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				At the end of my journey, I realize how fragile and malleable man is.

				Nothing can be taken for granted. Our duty of vigilance must be absolute.

				Evil can return at any time, it smolders everywhere.

				And we must act while there is still time to prevent the worst.

				—Germaine Tillion

				The only response to absolute evil is fraternity.

				—André Malraux

			

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			 

			Like other Nazi concentration camps in Germany, Ravensbrück, the only camp designed specifically for women, was built in the middle of nowhere—a sandy, boggy tract of land, deep in a dense forest, about fifty miles north of Berlin. Its secluded location was hardly an accident: SS head Heinrich Himmler, who was in charge of the camps, was adamant that they be concealed as much as possible from public view.

			An estimated 130,000 women from Nazi-occupied Europe, many of them members of their countries’ resistance movements, were sent to Ravensbrück during World War II. As many as forty thousand died there—of starvation, disease, torture, shooting, lethal injections, medical experiments, and, beginning in December 1944, in a newly installed gas chamber.

			While word of the horrors of Dachau, Buchenwald, and other male-only camps filtered out to the West during the war, virtually nothing was known at the time about Ravensbrück and its atrocities. Even after the war, its story remained largely untold. Liberated by Soviet forces, Ravensbrück was located in the Soviet zone of postwar Germany, which remained off-limits to Westerners. Unlike at Buchenwald and Dachau, which had been freed by American troops, with American journalists as witnesses, at Ravensbrück no photos or film footage existed of the piles of dead bodies and skeleton-like survivors.

			“History forgot Ravensbrück,” the British historian Sarah Helm observed in her magisterial 2015 history of the camp. “Today [it] is hidden from view; the horrific crimes enacted there and the courage of the victims are largely unknown.”

			So, too, is another vital fact. Even in the midst of the most extreme savagery, a sizable number of Ravensbrück’s inmates refused to behave like victims; instead they joined forces to continue their passionate fight against the Nazis. Foremost among them was a tight-knit group of résistantes from France, whose resilience, audacity, and esprit de corps were unparalleled. The Sisterhood of Ravensbrück is their story.

			In writing it, I was aided not only by the recollections of the Frenchwomen themselves but also by a series of stunning pen-and-ink drawings by one of the résistantes, which are prominently featured throughout the book. In these primitive, searing images, Violette Lecoq, who worked as a nurse in the camp, depicted the hellish reality of Ravensbrück, putting the lie to official photographs staged by the SS and released to the International Red Cross, which showed inmates working peaceably in clean, orderly surroundings.

			Knowing that she risked a brutal beating or even death if her drawings were found, Lecoq hid away in her barracks night after night, illustrating the barbarism she’d witnessed with pens and paper stolen from the camp’s offices. Like her compatriots, Lecoq was determined to bring to justice those who’d committed these heinous crimes. In doing so, she and the others were honoring the shouted command of a French comrade as she was trucked off to Ravensbrück’s gas chamber: “Tell it to the world!”

		

	
		
			Prologue

			As a child, Aline Corraze de Ziegler loved spending time with her widowed grandmother. Tall, slender, and graceful, Jacqueline Péry d’Alincourt was an inveterate traveler, but when she was in Paris, her base was an elegant five-room apartment in the 17th arrondissement. It was filled with many lovely things—paintings, furnishings, objets d’art from all over the world, and a magnificent grand piano. But what Aline loved most was her grandmother’s enormous collection of books—shelved in bookcases in every room and piled high on bedside tables, atop and under desks, and on each side of the living room sofa.

			“For a child, it was like a wonderland,” Aline recalled. “There were lots of places to hide because of the books. When I went there, it was like entering a treasure chest.” Jacqueline Péry d’Alincourt considered books “living things,” her granddaughter observed. “They were her companions.”

			As a young girl, Aline was equally taken with Jacqueline’s human companions—a circle of women whom her grandmother considered her closest friends and who regularly came to her apartment for afternoon tea. “They looked like perfectly ordinary old women, gray-haired and appearing somewhat fragile,” Aline said. “But their looks did not match who they were. They were not ordinary at all.”

			Over tea and cookies, the women often talked about world affairs, about the need to combat such injustices as racism and antisemitism. Sometimes, though, their conversation would take a startling turn. The decades would fall away, and they became young women in Nazi-occupied Paris during World War II, no longer answering to their given names—Jacqueline, Germaine, Geneviève, Anise—but to aliases like Violaine, Danielle, Kouri.

			Back then, one of them was helping to organize Paris’s first resistance network. Another was spying on German military positions. Still another—Aline’s grandmother—was sending coded messages to London and bicycling around Paris carrying radio sets and secret reports, all the while dodging the Gestapo. Sitting there, Aline realized, were “true Resistance heroes, doing the amazing things we read about in books and see in films and on TV. These old ladies, drinking their tea, had been brave and intrepid warriors.”

			In fact, the women had been résistantes twice over, defying not only the Germans but also their own deeply conservative, patriarchal society, in which women were largely confined to the roles of wives and mothers and still did not have the right to vote. Indeed, under the authoritarian Vichy government of Marshal Philippe Pétain, wartime France had become, in various ways, eerily akin to the society portrayed decades later in Margaret Atwood’s dystopian novel The Handmaid’s Tale.

			None of these constraints, however, had stopped Jacqueline Péry d’Alincourt and her guests. “We committed ourselves to fight for the freedom of a country that refused to give us basic human freedoms,” one of them would write. “But it was still our country, and we were prepared to die for it.”

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 1

				 

				“Something Must Be Done”
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						Germaine Tillion

					
				
			

			When World War II erupted in September 1939, it didn’t mean much to Germaine Tillion, who at that moment was living in a cave on the side of a cliff overlooking the Sahara. For the previous five years, the young French anthropologist, following in the tradition of her American counterpart Margaret Mead, had been studying seminomadic Berber tribes in the Atlas Mountains in northeast Algeria.

			One of only a handful of female anthropologists in France, the petite, dark-haired Tillion was a protégée of Marcel Mauss, who, like Franz Boas, Mead’s mentor, was regarded as one of the world’s preeminent authorities in cultural and social anthropology. Also like Boas, Mauss encouraged his students to travel across the globe, searching out remote, primitive places and collecting information about their inhabitants’ behavior, society, and culture.

			Mauss and Boas were alike in another important way: They emphasized the similarities among peoples rather than their differences. While both accepted the idea that humanity was divided into different races, they rejected the idea that some races were superior to others. To his students, Mauss repeatedly stated his fundamental principle: “There is no such thing as an uncivilized people.”

