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AUTHOR’S NOTE

ON LANGUAGE, SPELLING, AND ETHNICITY

WORDS MATTER, and they matter doubly in the countries that emerged from Yugoslavia. The majority Yugoslav language used to be known as Serbo-Croat, but that hyphenated term now offends most people in the three principal nations that speak it: Bosnia and Herzegovina, Croatia, and Serbia. They individually refer to it as Bosnian, Croatian, and Serbian, and I have tended to follow suit depending on the geographical context. The Hague Tribunal uses the abbreviation BCS, which is a safe enough umbrella, yet hardly evocative.

I have used the terms Serbian, Croatian, and Bosnian to denote citizenship of the post-Yugoslav states, while Serb, Croat, and Bosniak describe ethnicity. For example, a Bosnian Serb is a Serb living in Bosnia. As for ethnic Albanians in Kosovo, I have generally used their preferred term, Kosovar.

I have not anglicized names except for a couple that entered into English usage in the Second World War. I write Ustasha instead of Ustaša for the wartime Croatian fascist movement, and Chetnik rather than Četnik for the Serb ultranationalists. Otherwise I have left in place the Latin version of the alphabet, with all its special characters, again with one niggling exception. I think the letter Đ is so strange for most English-language readers that it would be a distraction, so I have used Dj for that soft consonant instead.


INTRODUCTION

THE ECHO OF NUREMBERG


“The Security Council thought we would never become operational. We had no budget. We had nothing. Zero.”

—Antonio Cassese, first president of the International Criminal Tribunal for the former Yugoslavia



THE TRAIL CAME TO A HALT in a forest clearing. A man emerged from the trees at the agreed time, but the friend he had come to meet was nowhere to be seen. The man waited, feeling increasingly out of place. It was a burning hot day in late July, and he was flabby and pale from years spent in colder climes.

He regretted having come home, but he had no real choice. By the summer of 2011, the man had spent seven years as a fugitive, most recently in Russia, and was out of money. The only people on earth prepared to help him were here, in Serbia, where he could surely still count on a handful of true believers from the old days of national struggle. But where were they now?

As the appointed hour came and went, the only sounds in the forest were birdsong and the wind in the leaves. But the man was not alone. All along the path as it wound through the trees, he had been watched intently. As he emerged into the clearing, the illusion of solitude lasted just a few more moments before exploding with shouts and a blur of movement. In an instant, there were men all around him in white T-shirts and black knitted masks, pointing guns, gripping him by the wrists and shoulders.

One of the men, a police officer, began a recitation: “Goran Hadžić, we are arresting you …”

It was a name that had scarcely been heard for years. Even its owner had stopped using it, in favor of a string of aliases. But two decades earlier, Goran Hadžić had been a name to reckon with in this corner of the Balkans. He had been a president, albeit of a trumped-up little statelet with jagged edges—a bite taken out of one reborn country, Croatia, to be chewed and swallowed by another, Serbia, its covetous neighbor.

When the exhausted federal experiment that was Yugoslavia collapsed, its constituent republics were left to fight over its corpse. Serbia was the biggest and most predatory, spurred on by the most ruthless leader. Slobodan Milošević truly was a man for all seasons—a Socialist turned banker turned nationalist despot and unflinching war criminal. His preference was for a Serb-dominated Yugoslavia, but if he could not have that, he would carve out a Greater Serbia at the expense of his neighbors.

Hadžić was Milošević’s puppet, but the sort of puppet that belongs in a horror film, a bloodied ventriloquist’s dummy. He helped preside over the first large-scale slaughter of innocent civilians in Europe since the Nazi era. From August to November 1991, the early days of Yugoslavia’s dismemberment, the baroque Croatian town of Vukovar, which had sat comfortably by the Danube for centuries, was razed to the ground by Serb artillery.

Once the town had fallen, some three hundred Croat men and teenage boys, many of them wounded, were taken from a hospital to a nearby farm where they were beaten and tortured by Serb soldiers and paramilitary volunteers serving with the Yugoslav army. They were driven away at night in trucks, ten to twenty at a time, taken to a wooded ravine, and executed. Only a handful escaped. In all, 263 men and boys were killed, the youngest aged sixteen. There was also one woman among the victims. Their bodies were dumped in a mass grave and covered by a bulldozer.

In Western capitals, it seemed beyond comprehension that wholesale slaughter was being committed once more in the heart of Europe. In the early nineties, it was a continent preoccupied with harmonizing food safety standards and the many other intricate chores of building a closer union. The dark past, two generations earlier, was buried under layer upon layer of democracy, diplomacy, and bureaucracy, or so it seemed from Brussels. The return of mass murder was deeply shocking. An entire town was pulverized, and its surviving Croats and minorities driven out with the goal of creating a swath of territory that would be home only to Serbs.

The process was called “ethnic cleansing,” a turn of phrase beyond George Orwell’s darkest satire. Like all the most effective propaganda, it worked by inversion. It took an act that was inherently dirty and gore-spattered and made it sound like a salutary rite of purification. It was a “cleansing” that left a permanent stain on everyone and everything it touched.

The “purified” mini-state was named the Republic of Serbian Krajina (Republika Srpska Krajina, or RSK), and Hadžić became its despot. He was thirty-three years old, a former warehouseman for an agro-industrial company in Vukovar who had been a leading light in the local League of Communists in his youth. He was picked for the role of the RSK’s warlord because he had made the same ideological swerve to nationalism as Milošević. He had plenty of ambition and no evident scruples. He was perfect.

Twenty years on, Hadžić was isolated and abandoned. His realm, the RSK, had been swept away, and Milošević had been dead for more than five years. In an effort to help him make ends meet, one of Hadžić’s childhood friends tried to sell a plundered artwork, but the intended favor only helped corner him. It was a painting attributed to the Italian artist Amedeo Modigliani, taken as booty during the Croatian war. The art market was awash with such looted treasure, real and fake, but it was also thick with informers and spies. The French external intelligence service, the General Directorate for External Security (Direction Générale de la Sécurité Extérieure, or DGSE), had a particularly strong presence. One of its officers was even given a special award for extended service undercover in the Balkan art world.1 The French alerted Serbian intelligence, who monitored Hadžić’s friend and set a trap. In the wooded hills of Fruška Gora National Park near the Serbian-Croatian border, he was cornered and captured like the last grizzled specimen of a once ferocious breed.

