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			They appeared from out of the shadows, and suddenly you felt that you had always known them. The connection formed by a threat to one’s country is the strongest connection of all. People adopt one another, march together. Only capture or death can tear them apart.

				—Marie-Madeleine Fourcade

				Fact had outpaced fiction in producing the copybook “beautiful spy.” This was Marie-Madeleine.

				—Commander Kenneth Cohen, MI6 official in charge of French intelligence operations during World War II
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			ALLIANCE NETWORK

			
				LEADERS

				 

				
					GEORGES LOUSTAUNAU-LACAU—A former French military intelligence officer and aide to Marshal Philippe Pétain, he founded what would become the Alliance intelligence network in the fall of 1940.

					MARIE-MADELEINE (MÉRIC) FOURCADE—Originally Loustaunau-Lacau’s deputy, she took over command of Alliance in July 1941 and led it until the end of the war.

					LÉON FAYE—The former deputy chief of the French air force in North Africa, he became Fourcade’s second in command in January 1942.

					PAUL BERNARD—A banking executive and old friend of Fourcade’s, who succeeded her as head of Alliance operations when she traveled to London in the summer of 1943.

				

			

			
				FIRST WAVE (RECRUITED 1940–1941)

				 

				
					MAURICE COUSTENOBLE—A former air force pilot who was one of Fourcade’s first recruits and became one of her key lieutenants.

					HENRI SCHAERRER—A daredevil former naval officer who, along with Coustenoble, was one of Fourcade’s closest deputies in the early days of the network.

					
					JEAN BOUTRON—A survivor of the British attack on the French naval fleet at Mers-el-Kébir in July 1940 and another key figure in Alliance’s initial operations, who took an undercover job as Vichy’s deputy naval attaché in Madrid.

					CHARLES BERNIS—Regarded as the leading theoretician of French military intelligence, he coordinated and supervised the flow of information sent by Alliance to the British. He later was the network’s chief in the south of France.

					GABRIEL RIVIÈRE—Burly and ebullient, he headed Alliance’s operation in Marseille and ran a fruit and vegetable shop as cover for his clandestine activities.

					ÉMILE AUDOLY—A Marseille grain merchant who was in charge of collecting intelligence about cargoes and ship movements in the Mediterranean.

					JACQUES BRIDOU—A former Olympic bobsled racer and Fourcade’s brother, he served as Alliance’s first emissary to MI6 in London.

					HENRI MOUREN—Chief of the Saint-Nazaire shipyard in Brittany, he provided the network with a detailed map of the important German submarine base there.

					ANTOINE HUGON—A garage owner and chief of Alliance’s operations in Brittany, who delivered Mouren’s map of Saint-Nazaire to Fourcade.

					LUCIEN VALLET—A young former army officer who served as the network’s chief radio operator in the first year of its existence.

					GAVARNI (FIRST NAME UNKNOWN)—A hot-tempered former air force officer who worked briefly as Fourcade’s chief of staff.

					JEAN SAINTENY—One of Alliance’s most skilled and daring agents, he ran its sector in Normandy, which played a major role in the success of D-Day.

				

			

			
				SECOND WAVE (RECRUITED 1942–1943)

				 

				
					MONIQUE BONTINCK—Fourcade’s young personal courier and assistant, whose demure appearance was at odds with her bold fearlessness.

					
					FERDINAND RODRIGUEZ—A British radio operator sent to Alliance by MI6, he, along with Bontinck and Faye, was among Fourcade’s closest colleagues and confidants in 1942–43.

					ERNEST SIEGRIST—A former Paris policeman who was in charge of Alliance’s security and was also a master forger of identity cards and other documents.

					COL. ÉDOUARD KAUFFMANN—A former air force colleague of Léon Faye’s, he was head of Alliance’s sector in the Dordogne.

					MAURICE DE MACMAHON, THE DUKE OF MAGENTA—A colorful flying ace and scion of one of France’s most illustrious noble families, who was put in charge of Alliance operations in the country’s occupied zone.

					LUCIEN POULARD—An air force pilot recruited by Faye, he served as Faye’s adjutant and then as chief of Alliance’s sector in Brittany.

					PIERRE DALLAS—Another air force recruit of Faye’s, he headed Alliance’s Avia unit, which handled the logistics of parachute drops and aircraft ferry service from Britain.

					MARGUERITE BROUILLET—A social worker who sheltered Fourcade and other Alliance agents from Vichy and German police and later became a close friend of Fourcade’s and a key Alliance operative herself.

					PHILIPPE KOENIGSWERTHER—A former spy for the BCRA, the Free French intelligence agency, who became head of Alliance operations in Bordeaux.

					GEORGES LAMARQUE—A brilliant young mathematician, he ran an Alliance subnetwork called the Druids that covered all of France and played a major role in keeping the faltering network alive in the last two years of the war.

					JEANNIE ROUSSEAU—One of Lamarque’s Druids, she was responsible for one of the greatest Allied intelligence coups of the war through her collection of information about Germany’s V-1 and V-2 terror weapons.

					ROBERT LYNEN—The most celebrated child actor in France in the 1930s, he was recruited by Fourcade as a courier in Alliance’s Marseille headquarters.

					
					JEAN VINZANT—A coal and wood merchant, he oversaw Alliance’s operations in the Corrèze, which included clandestine landings of RAF aircraft to pick up and drop off network agents at an airfield near the town of Ussel.

					ANDRÉ COINDEAU—An engineer from Nantes who was in charge of Alliance’s intelligence gathering at the port of Saint-Nazaire later in the war.

					JEAN PHILIPPE—A police superintendent in Toulouse who joined Alliance in 1942 while still working for the Vichy government. After the war, he was honored by Yad Vashem for his refusal to round up Jews.

					ANNE DE MEREUIL—A reporter for the French fashion magazine Marie-Claire and an old friend of Fourcade’s who hid Fourcade and two members of her staff in her apartment in Lyon.

					MARGUERITE BERNE-CHURCHILL—A doctor in Lyon who also offered Fourcade a hiding place there and who later joined the network’s headquarters staff in Paris.

				

			

			
				THIRD WAVE (RECRUITED 1943–1944)

				 

				
					ROBERT DOUIN—A sculptor and artist whose hand-drawn map of German gun emplacements and fortifications on the Normandy beaches played a role in the Allied success of D-Day.

					JACQUES STOSSKOPF—A naval engineer at the Lorient submarine base who was regarded by his countrymen as a Nazi collaborator but who was in fact providing valuable intelligence about the German U-boats to Alliance and the British.

					HELEN DES ISNARDS—A former air force pilot and the scion of a prominent aristocratic family, he headed Alliance’s operations in southeast France.

