
  

  CHAPTER ONE


  Two New Arrivals


  THE FIRST ARRIVAL


  As Larry Haas told his daughter Kay when he thought she was old enough to understand—and to no one else—his life had started with a lie. A family’s culture marinates all who grow up in it, and truth was apparently an adjustable seasoning in the Haas family.


  Haas was born on a rainy Friday morning, April 27, 1917, in the charity wing of Buffalo Columbus Hospital. His mother, Kay’s grandmother, according to the story, was a twenty-year-old Native American woman named Nel, a member of the Seneca Nation of Indians, presumably of the Salamanca or the Tonawanda band. Her child’s father, Loren Charles Haas, was not present for the birth. He was at home with his wife, Emma, and his daughter, Ethel.


  Nel’s child, given the name Frederick George Haas, turned the scandal into a family secret.


  Larry’s father had previously hired Nel to be a live-in housekeeper as a gift for his wife. Nel, previously destitute in the big city of Buffalo, New York, was paid in room and board. It was the only way Loren Charles’s meager bakery accountant’s salary could provide such a convenience for Emma. Nel was forced to raise her newborn as a Haas along with the three children Emma eventually had, Ethel, Robert, and Milton.


  According to Kay Haas, Larry’s birth mother died at the age of forty-two, a victim of poorly treated diabetes. That left Emma, as far as anyone else ever knew, the mother of four children. Nel’s child eventually changed his name from Frederick George Haas to Loren “Larry” George Haas, strengthening the family link and honoring his father by seasoning his portion of the family history with a more expedient lie.


  Among the siblings, only Larry had been told this story about his birth. Today, some Haas family members still doubt its truth, though some other family secrets follow a like pattern of expedient fictions.


  Milton Haas, for instance, was mentioned in his mother’s obituary but not in his father’s, apparently to remove another embarrassment from history. As a teen, Milton set one of the costliest fires in the history of Buffalo up to that date.1 Caught, convicted, and diagnosed as a pyromaniac, he spent the rest of his life in a mental institution mere blocks from his family home. His family, however, never saw, heard about, or spoke of him again, except for a seldom-told dark tale and the rarest of secret visits from his brothers, Larry and Robert.


  Ethel, on the other hand, was not listed in her mother’s obituary (but was named in her father’s) though she had become an award-winning, nationally recognized tennis star. Ethel’s problem was that stories had circulated through the family grapevine about her then-scandalous lifestyle choice of female romantic partners. Some thought of it as more than unsavory. As a result, Kay as a child was never allowed to be alone in Ethel’s presence.


  Milton and Ethel were therefor deemed as nonexistent. Family history, as far as possible, was made to comply with carefully crafted lies.


  Larry Haas absorbed what he needed of his family’s culture. Then, at the age of seventeen, after graduating from Buffalo’s Bennett High School (PS 200) in 1934, he left home to set his own course.2 He had earned pocket money in high school as a milkman touring Buffalo’s suburbs six days a week long before sunrise. But now, he took work at better hours for higher pay as a bakery salesman where his father worked, at the Hall Baking Company on Fillmore Avenue in Buffalo. He used that year to devise a ten-year plan for his life. He decided his dreams would be the kind of fiction he could turn into fact. He planned a career ladder of his own design.


  Following graduation, Larry audited a business course at the nearby Stratford Commerce School. In the spring of 1935, he enrolled in a one-semester aviation course at the Burgard Vocational School (PS 301), a place to which many aspiring young aviation enthusiasts were gravitating. Burgard’s newest addition included a state-of-the-art, approved aviation training facility in a tower atop the school. It contained an aeronautical lecture room and a rooftop platform housing weather bureau and airport instrumentation. Larry devoured the course and studied far beyond its limits.


  Then Larry’s dreams took a predictable detour for a young man like him. He met a girl. Her name was Dorothy. She was a college student and the daughter of a wealthy Olean, New York, oil man. Larry and Dorothy started dating. She seemed a perfect mate—smart, beautiful, and a talented musician. On their first date, Larry told her he was on the way to someplace special.


  “And where might that be?” she asked.


  “Up,” he said, his voice charged with excitement. “Straight up! The sky’s not even the limit.” He knew it was true, and she saw it in his eyes. He had that way about him. Nobody could resist it. Least of all, Dorothy. They married in 1937. In awe of her talent, Larry gave Dorothy a finely crafted piano as a wedding present, an instrument Kay still owns today. Kay was born in 1939.


  In 1941, with a new family to support, Larry took a job that fit his personality and his needs, but not yet his long-range plans. He signed on with the Household Finance Corporation in Buffalo as a loan salesman. The company had recently invented a trendsetting word in the loan industry: buymanship. Larry discovered he had a knack for giving his clients a good case of it. He made borrowers feel like enlightened consumers, people skilled in the art of wise buying. After a private consultation with Larry Haas at Household, his customers had become different people.


  Larry’s persuasiveness, however, had an unusual quality. If his loans were not actually good for his customers, he would not close the deal. That set him apart from some others in the industry. Though he sometimes stretched the truth by promising to make their dreams come true, he always helped every client fulfill that promise. Larry Haas made what he had learned about truth—its flexibility—pay off for everyone.


  The greatest beneficiary of that fact, however, would be his own future.


  After only four months, Larry was so successful that he was given management of his own Household Finance branch in Lockport, New York. He was good at it but the work did not scratch his real itch for long. His dreams would not be put off.