			Fascinated by anthropology’s broad sweep, Germaine Tillion, from the beginning of her career, was “impatient to decipher the riddles of the world,” according to her biographer Jean Lacouture. At first glance, such grand ambitions seemed far-fetched for anyone, let alone a young woman who’d been brought up in a small village tucked away in the Auvergne, a rural province in south central France. Today the Auvergne is considered “peasant France,” filled with farms and little villages, famous for its cheese and charcuterie. Its landscape and history, though, belie the mundane nature of its everyday life.

			The Auvergne is part of the Massif Central, a spectacularly beautiful mountainous region noted for its volcanic peaks, yawning canyons, deep green valleys, and rocky, windswept plateaus. It got its name from the Arverni, a warlike tribe best known for its fierce resistance to the conquest of ancient Gaul by Julius Caesar and his Roman legions, five decades before the birth of Christ. Almost two thousand years later, the region would again become a stronghold of French resistance, this time against the Nazis.

			But when Germaine Tillion was growing up in the early years of the twentieth century, life in the village of Allègre was undramatic, slow-moving, and mired in tradition. Her parents had been born into prosperous, well-connected families from the area, many of whose members had been lawyers and public officials for generations. Men on her mother’s side had served as the hereditary mayors of their ancestral town since the reign of Louis XVI.

			But Tillion’s father, Lucien, who was a magistrate, and his lively, outgoing wife, Émilie, an art historian, had always set their sights beyond Allègre. Cultured and well read, the couple wrote several volumes of Les Guides Bleus, the venerable travel book series issued by the French publisher Hachette, focusing on the history and cultural heritage of France and other European countries. In the early 1920s, they and their two daughters—Germaine and her younger sister, Françoise—moved to Saint-Maur-des-Fossés, a leafy, affluent suburb of Paris.
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					A young Germaine dressing up in the official garb of her magistrate father

				
			
			In 1925, when Germaine was eighteen, Lucien Tillion died suddenly of pneumonia. His wife continued working on the Guides Bleus, writing four more volumes with Marcel Monmarché, the creator of the series. Known for her erudition and sparkling sense of humor, Émilie also delivered lectures, wrote articles for art publications, and became a leading figure in a circle of intellectually and culturally minded women in Paris.

			From the time her daughters were little, Émilie encouraged them to go to college and pursue careers of their own—a rare attitude in patriarchal France. Françoise studied at the Institut d’Études Politiques de Paris, one of the country’s most prestigious, selective institutions of higher education, where women were still very much in the minority. Germaine, for her part, took her time deciding which path she should follow. In her quest to “decipher the riddles of the world,” she studied psychology for a while, then archaeology, before discovering Marcel Mauss and anthropology. In 1933, after three years of coursework at the Sorbonne, the Collège de France, and other schools, she was awarded her first fieldwork mission.

			Germaine, now twenty-six, had hoped to get as far away from France as possible—Tibet or Tierra del Fuego, perhaps—but instead was assigned to the North African country of Algeria, which the French had colonized a century earlier. Yet even though Algeria was only a few hours from Paris by plane, the desolate, mountainous territory of Aurès was as wild and remote as any place she could have wished for. Lacking trade and roads, it was populated by fierce Berber tribes whose members, according to French colonial officials, were thieves and murderers with low intelligence who’d never had any contact with Europeans, much less a young European woman. The idea of Germaine’s trying to insert herself into this virile, violent Muslim society, they declared, was sheer madness. She paid no attention to their warnings. In fact, she later said, their racist comments only added to “my initial sympathy for the population in question.”

			She settled in the most inaccessible spot she could find—on the side of a mountain with a stunning panoramic view of the Sahara. The closest town with the rudiments of civilization—a doctor, a store, a school—was a fourteen-hour horseback ride away. Once she’d pitched her tent and set up camp in a cave, she began to learn the dialect of the first tribe she’d decided to investigate—a grouping of about sixty families in the Chaouia tribe, who eked out a living in a terrain as dry and rocky as the surface of the moon.

			Germaine was extremely careful in the way she approached this insular society. She began by inviting the old men of the tribe to her cave, where over cups of coffee and with the help of an interpreter she invited them to tell stories of their people—their history, rituals, and religious beliefs—and in turn told them about her own. The elders, whom she called les grands vieux, entered into the dialogue with gusto, spinning “tales of travel, of ghosts, of battle.” Devout Muslims, “they were very sorry at the thought that I, whom they considered a good person, was doomed to hell as a Christian,” she later said. “But I pointed out that their beliefs were not that different from those expressed in the Old and New Testaments.”

			Having won the trust of les grands vieux, Germaine turned her attention to the rest of the tribe, leaving her cave at dawn and traveling by horseback to their encampment, where she got to know the younger men, as well as the women and children. “If nature had given me a Cyclops eye in the middle of my forehead or a dog’s muzzle, I would have astonished them less than with my jodhpurs, camping gear, and endless scribbling,” she later told an interviewer. “Once recovered from their amazement, however, they realized I was harmless.”
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					Germaine Tillion with Chaouia tribal members in Algeria

				
			
			Germaine’s respectful, restrained approach impressed the tribe members, as did her attempts to make herself useful, helping out when someone was sick or writing letters to government authorities on their behalf. Before long, they were opening up to her, happy to teach her everything she wanted to know about their community.

			Over the six years Germaine Tillion spent with the Chaouia, she was “accepted wholeheartedly” and “received everywhere like someone from the family,” she said. “I had no problem being a woman in this extremely manly society. Even though the men had more or less locked up their wives, keeping them on the sidelines, they saw me as a person of authority. In cultures like these, when a woman by chance does have authority, it sometimes gives her more influence than a man.”

			Germaine felt equally at home with the tribes; indeed, their members’ behavior, traditions, and customs reminded her of those of the peasants in the Auvergne. The Berbers, she declared, were neither “narrow-minded nor thieves, and no more fierce” than their contemporaries in rural, out-of-the-way places in France.

			During her stint in Algeria, Germaine took several long breaks in Paris, spending time with her mother, to whom she was very close, and consulting with Marcel Mauss and her other mentors. When she was on her mountaintop, though, she led a solitary, isolated existence, with no radio or newspapers to keep her abreast of what was going on in the rest of the world.

			In the spring of 1940, she finally completed her mission, having filled a multitude of notebooks and written reams of field reports about the Chaouia’s family structure, as well as their economic, cultural, and social organization. In Paris, she would begin writing her doctoral thesis and present her findings to Mauss and other prominent members of France’s anthropology circles.