					PIERRE NOAL—A young doctor who served as Fourcade’s deputy when she crossed enemy lines in late 1944 to provide intelligence to the Allies on German troop movements in eastern France.
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			Marie-Madeleine Fourcade, the main character in this book, was a woman of complexities, one of which was how she chose to refer to herself. Throughout World War II, her surname was Méric, the name of her first husband, from whom she had long been estranged. She took the name Fourcade—the surname of her second husband—after the war and used it when she wrote her memoirs; it is the name by which she is known in France today. To avoid the confusion of going back and forth between the two names, I’ve used Fourcade throughout.
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			It was the middle of the night.

			The air in the barracks detention cell was hot and sultry—typical July weather for the southern French town of Aix-en-Provence. Not surprisingly, the woman lying on the cot was bathed in sweat. But the reason wasn’t just the stifling heat. It was also fear. A few hours earlier, she had been captured by the Gestapo while combing through intelligence reports from her resistance network.

			The Germans who had taken her captive knew she was an Allied spy, but they had no idea of her true identity. According to her papers—forged, of course—she was a French housewife named Germaine Pezet. Dour and dowdy, she wore spectacles, was drably dressed, and had lusterless jet-black hair. It was the latest of her many disguises, this one concocted in part by a dentist in London who had made the dental prosthetic that had helped transform her appearance. No outward trace remained of the chic blond Parisienne she’d been before the war—a woman born to privilege and known for her beauty and glamor.

			For Marie-Madeleine Fourcade, those prewar years seemed like ancient history. Immediately after the German occupation of France, she’d joined the resistance—part of a “minute elite,” as Kenneth Cohen, a top British intelligence official and close friend of hers, called the comparative handful of French men and women who rose up in 1940 to defy the Nazis.

			
			In 1941, at the age of thirty-one, she became la patronne—the boss—of what would emerge as the largest and most important Allied intelligence network in occupied France. Throughout the war, it supplied the British and American high commands with vital German military secrets, including information about troop movements; submarine sailing schedules; fortifications and coastal gun emplacements; and the Reich’s new terror weapons, the V-1 flying bomb and the V-2 rocket.

			Over the course of the conflict, Fourcade, the only woman to head a major resistance network in France, commanded some three thousand agents, who infiltrated every major port and sizable town in the country. They came from all segments of society—military officers, government clerks, architects, shopkeepers, fishermen, housewives, doctors, artists, plumbers, students, bus drivers, priests, members of the aristocracy, and France’s most celebrated child actor. Thanks to Marie-Madeleine’s determined efforts, almost twenty percent were women—the highest number of any resistance organization in France.

			Her group’s formal name was Alliance, but the Gestapo called it Noah’s Ark because its agents used the names of animals and birds as their aliases. Marie-Madeleine had come up with the idea and assigned each agent his or her nom de guerre. Many of the men bore the names of proud and powerful denizens of the animal and avian kingdoms: Wolf, Lion, Tiger, Elephant, Fox, Bull, Eagle, to name a few. For her own code name, she decided on Hedgehog.

			On the surface, it seemed an odd choice. A beguiling, bright-eyed little animal with prickles all over its body, the hedgehog was—and is—a beloved figure in classic children’s books. In Alice in Wonderland, hedgehogs are used as croquet balls by the Queen of Hearts. In Beatrix Potter’s stories about Peter Rabbit, one of her most endearing characters is a hedgehog named Mrs. Tiggy-Winkle, who was based on Potter’s own pet hedgehog.

			But the hedgehog’s unthreatening appearance is deceiving. When challenged by an enemy, it rolls up in a tight ball, which causes all the spines on its body to point outward. At that point, as a friend of Marie-Madeleine’s once noted, it becomes “a tough little animal that even a lion would hesitate to bite.”

			
			Until July 1944, Marie-Madeleine Fourcade, like the hedgehog, had managed to elude her foes. Many others in her network had not been as fortunate. For the previous year and a half, the Gestapo had engaged in a full-scale offensive to wipe Alliance out. Hundreds of her agents had been swept up in wave after wave of arrests and killings; whole sectors had been annihilated. In the summer of 1944, Fourcade had no idea how many of her people were still alive. Dozens, including some of her closest associates, had already been tortured and executed.

			After each crackdown, the Gestapo was sure they had destroyed the group. But they had not reckoned with its leader’s resourcefulness and fierce persistence. Every time a regional circuit was decimated, she managed to cobble together a new one.

			In Aix-en-Provence, however, it appeared that her luck had finally run out. After her arrest, she’d been told that a high-ranking Gestapo official was coming from Marseille the following morning to question her. She knew that when he arrived, her real identity would almost certainly be discovered. She feared she would be unable to withstand the brutal interrogation and torture to which she would be subjected before her execution. Briefly, she considered swallowing the tablet of cyanide she’d been given in London in anticipation of such a moment.

			But she knew that the end of her life would likely mean the end of Alliance as well. After all the contributions her network had made to the Allied war effort, including to the success of the D-Day landings just a month before, Fourcade couldn’t abide the idea of its destruction. She had to find a way to escape.

			

			—

			THROUGHOUT MY WRITING CAREER, I have specialized in works of history that tell sweeping, panoramic stories, chiefly set during World War II and featuring a multitude of characters. As much as I’ve enjoyed writing these books, I’ve often felt a sense of frustration at having to dismiss in a few sentences or paragraphs individuals who, in my opinion, deserved far more attention than I was able to give them.

			
			That was especially true of my last book, Last Hope Island: Britain, Occupied Europe, and the Brotherhood That Helped Turn the Tide of War. I was drawn to a number of compelling figures in it, but none more than Marie-Madeleine Fourcade. How could one not be fascinated by the story of this cultured young woman from a well-connected family who had dreams of becoming a concert pianist but ended up as arguably the greatest wartime spymaster in Europe?

			M.R.D. Foot, the British historian widely considered the leading authority on European resistance movements in World War II, has observed that “resisters shared one characteristic besides bravery: contrariness. They were disputatious, argumentative, non-conformist, did not enjoy being ordered about.” Fourcade is the embodiment of that observation.

			All her life, she rebelled against the norms of France’s deeply conservative, patriarchal society, in which women were largely confined to their domestic duties as wives and mothers and still did not have the right to vote. “She was very independent,” noted her younger daughter, Pénélope Fourcade-Fraissinet. “She had a mind of her own from the beginning.”

			When the war broke out, Fourcade had long been estranged from her husband, a French army officer serving in North Africa. She had two young children whom she dearly loved but did not see for months, even years, during the conflict.

			When she took over as a chef de résistance, she initially had doubts about whether male resistance members would accept her leadership. Although some were hesitant at first, most were won over by her courage, resilience, formidable organizational skills, and determination to stay in the field with her agents. The converts included a bevy of traditionalist former military officers who, as one observer later wrote, were “not inclined to feminism.” “She had enormous charisma,” recalled Charles-Helen des Isnards, whose father had been one of Fourcade’s top lieutenants. “She was one of those people who dominate a room just by being in it.”