The masked policemen turned him toward a camera to capture the moment. Surprise had given way to realization and resentment on Hadžić’s hangdog face. By now he was fifty-two years old. The warrior’s beard was gone, leaving a graying mustache and sagging jowls. The only familiar features left from his glory days were the angry eyes and the sneer, which once looked at home with his camouflage fatigues but now jarred with the baby-blue T-shirt he had chosen for his meeting.

The pathetic scene at the end of the forest trail marked the culmination of a long and extraordinary history. Hadžić was the last fugitive to be caught in a fifteen-year manhunt, involving the pursuit, arrest, or surrender of all those indicted for war crimes, crimes against humanity, and genocide by a special court created by the United Nations in The Hague, the International Criminal Tribunal for the former Yugoslavia (ICTY).

The ICTY, or the Hague Tribunal as it came to be popularly known, was established in 1993 as an experiment in international justice. It was the first time in the history of conflict that a truly global court had been created to pursue war criminals. It embodied the conviction that a universal sense of humanity could and should be upheld in the face of mass atrocities, transcending national jurisdiction.

The dramatic landmark trials at The Hague have been the subject of several books and countless articles. But those trials would never have taken place if the defendants had not been tracked down, arrested, and brought to court. That pursuit itself was a historic achievement. It took a very long time, but by 2011 all 161 people on the ICTY list of indictees faced justice one way or another. Former prison camp guards and ex-presidents all stood before the same tribunal. More than half the suspects were tracked down and captured. Others gave themselves up rather than lie awake every night wondering whether masked, armed men were about to storm into their bedroom. Two committed suicide. Others decided they would rather die in a blaze of gunfire and explosives than be taken alive. Two of them got their wish.

The individuals and agencies who pursued the suspects were many and various, but most did their work in the shadows, their successes never acknowledged. This account is based on interviews with more than two hundred of these people—former soldiers, intelligence officials, investigators, data analysts, diplomats, and officials from a dozen nations who were directly involved in the manhunt, most of them speaking about their actions for the first time. A majority agreed to talk only on the promise of anonymity, as the arrest operations are still classified in their home countries. Part of the narrative is also based on a trove of previously secret British government documents, declassified by the Foreign and Commonwealth Office in response to a request under the Freedom of Information Act.

Special forces from six countries took part in the hunt, the biggest special operations deployment anywhere in the world before 9/11. Polish commandos made history by becoming the first soldiers to carry out an arrest on behalf of the tribunal—to the surprise of many, including their own government. Britain’s Special Air Service (SAS), who carried out NATO’s first manhunting missions in Bosnia, brought techniques learned in Northern Ireland. The participation of a newly formed German special forces unit in an arrest operation, at the cost of some serious injuries, marked the first time that country’s soldiers had gone into action since 1945. And the skills acquired in the Balkan manhunt by America’s elite soldiers in Delta Force and SEAL Team Six would soon be applied to the looming war on terror and to another manhunt—for Osama bin Laden and al-Qaida’s leaders.

An alphabet soup of Western spy agencies, including the CIA, NSA, Britain’s MI6 and GCHQ (Government Communications Headquarters), and France’s DGSE, conducted a parallel manhunt in the shadows with varying degrees of success. Despite the millions spent, none proved as effective as a small, secretive tracking unit inside the Hague Tribunal, which hugely enhanced the clout of the once-derided court.

From time to time, this multinational array of soldiers, spies, and sleuths acted in concert, following a trail that led from the Balkans west to the Canary Islands and Buenos Aires, and east as far as St. Petersburg and the Black Sea resort of Sochi. Just as often, they tripped over one another in their pursuit of conflicting national and institutional interests. That helps explain why the manhunt took so long.2 The story of the manhunt’s success contains within it many stories of failure. To survivors and families of victims waiting for justice, it did not feel like a triumph at the time. It is only now, when it is all over, that it stands out. There has been nothing quite like it in history.

The ICTY did not just complete its mission, rare enough for a UN operation and all the more striking in view of the patchy and ambivalent support it received from the major powers. The relentless pursuit of the indictees also made legal history. It led to the arrest and trial of Milošević, the first sitting head of state ever to be charged with war crimes by an international court. At the time of writing, the two men who presided over the worst of the atrocities in Bosnia—Radovan Karadžić, the Bosnian Serbs’ political leader, and his military commander, Ratko Mladić—are on trial for genocide, war crimes, and crimes against humanity. The trail of blood was followed, not just to the immediate perpetrators of the mass atrocities but all the way to the orchestrators, the master butchers themselves.

Along the way, the ICTY defined mass rape for the first time as a crime against humanity in international law, as a result of atrocities committed by Bosnian Serb forces in the town of Foča. It was a legal breakthrough that would have meant little without the actions of German and French special forces, who tracked down the rapists and brought them to The Hague.

Before the ICTY’s creation, there was no institutional framework for judging war crimes and crimes against humanity. There was an attempt to put Napoleon Bonaparte’s commanders on trial for treason in 1815, but the effort collapsed. More than a century later, the British government sought to prosecute Kaiser Wilhelm for war crimes but failed to persuade Holland, where the Kaiser had taken refuge, to hand him over.3

After the Second World War, the question loomed once more of what to do with leaders, officials, and soldiers responsible for mass atrocities, and it was by no means inevitable they would be put on trial. Winston Churchill, Joseph Stalin, and Franklin Delano Roosevelt initially approved a plan for summary executions of top Nazis, lest their survival help rally their followers.4 The trials in the ruined city of Nuremberg were something of a lastminute decision.

Meanwhile, in Tokyo a parallel tribunal was established for Japanese war crimes suspects, but Emperor Hirohito and members of the imperial family were exempted. Neither Tokyo nor Nuremberg succeeded in drawing a line in human history, despite the hopeful mantra of “never again.” More than forty-five years later, mass murder returned to the modern, industrialized world.

Genocide and other mass atrocities challenge our idea of what it is to be human. The acts perpetrated against innocent victims are so grotesque and disturbing, we recoil from their contemplation. We prefer them to be either far away or long ago. When Yugoslavia began to fall apart, the rest of Europe started to distance itself, like neighbors of a dying household. Shutting their doors, they convinced themselves that if they looked the other way, they would never catch the disease. Western politicians diagnosed “ancient ethnic hatreds” let loose by the fall of Communism as the cause of the bloodshed.5 It was one of a litany of excuses for not getting involved, but it explained nothing.