			On May 21, Germaine began her trek back to civilization, stopping to spend the night at Arris, the closest town to her encampment. There, over a makeshift radio, she heard stunning news: The Nazis had invaded France and were on the verge of occupying the country. Only eleven days before, the Germans had launched a blitzkrieg of Western Europe, slashing through the Netherlands and Belgium, then breaching France’s borders. Struggling to hear the announcer’s voice through the crackle of static, Germaine learned that the French front had been smashed and that the defending French and British troops were in full retreat.

			Even as thousands of people streamed out of France, Germaine continued her journey home; at every stop, she was greeted with increasingly dire news. In Algiers, as she tried to find a berth on a ship, she heard a broadcast by French president Paul Reynaud declaring that only a miracle could now save the country. Germaine, completely overwhelmed, broke down in tears. Surely, she thought, the French military would be able to rally its forces to produce that miracle.

			But when she finally arrived in Paris on June 9, she learned otherwise. The capital was a ghost town, the vast majority of its panicked residents having fled the Nazi onslaught that was momentarily expected; five days later, German troops would march in and occupy the city. Collecting her mother and grandmother in Saint-Maur, Tillion headed out of town, too, convinced that the French government would continue the struggle from Brittany or North Africa.[*]

			On June 17, the three women were passing through a village in southwest France when the new French president, Marshal Philippe Pétain, went on the radio to announce that he had asked Hitler for an armistice. Invited into a house to listen to Pétain’s broadcast, Germaine was so sickened by it that she ran out to the street and vomited. “The shock, the disgust was brutal,” she later said. “To ask for an armistice was to open one’s door to the enemy, to submit to an enemy completely. That was completely unacceptable.”

			It takes one second for the course of a life to change forever, Germaine later observed; for her, it came on that hot June afternoon. She bitterly reproached herself for her previous indifference to France’s political affairs and suddenly realized “how essential my country’s dignity and independence were to me.” Blind with rage toward Pétain, whom she labeled a traitor, she decided that “something must be done immediately.” A few days later, she drove back to Paris to take up the fight.

			

			—

			Within days of returning to the capital, Germaine Tillion had begun challenging the Nazis at a time when virtually no one else in the country was doing so. The suddenness and magnitude of the collapse of the French army and government had traumatized the vast majority of her compatriots, producing a wide range of emotions—shame, shock, anger, and despair, as well as, for many, a sense of relief that the fighting had come to an end for France.

			In those very early days, a sense of hopelessness and helplessness prevailed. How could anyone possibly stand up to these seemingly all-powerful conquerors? For most of the French, the main goal was obvious: to keep one’s head down and focus on survival. “Something has been broken in this country,” Jean Guéhenno, a noted French writer and literary critic, observed at the time. “The people don’t think or feel anymore. Two weeks of chaos have turned them into a herd.”

			Like Germaine, however, a tiny minority of French citizens thought differently. Germaine’s mantra, “something must be done,” was theirs as well—four words that appear repeatedly in their memoirs and other writings. With no clear notion of what that “something” was, they began cautiously sounding out others who they thought might share their rage and determination.

			Germaine’s first sounding board was a retired French army colonel named Paul Hauet, whose name had been given to her by an acquaintance. An artillery officer who had served for many years in the Sudan, the seventy-four-year-old Hauet came from a long line of army officers; his grandfather had accompanied Napoleon on his ill-fated invasion of Russia. Hauet was tall and ramrod-straight, with an impressive white mustache and “a boiling fury” over what he considered the treachery of Marshal Pétain.

			Germaine and Hauet joined forces, transforming an organization he had formed to aid former soldiers into a fledgling escape network for French troops taken prisoner by the Nazis in the battle for France. They then recruited seventy-year-old Charles de la Rochère, another retired French army colonel and a close friend of Hauet, who, along with several associates, had begun collecting information on German troop movements and other military intelligence.

			Germaine’s mother, Émilie—who, according to her daughter, “was as fiercely committed to resisting the Germans as I was”—was another member of the group. Having accompanied her daughter and mother back to Paris, Émilie offered the use of her house as a “mailbox,” where secret messages could be dropped off and picked up, as well as a hiding place for escaped Allied troops and Jews.

			Years later, Germaine Tillion, who adopted the code name Kouri, would refer to her embryo resistance unit as a nucleus, seeking to join other nuclei to create an explosion. Within weeks, she and her two elderly partners found new allies at the Musée de l’Homme (Museum of Man), France’s premier anthropology museum and research center. Housed in a massive curved Art Deco building on the Right Bank and overlooking a marble plaza with spectacular views of the Seine and the Eiffel Tower, the museum, under the leadership of its director, Paul Rivet, had served in the 1930s as a hotbed of opposition to Nazi racist theories promoting the innate superiority of Aryan peoples. At a time when anthropologists in Germany and elsewhere, including antisemitic elements in French academic circles, embraced the notion of an Aryan super race, Rivet co-founded an antiracist journal, Races et Racisme. He also organized a group called the Vigilance Committee of Anti-Fascist Intellectuals, which included several members of his staff.

			When German troops marched into Paris in mid-June 1940, the Museum of Man subtly signaled its opposition to the Nazis with what one writer called “a defiant gesture and sly call to arms.” The only museum in the capital to remain open, it prominently displayed on its massive front doors a French translation of “If,” Rudyard Kipling’s poem celebrating courage and independence, which read in part, “If you can keep your head when all about you are losing theirs…you’ll be a Man, my son!”

			The following month, Paul Rivet cast aside any semblance of subtlety, making public an impassioned open letter he’d written to Pétain. In it, he warned the collaborationist French president that “the country is not with you…. History must not associate your name with such a disastrous work.” Pétain’s Vichy government fired Rivet almost immediately, and he soon fled the country, but not before planting the seeds of what would become the first major resistance network in occupied France, with the Museum of Man as its base. Its initial organizer was Yvonne Oddon, the museum’s head librarian.

			A diminutive woman like her friend Germaine Tillion, the thirty-seven-year-old Yvonne was—again, like Germaine—“a big brain, with a big, brave heart,” according to a colleague of both women. With most of the museum’s male employees in the French army at the time of the occupation, Yvonne Oddon and Paul Rivet had jointly decided to keep the museum open, making clear their refusal to capitulate to the enemy. To guard against pillaging by Paris’s invaders, Yvonne slept on a camp bed in the library stacks.

			An influential figure in French library circles, she had grown up in Gap, a market town in the foothills of the Alps in southeast France. She came from a staunchly Protestant family whose ancestors had suffered several bouts of official persecution over the centuries in this predominantly Catholic country, making her particularly determined to rebel against current-day injustices.

