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PROLOGUE


SO CLOSE


In May 1988, in his eighth and final year in office, President Ronald Reagan traveled to Moscow for his fourth summit with General Secretary Mikhail Gorbachev. No other American president had held as many summits with a Soviet leader.

By then the Cold War was winding down. Gorbachev had shown his reformist colors early in his tenure as general secretary, and by 1988 there was far more openness in what had been, since its founding, a grim police-security state. Soviet citizens were beginning to enjoy freedoms (of speech and religion, for instance) that were unheard of in earlier times. Reagan and Gorbachev had struck up a civil relationship that grew friendlier as they made progress on arms reduction. “A certain chemistry does exist between us,” Reagan wrote in his diary. At one of their meetings, Reagan gave Gorbachev a pair of cuff links engraved with the figure of swords being beaten into plowshares, a traditional symbol of peace.

Walking with Gorbachev on the Kremlin grounds during a break from meetings, Reagan was asked by a reporter about his famous “Evil Empire” speech of five years earlier. “I was talking about another time, another era,” he replied. His optimism for the future of the Soviet people was evident in a speech he gave on that visit to students at Moscow State University.

           Your generation is living in one of the most exciting, hopeful times in Soviet history. It is a time when the first breath of freedom stirs the air and the heart beats to the accelerated rhythm of hope, when the accumulated spiritual energies of a long silence yearn to break free.

In between formal summit meetings, Reagan pulled Gorbachev aside for a private conversation. The United States would be appreciative if the USSR would pardon a prisoner who had been arrested as an American spy, or trade him for a Soviet spy incarcerated in America.

Gorbachev sent an assistant to look into the prisoner’s status. When the assistant came back, Gorbachev turned to Reagan. “Mr. President,” he said, “I will have to disappoint you. The man you are asking us to pardon is dead. His sentence for spying was carried out two months ago.”





INTRODUCTION


PULVEREM PULVERI


I was heartbroken to miss my father’s funeral. His death at an early age was a shock, and away on a semester abroad during college, I didn’t make it back in time. Listening to the details a few days later from my six brothers and sisters, I was struck by the description of the size of the crowd as they arrived at the Cathedral of St. Matthew the Apostle in Washington, DC, that October 1980 morning. The church’s majestic nave was nearly filled.

My siblings wondered who all these people were, they told me later, most of whose faces they did not recognize. As mourners came up to offer their condolences, it began to sink in that all these people were Dad’s friends and colleagues from CIA headquarters and from his postings in Berlin, Mexico City, Rome, and New Delhi, all the places we had lived growing up. We had never guessed he had so many contacts, so many associates, that so many people might want to see him off. He had kept that side of his life secret.

Mom and Dad had been married at St. Matthew’s twenty-nine years earlier, and only a small wedding party had been present back then. At the funeral, hundreds of people were crowding in. My father had been such an unassuming, humble person. Could all this really be for him?

The coffin was a simple one, a plain pine box with no ornamentation, and it stood in contrast to the splendor of the cathedral as the pallbearers carried it down the aisle. It had been my father’s wish: no frills, no adornment, his body to be wrapped in ordinary white linen. Pulverem pulveri: dust to dust.

My three teenage brothers carried the coffin along with five of my father’s “State Department” friends, all of whom we had known well growing up. It was only later that we found out who they were in their own secret CIA lives: David Murphy, chief of Soviet operations; Gus Hathaway, chief of the Counterintelligence Center; Ben Pepper, branch chief, Soviet Bloc counterintelligence group; Bill Friend, Western European Division, then retired; and George Walsh, Dhaka Station chief.

On the floor directly in front of the altar was a large engraved inscription inside a circle: HERE RESTED THE REMAINS OF PRESIDENT KENNEDY AT THE REQUIEM MASS, NOVEMBER 25, 1963, BEFORE THEIR REMOVAL TO ARLINGTON WHERE THEY LIE IN EXPECTATION OF A HEAVENLY RESURRECTION. The coffin was placed on top of the engraving.

George Walsh, Dad’s best friend from his Boston childhood, delivered the eulogy. “We shall remember that he was forthright and direct when he spoke,” he said, “and yet was kind and gentle. He was scornful of pretension and vanity. We shall remember that he was called upon to shoulder responsibility at an age when most are free to play, yet from childhood, with many occasions to be sad, he was nevertheless known for his enduring good cheer, his unflagging good spirits, and diligence in his many duties to family, to church, to country. Strong in conviction, firm in his faith, his faith inspired faith in others.”

Sitting in the front pews of the cathedral listening to George speak, in their daze of bewildered grief, my brothers and sisters were unaware that something strange was happening behind them. Years later, colleagues of Dad’s told me that two men had appeared with cameras at the side door of the church and started snapping pictures. Someone rushed over and hustled them out. Then, during the Communion, a disturbance took place near one of the confessional booths. Another of Dad’s colleagues told me that she and a CIA workmate noticed a slight movement of the curtain in the booth. When her companion opened the door, he found a man with a telescopic lens peeking through the latticework; he grabbed the man’s arm and marched him out the back of the church.