  Larry resigned from Household in June of 1942. He had convinced the Chevrolet Aviation Engine Corporation in Tonawanda, New York, that a good loan salesman could be an excellent engine test operator. Somehow the connection made sense when he said it. After all, he already had formal training in aviation, didn’t he? He worked hard, learned fast, did good work, and made good friends at Chevy as another carefully calculated investment in his future.


  After a year, he stepped up the ladder again to work for Glenn Curtiss and the Wright brothers at the Curtiss-Wright Aircraft Corporation of Buffalo. Once again, the more he learned, the more he grew into his ambition.


  Dorothy, however, disliked his next scheme. She thought a steady job was better than chasing another dream. Unfortunately, her objection that day revealed a difference in their views about work and ambition that they never fully resolved.


  Larry’s newest scheme called for a jump from Curtiss to a lower-paying job at the Bell Aircraft plant at nearby Niagara Falls, New York, Bell’s so-called Buffalo Plant. The thing was a sure loser in Dorothy’s calculations.


  “What’s Bell got that Curtiss doesn’t have? Except lower pay,” she carped.


  “Opportunity. That’s everything.”


  “You think so? Put a bowl of that on the kitchen table and see if we can eat it for dinner.” She folded her arms and bored a hole through him with her eyes.


  “Any idea that’s not a little dangerous isn’t good enough to be called an idea,” Larry said. He had worn that Oscar Wilde quote like armor for years.3


  Larry’s sights were now set on the apex of modern American aviation. He knew he could make his wit and his genius serve him well again. After all, the company’s founder, Larry Bell, was a man like him; a risk-taker, smart, and bold. Without even finishing high school, Bell had started his own company only six years before with one small order for a gross of aircraft wing panels. Now he was captaining one of the nation’s largest, most advanced aircraft corporations.4 Haas had done his research and he had made his plan. It was, of course, a little dangerous.


  He would apply at Bell over Dorothy’s objections. The magic ingredient for pulling down this job was one he was uniquely suited to use. It would be his biggest lie ever.


  THE SECOND ARRIVAL


  On July 3, 1941, Andrei Ivanovich and Antonina Alexievna Schevchenka sat in their cramped kitchen, Moscow, USSR, listening to Stalin’s appeal to Soviet citizens in the wake of Germany’s June 22 massive, surprise attack on the Soviet Union. Hitler’s Operation Barbarossa was the largest invasion force in the history of warfare—more than 3.8 million men-in-arms.


  Within Stalin’s message, however, Andrei heard the seeds of a plan that would take him, Antonina, and their young son to the United States eleven months later to join the fight for their homeland.5


  Stalin’s years in power brought death and catastrophe beyond measure to his enemies and his countrymen alike. One such disaster, however, is seldom mentioned in popular accounts. Stalin destroyed his own air force by what the few brave critics bold enough to speak of it called his own criminal inaction.


  By January of 1941, the Soviet Air Force, the Voyenno-Vozdushnye Sily (VVS), was not the most modern military air force in the world, but it was the largest by a count of its aircraft. Six months later, however, it was almost totally demolished when Hitler betrayed Stalin’s trust in the ten-year nonaggression pact they had signed on August 23, 1939. Stalin had ignored dozens of warnings from his own intelligence sources revealing Hitler’s secret plans to attack.6 Only a few officials in Moscow knew that damning truth when 170 divisions of Hitler’s Wehrmacht stormed eastward across the Soviet borders. The Luftwaffe quickly obliterated thousands of Soviet warplanes before even a meager scattering could take to the air.7


  Because Andrei was a 1939 graduate of the Aviation Institute of Moscow, and now a ranking engineer in the People’s Commissariat of Aviation Industry,8 he was one of the first to know about the predawn German attack and the failure that had allowed it.9


  Stalin’s thirteen-day delay in addressing the citizens of the Soviet Union about the catastrophe must have enraged Andrei even further. And worse, Stalin’s call for patriotic zeal from his “brothers and sisters” ended with a threat of death to any citizen who gave less than their all—in case patriotism was not motivating enough.


  Beyond all that, however, Andrei blamed Stalin for allowing his carefully planned future to be blown into flaming rubble on VVS airfields. Andrei had seen it for himself.
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  Three days after the invasion, hidden among the trees on a hillock overlooking an airfield somewhere beyond the Belarusian city of Minsk, Andrei felt his heart pound while he watched in horror. He had made an eight-hundred-kilometer cross-country dash westward from Moscow to see for himself. The airplanes he loved were being blown into flaming, mangled bits along a kilometer of runway under a sky filled with streams of German bombers. Their bombs were blasting new craters where moments before gleaming rows of aircraft had sat grounded by fuel supplies already in flames. He knew the same catastrophe was decimating every other Soviet airfield along three thousand kilometers of borderland stretching from the Baltic northward to Ukraine. Within a few days the world’s most numerous air force was withered by four thousand once-flyable airplanes on dozens of ruined airfields.10


  Andrei knew the Luftwaffe had been flying high-altitude photoreconnaissance missions over Soviet airfields since springtime. Stalin’s inept industrial bureaucracy, however, had refused to admit that those flights fore-shadowed a military threat. The Commissariat of Aviation and the VVS had been fuming, though privately, at the Moscow-based bureaucrats’ impotence. Rollout of more modern aircraft and battle plans to deploy them had fallen years behind schedule, if there had been a schedule at all.