			In the early 1920s, Yvonne had studied at the American Library School in Paris, founded by U.S. librarians to train their French counterparts in modern methods and to promote the then revolutionary idea in France of opening libraries to the public. After her studies there, she traveled to the United States to take graduate classes at the University of Michigan, followed by a year of work at the Library of Congress. When she returned to France, she became one of its leading specialists in modern library science, turning the Museum of Man’s library into a showcase research center for scholars as well as providing access to the general public.

			Days after the Germans marched into the city, Yvonne began sending books and clothing to French prisoners of war. With the help of one of her library staffers, she then set up a rudimentary escape line for prisoners. The staff member’s apartment near the museum served as the nerve center for the line: Escaped prisoners were secreted there until they could be smuggled across the demarcation line into France’s unoccupied zone.

			In the late summer of 1940, Germaine Tillion, who had had close ties with the museum since her student days, contacted Yvonne with the idea of joining forces. She’d been in classes with several of the anthropologists currently working there and had spent countless hours doing research and writing papers in its library, in the process forging a strong friendship with Yvonne.

			Also joining the Museum of Man group in its early days was another prominent female scholar: Agnès Humbert, a forty-three-year-old art historian and divorced mother of two grown sons. An expert on the French painter Jacques-Louis David, Agnès was a curator at the National Museum of Popular Arts and Culture, located in the same complex as the Museum of Man.

			Like Germaine and Yvonne, the fiery, irreverent Agnès had a razor-sharp intelligence and a wicked sense of humor, which she often aimed at herself. She also shared their fierce sense of outrage about France’s capitulation to Germany, as well as their determination to take immediate action. “I will go mad, literally, if I don’t do something!” she exploded when she learned of Pétain’s quest for an armistice.

			This newborn network was distinctive not only because it was the first significant resistance group in Paris but also because of the overarching importance of women in its creation and operation. Yvonne Oddon, Germaine Tillion, and Agnès Humbert were far from the only women who played key roles in the upper reaches of the network—a stark contrast to later, male-dominated resistance organizations in which women were relegated to supporting roles.

			Years after the war, Germaine pinpointed a major reason for that fact: “At the time of the great French collapse in June 1940, there were very few men left in Paris. There were a million prisoners of war, and the men who weren’t prisoners were mobilized, dead, or in hiding. Women had to respond immediately to the situation, and they took control of it…. In essence, women kick-started the resistance.”

			Others on Yvonne Oddon’s contact list were two women staffers at the U.S. embassy in Paris, who were among her many friends in the capital’s American community. Even though the United States was still officially neutral in 1940, William Bullitt, its ambassador to France, was unabashedly anti-Nazi and turned a blind eye to the efforts of embassy staffers to aid French acquaintances in their resistance efforts. Yvonne’s embassy contacts passed on to her U.S. newspapers and other vital sources of information about what was going on outside France. Even more important, they used the embassy’s diplomatic mailbag to smuggle confidential documents out of the country for the network. When Germaine’s group had military information it wanted to share with the United States and Britain, Charles de la Rochère would visit the Museum of Man library, ostensibly for research, then casually drop by Yvonne’s office to hand over reports meant for the mailbag.

			In the early fall of 1940, two anthropologists from the Museum of Man who had fought in the short-lived war for France returned to Paris. One of them, Anatole Lewitsky, had been demobilized from the French army; the other, Boris Vildé, had escaped from German captivity. Lewitsky, who was Yvonne Oddon’s lover and the head of the museum’s European-Asiatic department, and Vildé, an expert on Arctic cultures, immediately joined the nascent network and, together with Yvonne, drew up its plan for action. From then on, the charismatic Vildé would serve as chief of the group, with Lewitsky and Yvonne acting as his deputies.

			An unlikely collection of rebels, the original members of the Museum of Man group were mostly scholars—anthropologists, archaeologists, art historians, museum curators and directors, linguists, writers, and librarians. With no experience in politics or insurgency, they set out to encourage their countrymen not only to reject collaboration with the enemy but to actively defy them. As Germaine put it, “What we wanted to do in 1940 was to somehow wake up France, force it to become aware that we were not at Pétain’s service and that he did not represent us.”

			Years later, she emphasized how primitive the group’s early effort was. “Don’t forget, the resistance was just beginning,” she said. “We were deprived of everything. We did not have any radio transmitters. We had not yet formed real networks. We were improvising all the time. We tried to be careful, but we couldn’t hide. We were almost forced not to hide, because somehow we had to advertise the resistance.”

			Although thoroughly ill-equipped to take on the German military and Gestapo, this ragtag band plunged ahead. “It was,” one British historian remarked, “as though the upper echelons of the British Museum had turned to new careers as urban guerrillas and saboteurs.” In the first weeks of the occupation, network members recruited friends and colleagues, made new contacts, and brought other small, fledgling resistance groups into the museum’s orbit. Within a few months, the organization had “transformed itself into a veritable spider’s web covering the whole of France,” noted the French historian Tatiana Benfoughal.

			Among its earliest efforts was the creation of flyers, leaflets, and posters that denounced the Nazis and their French collaborators, as well as the printing of news from BBC broadcasts and extracts from speeches by U.S. president Franklin Roosevelt and British prime minister Winston Churchill, including Churchill’s famed “We will fight on the beaches” address. Staffers used a mimeograph machine in the museum’s basement to run off copies while German soldiers playing tourist tramped through its galleries overhead. The posters and flyers were then plastered on walls, stuffed into mailboxes, and deposited on park benches and store counters.

			The network also engineered the escape of captured French and British troops from temporary prisoner of war encampments set up by the Germans throughout France. The more than a million Allied soldiers rounded up during May and June 1940 were scheduled to be shipped to Germany to do slave labor. Before that happened, network members helped hundreds of them slip out of the camps, providing them with civilian clothes and false papers and smuggling British soldiers into the unoccupied French zone and starting them on their way back to freedom.

			But the group’s most significant achievement in those early days was to publish the earliest underground newspaper in France’s occupied zone. Called Rèsistance, it gave a name to the mass movement that would follow, equating “resistance” with a rejection of the occupation and a resolution to work against it. First published on December 15, 1940, the newspaper was initially distributed mainly in Paris and then throughout the country. An editorial from the first issue proclaimed: “Resistance! That’s the cry that goes up from your hearts, in your distress at the disaster that has befallen our nation. Your immediate task is to get organized like us so that you can resume the struggle.”

			Under Vildé’s leadership, the network would soon shift into higher gear, allying itself with even more groups, opening escape routes over the Pyrenees into Spain and collecting and transmitting military intelligence to London, including information on German military installations and airfields. In early 1941, it would provide British authorities with drawings of the German submarine pens and huge dry dock at the Atlantic port of Saint-Nazaire—information that would result in arguably the greatest Allied commando raid of the war: a March 1942 assault on the Saint-Nazaire dock that would put it out of action for the rest of the conflict.