The picture takers, we later found out, were working with Philip Agee. Agee was a former CIA officer who’d become disgruntled with the CIA, left the Agency, and published a book, Inside the Company: CIA Diary, which had blown my father’s cover, as it had those of hundreds of other officers. After the book’s publication, Agee fled to Cuba and founded a magazine, CovertAction Quarterly, infamous for its Naming Names column, dedicated to further exposing undercover CIA personnel. Such a large collection of high-level CIA people at my father’s funeral was too rich a target to ignore, so Agee’s men were identifying as many as they could, a windfall for their KGB sponsor.

We didn’t know any of this back then. It would be years before the curtain came up enough for us to understand.

[image: image]

We were pretty sure Mom knew some of Dad’s secrets, but throughout their lives together she was as silent about them as he was. Occasionally, after he died, she would tell us a few things, but she was never comfortable talking about it, and took most of what she knew to the grave with her when she died in 1997, seventeen years after my father.

We weren’t completely naïve. We had known definitively that Dad was with the CIA ever since the tell-all book Inside the Company identified him five years before his death. But we had all been busy with our lives, and hadn’t pursued finding out more about it then. Besides, over our childhood years, moving from country to country, we had become conditioned to accept things as they were explained to us. And why not? There was something wonderful and reassuring about my father. He was calm, warm, trustworthy, and confident, and gave off a sense of steadiness. Even his name was solid: Paul Leo Dillon. We were content with our lives, a happy family moving around the world on Dad’s assignments over the years.

In 1997, I was forty and well into a career with Condé Nast Publishing in New York City. My brothers and sisters had their own families and careers, and after we buried our mother with Dad at the Culpeper National Cemetery in Virginia, we started clearing out the house in Vienna, Virginia, where we had lived between Dad’s overseas assignments.

There, up in the attic, we found cardboard boxes full of letters and memorabilia that spanned the entire course of our family’s life, over decades and continents. And what we found was astonishing.

My husband, James, started to look through one of the boxes and pulled out a magazine. “Hey, guys,” he said to my brothers, “did your dad have any fancy shotguns in the house when you were in India?”

“Oh, yeah,” said Jacob, the youngest in the family. “He had a few. Very fancy ones.”

“Do you know if he ever went hunting or fishing on the Yamuna River?”

“Yes,” said Paul, the middle boy. “He let me go with him once. It was funny because he hadn’t had an interest in hunting or fishing before India. Why do you ask?”

“Look at this,” said James. “Your dad’s name is in here. He handled this Soviet general.”

My interest was now piqued, too. “James, let me see that.”

James had found an issue of George magazine, the “Spy Issue.” Inside was a photo of a middle-aged man at a party of some sort—the women were wearing festive tiaras, and the man was smiling broadly and sporting a white top hat. I started to read:

           His code name: TOPHAT. His mission: to use his position as a Soviet intelligence officer to spy on the Russians for the United States . . . [He] served this country for 18 years as the CIA’s highest-ranking Soviet agent. Then he was betrayed.

I read on:

           TOPHAT was sent as a military attaché to India, where Paul L. Dillon, an ex-marine from Boston, was dispatched to serve as his CIA case officer.

Dillon, the article said, was “an unsung hero of the Cold War.”

My father? An unsung hero of the Cold War? I continued reading:

           In the Pantheon of super-agents, TOPHAT occupies a special place.

I set the magazine down and sat back, my mind a little blown. This clandestine life that my siblings and I knew so little about was suddenly taking form, my father’s hidden career becoming visible.

The boxes revealed other items my mother had collected over the years: magazine and newspaper articles, letters, pictures. It seemed as if she’d left it all behind for us to find. When she was alive she wasn’t going to reveal much, but she wanted us to know all the same.

So, my father had been intimately involved with the longest-running, highest-ranking Soviet asset in the history of the Cold War. This was incredible news to take in. But who was this general, this top Soviet spy? What was the nature of his relationship with my father? What political impact did their collaboration have? I wondered, too, what kind of life the Russian general had led. Did he have children our age? What was it like for them to grow up in the Soviet Union with a spy for a father? And what was the betrayal the magazine spoke of?

Discovering my father’s partnership with a Russian spy opened a door for me. The early loss of my father had left a void that I hadn’t fully processed. My siblings and I didn’t speak to each other about it much—we preferred to bring to mind the joyful memories of him in our young years rather than dwell on the regret of his absence in our adult lives. But enough time had passed, and this new evidence of my father’s past gave me an opportunity to dispel that regret by learning more about my father’s secret life, and the life of this top Soviet asset who had been his partner in espionage.

The story that follows is the result of my efforts to find out. It’s drawn from interviews with more than eighteen of my father’s former CIA colleagues and other intelligence professionals; from research by investigative reporters, spy book writers, and other specialists; from CIA and FBI reports; and from various media from Russia and the former Soviet Union. By far my most cherished source was TOPHAT’s son, Alexander, who, I discovered, had immigrated to the United States and was willing to share his memories with me.