			
			In the years immediately following the war, Fourcade was showered with tributes for her remarkable wartime achievements, but today she and Alliance are relatively unknown outside of France. Although there have been floods of books and films about the French resistance, little has appeared about her and her network—or, for that matter, about any other intelligence organization. The lion’s share of attention has gone to groups and individuals specializing in sabotage and other forms of open rebellion against the Nazis. A second strand of resistance activity—escape lines—has also received considerable notice. Yet as exciting and dramatic as their stories were, neither played a crucial role in winning the war. Saboteurs and other resistance fighters in France were certainly important after D-Day, but they did little to obstruct the Germans before then. Escape networks did heroic work in smuggling shot-down Allied airmen and others out of occupied Europe and back to freedom, but their actual contribution to victory was small.

			By contrast, the third strand of activity—espionage—was vitally important to the Allied cause from the first day of the war to the last. In order to plan both defensive and offensive operations against the Germans, Allied military commanders were dependent on spies in France and the rest of occupied Europe to inform them where the enemy was and what he was doing. In France, dozens of intelligence networks sprang up to meet that need. Some, like Alliance, worked closely with MI6, Britain’s chief foreign intelligence agency. Others were associated with Charles de Gaulle and his Free French movement in London. Yet despite their oversized impact on the war’s outcome, intelligence networks have gotten short shrift from historians, novelists, and filmmakers, largely because of the secrecy of their operations.

			In the late 1960s, Marie-Madeleine Fourcade pulled back the veil cloaking her wartime activities in her gripping memoir, Noah’s Ark, which was rightly described by MI6’s Kenneth Cohen as “a Homeric saga” of her and Alliance’s daily life under German occupation. But like Fourcade herself, the memoir is little known today.

			
			Another explanation for Fourcade’s relative obscurity is her gender: As a female chef, she does not fit into the traditional historical narrative of the French resistance—namely, that its leaders were men. “To this day historians of the Resistance persist in the belief that no women led Resistance networks, blatantly ignoring the work of Marie-Madeleine Fourcade,” the British historian J. E. Smyth noted in 2014.

			One of the reasons for this book, then, is to tell her story and give her the credit she is due. But I also wrote it to shine a spotlight on the thousands of agents she led—ordinary men and women who refused to accept the destruction of human values and the dishonor and degradation of their country.

			Many years after the war, an American journalist asked Jeannie Rousseau, one of Marie-Madeleine’s operatives, why she had risked her life to join Alliance. “I don’t understand the question,” replied Rousseau, who was responsible for one of the greatest Allied intelligence coups of the war. “It was a moral obligation to do what you are capable of doing. It was a must. How could you not do it?”
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				FOUNDED IN VICHY IN SEPTEMBER 1940 BY GEORGES LOUSTAUNAU-LACAU AND MARIE-MADELEINE FOURCADE, THE CRUSADE INTELLIGENCE NETWORK (LATER CALLED ALLIANCE) MOVES ITS HEADQUARTERS FROM VICHY TO PAU IN EARLY 1941 AND TO MARSEILLE LATER THAT YEAR.
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			Her sister’s drawing room was already crowded when Marie-Madeleine Fourcade arrived. In one corner, Georges, her brother-in-law, was deep in discussion with a cluster of male guests. Spotting her sister in another corner, Marie-Madeleine crossed the room to join her.

			Yvonne introduced her to several women, who, after acknowledging the newcomer, returned to their conversation about children, their latest travels, and their incessant problems with servants. At one point, between sips of tea, a small, birdlike woman named Yvonne de Gaulle held forth on the soothing virtues of the countryside and how important it was to have a house in the country where a busy man like her husband could find a quiet refuge.

			Her attention wandering, Marie-Madeleine glanced around the room. She recognized several of the men—a number of them military officers like Georges, along with a scattering of diplomats, journalists, and business leaders. Ever since she’d returned to Paris, her sister and brother-in-law had included her in their circle of influential friends, many of whom frequented the lively late-afternoon salon that the couple had established at their apartment on rue Vaneau, not far from the French capital’s government ministries and embassies.

			
			She caught the eye of Georges, who beckoned to her. As she joined the group around him, she was aware of the appreciative glances directed her way. Cool and elegant, with porcelain skin and high cheekbones, the twenty-six-year-old blonde was used to being the object of male scrutiny.

			After introducing her to a couple of guests she had not yet met, Georges mentioned her passion for cars and fast driving and boasted about her success in a recent long-distance car rally. For a minute or two, she and the others debated the merits of various cars, including the speedy model she owned—a Citroën Traction Avant. But the conversation soon returned to the subject that had preoccupied the men from the moment they had arrived that afternoon: Nazi Germany’s shocking occupation of the demilitarized Rhineland just a few weeks before.

			On March 7, 1936, German troops had marched into the Rhineland, a strip of western Germany straddling the Rhine River and bordering France, Luxembourg, Belgium, and the Netherlands. After Germany’s defeat in World War I, the area had been declared a buffer zone, and a ban had been imposed on any installation there of German forces or fortifications. Adolf Hitler’s defiance of the ban was his most flagrant violation to date of the 1919 Versailles Treaty and his most dramatic challenge thus far to the Western allies Britain and France.

			If either country had responded with force, Hitler’s troops, as he later acknowledged, would have retreated immediately. But neither the British nor French lifted a finger to stop the incursion—a failure that appalled those at Georges and Yvonne’s salon on that lovely April afternoon.

			Several of the guests were army intelligence officers, who, for the last three years, had been providing information to the French government detailing Hitler’s mounting preparations for war. Indeed, in the past few months they had passed on advance intelligence of the Rhineland incursion itself. To all these warnings, government officials and the top military command had paid little heed.

			The top brass were equally indifferent to increasingly urgent calls by some of their underlings for the modernization and reform of the French military. As one observer later put it, “The minds of the French generals had ground to a halt and were already thickly coated with rust.” In their preparations for a future war, members of the high command remained committed to the kind of defensive warfare that had eventually brought the Allies, at an extremely high cost, a victory in World War I. They paid little or no attention to the swift technological advances in the development of such offensive weapons as planes and tanks. They also went out of their way to block the advancement of younger, more vigorous officers who preached the need for a revolution in military tactics and strategy.

			
			Two of the most prominent members of that younger group—Lieutenant Colonel Charles de Gaulle and Major Georges Loustaunau-Lacau—took center stage in the discussion on rue Vaneau, engaging in a debate that quickly escalated into a full-blown argument. It soon became obvious to Marie-Madeleine that the two officers viewed each other as rivals, which, considering how much they had in common, was perhaps not surprising.