			

			—

			Throughout the brief existence of the Museum of Man network, its members considered themselves a team of equals. There were none of the rivalries, feuds, or power struggles that plagued many if not most of the resistance organizations that followed them. Members of the network who survived the war described a deeply collegial atmosphere, in which they and their comrades felt themselves part of the same family, united by their love of country and outrage against the Germans.

			That solidarity was accompanied by a sense of joy in one another’s company. Although “joy” seems, at first glance, an inappropriate word to use when referring to those dark and dangerous times, several prominent members of the network noted the lighthearted, cheerful atmosphere that pervaded their work. In his memoirs, one of them—Jean Cassou, the director of Paris’s Museum of Modern Art—recalled, “For me, there is one word for this time in my life: happiness.”

			“Although [the network’s members] were serious people,” the journalist and historian David Schoenbrun wrote, “they looked upon what they were doing as a lark, a gay adventure for cultured men and women who had always led a cloistered life.” Echoing that view, Cassou noted: “We did not slink about in cloaks and daggers, looking grim. We laughed a lot and felt younger than we had in years.”

			Even when their world began to fall apart, their laughter and hope continued. As total novices in clandestine activity, the Museum of Man agents were organizing on the fly, making things up as they went along, with little idea of how to operate in this dark new netherworld. The dangers they faced were heightened by the network’s explosive growth. Put simply, it was trying to do too many things—publish a newspaper and other propaganda material, run escape lines, and collect military intelligence—all while failing to pay close attention to security. Some of its agents were involved in all these actions, which, as they soon would find out, was a prescription for disaster.

			“I think that if our network had survived, we would certainly have separated the activities of escape and intelligence,” Germaine Tillion said after the war. “But that was something we couldn’t do in the beginning, when we were starting from scratch. We simply didn’t have the resources or the experience.”

			Six months after the network was launched, the arrests began. Its leaders were betrayed by one of its own members, Albert Gaveau, who served as a top lieutenant to Boris Vildé but was in fact a double agent working for the Gestapo. In the first of several Gestapo roundups, Vildé, Lewitsky, and Oddon were captured. Soon to follow them to prison were Humbert and more than a dozen others. Several more key members, including Jean Cassou, managed to escape to the unoccupied zone.

			For almost a year, those under arrest were kept in prisons and jails in and around Paris while the Germans investigated their resistance activities. On January 8, 1942, eighteen network members—twelve men and six women—were put on trial by a German military court at Fresnes prison near Paris. At its end, ten were sentenced to death by firing squad—seven men, including Boris Vildé and Anatole Lewitsky, and three women, among them Yvonne Oddon. (The judge, however, would commute the women’s sentences to deportation to German concentration camps.) Agnès Humbert and five others were sentenced to five years in German prisons. The three remaining defendants were found not guilty.

			In the late afternoon of February 23, the seven condemned men were loaded into a bus and driven to Mont Valérien, a snow-covered hill overlooking the Bois de Boulogne and the main execution site for members of the French Resistance. As they walked to the clearing where the firing squad awaited, the men were asked if they wanted blindfolds. They all said no. As they faced their executioners, they began singing “La Marseillaise,” haltingly at first, then louder and louder. They didn’t stop until the shots rang out. The German prosecutor at their trial, who witnessed the executions, later declared, “They all died as heroes.”

			

			—

			Germaine Tillion and her small cell within the network escaped detection because it had few day-to-day dealings with Vildé. Distraught at the news of the arrests of her friends, Germaine became obsessed with the idea of engineering their escape from Fresnes prison, a massive gray fortress-like structure near Paris that served as the Gestapo’s main holding facility for captured French resisters. When she brought up the idea to Paul Hauet, however, the elderly colonel told her they didn’t have the resources—human, material, or financial—to stage a successful escape. Germaine then sought out leading Catholic prelates in Paris, urging them to intercede with Third Reich officials to commute the death sentences. All those she approached refused to do so.

			Germaine’s failure to save her friends’ lives left her with “an unbearable pain and impotent anger.” For a time she thought about hunting Albert Gaveau down herself and neutralizing him, she told the British historian James Knowlson decades later. What exactly did she mean by the verb neutraliser? he asked. She calmly answered, “I had a revolver at the time.” Raising her hand, she pointed her index finger at her head: “Pfut!”

			“Since then,” Knowlson wrote, “I can never hear this verb, either in English or in French, without thinking of that tiny, bespectacled, ninety-year-old lady, sitting in her armchair in the sitting-room of her country house in Brittany, calmly announcing her intention to blow out someone’s brains and regretting that she had not been able to do so.”

			As the only high-level leader of the group still at large, Germaine gave up her ideas of revenge and devoted all her energies to resurrecting the network and overseeing its work. “I was the head of the réseau and also its godmother for more than a year,” she later said. Although she and the other surviving members no longer were able to publish their newspaper, they continued to hide and smuggle out Jews and fugitive Allied troops as well as to collect military intelligence.

			One of Germaine’s first priorities was to find a new way of transmitting that information to London. In late 1940, the American embassy had moved from Paris to Vichy, making the network’s previous method of transmission—sending material via the embassy’s mailbag—no longer possible. In her search for such a link, Germaine forged relationships with other networks, including one called Gloria SMH, which also specialized in intelligence gathering and was backed by the Special Operations Executive (SOE), one of Britain’s two top intelligence services. Attracted by Gloria’s resources, which included substantial funds and the ability to transmit by radio to London, Germaine entered into an informal alliance with its leaders. Two years later, she would join forces with one of Gloria’s feistiest agents, a nineteen-year-old university student named Anise Girard.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* Françoise had married a French colonial official and was then living in Indochina.
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				“Hold On!”
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						Anise Girard

					
				
			

			In June 1940, when Anise Girard announced to her mother that she planned to escape to Britain to join the fight against the Nazis, Germaine Girard hardly batted an eye. After pointing out the obvious dangers of such a plan, she told her eighteen-year-old daughter she could go if she found someone to accompany her.

			“Freedom was one of my mother’s great principles,” Anise observed years later. “So was independence. It was important to her that her children grow up in that kind of atmosphere.” As a teenager herself, Germaine Girard had put into practice what she would later preach to her children. Hungry for knowledge, she periodically took the train to Paris from her home in Le Havre to attend lectures by renowned French intellectuals like the philosopher Henri Bergson and the sociologist Émile Durkheim.