This, then, is a story about families and heroes, and about one of the Cold War’s enduring, and important, secret histories.





CHAPTER 1


AMERIKA
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Captain Dmitri Fedorovich Polyakov, artillery officer, near the end of World War II. (Courtesy of Alexander Polyakov)

In the spring of 1951, a Soviet battle cruiser, the Molotov, slid into a berth on the Hudson River on New York’s Upper West Side. Once she was fully docked, a small group of Russian military and diplomatic officials disembarked, among them Lt. Col. Dmitri Fedorovich Polyakov; his wife, Nina; and their three-year-old son, Igor.

They were among the privileged. With the Iron Curtain firmly in place since the end of World War II, only certain Soviet citizens were allowed to travel, and they tended to be the best and the brightest. Some, usually the athletes and artists, were carefully watched so they wouldn’t defect. Others, the diplomats and official representatives, were more trusted. The Polyakovs were among the latter.

In his first foreign posting with the Soviet military, thirty-year-old Lieutenant Colonel Polyakov was a newly appointed member of the Soviet Mission to the United Nations Security Council Military Staff Committee. At least, that was his official role. His real job was as a spy.

Polyakov was a military intelligence officer in the Soviets’ largest foreign intelligence agency, the GRU. The Glavnoye Razvedyvatel’noye Upravleniye, or Main Intelligence Directorate, complemented and sometimes rivaled the better-known KGB.

While the KGB and GRU both employed spies, each had its own distinct mission. The KGB’s primary task was internal security, that is, spying on and suppressing domestic dissidents and closely watching foreigners who might express anti-Soviet sentiments or commit anti-Soviet activities: journalists, tourists, but most of all the diplomats and intelligence personnel of the capitalist enemies. The GRU, conversely, focused on external threats and stealing military technology. Like the CIA, it deployed its agents overseas in an ongoing endeavor to gather external intelligence. As a result, its force of spies working foreign targets was far larger than that of the KGB.

In the 1950s, with the wartime alliance between Russia and the West abandoned, the tension and mistrust that ruled the relationship between the Soviets and Americans pervaded their societies as well. Soviet propaganda portrayed America as a cesspool of drugs, crime, and sinister capitalist exploitation. In America, McCarthyism was at its height and the term Communist was fast becoming a slur. By the early 1950s, the GRU was focused like a laser on what was then being called the “Main Enemy,” the United States of America. Dmitri, Nina, and little Igor Polyakov had landed in this alien world, one that was both alluring, with its bustle, its skyscrapers, and its abundance of consumer goods, and ominous as the nucleus of international aggression and anti-Soviet subversion and hatred.

The Polyakovs were assigned a small apartment on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, in a building occupied mainly by Soviet families from the United Nations. Exploring their new neighborhood, they were fascinated by the food stores, shops, and restaurants, the bright lights and electric energy of the city, such a contrast to the dismal gray of Stalinist Moscow.

Polyakov’s English was good but not fluent. Although he’d been preparing for this assignment for years, he spent his first months in America working with a special tutor to sharpen his language skills and become more familiar with the customs and habits of American life—what clothes to buy and how to wear them, questions of etiquette, even how to make small talk. He would need those skills for his work at the United Nations, attending General Assembly meetings, advising Russian diplomats on military affairs, and interacting with his counterparts in other countries’ delegations. But he needed them even more for his real job: stealing secret information.

Lieutenant Colonel Polyakov’s undercover GRU assignment was to run a network of “illegals,” spies the Soviets had slipped into the country with forged or stolen passports and identification. Posing as U.S. citizens, they came with fabricated backgrounds, life stories, or “legends,” about who they were, where they’d grown up, where they’d gone to school, and where they’d worked, all of it memorized. They kept low profiles and acted like ordinary citizens, integrating themselves into the fabric of American life.

Illegals had instructions to get access, especially, to technology industries, universities, and laboratories. Through the information they stole, Russia made quick progress copying America’s advanced technology. The designs of Soviet bombers, submarines, missiles, and weapons systems were accelerated and improved by access to stolen American technical designs, saving tens of billions of rubles in research and development.

Dmitri Polyakov’s diplomatic cover didn’t fool the FBI, which had identified him as a probable intelligence officer from the moment he arrived. The Bureau knew that the Soviet delegation’s military attaché position would likely be filled by a GRU officer, and therefore a spy. For the FBI’s Counterintelligence Division, Dmitri Polyakov was a person of considerable interest from day one.

Polyakov worked out of the stately redbrick Soviet Mission at 680 Park Avenue, across the street from Hunter College. One of the floors within the mission contained the clandestine offices of the GRU rezidentura, its base in New York. (Polyakov was the GRU’s deputy rezident, or deputy chief.)

Among the second-floor classrooms and offices of the Hunter College building across the street was a sealed room with an unobstructed view of the entrances to the Soviet Mission. The FBI rented the room from the college, no questions asked. From there, the agents could look down on and photograph everyone who came and went through the mission’s doors, including Polyakov, whose arrival each morning was recorded by his FBI watchers. Whenever he left the building, a radio call went out from the sealed room to watchers on the street, and tails fell into place behind Polyakov. In fact, hundreds of FBI agents in surveillance and investigative teams worked the Soviet target, which included others from the United Nations Mission as well as Polyakov.