			They both were products of Saint-Cyr, France’s foremost military academy, and the elite École Supérieure de Guerre, the country’s graduate war college. Both had fought in World War I, been wounded, and received multiple citations for bravery. After the war, they had served at different times on the staff of Marshal Philippe Pétain, the hero of the Battle of Verdun, who had held several key postwar posts—commander in chief of the army, inspector general, and minister of war. The forty-five-year-old de Gaulle and the forty-two-year-old Loustaunau-Lacau were brilliant, ambitious, and egocentric, with a rebellious streak that had gotten them in considerable trouble at various times with Pétain and other military superiors. Each loved the spotlight, and neither wanted to share it with the other.

			After Germany occupied the Rhineland, de Gaulle had submitted an article predicting its disastrous consequences to the influential journal Défense Nationale, which refused to publish it. Now, leaning against the apartment’s fireplace mantel, he criticized the high command’s tactical and strategic ineptness, blasting its reliance on prepared fortifications like the Maginot Line and arguing for the creation of a fast-moving mechanized army working closely with and supported by aircraft. Loustaunau-Lacau interrupted, dismissing de Gaulle’s idea of a strike force as unworkable. As they argued, they seemed to agree on only one point: If the French military were not immediately reshaped, the army would collapse, and the country would be crushed by Germany in a war that was drawing ever closer.

			
			Fascinated by the verbal fireworks between them, Fourcade had no idea of the profound impact that both men would soon have on her life.

			

			—

			AS IT HAPPENED, FOURCADE had much in common with these two iconoclastic officers, including a strong will and a taste for risk and rebellion—traits not often seen in young Frenchwomen from well-to-do families like hers. But then again, few genteel Frenchwomen had the kind of unconventional pedigree and upbringing that she did.

			Boldness and daring seemed to run in Marie-Madeleine’s family, with one of her distant ancestors, the Marquis de Bacqueville, topping the list of risk takers. Like many Frenchmen in the eighteenth century, the marquis had been fascinated by the idea of flying. Unlike his compatriots, he decided to test the possibility himself. On March 19, 1742, he appeared, with large white wings attached to his arms and legs, on the roof of his house in Paris, overlooking the Seine. The fifty-four-year-old nobleman had told friends and acquaintances of his planned experiment, and a large crowd, including the writer Jean-Jacques Rousseau, had gathered in the streets below.

			Wings outstretched, the marquis hurled himself off the roof—and promptly plunged several feet. But then a light wind came up, keeping him aloft and pushing him slowly across the river, to the gasps and cheers of the spectators. It appeared that he might actually make it to the opposite shore when the wind died as abruptly as it had risen, and he fell on top of a houseboat in the Seine, breaking his leg. For months, the marquis was the butt of jokes among le tout Paris. And yet, as his descendants were quick to point out, he actually did fly, if only for a few moments.

			
			In her own way, Marie-Madeleine’s free-spirited mother, Mathilde Bridou, displayed a similar zest for leaping into the unknown. Soon after she married Lucien Bridou in the early 1900s, he was assigned to Shanghai as an executive for Messageries Maritimes, a French shipping line responsible for most of the passenger and trade traffic to and from France and its large colonial empire.

			When Mathilde made it clear she planned to accompany Lucien to Shanghai, her family was aghast. How could she expose herself, not to mention any children she and Lucien might have, to the dangers of living in China—the appalling climate, the myriad diseases, the earthquakes, the constant danger of riots and revolution? Mathilde brushed off all such warnings, although when her second daughter, Marie-Madeleine, was born in 1909, she had agreed to return home to Marseille for the birth.

			Like their parents, Marie-Madeleine and her siblings, Yvonne and Jacques, were captivated by the teeming city in which they grew up. Known as the Paris of the Orient, Shanghai was one of the world’s leading seaports, as well as the largest, richest, and most modern metropolis in Asia. It was by far the most prominent of China’s five so-called treaty ports, which the Chinese, under duress from Britain, France, and other Western countries, had opened to foreign trade in the nineteenth century.

			In the first three decades of the twentieth century, Shanghai was considered the essence of exoticism, mystery, and excitement. As an open city, it required neither a visa nor passport to enter, providing a haven for an extraordinarily eclectic array of immigrants, among them White Russians fleeing from the Bolsheviks; Chinese warlords and revolutionaries; American and European gangsters and spies; drug smugglers; and international arms dealers.

			To many, Shanghai epitomized “the stylish, the new, the audacious in everything from dress to politics.” As one observer put it, “You could be a cosmopolitan Parisian or Londoner, but you simply were not chic enough unless you had been to Shanghai.”

			Much of Shanghai’s foreign population, including Marie-Madeleine’s family, lived in spacious, airy, European-style houses on tree-lined avenues in the city’s French quarter. But it was Shanghai’s vibrant waterfront and its bustling downtown streets that most attracted the young Marie-Madeleine, who, with her sister and brother, were given free rein by their equally adventurous parents to explore the city. She had a slight limp—the result of a congenital hip displacement that she had inherited from her mother—but it never seemed to slow her down.

			
			On the Bund, Shanghai’s major avenue, cars and trams shouldered their way through throngs of bicyclists, rickshaw coolies, and peasants carrying ducks and other foodstuffs on bamboo poles, everyone seemingly indifferent to the blare of car horns and the whistle blowing and shouted commands of Shanghai’s policemen, most of them turbaned Sikhs from the raj. The noise was cacophonous, with at least a dozen different languages assaulting one’s ear.

			On the Whangpoo River, the boom of ships’ horns added to the din. As crowded as the Bund, the river was alive with wooden sampans, barges, and junks, their sails spread wide, dodging between the moorings of passenger ships and freighters from all over the world, as well as British and French warships, their decks bristling with guns.

			“My mother loved the scenery of China and was always drawing our attention to everything around us,” Fourcade recalled. “She would take us all out, including my father, on the Chinese canals, on a houseboat that was provided to our family. We’d float under the marvelous bridges and look at the villages and countryside.”

			On occasion, the Bridou children, accompanied by their Chinese amah, ventured beyond downtown Shanghai into the old Chinese city, its dark, narrow, cobblestone streets packed with beggars, fortune-tellers, letter writers, and street vendors, from whom they would buy sweets—one of Marie-Madeleine’s favorite childhood memories.

			As cosmopolitan as Shanghai was, the British dominated the city economically and politically and set the tone for the foreign community. At the French lycée she attended, Marie-Madeleine became friends with several British girls. “They wanted to speak French, and I wanted to speak English, and we all ended up bilingual,” she later remarked. During those years, she fell in love with all things British, including afternoon tea.

			

			—

			
			IN 1917, MARIE-MADELEINE’S IDYLLIC life in Shanghai abruptly ended when her father contracted a tropical disease and died soon afterward. Mathilde Bridou moved the family to Paris, where Marie-Madeleine was enrolled in a convent school catering to the daughters of aristocratic and otherwise well-connected families. She then studied at a leading Paris conservatory, with the hope of becoming a concert pianist.