			After marrying a doctor, moving to Paris, and giving birth to five children in short order, Germaine made their education her life’s work. Rejecting the rigid French educational system, in which the teacher has absolute authority and rote learning is the norm, Germaine home-schooled Anise and her siblings until they went to high school.

			She followed the child-centered approach of the famed Italian educator Maria Montessori, giving her children the freedom to learn through their own experiences and at their own pace. “We worked in the morning from nine to noon, but not in the afternoon at all, and we never had homework,” Anise recalled. “We played a lot, learned a lot, and visited every place that was interesting in Paris.”

			She described her mother as “a tall, blond, attractive woman with a fiery temperament and an exceptionally keen intelligence,” which was an apt verbal portrait of herself as well. From her earliest days, the blond, blue-eyed Anise was high-spirited, impulsive, and outspoken—traits that her teachers tried to curb when she finished her primary education and attended the Lycée Moliere, an elite public high school for girls in Paris. The lycée’s exacting academic regimen was, to put it mildly, not to her taste: “I didn’t enjoy myself at all there. I didn’t fit in.” Years later, she would tell an interviewer, “I was rebellious, insolent, restless, and I had discipline problems. When I later went to prison, it reminded me a lot of high school.”

			She did well enough, however, to graduate and win admission to the Sorbonne, where she decided to study German. Even though her parents, both of whom had grown up in French provinces adjacent to Germany, were strongly anti-German and hated the Nazis, they insisted that their children learn German as a second language. Anise’s goal was to become a teacher and then the director of a lycée. “I thought our high schools had appalling methods of education,” she said, “and I wanted to run one that put its faith in young people and gave them freedom.”

			When German troops occupied France in the summer of 1940, her only thought was how to fight back. She decided to join the small group of young Frenchmen who had fled to Britain to join forces with General Charles de Gaulle, the only official in the French government to leave his homeland and continue the struggle against Hitler. It was a pipe dream, and Anise’s mother knew it, but she allowed her daughter to pursue the idea as long as she found a friend to make the effort with her. Her failure to persuade any of her friends to do so, Anise later said, “was the first big disappointment of my life.”

			Although she eventually accepted the fact she would never see actual combat, Anise, like Germaine Tillion and a mushrooming number of her compatriots throughout the country, was determined to “do something.” But she had no idea where to go or whom to contact. Perhaps not surprisingly, it was her mother who provided the key.

			For months, Germaine Girard, who had taken in a number of Jewish refugees from Nazi Germany at various times, had been discreetly putting out feelers to friends and acquaintances, seeking leads to Resistance groups that Anise might join. She finally was put in touch with Suzanne Roussel, a philosophy professor at the Lycée Henri IV, one of Paris’s most prestigious high schools for boys. Roussel agreed to meet with Anise. A few days later, she was accepted as an agent for a newborn intelligence network working with the British. Its name was Gloria.

			

			—

			Stunned by the Nazis’ lightning-fast conquest of most of Western Europe, British officials were desperate for information about German military activities in the countries now under German control. Their main focus, though, was France. As the occupied nation closest to Britain, France was Hitler’s springboard—the country from which the Luftwaffe would bomb British cities and the German navy would dispatch submarines to sink British merchant shipping. As a result, information about the movements and disposition of German troops, ships, submarines, barges, and aircraft there was of vital importance.

			Dozens of intelligence networks sprang up in France to meet that need. Gloria was one of the earliest, named after the alias of the young woman who was its head. She was Jeanine Picabia, the daughter of two of the leading figures in Paris’s exuberant avant-garde art scene during the first two decades of the twentieth century.

			Jeanine’s father, Francis Picabia, was a flamboyant Cuban French artist who is widely credited with producing—in 1909—one of the first abstract paintings in the history of Western art. Her mother, Gabrièle Buffet-Picabia, was also very much ahead of her time, studying for five years at conservatories in Paris and Berlin with the aim of becoming a composer of modern music. “We wanted to free ourselves from all the traditional techniques, from all the old syntaxes and grammars, to explore what we called pure music,” Gabrièle later wrote.

			In 1909, Gabrièle gave up her promising career to marry the fiery, seductive Picabia, who had already made a name for himself as an impressionist painter but wanted to break out of that mold. He saw Gabrièle as the muse he needed to do that. “She seemed so rebellious and sure of herself that Francis perceived her as a feminine double, on all levels,” according to her great-granddaughters, the writers Anne and Claire Berest, who wrote a 2017 biography about her. “Conversations with her galvanized and inspired him. He wanted her to always be there, watching him paint, giving her opinion on each brushstroke he made.”

			From the beginning of the couple’s relationship, she pressured him to break away from the traditional and become more radical in his art, just as she had earlier hoped to do with her music. She applied the same pressure to some of their artist friends, particularly the painter and sculptor Marcel Duchamp, with whom she formed a close if complicated relationship.

			In early 1913, less than four years after the Picabias’ marriage, Francis Picabia and Marcel Duchamp took center stage at an incendiary art exhibition in New York City that caused an international sensation and marked the dawn of modernism in the United States. Known as the Armory Show, the exhibition featured avant-garde art from all over America and Europe, but the most controversial paintings came from France. Duchamp’s Cubist-inspired Nude Descending a Staircase, depicting a deconstructed human figure in abstract brown panels seemingly in motion, was considered especially provocative. According to the art historian Valerie Paley, the Armory Show, in its questioning of classical traditions, emerged as a significant countercultural moment that created a revolution in American art.

			After returning to Paris, the Picabias and Duchamp established themselves at the center of a glittering social circle whose other members included some of the biggest names in the city’s frenetic modernist scene—the poet Guillaume Apollinaire, the sculptors Constantin Brancusi and Alexander Calder, the photographer Man Ray, and the writers Samuel Beckett and James Joyce, among others.

			Some, prominently including Francis Picabia, thumbed their noses at convention in the way they lived as well as their art, indulging in considerable partying, drinking, drug taking, and, in the case of Picabia, womanizing. While Gabrièle was not as heedless as her husband, she was unable—or unwilling—to rein him in. “Francis took all her attention, all her energy,” wrote Anne and Claire Berest. “He drained her of her strength. There was almost nothing left for her.” And certainly nothing left for their four children, who were handed over to nannies and governesses and virtually ignored by their parents.

			As a child, Jeanine, who was the second youngest, had no interest in Francis and Gabrièle’s free-living, free-thinking ways, but she did take after her mother in at least one important aspect: an early determination to lead her own life and follow her dreams without interference from others. In her late teens, Jeanine left home, went to nursing school, and began earning her own living.