One of those watchers was Ed Moody, a young FBI special agent who had been assigned to cover Polyakov. This was Moody’s first major assignment, and he was determined to make his mark by catching Polyakov in the act of espionage. Accordingly, Moody followed Polyakov everywhere, noting where he went and when, learning his habits and timing, keeping track of any contacts he made, all the while trying to distinguish innocent encounters and activities from suspicious ones.

Special Agent Moody was also trolling for vulnerabilities. FBI counterintelligence looked for Russians who might be susceptible to recruitment. Getting a Soviet intelligence officer to give up or sell precious secrets didn’t happen often, but when it did, it was considered a major coup.

Counterintelligence agents were keenly attuned to behavior that might signal that a Russian could be turned. At home, Russians were used to standing in line to buy standard consumer items or scarce food commodities, whereas in New York, market shelves were full and liquor and luxury goods were widely available. Had a Russian been buying things (gold earrings for a wife or girlfriend, a stereo system for himself) that were beyond his means? If he had, where was the money coming from? Was he gambling, stealing from office accounts, or in debt? Was the Russian an alcoholic, visiting prostitutes, cheating on his wife, or a homosexual? Could he be blackmailed? And to keep his superiors from learning of these susceptibilities (a situation that would surely result in an immediate return to Moscow and likely the loss of his job or worse), would he become an agent for the Americans? Approaching someone who might be responsive was, in FBI terms, a “courtship.” Could Dmitri Polyakov be courted?

Special Agent Moody scrutinized Polyakov’s movements, looking for signs of tradecraft: a quick brush pass handoff in a crowd, a surreptitious exchange of a small item at a coffee shop counter, picking up an envelope from one of his illegals at a dead drop (a hiding place where messages or intelligence could be left or collected). But Moody saw nothing. As a well-trained intelligence officer, Polyakov knew when he was being tailed, and was skilled at hiding his tradecraft. Moody noted another thing: Polyakov was particularly good at “going black,” that is, giving the FBI the slip. Also, to all appearances, he was a devoted family man who didn’t smoke and rarely drank. All this Moody noted in his file on Polyakov.
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The Polyakovs, c. 1957. Left to right: Alexander, Dmitri, Petr, and Nina. (Courtesy of Sandy Grimes)
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Three months after the Polyakovs arrived in New York, tragedy struck the family. With their husbands at work, Nina and the other Russian women in the residential building would go to Central Park where the children could run around and cool off in the summer heat, wading in the little corners of the lakes and ponds. One day in August, three-year-old Igor began to throw up. He also had a fever, and complained that his neck hurt. It was polio. In the late 1940s and early ’50s parents lived in fear of the summer polio season. One way the virus was thought to be contracted was through stagnant water in ponds or lakes. Two major outbreaks took place in 1951 and 1952, when more than fifty thousand cases were reported in the United States, resulting in thousands of fatalities. The polio vaccine was still five years away.

Igor’s symptoms were grave, and over time they worsened. His muscles weakened, and his cognitive ability seemed to be affected. Nina and Dmitri had all the medical assistance they needed, but there was little anyone could do other than to make him as comfortable as possible. (Years later it was widely reported, in both the American and Russian press, that Igor died shortly thereafter in New York City. But, in fact, he lived to the age of seventeen.)

Despite this period of personal misery, Polyakov’s career as a spy handler was going well. His illegals were producing, and he was regularly channeling useful reports back to Moscow Center. In 1953 he was promoted to full colonel.

Also that year, the Polyakovs celebrated the birth of a second son, Alexander, named after Dmitri’s mother, Alexandra. Another baby boy was born two years later, named after Nina’s father, Petr Kiselev, a colonel who had been Polyakov’s commander during the war. Colonel Kiselev and Polyakov had fought side by side in the frozen forests of Finnish Karelia, and again during the war’s last major German offensive, the Nazis’ Operation Spring Awakening, on the shores of Hungary’s Lake Balaton. The two men had created a bond then that only the desperation of war can forge.

Polyakov and Petr Kiselev came home from the war as heroes—the colonel with the Order of Lenin, the Soviet Union’s highest medal for valor, and Polyakov with the Order of the Patriotic War and Order of the Red Star for gallantry in action. Dmitri Polyakov had not only proven his courage, but demonstrated an ability to think creatively under pressure and to lead men in battle. As a result, he was offered a place in the Frunze Military Academy, Moscow’s prestigious general staff college. One of his class’s top graduates, he was then recruited into the GRU for advanced training as an intelligence operative, which readied him for clandestine warfare against his country’s new enemy: the United States of America.
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By 1956 the Polyakovs had been living in the United States for five years. Their youngest sons, Alexander and Petr, had never been to Russia, and Dmitri and Nina had become acclimated to American life. Nina had studied English at Moscow State University; Polyakov’s language skills were improving, and he had deepened his knowledge of American history and political culture. But as Polyakov’s tour in the United States was coming to an end and the family prepared to return to Moscow, the seeds had likely been planted for what was to be the most momentous decision of his life.