			At the age of seventeen, however, she abandoned her dreams of a music career when she met, fell in love with, and swiftly married a handsome, dark-haired Army captain named Édouard-Jean Méric, a graduate of Saint-Cyr and the son of a general. She was attracted to him personally but also to the fact that his next posting would be in Morocco, an exotic milieu that promised a return to the excitement and adventure that she had relished during her childhood.

			In the late 1920s, France boasted the second-largest colonial empire in the world, with a population of 100 million people and territory of 4.5 million square miles spread over Africa, Asia, and the Middle East. As one of the most valuable jewels in the French colonial crown, Morocco was a training ground for France’s military and civil service elite, and as such it was a plum assignment for an up-and-coming intelligence officer like Édouard-Jean Méric.

			His assignment was to monitor various restive Arab tribes in the country and to act swiftly to quash any signs of potential uprisings against the French. In the early months of their marriage, Marie-Madeleine, who learned Arabic, would often accompany him on horseback to his meetings with tribal chiefs. She particularly enjoyed the sumptuous fourteen-course feasts—“tagines of every kind, roast lamb, couscous, and so much else”—that the chiefs staged for their French visitors. She also was a frequent volunteer at a makeshift French clinic for local residents, where her duties included helping to deliver babies.

			
			Although Méric was impressed by her keen interest in his work, he was less pleased by the delight Marie-Madeleine took in the lively social life in Rabat, Morocco’s capital. Eight years older than she, he had no time for what he viewed as the frivolity of such activities as cocktail parties, dinners, and picnics in the desert, at which other young officers paid considerable attention to his beautiful young wife.

			A year after their wedding, Marie-Madeleine gave birth to a son, named Christian. Two years later, her daughter, Béatrice, was born. Although she adored her children, she was growing increasingly unhappy with her husband and his conservative views, especially those about how she should behave. He wanted her to be what he called a proper wife, focused only on him and their family—a view that clashed with her freewheeling, independent ways. In 1933, the couple separated.

			From then on, Marie-Madeleine had virtually nothing to do with Méric; in her memoirs, written more than thirty years later, there is no mention of him. As her French biographer, Michèle Cointet, put it, she would never again “allow a husband to decide her wishes, govern her acts, or judge for her what she will do with her life.”

			After their separation, Marie-Madeleine moved with her children to Paris, to be near Yvonne, Georges, and their family on rue Vaneau. Soon after she arrived, she became part of a small circle of young women in the upper reaches of Paris society, many of whom were married but who, like her, were unwilling to confine themselves to domestic duties. Her closest friend was Hélène (“Nelly”) de Vogüé, a twenty-eight-year-old blonde noted as much for her intellect as for her beauty. The daughter of a wealthy industrialist in eastern France, Nelly had studied at the École des Beaux-Arts in Paris and was both an accomplished painter and a gifted writer. In 1927, she had married Comte Jean de Vogüé, a scion of one of France’s most illustrious aristocratic families. But the great love of her life was the writer Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, whom she met two years after her marriage and whom she served as both mistress and muse. She would be named his literary executor after Saint-Exupéry’s death late in World War II.

			Like Nelly and her other friends, Marie-Madeleine was anxious to do more with her life than abide by French society’s restrictive ideas about how women should behave. In the late 1920s and early 1930s, she and other affluent young Frenchwomen were caught up in the car rally craze that swept the country. Owning a car was still a rarity in France, and women who could afford one were now handed the freedom to come and go as they pleased, without having to depend on anyone else.

			
			Marie-Madeleine also took flying lessons and acquired a pilot’s license. And in 1935, she did something equally daring for a woman of her social class—she got a job. She worked at Radio-Cité, the country’s first commercial radio station, initially in its advertising department and then as a producer of entertainment programs, partnering with the writer Colette on a half-hour series for women. Extraordinarily successful from the beginning, Radio-Cité was responsible for, among other things, launching the broadcast careers of singers like Édith Piaf and Maurice Chevalier and offering France’s first radio news programs.

			For a young woman who possessed both money and ambition, the early and mid-1930s were an exciting time to be in Paris, with its vibrant social, artistic, and literary life. To its many admirers—expatriates and natives alike—it was the cultural capital of the world. Writers, painters, musicians, dancers, sculptors, and intellectuals of every stripe from all over the world continued to flock there, just as they had for decades.

			At the same time, however, the French capital—and the country as a whole—was enmeshed in mounting political, economic, and social turmoil. France had long been known for what one historian called its “people’s ineradicable love of political squabbles,” but by the 1930s, its traditional divisiveness had metastasized into intolerance, bitterness, and outright strife.

			In the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, French governments had been noted for their short tenures, but since the end of World War I, such instability had grown considerably worse. During that period, more than forty governments had come and gone—an average of one every six months. None lasted long enough to come to grips with the country’s severe economic and social problems. With France in a state of permanent political crisis, cabinet ministers focused their efforts on staying in office, which usually meant spending little time on substantive issues. The already deep cynicism of the French people toward government officials was further exacerbated by a string of financial scandals in the 1930s involving bribes paid to ministers and parliamentary deputies by businessmen and bankers seeking favorable government treatment.

			
			All this was happening during a decade of intense crisis throughout the world, marked by the global ravages of the Great Depression and the rapid rise of Hitler and other totalitarian leaders. Like much of the rest of Europe, France was hit hard by the Depression, with tens of thousands of businesses collapsing and the unemployment rate skyrocketing to more than twenty percent. Racked by infighting and claims of corruption, the various governments in power during the 1930s failed to cope with these challenges, leaving a vacuum that was filled by direct action by extremist groups from both the left and the right.

			The French Communist Party, which dominated much of the country’s labor movement, was responsible for fomenting a massive wave of wildcat strikes across the country that caused significant disruption to factory production. On the right, a host of nationalist groups, some of them fascist, sprang up like mushrooms after a rain, with several seeking the violent overthrow of France’s parliamentary system.

			As the country teetered on the brink of anarchy, the last thing its people and government wanted was to confront the looming threat of another war with Germany. The last one had devastated France, and its citizens had never fully recovered. More than 1.4 million Frenchmen had been killed in World War I, the highest proportion of deaths per capita of any of the great power combatants. Another 4.2 million men were wounded. The northern part of the country, which had been occupied by the Germans, was left in ruins, and the French were still struggling to restore the region’s decimated industries.

			Most French citizens, for all their corrosive divisions, were united in the belief that France must never fight another such war again. Such pacifism came as a profound shock to Marie-Madeleine, who, having spent most of her life as an expatriate, had an idealized view of her homeland, with its traditions of patriotism, service, and honor. She had grown up hearing about the glories of France’s victory in the 1914–18 war, without being exposed to the grief and despair it had caused.