The history of the ethnic communities that made up Yugoslavia had indeed been marked by sporadic bouts of violence but those eruptions had been interspersed by long periods of peaceful coexistence. The same could be said of most regions in Europe’s diverse and turbulent continent.

Yugoslavia marched into hell because its leaders took it there. When Communist dogma lost its already tenuous hold on people’s minds with the fall of the Iron Curtain, the more ideologically flexible and unscrupulous of the fading Communist elite, led by Milošević, switched to nationalism. The leaders packaged it as a new emotional certainty in the face of the chaos and fear left by the collapse of the old order. The challenges of converting a totalitarian state into a democracy, or turning a command economy into a free market, were waved away with colorful flags, hazy nostalgia, and folk music. Political power at the breakup of Yugoslavia depended on the ability to weave myths, wield arms, and manipulate reality.

No one was better at this than Milošević, but he was not alone. His Croatian counterpart was another rebranded Communist, the former Partisan officer turned nationalist Franjo Tudjman. In Bosnia and Herzegovina,* Alija Izetbegović, a paler and frailer version of the national strongman, unfurled his party’s green flag and offered his people a sense of Muslim identity. It was a defensive nationalism, however. Bosnia’s Muslims generally did not nurse irredentist ambitions, but they were afraid that the revival of backward-looking nationalism among their neighbors would once more mark them as prey. Izetbegović was playing a dangerous game, waving a green banner with little to defend it.

His neighbors Milošević and Tudjman did not make the same mistake. As Yugoslavia collapsed, they armed their foot soldiers. Milošević had access to a near-bottomless arsenal thanks to Serb domination of the Yugoslav National Army (Jugoslavenska Narodna Armija, or JNA), once one of the largest militaries in Europe. The Croats took a smaller share of the JNA arms stockpile and as war approached they smuggled in weaponry to narrow the gap.

Milošević and Tudjman drew up maps expressing their dreams for a Greater Serbia and a Greater Croatia, aspirations that left little if any room for Bosnia. Neither of these despots regarded the Muslims—known as Bosniaks†—as a distinct ethnic group, viewing them respectively as renegade Serbs or Croats who had converted to Islam.

The new nationalist maps were clear and simple, filled with solid blocks of color. The reality of Yugoslavia on the other hand was uncommonly messy. It was pockmarked and spattered by more than a thousand years of human interaction, mingling Croats and Serbs with Illyrians, Romans, Goths, Asiatic Huns, Iranian Alans, and Avars.

The mix was stirred repeatedly by outside powers and rival empires—Roman, Frankish, Byzantine, Habsburg, and Ottoman—who scattered its constituent parts, occasionally adding new ingredients. Religion and ethnicity were intertwined throughout, creating both harmony and discord. The people of the western Balkans largely converted to Catholicism under the sway of the Franks and Habsburgs. Those in the east followed the Orthodox Christianity of Byzantium. Caught in between, many of the mountain people of central Bosnia converted to Islam after the Ottomans arrived from the east in the fifteenth century.

Mixing, migration, and intermarriage intensified during the two incarnations of Yugoslavia, as a monarchy in between the interwar period and as a Socialist federal republic after the Second World War. The mingling was made all the easier by the fact that the three biggest communities—Serbs, Croats, and Bosnian Muslims—shared a common language.‡

The result was a complicated country that looked nothing like the simple ethnic maps being circulated in the death throes of Yugoslavia. Making allowances for ethnic nuance would have robbed the nationalist message of its simplicity and power. Rather than change their maps, the nationalist leaders sought to force change on the flesh and blood of the region, creating ethnically pure territories, by terror when necessary. Whether they were nationalists or not, one community after another was confronted by the brutal violence unleashed by a deceptively simple question: Why should I be a minority in your country, when you could be a minority in mine?6

Yugoslavia unraveled in a succession of increasingly ferocious wars. The first in Slovenia was little more than a prelude. After ten days of skirmishes with Slovene separatists in the early summer of 1991, the JNA withdrew. There were hardly any Serbs in the renegade republic, and Milošević let it go. He was conserving his strength for the next battle.

Croatia, which had a sizable Serb population,§ had declared independence on the same day as Slovenia. Milošević and Tudjman may have seen eye to eye on the division of Bosnia but they had very different maps of Croatia. Milošević wanted the Serb-inhabited area, the Krajina, for a Greater Serbia, while Tudjman’s map of Croatia was all one color. His independence constitution downgraded the new nation’s Serbs, about one in nine of the population, from a constituent people to one of many minorities. His rhetoric played into Milošević’s hands. Belgrade television had been stoking local Serb fears with reminders of what happened the last time Croatia had been officially independent. It had been a Nazi puppet state, run by the fascist Ustasha movement that committed genocide against Jews, Serbs, and Roma in Croatia and Bosnia. Memories of the death camps may have faded in Western Europe, but they were kept fresh in the Balkans by the propaganda of resurgent nationalism.

As soon as he was confident he had secured the Serb enclaves in Croatia, Milošević turned his attention to Bosnia. The techniques were the same. Proxies were armed, under the direction of Karadžić, a psychiatrist and poet from Sarajevo. In Bosnia, regular Yugoslav units simply swapped insignia and declared themselves to be the Bosnian Serb army, commanded by Mladić, a veteran JNA officer.

With Milošević’s support, Karadžić and Mladić would go on to oversee the ethnic cleansing of Serb territory, the siege of Sarajevo, and ultimately the massacre of Srebrenica. The embryonic Muslim-led army organized by Izetbegović was no match for Serb forces, and in 1993 it was forced to fight on two fronts when the Bosnian Croats, egged on by Tudjman, turned on their Bosniak neighbors.

An estimated twenty thousand people died in the Croatian war. About a hundred thousand were killed in Bosnia. The much higher death toll in Bosnia reflects its greater ethnic diversity—more territory to be cleansed—and the relative defenselessness of the Bosniak population. More than 80 percent of the civilians killed were Bosniak.7 Overall across the region, two civilians were killed for every three soldiers who died in battle. The whole conflict was characterized by random brutality. Psychopaths were made masters of the life and death of their former neighbors. Their barbarity was invariably sanctified by the nationalist leaders as self-defense against an enemy depicted in grotesque terms, as either Nazi Ustasha, wild-eyed Islamic fundamentalists, or Serb Chetnik‖ marauders.