  Now Andrei blamed Stalin as much as Hitler. He knew he was not alone in that, but few were bold enough or foolish enough to say so openly.
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  Back at home now from the western airfields, listening to Stalin’s speech, one phrase started its own fire in Andrei’s mind. Stalin had said, “All the best people in Europe, America, and Asia . . . sympathize with the Soviet government. In this great war we will have faithful allies in the peoples of Europe and America . . . Our war for the freedom of our fatherland will merge with the struggle of European and American people for independence and for democratic freedom.”11


  So, Andrei decided, he and Antonina would fight in the Great Patriotic War for Russia from America. He could best revenge the smoldering graveyard of his dreams from afar.
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  Within a year, Andrei Schevchenko’s entry documents to the United States declared that he had been born in the Ukrainian city of Kharkov in the USSR and now worked for the Soviet government. Because of that, he identified himself to his new American allies as Russian. He was thirty-five years old by the time the Myrmidon, a Polish naval destroyer, sailed past the Statue of Liberty and into the port of New York on Friday morning, June 19, 1942.12 With him were Antonina and their young son, Andrei Andreevich Schevchenko. This was the wartime posting Andrei had fought his way through the Soviet bureaucracy for—and won.


  Andrei’s entry permit, registered by the US State Department, identified him as an engineer in the Aviation Department of the Soviet Purchasing Commission, Amtorg—the Americanization of its Russian name, Amerikanskaya Torgovlya.


  The Soviet government had deployed Andrei to the assignment he had reckoned best suited his plans: Bell Aircraft at Niagara Falls, New York, where he finally arrived in July. Though Andrei did not know this yet, Bell was also where Larry Haas had finally reached the job he had dreamed of.


  Nominally, Andrei inspected the P-39 and P-63 warplanes Russia was buying right off Bell’s efficient, high-production assembly lines. But that groundbreaking Bell Aircraft mass-production system itself was one of Andrei’s prime targets for theft. Nothing like it had ever been created before in the world. Bell Aircraft was building thousands of airplanes at previously unheard-of rates, auto plants such as Chrysler were turning out tanks and jeeps by the tens of thousands, and shipyards were doubling and quadrupling the shipbuilding capacity of every other production method in the world. The once-prodigious German manufacturing sector, even at its pre-war best, was now being swamped by American mass production methods. Andrei was a Russian engineer embedded in one of America’s most productive high-technology plants. His opportunities at Bell promised astounding advances for Soviet manufacturing—if he could harvest them and send them home.


  Andrei’s post, however, did not carry diplomatic immunity of a kind that could protect him in such a task.13 He considered that to be a dangerous oversight on the part of his other employer, Soviet intelligence—the employer his entry permit did not name.


  In the United States, Andrei planned to remake himself into a suave gentleman of the world. He would use whatever American fashion could offer in creating his persona. He reckoned he would need to project such a presence, even on the plant floor at Bell. He was, after all, representing a nation many American intellectuals of his day believed to be at the vanguard of social and industrial evolution.14 He accented his well-tailored, pin-striped suits with silk ties printed in art deco designs. He wore expensive, brown and cream, wingtip Oxfords, and in the summertime, a jaunty, white, straw fedora. In winter, he sported a black ushanka fur hat with its earflaps tied back “ski-style” no matter how biting the wind. Rather than the traditional rabbit or muskrat, however, Andrei’s winter hat looked more like mink. He credited the Siberians with that fine innovation.


  Andrei’s demeanor came to match his style. He was well-spoken, urbane, and apparently used to exercising authority. He seemed at ease in high-ranking circles. As his English improved, Andrei deliberately slid his accent toward the exotic.


  But he had not asked to be a spy. His passion was for aircraft. Nevertheless, he had been informed that every Soviet citizen in a foreign country was expected to report back anything of strategic value. That imperative was formalized for Andrei by being appointed to a high rank in the Soviet intelligence service, the Narodny Komissariat Vnutrennikh Del (NKVD), the People’s Commissariat of Internal Affairs. This assignment created a dilemma. A spy’s best camouflage is to look and act as unremarkable as possible, to hide in plain sight. Andrei’s legal work at Bell, however, required him to fit in seamlessly with the upper echelons of capitalist society. He resolved his dilemma with a decision to look entirely unlike a spy. He managed to look too good to be one.


  Of the two kinds of spies recognized since the profession began—legal and illegal spies—Andrei was to be the legal kind.15 He had a legal reason to enter the United States and legal work to do. Schevchenko’s job as an aircraft engineer16 posing as a purchasing agent was to cover his attempts to steal what he could not buy. His espionage work was to be secret, deniable, and beyond legal restraint.17


  Every Soviet citizen in the United States had this second job of observer-reporter.18 But it takes more than orders to make one able to do a more advanced version of the job that called for special skills and temperament. This obedience-based model at the heart of Soviet espionage recruitment in that day was bound to backfire.


  Illegal spies are shadowy figures who infiltrate the country undercover without permission. They remain unknown and unseen. Only their handiwork—things that explode, collapse, or fail spectacularly, intelligence that reaches an enemy’s hands, or key people who die mysteriously—eventually hints at their existence. Sometimes they are “sleepers.” They sit tight, harmless, doing nothing unusual for years until a long-awaited command morphs them into dangerous operatives. Sometimes they pirate closely held secrets that expose weaknesses even more dangerous than munitions and bombs.