			
			Deeply affected by the discussion at Georges and Yvonne’s apartment, Marie-Madeleine thought about getting involved herself in the debate over France’s failure to confront German aggression. But what could she possibly do? The day after the gathering, Georges Loustaunau-Lacau gave her the answer.

			

			—

			LATE THE FOLLOWING MORNING, she received a phone call from the major. He had enjoyed meeting her, he said, and would like to see her again. He added that he had something confidential to tell her. Could they meet soon, preferably someplace discreet?

			For a moment, she hesitated. What did he have in mind? A romantic assignation, perhaps? He was, she acknowledged, an attractive older man, but she was still a married woman. Yet she could not help being intrigued by him. Although relatively short, especially when compared with Charles de Gaulle, he had broad shoulders, piercing eyes, palpable energy, and a powerful, charismatic presence that, in her opinion, his tall, icy debating partner did not share.

			She told him yes, then suggested he come to her apartment. After hanging up, she had immediate second thoughts. Lighting a cigarette, she went to her closet and took out her outfit for the day—a plain gray suit, white blouse, and flat shoes—meant as a signal that she was not in the mood for seduction.

			But, as it happened, neither was he. As soon as he arrived, Loustaunau-Lacau apologized for being so forward on the phone. But, he added, time was of the essence: “You seemed interested in what I said yesterday at your brother-in-law’s. I want to tell you more and to ask you to help me in a task that I cannot do alone.”
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			Specifically, he said, he wanted her to join him in a new venture he had begun: the creation of a confidential journal for Frenchmen of influence that would argue the case for the need of immediate reform of the French military. The situation, he added, was even worse than she could imagine. It was essential to open the eyes of the country’s leaders as quickly as possible to the intentions of the German general staff.

			Their work would start immediately. “One of my Belgian friends has procured secret dossiers that expose the intentions of the German high command,” he said. “I need to get them quickly. Such documents must not travel by mail. You have a car. You must go to Brussels and collect them. I will pay all expenses.”

			Caught up in this real-life spy drama, Marie-Madeleine agreed—a decision that would radically change her life. From that moment, she wrote later, she and Loustaunau-Lacau began building an intelligence network against Nazi Germany.
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			Over the next two years, Major Loustaunau-Lacau, aided by Fourcade, recruited a stable of informants in France, Switzerland, Belgium, and Germany who passed on reports about the buildup of the German armed forces. Although neither of the two was aware of it, Winston Churchill, then an antiappeasement backbencher in the British House of Commons, had created a similar private network, seeking out authoritative sources in Germany and elsewhere who could provide evidence of the growing Nazi military menace.

			A natural conspirator, Loustaunau-Lacau adopted the code name Navarre, after Henri de Navarre, a hot-blooded prince and master intriguer who became King Henry IV of France in the late sixteenth century. Like many of his friends and acquaintances, Fourcade addressed him and referred to him as Navarre for the rest of his life.

			Serving as Navarre’s intermediary, she drove her Citroën to the various countries to meet with informants and pick up their material. Navarre’s main source was Berthold Jacob, an intrepid German-Jewish journalist who had left Germany shortly before the 1933 Nazi takeover and operated an independent press service in the French city of Strasbourg, near the German border. Jacob’s investigative articles revealing Germany’s preparations for war had so infuriated the Nazis that he was lured to Switzerland in 1935, kidnapped by the Gestapo, and taken to a prison in Berlin. Thanks to strenuous protests by the Swiss government over the violation of their country’s sovereignty, Jacob was released after six months and returned to France, where he continued his work for the press service—and Navarre—until the outbreak of war.
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			But as Navarre saw it, Nazi Germany was not the only threat to peace and the security of France. He was also deeply concerned about the activities of the Soviet Union and the French Communist Party. In his view, the French Communists, backed by the Soviet government, “were the reckless agents of a Germany that was waiting for her hour of revenge against France.”

			That belief had some evidence to support it. Since the 1920s, the Soviets had secretly provided Germany with facilities deep within their country for the making and testing of tanks, aircraft, and poison gas and for the training of Luftwaffe pilots and Wehrmacht troops—all activities that had been prohibited by the Versailles Treaty.

			In addition, the Soviets, in partnership with French Communists, had operated an extensive spy network in France, which gathered considerable intelligence about the country’s defense industries and military. According to Navarre, the French army was a particular target of Communist subversion, which included an intensive propaganda campaign by the French Communist Party aimed at demoralizing French troops and sowing defeatism within their ranks.

			
			Convinced that a growing Communist influence in the army was imperiling French security, Navarre took matters into his own hands. In the mid-1930s, he created a secret organization of army officers, called the Corvignolles, to combat what he saw as Communist attempts to encourage army indiscipline and to destroy morale. The Corvignolles’ mission was to conduct surveillance of those in the army who were suspected of being Communists and to pass on information about their activities to top military officials.

			Although Navarre was hardly alone in his anticommunist views—many if not most of his military colleagues shared them—his group’s vigilantism could not have come at a more politically inopportune time. In 1936, the Popular Front—a coalition of left-wing parties supported by the Communists—took control of the government. The following year, Navarre, not surprisingly, was cashiered from his post in the German section of the Deuxième Bureau, the French army’s intelligence agency. “A man of the utmost daring and rebelliousness,” he “positively relished being in hot water—wonderful to serve under, impossible to command,” the British historian M.R.D. Foot later noted.

			Seemingly undaunted by his dismissal, Navarre transferred his energies to setting up a small publishing empire, comprised of several political, military, and cultural journals that were aimed, for the most part, at influential business, government, and military circles. Many of the publications’ articles detailed the growing military might of Germany, the dangers of communism, and the shocking unpreparedness of the French army and air force. In this new venture, as in Navarre’s earlier enterprises, Fourcade served as his deputy.

			In March 1938, two years after she’d begun working with Navarre, Nazi Germany annexed Austria, to which the British and French governments again turned a blind eye. Six months later, at the Munich Conference, the two Western allies surrendered a huge chunk of Czechoslovakia—the Sudetenland—to the German leader, along with its vital fortifications and major centers of industry. Providing a sharp corrective to the euphoric mood of those who believed that the Munich agreement had brought “peace in our time,” Navarre wrote in one of his journals: “It is neither by speeches nor by these missions that the insane excesses of Hitler’s Germany will be defeated.” In the same journal, he published, in considerable detail, the entire order of battle of Hitler’s land, sea, and air forces, compiled from reports sent to him by Berthold Jacob.

			
			Yet it wasn’t until September 1939, following Hitler’s invasion of Poland and the Allies’ declaration of war against Germany, that the French military brass implicitly acknowledged the truth of Navarre’s Cassandra-like prophecies. He was recalled to active duty and sent as a military intelligence officer to the Ninth Army, whose command post was in the east of France, near the Ardennes forest in southern Belgium.