The genocide of the Nazi era had set a precedent for mass killing that was never erased, only half buried under Tito’s slogan “Brotherhood and Unity.” Half a century later, the ghosts of Yugoslavia’s past arose and nationalism once more cut like a hacksaw through the human bonds that had held diverse communities together, unleashing murder. In the name of the nation, everything would be allowed.

The Serbs were by no means alone in committing mass atrocities. Croatia was also responsible for the ethnic cleansing of Serbs from its territory, as well as Muslims from the parts of Bosnia that Croatian nationalists coveted. The Muslim-led Bosnian army carried out serious crimes, running a small but appalling prison camp just southwest of Sarajevo, for example. The Kosovo Liberation Army carried out brutal reprisals against Serb civilians. Members of all these groups were brought before the ICTY for judgment. But Serbs were responsible for most of the mass atrocities and accordingly Serb names made up the majority of The Hague’s wanted list.

Faced with such an enormous moral challenge at a time of volcanic upheaval across the whole of Europe, Western leaders dithered. Neither they nor their armies were equipped doctrinally or intellectually to halt the Balkan atrocities in 1992. A newly united Europe failed its first great test. Its troops had rehearsed fighting as junior members of an alliance against a massed Warsaw Pact offensive on the German plains. They had not been trained to parachute into an ethnic conflict.

Meanwhile, the American military was still recovering from the trauma of Vietnam. Colin Powell, who was the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff when Yugoslavia collapsed, had gone to fight in Indochina as a young officer and then spent much of his military career trying to ensure his country did not repeat the mistake. His eponymous doctrine stipulated that the United States should only go to war if it could deploy overwhelming force for clearly defined national interests with broad public support. Bosnia ticked between one and zero of those boxes.

On the campaign trail in 1992, Bill Clinton had promised to use American military might to stop the mass killing in Bosnia,8 but once he was in office that promise was quickly forgotten. The young president, who had avoided serving in Vietnam, did not have the confidence to take on the military.

Unwilling to intervene to stop the slaughter, the UN Security Council took two initiatives to try to mitigate it. It sent in peacekeepers to safeguard deliveries of humanitarian aid, and it established the ICTY to prosecute war crimes in the hope of deterring further atrocities.

Blue-helmeted UN troops were sent into the thick of the war, but they arrived shackled with restrictive rules of engagement that allowed them to open fire only to defend themselves, not to protect the civilian victims falling like mown grass around them. By escorting aid convoys, the UN Protection Force (UNPROFOR) could stop Bosnians from starving, but not from being shot or blown apart. They became passive witnesses to genocide. At times their compliance with Serb intimidation went to the very edges of complicity.

So when the UN Security Council gathered in February 1993 to vote the Hague Tribunal into life,a the global powers already owed a huge debt to the victims of Yugoslavia, and the rhetoric of the occasion made weighty promises of what the new court would achieve.

“There is an echo in this Chamber today,” declared Madeleine Albright, the American envoy to the UN and a former refugee from genocide herself. “The Nuremberg Principles have been reaffirmed … this will be no victors’ tribunal. The only victor that will prevail in this endeavor is the truth.”9

In reality, the court came into being as an exercise in penance and distraction, the unstable product of high ideals and low politics. For the world powers at the UN Security Council it was a gesture toward justice in lieu of military intervention. The mass atrocities would not be prevented, but they would be judged after the victims were dead. This is how the ICTY was born: as a substitute. It represented the promise of justice tomorrow in place of salvation today for the people of Yugoslavia.

Most of the nations who brought this new judicial creature into being had no expectation that it would ever function properly. It was initially so short of money it could not afford to lease a court building, and it took eighteen months to find a chief prosecutor. No one of the right caliber wanted to do the job. The judges found themselves presiding over an empty theater of justice, without prosecutors or anyone to prosecute. Antonio Cassese, an Italian professor of international law appointed as the tribunal’s first president, complained: “The Security Council thought we would never become operational. We had no budget. We had nothing. Zero.”10

Cassese’s judges were paid on an ad hoc basis. The UN granted them just enough money for a handful of computers and two weeks’ rent on a suite of offices in The Hague’s Peace Palace. Looking for more space, Cassese heard that the insurance company Aegon was only using part of its faded Art Deco building on Churchillplein. He decided to rent it, but squeezing money out of the UN was so hard that the tribunal was unable to put down a deposit on a long-term lease before the summer of 1994. Prosecutors and investigators shared a cafeteria with Aegon’s actuaries and account managers, which meant they could never discuss cases at lunch, for security reasons. And they only had enough room for a single court, a converted conference room. But what good was a court anyway, without defendants?

Just at the point when the judges were considering mutiny or resignation, Nelson Mandela kept the tribunal alive by helping to persuade Richard Goldstone, a South African lawyer and veteran anti-apartheid campaigner, to take the chief prosecutor’s job in July 1994.11 In the eighteen months it had taken to find someone suitable, thousands of people had died in Bosnia and Herzegovina. And the tribunal was still far from functional. There was no one willing to carry out arrests. Goldstone’s staff scrambled to piece together a string of indictments wherever there was evidence to do so, but the overwhelming majority of the seventy-four indictments issued in the Goldstone era concerned small fry—camp guards who had tortured their former neighbors and who could be readily identified by survivors. The urgency to demonstrate the tribunal was operational left no time to build more sophisticated cases against the master butchers.

The court’s first defendant was a perfect example of this “low-hanging fruit” syndrome. Duško Tadić had been a particularly sadistic guard at two notorious Bosnian Serb prison camps, Omarska and Keraterm. He fled to Germany after the war but was spotted in a benefits office in Munich by camp survivors, who called the local police. In November 1994, Tadić arrived in The Hague to become the world’s first war crimes defendant for two generations. Yet for all the tribunal’s attempts to play up the echoes of Nuremberg, it was clear this brutal turnkey was no Hermann Göring or Joseph Goebbels. Most of the other names on Goldstone’s indictment list were similarly inconsequential. Their pictures were printed on posters distributed among UNPROFOR battalions, who tacked them up on their barracks notice boards and ignored them.

The international community was finally shocked out of its indecision and half measures by the worst single massacre of the Bosnian war, the murder of more than eight thousand men and boys by Serb forces after the fall of the Muslim enclave at Srebrenica in July 1995. A handful survived the mass executions, acting dead and climbing out of mass graves over the bodies of their friends and relatives. It was impossible for the world to ignore their testimony, but the most chilling account of all was to come from one of the killers.