  Larry Haas’s first meeting with Andrei happened in 1943.19 It quickly grew awkward. Each man saw the other as disagreeable. In time, though, they discovered reasons to become friends. Larry and Andrei eventually traveled different paths professionally, but those reasons kept their friendship alive, though for both of them it was based on lies.20


  Andrei looked enough like Larry that he could have been a family member, maybe a close cousin. Larry was twenty-eight years old, of average stature, though with a wiry, muscular physique. He had started to bald prematurely and looked closer to Andrei’s age of thirty-five. People found the mischievous twinkle in Larry’s eye and his ready smile as charming in an all-American way as Andrei’s was seductive in the Continental manner. Larry dressed more casually. He could make any business suit look good, but when he did not need one, his style was more relaxed. Larry combined a folksy nature with an easy confidence that made him remarkably persuasive any time he needed to be. That skill was, of course, a family trait he always brought to work with him.
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  Larry Haas was not the first person at Bell Aircraft targeted by Schevchenko in his probe for confidential information.


  Leona Vivian Franey21 may have been the first. She was born on February 14, 1912. She had worked as a librarian at the Technical High School public library in Scranton, Pennsylvania, between September 1930 and July 1942. Based on that experience, she signed on as the first chief technical librarian at the Bell Aircraft plant on July 3, and she married Joseph John Franey on July 31, 1942.


  Joseph was born on July 11, 1911, at Clarks Summit, Pennsylvania. He worked at the Glen Alden Coal Company in Scranton from 1929 until he was injured in 1932. From then until 1942, he worked as a truck driver and school custodian. But on May 19, 1942, he unknowingly made himself one of Schevchenko’s future targets by taking a position at the Hooker Electrochemical Company in Buffalo, New York. Hooker contributed to the Manhattan Project by supplying chemicals used in building the world’s first atomic bomb.22


  In October or November 1943, Schevchenko had met Leona for the first time at the Bell library. On his first visit, Leona impressed him by spelling his name correctly, translating Cyrillic characters to English letters. He took a liking to her and developed an interest in her and her staff of four. He appreciated their kindness in the small number of ordinary library requests he made at first.23 To express his thanks, Andrei gave Leona a few small gifts of candy and perfume.


  At this time, Leona considered him unconventional but unremarkable. That would soon change.


  



  CHAPTER TWO


  One Big Lie


  On Wednesday morning, March 31, 1943, Larry Haas opened his interview at the Bell Aircraft personnel office with his simple but carefully crafted lie.


  “I have a university degree in aeronautical engineering,” Larry told the hiring agent, “and Bell Aircraft is the right place for me. My name is Haas, Larry G. Haas.”


  Manpower was short and hiring practices were sometimes lax in terms of resume checking. Good workers had become hard to find with WWII raging on two fronts, now in its twenty-seventh month since Pearl Harbor.1 Lawrence D. Bell, America’s newest upstart aviation genius, had discovered, as had all aircraft manufacturers, that he needed more men than he could find.2 He had to staff an entirely new, eight-million-square-foot aircraft plant beside the Niagara Falls airfield.3 The world’s appetite for his war-planes appeared insatiable.


  Bell made up for the wartime manpower drought, at least in part, with his version of Rosie the Riveter. According to company archives,4 as early as 1941, the workforce at the Buffalo plant averaged approximately 8,500 male workers and 150 female workers, though by 1945 the proportion of female workers far outpaced that number. Bell treated the women in his plants with pay equity and fair working conditions previously unknown in American industry. Whether this was purely magnanimous or meant to please their husbands on the battlefield and the US Army, is unclear. Nevertheless, men were still in high demand. Larry Haas made sure Bell’s hiring agent would take special note of him.


  Larry also bet that Bell was already looking beyond wartime needs. He was sure Bell was quietly, if not secretly, designing the next generation of superplanes to sell to the world. The commerce of peacetime would demand such aircraft. Larry planned on being part of that.


  The words “university degree” and “aeronautical engineering” occurring in the same sentence made the personnel agent stop shuffling his papers and sit up straighter. His morning had just gotten better.


  “I design power plants for airplanes,” Larry said with calm self-assurance. “I build fast engines.”


  The agent picked up a freshly sharpened pencil, yanked a pad of lined paper out of a pile of forms perched on the corner of his desk, and nearly knocked it all to the floor. He wanted all the details he could get as fast as he could take them down.


  Larry leaned in closer. He glanced right and left and spoke in a stage whisper as if he were sharing a deep conspiracy. He could not say more. His work at Curtiss-Wright had been so confidential, he shared, that it qualified as military service. Larry looked at the nameplate on the man’s desk and said he was sure Mr. Parker understood such things.


  Mr. Parker nodded knowingly. He was well aware such confidential work was also happening at Bell. It would also surely qualify Mr. Haas for a continued III-B deferment.5 He opened a desk drawer, pulled out a file with a bright red tab, opened it, and ran his finger down a long list of names and numbers. After a thoughtful pause, he looked up with disappointment in his eyes. He apologized. It seemed Bell did not just now have an opening in any department that needed a man with Haas’s qualifications.


  But Larry already knew that. His research had also revealed that the kind of jobs that were actually open here would not need a check for college records. Once onboard in any position, Larry reckoned, he would be able to move up from within in a way that would by then make record checks appear unnecessary.


  Larry simply smiled. He told Mr. Parker not to worry. He would in fact be delighted to take any job that would help with Bell’s manpower shortage. That was fine music to Mr. Parker’s ears. And then, Larry assured him, when his job opened up in aeronautics he would already be there. Didn’t that sound reasonable?


  Mr. Parker was not used to such a helpful applicant. He thought for a moment and decided that sounded just fine.


  To seal the deal Larry filled out the paperwork for the kind of engineering position he wanted, just to save time later, of course. They decided to leave the transfer date open and file it away until needed. Whenever Bell and the army air forces needed “Please-call-me-Larry” Haas, he and his new friend Mr. Parker would be ready for them. No need to monkey with reporting a different draft status during such a short bridge between jobs.