			Throughout 1939 and into 1940, Navarre and other French intelligence officers passed on reports to top government and military leaders of German plans for an invasion of France through the Ardennes. Both leadership groups rejected the intelligence, preferring to believe that any future German offensive would come through the flatlands of central Belgium, just as it had at the beginning of World War I. Navarre was enraged. From his Ninth Army post, he publicly lambasted what he saw as the incompetence of the French high command, which he said amounted to treason. For French military leaders, this latest insubordination was the final straw. In March 1940, he was arrested and charged with demoralizing French troops, which, under a wartime emergency decree, was punishable by death.

			His case came before a magistrate on May 10, 1940, the same day that Hitler launched his blitzkrieg of Western Europe, during which German units went into battle precisely as he had predicted. For Navarre, the timing could not have been better. The magistrate acknowledged that the major had been correct in charging his military superiors with extreme negligence. He was let off with a stern reprimand—and then was sent to fight the Germans as commander of a battalion near the Maginot Line, France’s supposedly impenetrable chain of fortifications.

			
			On May 14, another of Navarre’s predictions came true. The main German force, consisting of more than 1.5 million men and 1,800 tanks, thundered through the Ardennes, outflanking the Maginot Line. Smashing into the least protected sector of the French frontier, it routed the ill-equipped French forces assigned to guard it and crossed the Meuse River into France. In just three days, the German offensive had split the Allied forces in two.

			In Paris, a wave of panic enveloped the government and military. As Navarre and de Gaulle had forecast four years before on rue Vaneau, the vaunted French army was collapsing like the proverbial house of cards.

			

			—

			THREE WEEKS LATER, MARIE-MADELEINE Fourcade fled Paris, joining a mass exodus. With the Germans closing in on the capital, the French government had decamped six days before, sneaking out in the middle of the night without making any arrangements for the evacuation or defense of the city.

			In keeping with its panicked residents’ funereal mood, Paris was shrouded in a thick, choking fog of smoke and soot from nearby oil and gas tanks that had been set alight by retreating troops. Soot covered the trees and streets, and some people noticed an eerie lack of birdsong as they left. Most of the birds, it turned out, had been killed by the black pall of smoke.

			Overall, more than six million French citizens, resembling “an anthill that had been knocked over,” flooded south—the largest single movement of people in Europe since the Dark Ages. The scene was pure chaos, filled with “all the ugliness of panic, defeat, and demoralization” of a disintegrating society, remarked the American diplomat George Kennan, who witnessed the flight. Thousands of children became separated from their families, and for months afterward, anguished parents placed ads in newspapers trying to find their missing offspring. According to one refugee, “We had lost all points of reference. All our habits and all the rules of life were floating.”

			Several weeks earlier, Marie-Madeleine had had the foresight to send her own children—ten-year-old Christian and eight-year-old Béatrice—to Noirmoutier, an island off France’s Atlantic coast, in the care of her mother. She had had advance warning from Navarre, who, before he left for the front, told her that the situation was hopeless and that when the time came for her to leave Paris, she should head for his country home in Oloron-Sainte-Marie, a village in southwestern France near the French-Spanish border. She followed his advice, setting off by car with her maid, her dog, and a married couple who were friends of hers.

			
			For a day and a half, her Citroën inched slowly southward in an endless line of cars, wagons, trucks, taxis, delivery vans, and even pushcarts and hay wagons. Other refugees—pushing wheelbarrows and prams piled high with children and possessions—trudged along both sides of the road. An American journalist, caught up in the middle of the exodus, said it was like “a stream of lava flowing past, the unstoppable river which came from the unimaginable eruption somewhere in the north.”

			Finally, Marie-Madeleine and her party reached Berry, a rural region in the Loire Valley, where she hoped to stay with a close friend, Aurore Sand—the granddaughter of the famed novelist George Sand. Sand’s house, however, was already filled with friends and relatives fleeing the Germans, so she handed over to Marie-Madeleine the keys to the historic Château de Nohant, her grandmother’s home.

			At the château, which was more like a large country house than a castle, Sand had written many of her books and hosted some of the most important writers, painters, and composers of her time, including Balzac, Flaubert, Turgenev, Delacroix, and Liszt. Arguably her most noted guest was her lover, Frédéric Chopin, who lived off and on at Nohant for more than eight years.

			After a meager supper that evening, Marie-Madeleine wandered through the château, finally sitting down at a piano in the salon. It was here, she knew, that Chopin had composed some of his masterpieces, including the Polonaise in A-flat Major, the Sonata Funèbre, two nocturnes, and four mazurkas.

			That night, however, she identified most with another of Chopin’s works—his Étude op. 10, no. 12, otherwise known as the Revolutionary Étude. An exile from his native Poland, Chopin had written the etude to commemorate his countrymen’s celebrated—and failed—uprising against their Russian occupiers in 1831. Marie-Madeleine caressed the piano’s keys and then began to play, pouring her grief and rage over the impending fall of France into Chopin’s passionate, thundering piece. Afterward, she went to sleep in his bed.

			
			She clung to her anger over the next several days as she and her companions continued their journey, traveling by night to avoid the Stuka dive bombers that strafed the refugee-crowded roads and sleeping by day in ditches, woods, and other places that were hidden from view. In one of the many small towns and villages through which they passed, she and her party were given shattering news: Marshal Pétain, who had just replaced Paul Reynaud as France’s prime minister, had ordered French troops to lay down their arms and had petitioned Nazi Germany for an armistice.

			In a broadcast to his countrymen, the eighty-four-year-old Pétain attributed France’s defeat to “too few arms, too few allies,” and the country’s own moral failures, which included a lack of discipline and an unfortunate “spirit of pleasure.” At the same time, he expressed his compassion and concern for the millions of refugees still choking France’s roads and appealed to them and their compatriots to “rally to the government over which I preside during this difficult ordeal.”

			As shocked as she was by Pétain’s capitulation, Fourcade was even more stunned by the joyful reaction of the people around her to the news. They laughed, kissed each other, and drank to Pétain’s health. Such happy scenes, which the novelist Arthur Koestler later described as “the apocalypse [disguised] as a family picnic,” were repeated throughout the country. As Fourcade saw it, the French, in their understandable relief that the war had ended for them, failed to recognize that in the process, they and their country had lost their souls.

			On June 25, Pétain announced the terms of the armistice. German troops would occupy the northern three-fifths of the country, including Paris, the industrial north, and the Atlantic coast, with its valuable string of seaports. The remaining two-fifths, to be controlled by Pétain’s government and to be known as the free zone, would be made up of France’s southern provinces. The French also would retain control of French North Africa and the country’s other colonial possessions, as well as its fleet. The spa town of Vichy, in the center of France, was designated the new French capital.