Dražen Erdemović was a Bosnian Croat locksmith married to a Serb. In a country that was falling apart, with its people forced to choose sides according to ethnicity, Erdemović belonged nowhere. At different points in the swirling conflict he had served in the Croat, Bosnian, and Serb armies, trying to survive in noncombat jobs. But in July 1995, when he was twenty-three, he was dragooned into a Serb execution squad at Srebrenica, where he witnessed things he would never be able to forget. The awful scenes were lodged deep in his brain.

Eight months later, Erdemović started looking for someone to confess to. He called the US embassy in Belgrade but was turned away, so he went to the press.12 The police, who tapped journalists’ phones as a matter of course, picked him up but it was too late. His story was all over the world, and the Milošević regime had little choice but to hand him over to The Hague.13

Erdemović became the first person since Nuremberg to be sentenced by an international tribunal for crimes against humanity. But he will be remembered mostly for the excruciating testimony he gave on the events of July 16, 1995, when 1,200 men and boys were killed at a single site.


They would bring out groups of ten people out of the bus and, of course, they were looking into the ground. Their heads were bent downwards and their hands were tied and they were blindfolded … They took them to the meadow. So we started shooting at those people. I do not know exactly. To be honest,… I simply felt sick.14



NATO intervention and a Croatian ground offensive forced a peace treaty, signed in November 1995 by Milošević, Tudjman, and Izetbegović at an air force base in Dayton, Ohio. But Milošević was not quite done with war. In a brutish epilogue to his decade of misrule, he sent troops into Kosovo in 1998 to crush a fledgling insurgency by the province’s Albanians. Like his earlier adventures, it left a mountain of corpses—more than ten thousand dead—and backfired totally. NATO intervened again in March 1999 with a bombing campaign that forced Milošević to withdraw his troops three months later. Kosovo declared independence in 2008.

Once more, Western intervention only came after the dead were already in their graves.15 Justice arrived even later. The Dayton Accords did indeed stop the killing in Bosnia, but the divisions created by ethnic cleansing were frozen in place. The persistent influence of Karadžić, Mladić, and Milošević meanwhile threatened to render Dayton meaningless and make the Hague Tribunal a colossal farce.

Yet by 2011, the ICTY manhunters had crossed off all the names on their indicted list. As this book goes to press, the last trials are under way. Karadžić and Mladić are in the dock facing the very people they tried to obliterate. Witness testimony is streamed live online. Millions of documents have been analyzed and saved. Transcripts are posted online. The buried crimes of the past are dug up and laid in the open for all those who can bring themselves to look.

It was a more substantial endeavor than the hunt for Nazis after World War II. The US-led investigators at Nuremberg had the advantage that most of their suspects had already been captured or had surrendered. The prosecutors mostly chose defendants according to the prisoners of war they already had in their cells, rather than according to the scale of their crimes. Only one prominent Nazi was tried in absentia because he could not be found—Hitler’s private secretary, Martin Bormann, whose remains were identified in 1998.16 The real precursor to the ICTY manhunt was the US Department of Justice’s Office of Special Investigations, established in 1979. Over the next quarter century, OSI “Nazi hunters” tracked down and prosecuted more than a hundred war criminals who had tried to hide in the United States.17

Whereas the Nuremberg and Tokyo tribunals never escaped the taint of “victors’ justice,” the ICTY represented the first genuine attempt at an international reckoning for war crimes on all sides in a conflict. The judges and prosecutors were drawn from around the world, and the defendants came from four fledgling nations—Serbia, Croatia, Bosnia, and Kosovo.18 The effort to bring them to justice was long, uneven, and mired with mistakes, but it ultimately emerged as the most successful manhunt in history and an extraordinary testament to the tenacity of a remarkably small group of people. This book tells their story.


* This is the full name of the Socialist Republic and then the independent nation, which will mostly be referred to simply as Bosnia for the rest of the book, for the sake of brevity.

† Bosnian Muslims formally adopted the term “Bosniaks” to describe themselves in 1993.

‡ Known in Yugoslav days as Serbo-Croat, it now known as Bosnian-Croatian-Serbian (BCS). Apart from a handful of differences in vocabulary, the only major distinction is that the Serbs use the Cyrillic alphabet.

§ About 11 percent of Croatia identified as Serb.

‖ Chetniks were Serb bands who harried the Turks during the Ottoman era and during the Second World War were revived as a royalist resistance movement that fought first against then for the Nazi-backed regimes in Zagreb and Belgrade.

a Resolution 808 called for a tribunal in general. Resolution 827 of May 25, 1993, set out the specific framework for the ICTY.




1.
OPERATION AMBER STAR


The unbearable timidity of the United States and its European allies to rapidly strategize and then implement an effective means of apprehending indicted fugitives from justice in the former Yugoslavia constituted an abdication of responsibility that will haunt the legacies of these governments and those who led them.

—David Scheffer, former US war crimes envoy1



ON MAY 27, 1997, the leaders of the NATO alliance and Russia gathered at the Élysée Palace in Paris to bury the Cold War amid the fin de siècle splendor of a hundred crystal chandeliers and a thousand bottles of vintage champagne.

In retrospect, the signing ceremony for the Founding Act on Mutual Relations, Cooperation and Security marked a brief flowering of amity and goodwill before a return to the dangerous mutual contempt of the Vladimir Putin era.

That Parisian spring, however, everything seemed possible. Boris Yeltsin was still Russia’s president and at his gregarious best. High on geopolitics and fine wine, he bestowed heartfelt kisses on the cheeks of Western leaders.

“You have good eyes, a bright mind, the right age, good experience. So I believe Great Britain is in good hands,” Yeltsin told a blushing Tony Blair, the United Kingdom’s freshly elected forty-four-year-old prime minister.2

Bill Clinton was hobbling around with a cane after a knee operation and facing a sexual harassment suit back home,3 but even he seemed revived and animated by the general spirit of euphoria, saying that “the veil of hostility between East and West has lifted.”4

The French president Jacques Chirac, who was hosting the event, aimed even higher. “The Paris accord does not shift the divisions created in Yalta. It does away with them once and for all,” he promised.5

As a prediction, it has not stood the test of time, but it was not true even then. As Chirac spoke that evening in Paris, the foundations of a new east-west divide were being dug. When the leaders gathered for a banquet, Clinton, Blair, and Chirac formed a brief huddle to discuss a pressing concern, imminent joint military action to arrest war criminals in Bosnia and Herzegovina, starting with Radovan Karadžić, the Bosnian Serbs’ wartime leader, who had presided over the wholesale ethnic cleansing of his territory.