  Mr. Parker beamed. He spread the right papers across his desk. Larry printed and signed his name wherever Mr. Parker pointed.


  Larry Haas had adapted his skill at imparting the buymanship he had perfected at Household Finance to one more customer. And just as he had also done at Household a few years back, he knew he would make this lie bear the honest fruit it promised.


  On April 14, 1943, Larry took a service trainee job on the night shift in Bell’s new aircraft plant.6 He worked fast every night to finish his simple tasks and then headed for the plant’s brand-new technical library. The library was not yet well guarded, except by Leona Franey and her small staff of librarians during the day. Larry read every textbook and technical journal he could find on aviation engineering. He smuggled the most complicated material home on weekends, where he could read all day by ignoring sleep if necessary. Larry also mined the library’s confidential reports from NACA, the War Department, the Bureau of Ordinance, and whatever manufacturers of guided missiles with which Bell was collaborating. He was sure the file cabinets marked “Authorized Personnel Only” would soon be backed up with a lock, so he read fast.


  One night in a small workroom at the back of the library, Larry discovered something that stunned him. He had only imagined its existence at Bell, but, in an instant, it raised his career plans to a new level. The files he found were stamped in bold, red capital letters TOP SECRET and prominently marked “Property of General Electric Corporation.”7 Larry opened the top file to page one. It unfolded to twice its width. He saw an engine of a sort he had never seen before. But unfamiliar as it was, he instantly knew he was looking at a powerful jet engine fully depicted in an exploded diagram detailed down to its rivets and wiring. Jet power was the dreamed-of holy grail of his age in the field of aviation. Larry had heard only rumors of its development for American warplanes. Before him lay proof that the real thing existed. His hands shook as he discovered Bell was working in collaboration with GE to build and fly America’s first jet-propelled aircraft, most assuredly for use in the war. He carefully left everything exactly as he found it and stepped away imagining another new future for himself at Bell. It was beyond anything he had even dreamed of finding there.


  The next day, Leona Franey was delighted to help the young man who had lingered after his night shift just to meet her. Leona could tell he was a rising star in Bell’s firmament in spite of his maintenance uniform. Larry found her easy to engage in conversation about the library’s holdings and how useful Bell’s engineers had already found it. She explained that even the on-site Russian P-39 inspector, Mr. Schevchenko, had found it helpful since he arrived at Bell about two years before. More recently he had also sent his assistant, Nicolai Ostrovsky, to ask for general reading matter on aviation. Mr. Haas was certainly welcome to do the same.


  But sensing a need for caution, Leona also told Larry that two gentlemen from the government had recently come to ask her about the Russian. They requested that she and her staff politely decline any such future requests from Mr. Schevchenko. They should tell him only that the material is out at this time. But she did not explain the full reason to Larry beyond the simple fact that certain material was for Bell engineers alone. The deeper problem, as Leona explained to the government men, was that Schevchenko’s requests had escalated to reports stamped “Confidential” and “Secret.” Sometimes his requests went so far as to include accession numbers beyond anything yet in Bell’s own files. He wanted papers on swept-wing designs and supersonic research that neither she nor Bell’s highest echelon of scientists had yet seen. Her suspicions deepened when the Russian’s requests came with gifts of expensive chocolates, fine perfume, dinners, and theater tickets for her staff, herself, and her husband.8


  Larry, on the other hand, enjoyed Leona’s kind assistance. He had not, after all, asked for prohibited files or brought her gifts. He was simply a nice young man who wanted to study. Of course, unknown to Leona, Larry continued to supplement her help with his own nightly expeditions into her otherwise closely held domain.


  Within a month Larry was ready to make his next carefully calculated move. He made a hard-to-refuse offer to his supervisor. If he could teach an in-house class in aeronautics for engineers and aircraft designers—a course focused on the assembly-line dynamics—it might strengthen the link between assembly-line workers and the engineers. Larry assured his supervisor that Mr. Parker in personnel already knew he was a university-trained aeronautical engineer just waiting for the right opening. Larry, of course, now had the lingo to go with his claim. Mr. Parker, of course, saw no need for further background checks because Larry’s supervisor liked the idea.


  Larry’s answer came quickly. He was soon promoted to full-time technical instructor, class two, specializing in airplane power plants in the Bell Service Division.9 Larry had employed his remarkable knack for learning in order to teach the most technical material as if he’d known all of it for years. After that, even beyond his few years at Bell, nobody ever questioned Larry’s credibility or his credentials. He was living up to the promise of his one big lie. Honest con men always did that.


  By the end of 1944, Larry’s students included Stalin’s Falcons, the elite, eager, and highly intelligent young Soviet fighter pilots who had been sent to the Unites States to learn all they possibly could before flying Bell’s most lethal weapons into battle. They were becoming unparalleled killers in Bell’s “Cannon on Wings.” In their hands, the P-39 was remarkably deadly, even against Germany’s most decorated air aces.