FBI special agent Ed Moody registered Polyakov’s return to the USSR in July 1956. Without having collected any incriminating evidence on him, Moody closed his file and put it away.





CHAPTER 2


REDSOX
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Mom and Dad (Anne and Paul Dillon) at a fair in Kempten, outside Munich, Germany, 1951. Dad’s army uniform was part of his cover. At the time of this picture he was working for the CIA on REDSOX, an operation that recruited Soviet refugees to be parachuted back into their homelands as informants. (Author’s collection)

In the early fall of 1951, Dad had some news for my mother: We’re moving to Kempten, Germany, he told her, a little town not far from Munich, in the Bavarian Alps.

This was a year after my father had been recruited by the CIA and a few months after their wedding. He was twenty-five years old and had spent an exhaustive year training in spy craft: surveillance, counterintelligence, evasion and escape, infiltration-exfiltration, and paramilitary operations. He had also been taking intensive Russian classes at the Navy Language School in the Anacostia neighborhood of DC. For months, Mom and Dad had been awaiting news of an assignment, Dad’s first overseas posting, and now the day had arrived.
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Dad had joined the Marine Corps in 1944, right out of Boston College High, the Jesuit preparatory school to which his parish had given him a scholarship. He had needed the scholarship because his family had financial problems. Dad’s father was a well-educated accountant, but also an alcoholic who would disappear for weeks or even months. Worse, following one of his binges, he was accused of armed robbery and spent six years in jail, beginning in Dad’s junior year in high school. As a consequence, my father worked to support the family with a job delivering ice and milk in the mornings before school. The oldest of five children, he was a father figure to his brothers and sisters, and his mother’s essential partner as she struggled to keep the family afloat.

The Marine Corps posted Dad to Hawaii, but it was toward the end of the war, and he never saw action. The most exciting thing we children heard about his military experiences was when he had to outrun a tidal wave that hit the Hawaiian Islands and killed 159 locals. He ran as fast as he could, he told us, and climbed on top of a parked train, the water rushing underneath. We were fascinated, of course, imagining a hundred-foot-high wall of water smashing the train off its tracks and Dad swimming for his life past uprooted palm trees and floating cars.

In 1946, Dad came home and entered Boston College on the GI Bill, continuing with the Jesuit education that would set his life’s moral compass. He excelled in languages, especially Latin; he also studied philosophy and theology, and attended Mass every Sunday and Wednesday. He told his parents he wanted to become a priest, but in his senior year he was recruited by the CIA, a lay career perhaps more fitting for a man who would go on to father seven children.

My parents met at a cocktail party in Georgetown. She was proper, well mannered, and quiet, with a soft southern accent she was trying to lose; he was charismatic, charming, and outgoing, with a strong Boston accent he wasn’t aware of. They married in 1951. The Savannah Morning News noted that my mother “made a charming picture in an afternoon dress of white embroidered organdy over pale yellow with a yellow sash.” The paper said nothing about the bridegroom’s employment. “If you have to say anything,” Mom had advised her parents earlier in a letter, “you may say he is employed by the Defense Department, which isn’t true, confidentially, but is what he is supposed to say.”
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Despite having to resign from her work at the Middle East Journal, a job she’d enjoyed since moving up from Georgia, Mom loved living in Germany. Settled in Kempten, she wrote home about the beautiful Bavarian countryside, the quaint and charming German towns, the friendly neighbors who helped her settle in and shop. “Kempten is surrounded by dairy country,” she wrote to her mother. “On Paul’s days off we take drives out on the mountain roads, or take picnics and go swimming in the big green rivers along the valley floors.”

Still, it wasn’t all picturesque. When they drove into Munich, eighty miles northeast, Dad and Mom could see evidence of the ugly cost of the hard-fought war. Mom was shocked at the sight of bombed-out buildings being rebuilt and the rubble-strewn areas yet to be cleaned up.

Like the other CIA officers he worked with, my father was under army cover and wore an army uniform. His brother, who actually was in the army, once came to visit from his post in Frankfurt, and Dad picked him up at the train station. On the crowded platform, Uncle Dick started teasing his civilian brother. “Nice uniform, Paul. How’d you earn it?” Dad quickly hushed him up.

Unlike the experienced and sophisticated Russian and British intelligence services operating in one form or another for over fifty years, in 1951 the CIA was still a new organization. President Harry Truman had created it in 1947 after he closed down the Office of Strategic Services (OSS), the nation’s World War II clandestine service. My father was one of many new officers the CIA was aggressively recruiting to get up to speed against the increasingly adversarial Soviet Union.

By the time Dad was posted to Kempten, the Soviets had consolidated control over the countries they had fought through during the Red Army’s push toward Berlin, and had replaced local governments with Communist regimes. Masses of refugees were fleeing to the West. Almost 170,000 crossed the West German border the year Dad arrived, almost 200,000 the year after. The Allies (Americans, British, French) set up special camps in West Germany to house and process the human tide of the bewildered and displaced.