This was something that could not be shared with Moscow, the Serbs’ longstanding and most powerful ally. So when Yeltsin found the group and asked his new friends what they were talking about, they swiftly dropped the subject.

“Nothing, Boris. Come and join us,” Clinton beckoned, beaming.6

The secret the Western leaders were guarding was new and fragile. They had only recently agreed to pursue war crimes suspects, after furious debates within their governments which had pitted civilians against soldiers. In the eyes of the generals, chasing criminals was a job for the police.

After all the blood spilled in Afghanistan and Iraq, it is striking to look back on the extreme caution of the US military and its NATO allies about deployment to Bosnia in December 1995. They had delayed intervening in the Balkan slaughter for years but once a peace had been signed, the world’s most powerful alliance arrived in force. More than sixty thousand soldiers were garrisoned in a country smaller than West Virginia with a population of less than four million. The NATO-led Implementation Force (IFOR)—rechristened the Stabilization Force (SFOR) after its first year7—was one of the most intensive peacekeeping missions in history. You could not drive more than a few miles along the country’s rutted, potholed roads without encountering a NATO patrol or checkpoint. And this mighty armed presence faced no real military opposition. The paramilitary bands who had been so effective at killing civilians and intimidating the UN’s blue helmets during the Bosnian war had withdrawn to the shadows with scarcely a shot fired in defiance.

Even in this relatively unchallenging environment, the force’s American commanders were reluctant to confront the war crimes suspects roaming openly in their new domain. More than seventy of these suspects had been identified by the Hague Tribunal, and the NATO peacekeepers were provided with their names and pictures. But they were not a priority. Far from it. The soldiers were under orders that the fugitives should be arrested only if they were encountered in the normal conduct of NATO duties. In practice, that meant never.

This timidity was shaped by history. Three years earlier, during a humanitarian relief mission in Somalia, the US military launched an operation to arrest local militia leaders who were hampering the delivery of food supplies. On October 3, 1993, a force of US Rangers, Delta Force soldiers, and Navy SEALs were sent into Mogadishu to seize two lieutenants of the Somali warlord Mohamed Farrah Aidid. The outcome was a disaster. Two Black Hawk helicopters were shot down by militiamen, eighteen US servicemen were killed, and seventy-three were wounded. It was the bloodiest battle America had fought since Vietnam.

The experience was seared into the collective memory of the US officer corps. The operation had been approved by the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Colin Powell, as one of his last acts in office. He left the job three days before the Mogadishu raid was launched, and his successor, General John Shalikashvili, had to clear up the mess. The video footage of the corpse of an American soldier being dragged through the streets was being shown on television when Shalikashvili was sworn in. The general never tired of reminding civilians of that when they came to the Pentagon trying to persuade him to send American troops on the hunt for war crimes suspects in Bosnia. It was not an experience he was in a hurry to repeat. He was the living embodiment of the “Mogadishu syndrome,” the intense risk aversion that dominated American military thinking throughout the Balkan episode and which lasted until September 11, 2001.

It was not just a psychological hangover. The US generals deployed in Bosnia firmly believed that their chance of winning an extra star depended heavily on their ability to achieve zero casualties on their watch. The overwhelming priority was force protection. American troops were under orders to don full body armor when they left their bases, and whenever possible to stay in their vehicles.

American self-defense measures may have been the most pronounced, but none of the NATO contingents in IFOR (and later SFOR) were keen on chasing war criminals. In Prijedor, an epicenter of mass killing during the war, the British garrison bought takeout pizzas from a restaurant run by one of the suspects. The guidelines coming down the chain of command were clear: there would be no “mission creep,” and no arrests.

As Charles Crawford, the British ambassador in Sarajevo at the time, recalls: “The rules of engagement said in effect: ‘Don’t pick him up, unless you actually trip over him.’ Anything that involved going off the road even ten yards was regarded as ‘not being in the course of your normal duties.’ ”8

It was not a sustainable policy either for Bosnia or for NATO. Once the fugitives became convinced of their impunity, they went about making the country unmanageable. Meanwhile NATO’s credibility was corroding daily under the caustic derision of the world press, which delighted in portraying the grand alliance as hapless and cowardly.

The first impetus toward a change in policy came in the spring of 1996 from the Dutch. The Netherlands was haunted by the failure of its army to protect the people of Srebrenica from slaughter the previous summer. The small Dutch UN garrison in the Muslim enclave had been overwhelmed by the Serb attack and had been provided only token and belated air support from UN headquarters. The garrison capitulated and handed over Muslim civilians who had taken refuge in the Dutch compound under the UN flag. In so doing, they sent thousands of men and boys to their death. Nearly a year later, the Dutch were keenly aware that no one had been held accountable. The ICTY had been established in their capital, The Hague, but it had hardly any defendants in its cells. They were as empty as the international community’s promises of justice.

The Dutch government set about lobbying Washington for a change in NATO’s approach, and the Clinton White House agreed to review the matter. But in reality the administration had no interest in doing anything practical, at least not until after the presidential elections in November of that year. Clinton’s pollster, Dick Morris, had surveyed voters when American soldiers were first deployed to Bosnia and found that, of all the challenges facing the military, the “arrest of war criminals was the one Americans opposed most.”9 And Karadžić only had 20 percent name recognition. Most Americans had no idea who these people were. Politically, there were far more reasons to do nothing than to act.

The White House nonetheless commissioned a study. Robert Gelbard, the assistant secretary of state for International Narcotics and Law Enforcement, was told to put together an assessment of whether a manhunt in Bosnia was militarily and politically feasible. Gelbard was as qualified as anyone in Foggy Bottom to venture an opinion. He had firsthand experience of a manhunt operation in Latin America. In 1989, during his stint as the ambassador to Bolivia, he had masterminded the capture of one of the country’s most feared figures, Colonel Luis Arce Gómez.

As the interior minister in a military junta in the early eighties, Arce Gómez ran death squads that abducted and executed dissidents. He hired a fugitive Nazi war criminal, Klaus Barbie, as an adviser and staged an armed takeover of the narcotics trade. He was unofficially known as “the minister for cocaine.” When the junta fell and was replaced by a democratically elected government in La Paz, Arce Gómez went on the run to avoid narco-trafficking charges in Bolivia and the United States. He remained at large for six years.