  Soviet pilots found the P-39 highly effective against the Messerschmitt Bf 109, for example, and often found them superior to the Focke-Wulf FW 190 in the low altitude combat typical of the air war over western Russia. The Russian air group commander, Alexander Pokryshkin, infamous and feared among German fliers, however, was under intense pressure from Moscow to convert his regiment to the newest Soviet fighters, in particular to the Yak-3 and the La-5. But Pokryshkin hated the La-5 and complained that the Yak-3’s firepower was too weak. He also reportedly held a strong personal dislike for aircraft designer Yakovlev. As a result, Pokryshkin and his fliers refused to give up their Bell P-39 Airacobras. They did, however, have to accept later Lend-Lease agreements prohibiting their use of the newer enhanced P-39, Bell’s P-63 Kingcobras, against the Luftwaffe. The 63s were restricted for later use only against Japan.10


  Stalin’s Falcons had learned to kill by watching real falcons, hunters that dropped out of the sky fast and unseen from high and behind their victims. Using that as a guide, the diving Russian pilots blasted their prey out of the air with the P-39’s armor-piercing T-9 cannon-fire and .50 caliber machine guns.11 They outgunned the Luftwaffe every day and made headlines for themselves in the United States and in Russia. Soviet pilots racked up the highest individual kill totals by any US fighter type flown by any air force in the world.12 They held off wave after wave of Nazi planes while the Soviet aviation industry was heroically rebuilding itself like the phoenix of legend.


  In this way, after Germany’s blitzkrieg invasion of the Soviet Union, Bell’s aircraft fought blistering battles of vengeance against the Luftwaffe. Larry Haas’s pride in his new role was topped only by his respect for these young Falcons.13 He joined them in analyzing their combat experiences with Bell engineers for continual upgrades of the P-39.


  Early in 1945 Larry took one more step up his new career ladder by joining Bell’s top secret jet-power research team.


  The jet age was about to take off. Strategic planners around the world knew that the first nation to rule the skies could dominate the planet. Larry knew he could help make that happen. Eventually, Andrei Schevchenko came to know that about Larry, too.


  Larry had turned his one big lie into the truth. And he had kept his word to Dorothy.


  Unfortunately, he could not have imagined the danger that lurked behind his dreams.


  



  CHAPTER THREE


  First Meeting


  “I dislike Russians in general, and I dislike Schevchenko in particular,”1 Larry Haas told Larry Bell at the end of the day on August 4, 1943. His first meeting with Schevchenko did not end in good chemistry.


  The day had dawned hot and humid. By eleven that morning, Haas’s classroom reached ninety-five degrees and he released his people—flight engineers, pilots, line supervisors—a few minutes early. The empty room already felt cooler.


  Then the room filled again with Larry Bell and a half-dozen guests. One appeared to be a well-dressed businessman. The others were distinguished VVS officers in crisp, white Soviet Air Force uniforms decorated with enough medals to make a fruit salad jealous.


  Bell introduced the two men, Mr. Andrei Ivanovich Schevchenko and Mr. Loren George Haas, with a formality probably meant to signal to Haas that this was very important. Bell placed his hand on the smartly dressed man’s shoulder in a friendly manner, though Larry thought he saw a flicker of annoyance in the Russian’s eyes.


  Bell explained to the man that Mr. Haas was training Russian pilots and Bell maintenance engineers.


  Schevchenko barely nodded and looked down at his watch.


  Haas disliked him already and decided to test the man’s mettle. He pointedly ignored the honorific and the usual courtesy of surnames.


  “Andry, nice to meet you.” He gave Schevchenko a big American smile and a hearty handshake, clasping the Russian’s hand in both of his just a little longer than he reckoned a dapper European would appreciate.


  Schevchenko replied with curt thanks in heavily accented English. He returned a reserved smile and gave Larry no more than glancing eye contact while turning to look at a cut-away model of an Allison V-1710-85 V-12 engine, the P-39’s current power plant, on a stand beside Haas. He seemed to wonder if Haas’s hands might have contaminated him with engine grease. Clearly, he considered Haas a technician of a lower order.


  Bell knew Haas well and understood his impromptu calibration of Schevchenko’s personal style. He looked away and tried not to smile, but he quickly re-stressed the Mr. in Schevchenko’s name and explained that he was the Soviet Union’s purchasing agent and inspector of P-39s. Mr. Stalin had assigned him to see that his purchases met all specifications, exactly, and on time.2 Probably dreading Haas’s reaction, Bell cleared his throat and added that Mr. Schevchenko, along with his assistant and two of the accompanying officers, would occupy the office right next to Haas’s in the Technical Maintenance Department.


  Haas decided it would be best at this point to fall in line, but he could not resist one more nudge. He had met a few other Soviet dignitaries and planned to enjoy disarming this one.


  “You can relax, Mr. Schevchenko. After all, Mr. Bell and I know just how to build good airplanes. You needn’t hardly get your hands dirty over the matter.”


  Schevchenko answered with a curt nod and wasted no more of his poor English on Haas. He turned dismissively back to Bell. “We should now retire to my office.”


  Haas, now brushed off, disposed of Schevchenko in his own mind as arrogant and unimportant. Calibration complete. Larry accepted it as mutual.


  Schevchenko labelled Haas at best only a poleznyi durak—a useful idiot.


  Schevchenko told Bell that Colonels Kostiuk and Guryev, indicating two of the young officers wearing the well-tailored, carefully pressed, medal-bedecked white uniforms, would accompany them to his office.3 Their agenda would focus on adjustments Russia needed to Bell’s airplane delivery systems, especially on the Iranian route.


  Bell, as if with an afterthought, turned back to Haas. “I am sure,” he said with a barely detectable wink of amusement, “that you will be delighted to know Mr. Schevchenko is working hard with an English coach to prepare himself for his partnership with you.”


  Haas’s double-take asked his question before he could speak.


  “It is for the Russian pilots, Mr. Haas. They need more detailed technical instruction. Mr. Schevchenko will help with that. He is an aeronautical engineer. He can translate your technical terms into Russian.”