Most of these refugees simply wanted to get away from the grim police-state regimes that had descended on their homelands. Yet others were open to going back to do something about it. These were the people the CIA was looking for as it monitored the refugee camps, the people my father had been sent to Kempten to train as spies for America. The newly minted CIA viewed the suppressed and embittered refugees as potential recruits for its plans for subversion, propaganda, and armed resistance against the Communist states. Individuals and teams could be inserted into the Soviet Bloc, even into the USSR itself, to gather intelligence, stimulate dissidence, support and even, perhaps, provide leadership to developing anticommunist, anti-Soviet resistance cells.

Coincidentally, Dad’s first intelligence assignment was the same as Polyakov’s: training illegals and inserting them into the enemy’s country. But while America’s open society made slipping Soviet spies into the United States relatively easy, the closed borders and secret police forces of the Soviets and their satellites made sending U.S. spies into Soviet territory not just more difficult, but mortally dangerous.

Despite the dangers, the CIA developed an operation code-named REDSOX. My father’s job was to train suitable candidates recruited from the refugee centers in paramilitary skills and tradecraft (methods he had so recently learned himself) and send them back into their native lands. He would then be their liaison for radio communications back and forth. Unlike Polyakov’s illegals, who had little trouble entering the United States using expertly forged passports, REDSOX agents would have to parachute in by night or be smuggled across heavily patrolled borders.

CIA recruiters in the Munich-area refugee camp sent candidates down to Kaufbeuren, a town half an hour’s drive from Kempten, for the operation. Small groups of Russians, Belorussians, Moldavians, Estonians, Poles, Latvians, Lithuanians, and Bulgarians were vetted for their suitability. In the mornings, Dad would drive the half hour from the house in Kempten to an abandoned Luftwaffe airbase outside Kaufbeuren that housed the REDSOX program. In one of the airplane hangars, the Agency had installed a high platform for parachute jump training. In nearby houses, the agent trainees took classes in operating radios for communicating with their handlers, transmitting Morse code, and encrypting messages.

The CIA recruits faced a full curriculum that included map reading, compass runs, unarmed combat, and weapons skills. One class was called Introduction: Personal Qualifications of a Conspirator, which included instruction in creating alibis and cover stories, understanding concealment methods and surveillance techniques, and learning how to create credible disguises. The recruits studied Soviet organizations they would be expected to know about (the Party, the army, sports teams) and were instructed in the advantages of democracy and freedom so they could muster recruitment arguments if and when they needed them.

During the actual operation, the agents would be dropped near forests, where they would hide until they could change clothes, bury their extra gear, and emerge as normal citizens. Accordingly, the recruits trained for a week in the German forests of Grafenwoehr. There, they were expected to jump and land wearing 130 pounds of equipment: two radios and a pedal-driven generator to provide the radios with power; an air force survival vest containing three days’ rations; a first-aid kit; a shotgun and a pistol; a mosquito head net and mosquito repellent; dog repellent; a razor, compass, maps, and a pocket knife; pills with special ink for secret writing; pencils and a notebook; a shovel; Soviet clothes to be put on before leaving the woods; Soviet cigarettes; and a well-worn suitcase to carry their radios.

Like Polyakov’s spies, the Americans’ agents-in-training also had to learn their fabricated biographies until they knew them inside out. A declassified secret CIA report described the training and experience of one of the parachute teams: One agent trainee had supposedly been a truck driver on a kolkhoz collective farm who had turned his truck over in a ditch, lost his license, and was granted permission to leave the farm so he could look for work elsewhere. Now he was trying his luck in Moscow. Another was posing as a gardener who’d been working on a collective farm in Ukraine, where he’d had an affair with the daughter of the head of the kolkhoz, who released him when his contract expired. Now he was heading back to his native Belorussia in search of employment. A third trainee would try to get to Leningrad and enter its underworld. His carte d’entrée was his expertise as a forger, and he was carrying the tools of his trade with him: inks, drawing instruments, tracing papers, and sample blank documents. Once established, he was to send back information on how to live illegally in Russia. Along with the necessary IDs and other documentation, all agent trainees were equipped with a money belt with rubles and a small bag of gold coins for bribing officials.

The CIA report explained what happened when that team of three agent trainees was launched. The drop site was to be a forested area in Belorussia. The three men were going to parachute in together; then each would head for his target city: the unemployed “truck driver” to Moscow, the “gardener” to Minsk, and the “forger” to Leningrad. As soon as they landed, they would bury their parachutes and get as far away from the drop zone as they could. One of them would radio back a one-letter Morse signal, indicating that all was well. At daylight, they were to lie low, then break up at night and head in their respective directions.

When the departure time came, they were driven at night to an army airfield outside Wiesbaden where they boarded a Douglas C-54 Skymaster. On the plane, they donned their parachutes and gripped their bundles. “We’ve entered history,” one of them said to the jumpmaster.