			When World War II broke out, Jeanine joined the Red Cross. After France capitulated to the Germans in June 1940, she became part of a Red Cross group that traveled throughout Brittany, Normandy, and other areas near the coast of western France to tend to the medical and other needs of French soldiers held in German internment camps there. As she did so, she took careful notes about the considerable German troop and supply movements she witnessed.

			When she was demobilized in December 1940, Jeanine took off for the south of France to visit her father, whom she hadn’t seen since the beginning of the war and who, long divorced from her mother, was living in Cannes. On her way, she stopped on impulse at the U.S. consulate in Marseille and showed American officials the considerable information she had collected about the German military presence on and near the Atlantic coast.

			After examining her notes, the Americans urged her to remain in Cannes while they decided what to do with the material. Several days later, a man identifying himself as a British intelligence officer came to her father’s house. He asked Jeanine to return to Paris and head a group, to be financed and overseen by a new top-secret British government agency, which would recruit agents throughout France to gather intelligence of the kind she had already assembled. The agency, known as the Special Operations Executive (SOE), had been set up in the summer of 1940 to foment sabotage, subversion, and other resistance activities in occupied Europe.

			Jeanine Picabia’s code name would be Gloria, and her network would be christened Gloria SMH (an inversion of HMS, which stands for His Majesty’s Service). SOE also assigned her a partner—an intelligence operative named Jacques Legrand, a chemical engineer in civilian life who’d fought in the battle for France and had been taken prisoner, then escaped en route to a German prisoner of war camp. The pair’s Paris-based network, which eventually numbered more than two hundred agents, gathered information throughout the occupied zone, but its specialty was intelligence collected from ports, shipyards, and submarine bases on the Atlantic and English Channel coasts, particularly in Normandy and Brittany.

			Although casting a wide net in their recruitment of agents, Picabia and Legrand each had a favored group from which to draw. Legrand focused on high school and university students and professors, among them Suzanne Roussel, who in turn tapped Anise Girard. Intriguingly, Picabia, who had long distanced herself from her parents’ hedonistic milieu, enlisted the help of several members of their former entourage.

			One was Mary Reynolds, a wealthy socialite from Minnesota who was the longtime lover of Marcel Duchamp and whose house on rue Hallé in Montparnasse became a favorite rendezvous point and hiding place for network members. It was secluded and surrounded by a high wall, allowing operatives to enter and leave without being seen. On more than one occasion, Reynolds, whose code name was Gentle Mary, uprooted shrubs in her garden to bury tin boxes containing important reports and supplies, including an official German seal for identity papers, stolen by Jeanine Picabia and retrieved whenever an agent needed forged ID documents.

			Samuel Beckett was also on Gloria’s roster. Born and educated in Dublin, the novelist and playwright, who would win the Nobel Prize decades later, first traveled to France at the age of twenty-two and spent most of the rest of his life there. He had known Jeanine Picabia since her childhood, and she recruited him for a key role: analyzing and translating into English the intelligence reports that now flooded into Gloria’s headquarters. “They would bring all this information to me on various bits and scraps of paper—everything that concerned the occupying forces—and I would rank them in order of urgency, translate them, and type them up,” he said. He would then take the documents to the network’s photographer, André Lazaro-Hadji (known as Jimmy the Greek), who would photograph them and reduce them to the size of a postage stamp, to be hidden in matchboxes, cigarette packs, and other small containers. These in turn would be transported by couriers from Paris to France’s unoccupied zone, where they would be sent on to Britain.

			Crossing the demarcation line between the Nazi-occupied north of the country and the so-called free zone was always a highly dangerous mission. German soldiers minutely scrutinized each traveler’s ausweis, a German-issued identity card allowing French citizens to pass back and forth between zones, and often subjected those carrying them to a thorough body search.

			One of Gloria’s veteran couriers, however, never seemed to mind the perils involved in the crossings; in fact, she seemed to welcome them. Gabrièle Buffet-Picabia, the onetime muse of France’s leading modern artists and Jeanine’s mother, was arguably her daughter’s most unconventional recruit. Gabrièle, who had been divorced from Francis Picabia since 1930, had once bemoaned the fact that she didn’t have enough adventure in her life; now she had all she could handle, which pleased her immensely.

			Known as Madame Pic, she usually began her missions early in the morning, catching a train from the Gare de Lyon to Lyon or other destinations in the south, carrying a shopping bag filled with food and other goods that concealed the contraband she would soon hand over to comrades in the free zone. If challenged by German police or soldiers, as she occasionally was, she adopted the façade of a gentle, kindly grandmother, explaining in fluent German that she was on her way to visit her cherished grandchildren in the countryside. This “sweet little old lady” persona reportedly never failed her.

			

			—

			During the year Anise Girard spent as a Gloria agent, she never met Madame Pic or Jeanine Picabia. The only operative she saw on a regular basis was the melancholy-looking Irishman to whom she delivered her intelligence reports at his Montparnasse apartment. She would not learn the famed writer’s true identity until decades after the war.

			When she joined the network, Anise, who was assigned the code name Danielle, was given no formal training in intelligence gathering; all she received was a leaflet displaying the insignia of the various German armies, with a description of their ranks and weapons. Her first assignment was to find out the type of gun mounted on German tanks at Fort Vincennes, a military fortress on the eastern edge of Paris that had been turned into a Wehrmacht base. “It was a task for which I was wholly unfitted,” she recalled. “I could hardly tell a corporal from a general, let alone distinguish between different types of cannon.”

			Nonetheless, she rode her bicycle to Vincennes and, keeping a wary eye out for German guards, spotted a couple of tanks in the woods outside the base. “My descriptions of the guns with which the tanks were equipped were anything but exact,” she said. “Something told me that this was not the way to tackle the business of resisting the Germans.”

			Her next mission was more successful. Asked to pinpoint the location of German barrage balloons in Paris, she joined forces with another Sorbonne student to cycle around the city and note the types of balloons being used, where they were moored, and their Luftwaffe serial numbers. Helped by her brothers, she entered the information on a large map of Paris, which was then photographed and sent to London.

			Like Anise, most members of Gloria SMH—and, for that matter, of other early French Resistance groups—were rank amateurs. They had joined this clandestine world with little idea of what was required for success or even simple survival. Few of the networks, for example, followed the lead of French Communist resistance groups, which were organized into cells of a few members, with cells having minimal contact with one another. Members of the cells had to abide by strict rules, including not sleeping in the same place for more than two or three nights in a row and not gathering in public places like bars and restaurants.

			Such strict secrecy was not something that most of the French were good at. As one French historian wrote, his compatriots “had a hard time taking security measures seriously because they interfered with their social habits and natural garrulousness.” Another Frenchman noted, “We have no experience of clandestine life. We do not know how to be silent or how to hide.”

