed in the city was a chore.

			In December 1940 a Lisbon correspondent for the London Times stated that American generals slept in attics because they couldn’t find hotel rooms. New Horizons, the Pan Am magazine, reported that between June and December 1940, more than eighty thousand refugees were in Lisbon awaiting transit overseas. By the time Dusko arrived in Lisbon in 1941, some forty thousand refugees were awaiting passage to the United States alone. It was, as one
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