The C-54 flew eastward, crossing East Germany, Czechoslovakia, and Poland, finally entering Soviet airspace over what is now Belarus. For six hours they went undetected, even when they crossed the Poland/USSR border. Then, somewhere between Slonim and Baranovichi, the side doors of the big plane opened and the three men jumped into the night.

Back at the REDSOX base, radio operators listened intently for the “all is well” signal, but none came. No one panicked; there was more than one likely explanation. The radios may have broken loose from the pack boards and been lost or smashed; or perhaps the team had landed too close to habitation and couldn’t move. One of them might have been hurt in the jump. The plane had flown six hours to the drop zone and six hours back with no interference: no scrambled fighters, no flak, no sightings of anything out of the ordinary. No one had tracked them; no one could have anticipated the drop zone or seen the jumpers in the dead of night. The three were most likely hunkered down and waiting to move.

Yet time passed, and they were still not heard from. What had happened to them, or where they might be, was a mystery.

Meanwhile, the agent preparation continued. REDSOX and its related programs were viewed as long-term operations. It might take months, perhaps years, for inserted agents to establish themselves and begin sending back intelligence. My father and the other CIA trainers worked with team after team, through three months of hard preparation and then the insertions, mainly by air, with the big Skymasters lumbering unnoticed through Eastern Bloc nighttime skies and delivering the jumpers.

Ominously, though, not a single one of those teams was ever heard from. Over a two-year period, at least fifty agent teams were trained and sent off, and the Agency listeners heard nothing. What had happened to them?

“I was puzzled,” said John Bogart, a REDSOX colleague of Dad’s. “It bugged me, and I didn’t quite understand that of all the agent groups that were being dispatched into the Soviet Union, I never heard of a single success.”

Agent training was an intense and intimate experience, one in which handlers and trainees became very close. And every three months or so, my father was sending a new team off into what must have increasingly seemed like a black hole.

I asked Bogart why, if they never heard back from the agents, did they keep sending one team after another, for months? For years?

“It was hoped that these guys were getting established,” he told me. “It would take time for them to get integrated into a community and go out and seek the information we wanted. So, we were giving them the benefit of the doubt.”

I had a hard time imagining my father giving his refugee agents the benefit of that kind of doubt—these men he’d trained, whose faith and trust he’d fostered, whom he’d presumably grown close to and who had then simply disappeared. The silence must have weighed heavily on him.

In a report attached to one of my father’s CIA job evaluations from that period, he had written his own assessment. There, under the heading “Mental Demands,” Dad had reported: “It is my opinion that the mental demands of my position have been considerable for the following reasons: [image: image], [image: image], and [image: image].”

Dad’s explanation had been redacted—hidden by CIA censors. So, while I can’t know for certain why my father felt that the mental demands were “considerable,” I think he was agonizing over what his lost agents might have been going through. He was sensing, if not knowing, the worst.

[image: image]

[image: image]

My father standing before Haus der Kulturen der Welt (House of the World’s Cultures) in Tiergarten Park, Berlin. (Author’s collection)

Years later, in 1963, the CIA found out definitively what had happened, and the news sent shock waves through intelligence agencies around the world. During the time of the agent drops, at the Agency’s Washington headquarters, James Angleton, the soon-to-be head of counterintelligence and then deputy of the Special Operations Office overseeing the REDSOX program, was sharing all the REDSOX details with his British Secret Intelligence Service counterpart, Harold Adrian Russell “Kim” Philby. There was nothing untoward in this, except that Kim Philby was not what he seemed.

Information sharing between the CIA and Britain’s Secret Intelligence Service, known popularly as MI6, was customary. The British and American spy agencies worked closely together on most operations against the Soviets, and the British were sending their own agents behind the Iron Curtain to collect intelligence and attempt to destabilize Communist governments. Because the British and American agencies were running parallel programs in overlapping regions, they needed precise information about each other’s activities. The liaison person between the two agencies for the flow of this information was MI6’s Kim Philby.

Angleton and Philby had become friends during World War II, when, as a young OSS officer, Angleton was sent to London to train with the much more experienced MI6. The Americans were intelligence amateurs then, and MI6’s veterans were their teachers, including the already prominent Philby, by then a highly accomplished professional, having run wartime spy networks against the Germans in Spain, Portugal, Italy, and North Africa. Philby was a scion of the upper class, charming, cheerful, well mannered, and immensely likable. His career was on the fast track. Some believed he was being groomed to be head of MI6.

The Americans coming for intelligence training were beholden to their mentors, absorbing the Britons’ advanced tradecraft methods and techniques. James Angleton was highly intelligent, with an intense, exotic personality. Among the neophyte intelligence officers who had shown up for instruction in the MI6 offices, he stood out, attracting Kim Philby’s attention.

Like Angleton, Philby possessed a subtle, searching intellect, one drawn naturally to the jigsaw-puzzle world of counterintelligence. It was no wonder, then, that he and Angleton would be attracted to each other. Philby was Angleton’s main tutor in counterintelligence, and Angleton looked up to him.