In early December 1989, US intelligence was told that the fugitive would be visiting his family ranch near Santa Cruz for a party, so Ambassador Gelbard made an approach to the Bolivian government and offered three options: “We do nothing, you get him, or we get him together.” The government chose the third, and on December 11 a joint team of three dozen Navy SEALs and Bolivian special police raided the Santa Cruz ranch and seized Arce Gómez. The next day he was on a plane to Florida to stand trial, where he was sentenced to spend almost twenty years in jail.

With that experience behind him, Gelbard’s instinct was that it was eminently feasible for America to track down war criminals in Bosnia. It was just a question of political will. He set about writing a proposal with the help of Andrew Bair, a young American diplomat Gelbard had recruited from the UN ranks in Sarajevo. They circulated their feasibility study on detention operations in the ex-Yugoslavia in the fall of 1996, arguing that the effort would have to include the British, Dutch, and French as well as the Germans, because operations would probably have to be run out of US bases in Germany. As for which agency should take the lead, Gelbard and Bair laid out a range of options, including US Army Special Forces, Navy SEALs, the CIA, the FBI, and the Drug Enforcement Administration.

“There was clear high-level interest at the State Department, and from Madeleine Albright [the ambassador to the UN] but strong opposition from any entity that would have to be asked to actually do it,” Gelbard recalled.10

Louis Freeh, the FBI director, was furious the bureau had even been included as a candidate for what he viewed as a wild-goose chase in a far-off country. Gelbard and Bair faced even stiffer resistance from the Pentagon. To Secretary of Defense William Cohen, and to Shalikashvili, the whole manhunt idea smelled of mission creep. They argued strenuously that their soldiers had been sent to Bosnia with a single task, to keep the peace, and manhunting was not part of that mandate. It would bog down their forces in a sideshow that was not essential to American national security and could easily cause casualties.

On the other side of the argument stood the determined figure of Albright, who was weeks away from becoming secretary of state. She maintained that Bosnia would be ungovernable as long as the top war criminals continued to enjoy impunity. The policy battle was fought all the way to the White House, and the breakthrough came only after Clinton won reelection in November 1996. The victory released him from the fear that American casualties in Bosnia might derail his ambition to be a two-term president.

At a White House principals meeting a few days after the election, Clinton listened to objections from Secretary Cohen, General Shalikashvili, and the director of Central Intelligence, John Deutch, before overruling all of them. He declared the United States was duty-bound to pursue the arrests. Vice President Al Gore backed him enthusiastically. It was the moral course of action, Gore said.

Once his commander in chief had spoken, Shalikashvili had little choice. Since a decision had been made, the general said, the country should use the best tool for the job—US Army Special Forces. Cohen looked dismayed. Albright turned around in her seat and shook Gelbard’s hand. It was a victory in principle, but there were still months of bureaucratic wrangling ahead before the first arrest would be made.

Early in 1997, however, the wheels began to turn. David Scheffer, the State Department’s first ambassador at large for war crimes, went to Europe in the first week of February to sell the idea to the allies, with mixed results. The British, Dutch, and Germans were more open to the idea than the French. The Americans stressed to their counterparts in Paris that they would not be making a commitment in blood. They were simply being invited inside the planning loop with no obligation to contribute troops to any operation. According to Scheffer, that did not seem to make the idea any easier to digest: “The French looked as if they were experiencing collective constipation. They were pained with our legal explanations and had difficulty with their own domestic legal authorities. For them, the risks included failure, the taking of hostages, the consequences for the peace process, the lack of secrecy, and the fear that French soldiers would be the first victims of any Serb retaliation.”11

The French officials delayed a decision until Albright made her first trip to Paris as secretary of state at the end of February. Another few weeks were lost, but ultimately Paris agreed at least to talk about the initiative.

From the end of February, a committee began to convene regularly in The Hague, chaired by the Dutch and bringing together representatives of five nations: the United States, the United Kingdom, the Netherlands, France, and Germany. It convened in total secrecy. Gelbard and Bair did not go through the arrivals lounge when they flew in for meetings but were picked up by a black limo on the tarmac at Schiphol Airport in Amsterdam and driven straight to The Hague.

In Dutch government offices, the five countries wrestled over the law and terminology that would underpin the manhunt. No one liked the term “rendition,” and all the defense officials in the room were nervous about their soldiers carrying out civilian arrests, which was normally the constitutional role of the police. It did not help that the 1995 Dayton Accords provided no direct mandate for such operations, despite the effort of the State Department to get the language written into the text. The American diplomats at the talks barely managed to fend off Serb demands for a war crimes amnesty to be included in the final treaty.12 That would have rendered the Hague Tribunal pointless at a stroke.

In the absence of clear wording in the treaty, the State Department and its allies in European foreign ministries pieced together a legal case for NATO arrests from a combination of documents. They argued the Dayton Accords and three UN Security Council Resolutions—establishing the ICTY in 1993, implementing the Dayton Accords in 1995, and then establishing SFOR at the end of 199613—together created a legal framework that empowered the military to use all necessary means to uphold the peace and enforce the will of the tribunal.

A formula was developed to get around legal qualms, involving a complex minuet of interlocking moves. When an arrest plan was ready, SFOR would request assistance from NATO member states to ensure fulfillment of its mission. At the same time, the ICTY prosecutor would request assistance in making arrests. The NATO secretary-general would order SFOR troops to cooperate with the prosecutor. Special forces would be dispatched from their home country with the mandate to act on SFOR’s request to assist in the performance of the mission, which would include detention of indicted fugitives “if the circumstances and tactical situation permitted.” The special forces would then find and detain the suspect, delivering him within hours to tribunal lawyers whose job it was to perform the actual arrest.14 It was an elaborate and somewhat fragile legal contraption that, to the relief of the lawyers who put it together, was never comprehensively challenged at the tribunal.

The military preparations were straightforward by comparison. A secret joint planning operation was established at the European headquarters of US Special Operations Command at Patch Barracks near Stuttgart, which had been a German Panzer base during the Second World War. The operation was code-named Amber Star and included special forces, intelligence agencies, and police officials from the five countries involved.15

POST-DAYTON BOSNIA
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Bosnia in the aftermath of war, split by the Dayton Accords into two halves, the Republika Srpska and a Bosniak-Croat Federation, and then divided by NATO into three military zones, run by the British, Americans, and French.