			
			Stopping for a few days in Saint-Jean-de-Luz, a lovely little seaside village on the Atlantic, Marie-Madeleine was invited to dinner by acquaintances there. They showed no interest in the stories she told them of what she had seen during her flight from Paris—abandoned toddlers crying for their parents, demoralized soldiers throwing down their arms and joining the exodus, refugees huddling in fear as German dive bombers appeared overhead. When she was finished, her acquaintances merely shrugged. It was time, they told her, to forget about such misfortunes and focus on the future and France’s return to normality.

			Appalled by such complacency, Marie-Madeleine refused to heed their advice, launching into a long diatribe against what she saw as Pétain’s cowardice. Her hosts had had enough. “How dare you say this!” one of them snapped. “How dare you insult the name of the marshal!” Marie-Madeleine sat in silence for the rest of the meal. Never had she felt so alone.

			In early July, she finally made it to Navarre’s country home in Oloron-Sainte-Marie. His family, however, had no idea where he was or what had happened to him. For more than a month, Marie-Madeleine stayed with them while awaiting news of his fate. Finally, word came that he was alive, although badly hurt in a battle near the Maginot Line. Late in August, he hobbled home, forty pounds lighter and in terrible pain from unhealed bullet wounds in his neck and back. Despite his grave injuries, he had escaped from the German hospital to which he had been taken and had made his way several hundred miles across occupied France, slipping into the free zone and back to Oloron-Sainte-Marie.

			As he recuperated, Marie-Madeleine did her best to tamp down her impatience over her prolonged stay in this peaceful rural haven. Finally, she could contain herself no longer. She pointedly noted to Navarre that Charles de Gaulle, his longtime colleague and rival, was now in London. The most junior brigadier general in the French army, de Gaulle had been appointed undersecretary of war just eight days before his dramatic escape to the British capital on June 17. He was the only French official willing to abandon his homeland to continue the fight against Hitler. From London, de Gaulle had made a BBC broadcast to France, urging his countrymen to join him in a movement to resist both the Vichy government and the Nazis. “Whatever happens,” he declared, “the flame of French resistance should not and will not be extinguished.”

			
			Marie-Madeleine argued that they should follow de Gaulle to London and become part of his Free French operation. Her mentor rejected the idea outright. In England, he said, they would be refugees, just like de Gaulle, dependent on the British for everything. At that point, almost no one in the British government, with the prominent exception of Winston Churchill, took de Gaulle and his minuscule band of followers seriously.

			Instead, Navarre said, he and Marie-Madeleine should remain in France and resist from within. The place to start, he said, was the country’s epicenter of defeatism—Vichy itself. He had many contacts there, he pointed out, thanks to his prewar political activities.

			Marie-Madeleine’s heart sank. It was a phony capital, she told Navarre. What could they possibly accomplish there? He replied that in order to collect intelligence, they must go to its source—France’s current seat of government. Only there could they learn more about the country’s political and military situation.

			Less than a week later, they were on their way to Vichy.
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			Looking more like an operetta stage set than the capital of a major European country, Vichy was as far removed from the chaos and fear afflicting much of the rest of France as one could possibly imagine. But that was exactly what the Pétain government wanted—a quiet, out-of-the-way place, with no smoke-belching factories, restive workers, or would-be resisters.

			For more than two centuries, Vichy, famed for its reportedly health-restoring spring water, had attracted the well-to-do from all over Europe, who came there each year to take the cure. Along with its baths, Vichy boasted a casino, restaurants, tearooms, daily band concerts, and several Belle Époque hotels. When they arrived in early July, Pétain and his staff had taken over the Hotel du Parc, with its wrought-iron balconies and rooms awash in blue and pink toile de Jouy fabric depicting charming, restful pastoral scenes. While most ministries had been assigned offices in other hotels, the ministry of the interior, responsible for policing the free zone, was incongruously housed in the town’s sprawling Grand Casino, which boasted a Moorish cupola encased in gold tiles.

			“Never was Vichy…as busy and as gay as in the summer of defeat in 1940,” noted the CBS correspondent David Schoenbrun. Wives and mistresses of government officials, in their best summer dresses, took daily strolls along the town’s tree-lined main avenue, opposite the beautiful Parc des Sources. There were endless queues in front of Vichy’s most fashionable restaurants, with the competition for tables particularly fierce at the dining room of the Hotel du Parc, where Pétain and leading members of the government held court.

			
			The cheerful holiday atmosphere, however, was just a facade. Behind it, the government had embarked on a mission to kill parliamentary democracy in France and install an authoritarian regime modeled on that of Nazi Germany. On July 8, in the casino’s theater, the French parliament yielded to pressure and voted to turn over all its powers to Pétain and, by extension, to Pierre Laval, Pétain’s deputy and the power behind the throne. Henceforth, the legislature would assemble only at Pétain’s request. He in turn would govern at the sufferance of the Germans—and would continue to do so only as long as he did what they ordered.

			After several conversations with Pétain and others in Vichy, William Bullitt, the U.S. ambassador to France, wrote to President Franklin Roosevelt that “the physical and moral defeat [of the French leaders] has been so absolute that they have accepted completely for France the fate of becoming a province of Nazi Germany. Moreover, in order that they may have as many companions in misery as possible, they hope that England will be rapidly and completely defeated by Germany.”

			From its beginning, the Vichy government instituted policies of persecution and repression of French citizens, particularly Jews. In early July 1940, less than a month after France’s capitulation, Vichy began enforcing anti-Semitic measures in its territory without receiving orders from Berlin to do so.

			Yet despite the growing oppression, Pétain and his government could do no wrong in the eyes of many if not most of the French, regardless of which part of the country they lived in. They saw Pétain as their savior, whose wisdom and firm direction would help heal the trauma of their country’s collapse. Shortly after the capitulation, Jean Guéhenno, an anti-German writer and literary critic in Paris, noted with disgust that the French radio “says ‘the Marshal’ in the same way it would say ‘my love.’ ” According to the French historian Henri Michel, “the Marshal’s authority was accepted by all with more than resignation. He offered consolation and hope.”

			
			When Pétain had announced the armistice terms to the French people, he told them that a “new spirit of sacrifice” was needed. In order to recover from the anguish of defeat, he declared, France must undergo a complete transformation of its society, adhering to the conservative spirit of his government’s new motto—Travail, famille, patrie—rather than to France’s national motto since the French Revolution—Liberté, égalité, fraternité. Obedience to authority and devotion to work, he made clear, must replace the idea of freedom and equality. There must be a return to tradition, to working the land, and to so-called family values, which in his and Vichy’s eyes meant accepting men as the unquestioned authority figures of the family and viewing women solely
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