  “Oh, fine.” Larry’s smile this time was more restrained.


  Haas heard a paragraph inside Bell’s explanation. His ground-school for Soviet pilots ferrying P-39s from Bell’s plant to Russia usually relied on a few comrade-pilots who spoke some English, though often broken. The classroom babble that sometimes followed a sentence or two of instructions had become a common learning event. Haas had almost forgotten how annoying it had become. He was used to it and the outcome was always good. The run-up to production in Bell’s new plant in October of 1942 had been so hectic that this language glitch was only now being addressed.


  Andrei Schevchenko was the Soviet government’s answer to Larry Haas’s problem.


  “I will send you my class schedule,” Larry said, adjusting quickly to this new reality. Then, just because it amused him, he added, “Be punctual. Classes will start on time and the sorties will launch on time.”


  Schevchenko stiffened but agreed and added, “I have a letter from General Secretary Stalin. It creates all the urgency we needed.”4


  “Certainly. I have read that letter, too.” He enjoyed the surprise on Schevchenko’s face.


  Stalin’s letter, addressed to President Roosevelt, had been forwarded from Washington to Larry Bell in October 1942, just as the Bell assembly lines started to roll. A copy, quickly dubbed “The Letter,” went to each of Bell’s executive staff, the Military Contracts Department, the division chiefs in production, and the shipping expeditor. A copy even found its way to Leona Franey’s bulletin board, where Haas found it on one of his late nighttime forays.


  The copy looked like a neatly retyped excerpt of a longer communication.



   Joseph Vissarionovich Stalin October 7, 1942


   General Secretary


   Central Committee, Communist Party of the Soviet Union


  Mr. Theodore Roosevelt


   President, United States of America


  [In part] the difficulties of delivery are reported to be due primarily to shortage of shipping. To remedy the shipping situation the Soviet Government would be prepared to agree to a certain curtailment of US arms deliveries to the Soviet Union. We should be prepared temporarily fully to renounce deliveries of tanks, guns, ammunition, pistols, etc.


  At the same time, however, we are badly in need of increased deliveries of modern fighter aircraft—such as the [P-39] Airacobras—and certain other supplies. It should be borne in mind that the Kittyhawk is no match for the modern German fighter . . . War experience has shown that the bravest troops are helpless unless protected against air attack . . .


  Joseph Stalin




  Haas now reckoned that Schevchenko needed him more than he needed Schevchenko. He would not play up to Schevchenko’s ego or his rank. Nevertheless, out of necessity the two men did start to develop a civil business relationship.5 For all their talk about proletarian equality, though, Haas found that Schevchenko, like all the other high-ranking Soviet communists he had met, was far more status conscious than most Americans. Haas planned to enjoy bucking that mindset, though he did not yet fully understand the forces he would be bucking.


  Over the next few months, Schevchenko confirmed Haas’s hunch about who-needed-whom. Schevchenko frequently visited Haas in the Technical Maintenance Department to request improvements and modifications to the P-39s. The Russian government’s purchase of the upgraded P-63s gave Schevchenko even more reasons to visit Haas.
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  Before setting out from Russia to the United States, Schevchenko would have been trained, if only briefly, at the Second Moscow State Pedagogical Institute of Foreign Languages operated within the Foreign Countries Studies military school. Espionage and subversion would have been among skills he was to apply at Bell Aircraft.


  Nothing in that training, however, prepared him for the changes that were coming.


  



  CHAPTER FOUR


  An Invisible Network


  While Andrei was learning his way around Bell Aircraft, Larry was starting to sense the forces taking shape around him. Their worlds were growing more complex than either man yet knew. The US-Soviet alliance against Germany was becoming riddled with rivalries. Their still-unspoken enmity was fueled by incompatible ideologies and nascent jockeying for postwar supremacy. As allies, they made strange bedfellows.


  In November 1941, less than a month before the United States entered World War II, a Yugoslav-American communist named Steve Nelson, deeply engaged in international Soviet espionage, offered his American communist comrades a prediction.


 
    Roosevelt and Churchill are fine men, but we cannot expect them to promote socialism. We know there will be quarrels, but now we must fight Hitlerism-Fascism. You may have to take guns against the United States and England later.1




  The stage being set for that battle included Bell Aircraft. As an opening salvo, Andrei Schevchenko was placed at the point of a Soviet spear aimed at targets inside Bell.


  Schevchenko, however, started his work as a flawed instrument. The US State Department routinely gathered intelligence, though mostly of a superficial nature, on all Soviet officials before they arrived. By the time Myrmidon sailed into New York Harbor, they knew from his entry documents that Schevchenko had a degree in aeronautical engineering from the Aviation Institute of Moscow and had served in the People’s Commissariat of Aviation Industry. Before Andrei set sail, however, someone else was already looking over his shoulder.


  Schevchenko’s firstborn, a son named Arseniy,2 was left in Moscow to receive a good “Leninist education.” Soviet officials assigned anywhere overseas knew not to call this arrangement by its other name: hostage. Stalin called it loyalty insurance.