THE FIRST HURDLE for Amber Star was to write up a feasibility study, laying out various tactical options and rating the risk involved in each.16 But from the very beginning there were deep differences of opinion on how to go about the task. Three basic variants were on offer: Amber Star could start by pursuing the top targets; it could begin with more junior war crimes suspects who had less protection, the low-hanging fruit, and work its way up; or it could try to do both, going for a single sweep that caught as many indictees as possible at the same time.

In general, the bigger the prize the harder the pursuit. Ratko Mladić, the Bosnian Serb commander who orchestrated the siege of Sarajevo and the capture of Srebrenica, was wanted for genocide and crimes against humanity. Catching him would have been a coup, but he had withdrawn to a mountain stronghold befitting a Bond villain, a nuclear bunker Tito had built at Han Pijesak, in eastern Bosnia. There he was surrounded by concentric rings of bodyguards.

Mladić’s mountain hideout, Villa Javor, appeared on the surface to be a modest hunting lodge, but a heavy metal door inside its garage hid a shaft that led deep into the rock.17 The bunker was equipped with fresh water supplies, air filtration systems, and a command center. The quarters were spartan but there was a double bed for the general and a cot outside the door for his most trusted guard, his last line of defense. Risk-averse and highly disciplined, Mladić hunkered down at Han Pijesak until the summer of 1997, when he decided that even Tito’s nuclear shelter was not secure enough and slipped across the Drina River into Serbia.

There, Mladić could rely for protection on the man who did more than any other to unleash war in Yugoslavia, Slobodan Milošević. In 1997, Milošević had yet to be indicted, in part because Western capitals still viewed him as the guarantor of the Dayton peace deal and consequently withheld intelligence from the ICTY that would have incriminated him directly. He was only charged in May 1999, after he had started his fourth war, in Kosovo. He became the first sitting head of state to be indicted by an international tribunal.

In the spring of 1997, Milošević’s Croatian counterpart, President Franjo Tudjman, was also under investigation for his role in the ethnic cleansing of Muslims in central Bosnia and the murder of Serb civilians in the wake of a major offensive across the Croatian Krajina in the summer of 1995. But Tudjman died in December 1999 while those investigations were still under way.

At the time Amber Star was launched, Karadžić was the only feasible target among Yugoslavia’s wartime leaders. Only he was under indictment and potentially within reach. Although he had been forced by Washington to step down from his formal party and government functions in 1996, he continued to wield influence behind the scenes and traveled around Bosnia with impunity. There was no mistaking his gray pompadour hairstyle, his large retinue of bodyguards, and his distinctive Audi A8. But no one sought to challenge him, let alone arrest him.

Outside Sarajevo, a detachment of Italy’s famous Garibaldi Bersaglieri Brigade, with their magnificent cockades of black wood-grouse feathers in their helmets, manned a critical junction near the Bosnian Serb wartime capital in Pale. When Karadžić’s motorcade approached the crossing, the plumed soldiers would turn their backs to the road and face Sarajevo, choosing not to encounter the wanted man in the “normal course” of their duties.

Yet despite an outward show of nonchalance, Karadžić was deeply anxious about his future and even more frightened than NATO of the Serb gunmen assigned to protect him. Some of them worked for Milošević’s security apparatus, and Milošević had no wish to see his former protégé testify before the tribunal. William Stuebner, a former US soldier and diplomat recruited as a special adviser to the Hague Tribunal, was struck by Karadžić’s air of vulnerability in the spring of 1996, when he visited his office at the Famos car-parts factory in Pale: “He was nervous. He had bitten his nails. Every time a helicopter went over he went to the window. He said, ‘If they come for me, there will be blood on carpet.’ I said, ‘I know these people. It will be your blood.’ We talked for two hours. He was very interested in turning himself in. It was the first time I realized just how very scared he was of his own guards. He knew Milošević had people around him ready to kill him.”18

Stuebner tried to persuade Karadžić to hand himself in, telling him The Hague would offer an opportunity to present his case on the world stage. Karadžić appeared to be convinced, asking his Cambridge-educated aide, Jovan Zametica, to make the arrangements. “He said Jovan will be the intermediary. He would have been lifted by helicopter, and would have gone to a US aircraft carrier to make a broadcast saying how he was going to defend the honor of the Serbs … Radovan’s dream was going to The Hague with smart lawyers and winning, becoming a national hero and eclipsing Milošević.”19

Had the plan succeeded, a twelve-year multimillion-dollar manhunt would have been averted. But at the eleventh hour, Karadžić balked, most likely out of fear of assassination. Then as the months went by after NATO’s arrival, with no sign that the alliance had any interest in making arrests, he started to think that he might not only survive if he stayed put; he might even have a political future.

In February 1997, Karadžić staged a comeback tour intended to demonstrate he was still a force to be reckoned with. Pointedly, he went to Banja Luka, the biggest town in the west of the Republika Srpska (the Serb-run half of Bosnia) and the political base of his former deputy and chief rival, Biljana Plavšić, a biology professor who believed in the genetic superiority of the Serbs. She was an enthusiast for ethnic cleansing and would be indicted by the Hague Tribunal for genocide three years later. But in 1997 the West backed Plavšić as a lesser evil than Karadžić. She had agreed to allow Bosniaks and Croats to return to their villages in the Republika Srpska, while Karadžić’s activists sought to sabotage any such resettlement effort.

On the stump, Karadžić publicly derided the Hague Tribunal as “ridiculous.” Less than a year earlier he had been fretting over whether to turn himself in. Now he dismissed the very notion as absurd. “It is not a court or a tribunal,” he said. “It is a form of lynching for the whole nation.”20

Simply by showing up in Banja Luka, Karadžić was directly challenging Western efforts to reshape Bosnia, while underlining the impotence of both the ICTY and NATO. To cross the Republika Srpska from Pale, his motorcade had breezed past SFOR troops, including an American patrol.

“His Audi A8 and escort went straight past a US Humvee column,” General Montgomery “Monty” Meigs, the US commander at the time, recalled with regret. “The chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff just didn’t want to get involved. Mission creep is a legitimate concern, but we missed an opportunity to break up the old leadership structure.”21

Ultimately, Karadžić’s brazen defiance helped swing support in Western capitals behind an arrest strategy in 1997. The Amber Star talks in The
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