In May 1949, Kim Philby was posted to Washington, DC, to work with Angleton on shared British-American intelligence matters. And share they did. Philby and Angleton lunched regularly at Harvey’s, famous as the favorite watering hole of Washington’s power elite. Their long martini-doused lunches were taken up with the mutually enjoyable exchange of secrets and spy gossip. Philby’s relationship with Angleton put the former in a position to know everything about American operations against the Soviets, including REDSOX. And what Philby knew, the KGB knew almost as quickly. For at least fifteen years since the early ’30s, MI6’s Kim Philby had been an agent for the Soviets.

“Philby was responsible for passing on the timing and geographical coordinates from one intelligence agency to another,” wrote Ben Macintyre in A Spy Among Friends, and James Angleton was unwittingly giving Philby the dates, times, and parachute drop coordinates of the CIA’s Kaufbeuren-trained refugee agents.

That knowledge sealed the fates of my father’s spy teams and those of his colleagues. “I do not know what happened to the parties concerned,” Kim Philby later wrote in his memoir, My Silent War, from the leisure of his retirement in Moscow, “but I can make an informed guess.”

John Bogart was more direct. “They were met by Soviet security people and shot on the spot.” Then, more bitterly, he added, “They cleaned our clocks.”





CHAPTER 3


THE GENERAL AND THE SPY


[image: image]

Dmitri Polyakov with son Alexander, New York, 1960. The blue Ford Fairlane was purchased by the Soviet UN Mission for Polyakov’s personal use in his covert mission of managing Soviet illegals. (Courtesy of Edward Moody)

One day in October 1959, in his New York City field office, FBI special agent Ed Moody picked up his phone to hear the excited voice of one of the watchers monitoring the Soviet Mission from the secret room at Hunter College across the street.

“He’s back!”

“Who’s back?” Moody asked.

“Our old friend Dmitri Polyakov,” replied the watcher.

Since Polyakov’s July 1956 return to the Soviet Union, Moody hadn’t expected him to return to America; the GRU and KGB didn’t often send their agents back for a second tour. They usually didn’t trust their own people enough to risk their becoming too attached to the enemy’s way of life.

Now Moody began tailing Polyakov again, even more determined to catch him out. This time around, the Soviet was driving a car, a new blue Ford Fairlane. Moody traced the license plate and tax records; the Soviets had bought it for him. This was truly rare: Russians from the mission were generally required to make their way around the city in groups, so they could keep an eye on one another. But Polyakov was moving about independently, and now, with a car, he could do so more widely.

Moody was impressed. This is a person they trust, he thought. In a memo to Director of the FBI J. Edgar Hoover, Moody noted, “Polyakov is an astute, intelligent, shrewd, and fully Americanized Soviet intelligence officer held in high esteem by his superiors. He is probably the most important Soviet intelligence officer assigned to the Soviet Delegation in the U.S. at this time.”

The whole Polyakov family was back in New York, except for Igor. Too debilitated by polio symptoms to travel, he had stayed behind with his grandparents. Dmitri, Nina, Alexander, and Petr moved again into an apartment on the Upper West Side, this time in the Cameron, a stately older building on West Eighty-Sixth Street populated mostly by residents from the Soviet Mission. The new apartment was spacious, with two big bedrooms and an even larger living room.

At three, Petr was likely too young to appreciate the difference between this and the cramped Moscow apartment the family had shared with Grandpa and Grandma Kiselev, but six-year-old Alexander thought he was in heaven, especially because the apartment had a huge television set. In Moscow, Grandpa Kiselev had used his military connections to purchase a TV, but the screen had been so tiny that it needed a large water-filled lens attachment to magnify the image. Even so, propaganda programs and the talking heads of Party officials describing the fulfillment of the current five-year plan had been Alexander’s only viewing options. Now there were cartoons and cowboy movies on a big screen. And on the street, so many cars. He’d never seen so many cars! He marveled at the difference between Moscow’s dead-silent nights and the electric liveliness of New York City’s evening clamor, the honking and sirens and the excitement of their new neighborhood.

Alexander attended the small Russian grade school attached to the Soviet Mission on Park Avenue, and on weekends his father took him and Petr to Central Park to practice shooting with the bow-and-arrow set he’d bought them, or to Macy’s, where there was an entire floor filled with toys.

Polyakov took up the same UN diplomatic responsibilities he had handled last time, again a cover for his spymaster job of supervising the network of Soviet illegals. Special Agent Moody, in a memo to his supervisor, had no doubt about what Polyakov was up to:

           He has been identified as a Staff Officer of the Soviet Military Intelligence service (GRU), a member of the “Illegals Directorate” assigned . . . for the purpose of assisting illegal intelligence activities in the US. . . . It is felt that Polyakov is in possession of a vast amount of intelligence information concerning Soviet agents, their schooling, identity, and their operations both in the U.S. and abroad.

Moody’s analysis was even more on target than he knew. During Polyakov’s time back in Moscow, he had served as chief of the GRU department that trained illegals for America. Now that he had returned, he was running these agents in their fabricated American
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