			Further increasing the risk of German detection for Gloria were the close ties between it and other resistance groups, like the reconstituted Museum of Man network, led by Germaine Tillion. Germaine now relied on Picabia’s organization to transmit to London the intelligence gathered by her network’s members.

			In March 1942, that radio link was abruptly severed when Pierre de Vomécourt, a wealthy young French aristocrat who acted as SOE’s liaison with Gloria and other networks, was arrested by the Gestapo, along with two associates. From then on, neither Gloria nor the Museum of Man group was able to pass on its information to British officials.

			Vomécourt was one of SOE’s most valuable agents in occupied France, and the British agency pressed Jeanine Picabia and Jacques Legrand to devise a plan to help him escape from Fresnes prison, where he was being interrogated. As they both knew, the chances of success were slim to none. But then Germaine Tillion paid a visit to Legrand, and suddenly there seemed to be a glimmer of hope.

			As Picabia and Legrand were debating what to do, a man in clerical garb showed up unannounced at the front door of the spacious house that Germaine shared with her mother in Saint-Maur-des-Fossés. Short and dark-haired, with a receding hairline and steel-blue eyes, he introduced himself as the Reverend Robert Alesch, the assistant pastor of a neighboring Catholic parish.

			Alesch told Germaine he was a native of Luxembourg, had studied theology in the German town of Freiburg, and had moved to France two years after his ordination in 1933. He said he had heard about her Resistance work from a young mutual acquaintance and wanted to know if there was anything he could do to help.

			Understandably wary, Germaine said she didn’t know what he was talking about. After sending him away, she asked several people about him, including Pierre Maurice Dessignes, the university student who had referred Alesch to her. Two years before, the nineteen-year-old Dessignes had organized a small resistance group of young people in Saint-Maur and La Varenne, a neighboring Paris suburb, to hide escaped Allied soldiers and air crews and smuggle them across the demarcation line into the unoccupied zone. The group began working with Tillion’s cell, and then, following its example, joined the Museum of Man network.

			Dessignes corroborated Alesch’s story. He told Germaine that the priest had become well known for his fiery sermons opposing the Nazi occupation and the Vichy government’s collaboration with Germany. He also had established close ties with members of Dessignes’s group and encouraged them and other young members of his parish to do all they could to resist the Germans. Indeed, he had become so outspoken about the German menace that some of his parishioners feared for his safety. A few days before, Alesch had asked to meet Dessignes’s boss in the Resistance, and Dessignes gave him Germaine’s address.

			Reassured, Germaine was more receptive to the priest when he paid another call several days later. The priest told her he had met someone who might be useful to her group—a German noncommissioned officer who had fallen in love with and become engaged to a young Frenchwoman in Alesch’s parish. According to Alesch, the German, who was a high-ranking guard at Fresnes, had informed him he was about to be transferred to fight on the Russian front and was desperate to escape to the unoccupied zone with his fiancée. He asked Alesch if he could help him.
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					Robert Alesch, the priest who offered to help Germaine Tillion in her Resistance activities

				
			
			When Germaine relayed Alesch’s story to Jacques Legrand, he saw the possibility of an exchange: the guard arranging for the escape of Pierre de Vomécourt in return for Gloria’s help in smuggling him and his fiancée out of Paris. Legrand conducted his own investigation of Alesch, which, because time was of the essence, was somewhat cursory. Still, everything that Alesch had said seemed to check out.

			Legrand told Germaine to go ahead. After consulting the guard, Alesch informed her the German was willing to orchestrate Vomécourt’s escape but needed a considerable amount of money to do so. SOE agreed to his demand, and Alesch signed a contract at Germaine’s home, in the presence of Émilie Tillion, who had been there for all his visits. In early August, 400,000 francs were handed over to Alesch to set the operation in motion.

			On August 13, 1942, Germaine met Alesch at the Gare de Lyon to go over final plans with the priest before he boarded a train for a meeting in the south with several people he identified as co-conspirators in the operation. After their discussion, she accompanied him to his gate. As he headed down the platform toward his train, Germaine felt a hand on her shoulder. Turning around, she saw three men in civilian clothes. One of them demanded her papers, then ordered her in German-accented French: “Come with us.” Surrounding her, they hustled her to a black Citroën waiting outside and drove to Gestapo headquarters on rue des Saussaies.

			Germaine would not find out until later that Robert Alesch, who was indeed a Catholic priest, had been working for the Gestapo since 1941. He had offered his services to the Germans in Paris in exchange for 12,000 francs a month, along with bonuses for every Resistance member he betrayed. His fierce anti-German sermons were meant to win the sympathy of his parishioners and to persuade the young people in his congregation to defy the Nazis. Once they did, he reported them to the Gestapo.

			Known as Agent Axel, Alesch spent his considerable earnings on a luxurious apartment in Paris’s 16th arrondissement, living there with two mistresses and artwork he’d bought from the Nazis, who had stolen it from Jewish art collectors. The only time he spent at his church was to celebrate mass every morning.

			As a result of Alesch’s treachery, Gloria SMH was decimated, as was Germaine Tillion’s network. Her arrest was followed two days later by those of Suzanne Roussel, Jacques Legrand, and dozens of others. Anise Girard, who had just returned to Paris after spending much of the summer in Le Havre, was aware of none of this.

			Anise had had two missions in Le Havre, a bustling port city on the English Channel coast of Normandy. She worked as a counselor at a summer camp while at the same time gathering intelligence for Gloria. Britain’s Royal Air Force had staged several recent bombing raids on the German naval base and other military targets in Le Havre, and Gloria, responding to an SOE request, wanted Anise to document the extent of the damage. In her off hours from the camp, she traveled around the city and its outskirts, taking careful notes about the destruction she observed. She had the “incredible joy” of witnessing firsthand the bombing of an ammunition train at the Le Havre railway station, watching as deafening explosions ripped the air and flames leaped high into the sky.

			When she came back to Paris, she carried in her backpack a large map of Le Havre on which she’d marked the bomb sites she’d seen, as well as detailed notes about the sites and the extent of damage to each. She’d been told to call Jacques Legrand when she returned, but she had never met the co-head of Gloria and was shy about approaching this “massively important, mysterious man.” Instead, she decided to drop off the map and notes at Suzanne Roussel’s apartment.

			Outside Roussel’s apartment house, Anise noticed a parked red convertible. She thought it odd, since the Germans had banned all but a few thousand French-owned vehicles from the capital. But the convertible’s windshield displayed a sticker allowing the car’s use, and Anise remembered that her father, a doctor, had a similar
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