  Within Andrei’s first year in the United States, he was undermined by his own hierarchy. The suspicion-ridden nature of Soviet society under Stalin also tainted the culture of Soviet citizens living in the United States. On August 7, 1943, FBI director Hoover received an anonymous letter written in Russian on a Cyrillic-keyed typewriter. The letter warned that America’s staunch ally, the Soviet Union, was engaged in military-industrial espionage against US interests. Among its many disclosures the letter writer identified Andrei Ivanovich Schevchenko as an NKVD agent stealing America’s secret aircraft plans3 and working as an assistant to Vasily Zarubin,4 the Soviet intelligence rezident from 1941 to 1944 and Second Secretary at the Soviet Embassy.5 Internal evidence in the letter was insufficient to conclusively identify its writer. Years later, though, he was identified as Vassili Mironov, a victim of schizophrenia who was eventually tried, convicted, and hospitalized in Moscow but later shot for ongoing attempts to contact the US Embassy.6


  As Hoover saw the matter, though the letter matched his suspicions about the Soviets, it held little solid, actionable evidence against Schevchenko and the others at Amtorg. Nothing in the letter would stand up in court. Hoover could only pass the information to the War Department and wait for them to act. He did, however, quietly raise the alert level at Bell and started to strategize about catching Schevchenko in the act of military-industrial espionage.


  The FBI field office in Buffalo, due to its proximity to the Bell plant, was assigned to find hard evidence. That office was new to such work. At this point, German and Japanese espionage had mainly occupied their time. Surveillance of an ally was different from watching enemies. The Buffalo agents quickly made up for their inexperience with diligence, enthusiasm, and surprisingly few slipups.


  The US Congress had been warned only a few years earlier by US Naval Intelligence and the War Department that “there is a great deal of espionage going on in the US, particularly in obtaining secret information concerning our aircraft . . . It is time that both the Army and the Navy exerted themselves more to neutralize this condition . . . the joint chiefs report Soviet espionage networks are far-reaching, well organized, and the personnel well trained.”7 In 1941, the FBI’s New York City office reported that “employees at the Amtorg Trading Corporation are active in stealing industrial plans, blueprints, and other critical data.”8


  As the FBI became more aware of Amtorg’s role in fronting Soviet spies, they started to take action. In a 1944 “black bag job,” for example, agents broke into Amtorg’s offices and stole reams of messages written in Russian along with their encrypted equivalents. That started to open secret Soviet communications to successful FBI scrutiny.9
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  By the time Schevchenko had done what he could to befriend Leona Franey, he had already been under FBI observation for some time, though at first only in a cursory and episodic manner.10 They did not yet know that Andrei’s twice-a-week English lessons were helping him build a spy network that crisscrossed the American aviation industry. In spite of Andrei’s inexperience in espionage, his administrative skills helped him extend deep and dangerous tendrils into at least a half-dozen strategically important aircraft plants across the Northeast.11


  As early as February 1945, FBI agents assigned to follow suspected Soviet XY-line12 operatives like Schevchenko credited him with ten intelligence sources.13 Andrei’s network had come to include 1917 Russian émigré, aeronautical engineering professor Alexander Nicolas Petroff14 at Curtiss-Wright Aircraft in Williamsville, New York, and Michael K. Cham, previously at Douglas, where a number of other employees assisted Schevchenko. Another Curtiss-Wright aeronautical engineer named Bill Pinsly fed Schevchenko warplane intelligence through the end of 1944. Andrei also ran sub-agents at North American, Boeing, Grumman, and Republic Aircraft, where a rocket engineer codenamed B (identity unknown) gave Schevchenko information on the JB-2 Robot bomb, similar to the German V-1 flying buzz-bomb.15


  Within Bell, Schevchenko wanted to cultivate two more sub-agents, Leona Franey and Larry Haas. They would join the head of Bell’s Aircraft Service Department, A. L. Fornoff, Haas’s immediate superior, a man of Russian parentage, who spent considerable time with Schevchenko professionally and personally.16 William Plourde and another Bell engineer named Harold Smeltzer, a Bell division chief (referred to as “Armor” in New York-to-Moscow radio traffic decoded later), and a Bell plastics engineer named George Beiser17 also provided intelligence to Schevchenko. Vladimir Markovin was a Bell research aerodynamicist who accepted Andrei’s tried-and-true assurance that, “You will be helping America’s best and strongest ally in its hour of greatest need. How can that be wrong?”18


  Schevchenko also contacted a former Bell employee (whose name was redacted from records) and entertained him on several occasions. Schevchenko contacted him by letter on June 14, 1945, and asked him to conduct “an industrial survey of the Buffalo area.” Schevchenko said he was “primarily interested in high temperature-resistant steels which could be used in the manufacture of turbine wheels on jet propulsion units.” He promised to “pay all expenses incidental to the survey and pay a commission on products later purchased by Russia from manufacturers included in the survey.”19 Schevchenko was happy to tie his country to future financial obligations, and he portrayed himself as one man who could make those promises bear fruit.


  Schevchenko often moved about Bell with a uniformed Soviet officer named Nicolai Pavlovich Ostrovsky, whom Leona Franey had met at her library. In addition, an engineer named Vladimir Nikolaevich Mazurin,20 later known to be an undercover NKVD officer, was also employed at the Bell plant. His connection to Schevchenko was strengthened by the fact that he was a 1936 graduate of the Moscow Aviation Institute, Schevchenko’s alma mater, and may have known him in Moscow before the war.


  Schevchenko’s intelligence network, therefore, was broad and highly organized for gathering military and industrial information. He carefully kept his sub-agents ignorant of each other. If one collaborator defected or was caught and interrogated, others could not be revealed. Schevchenko compartmentalized his assets.
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  Between Schevchenko’s arrival in the United States in 1942 and the end of 1944, while he was developing his network, there is little evidence that “Subject Schevchenko” knew he was under FBI surveillance.


  The FBI’s surveillance, however, soon paid off. Schevchenko was sighted meeting socially with Larry Haas. Haas was immediately suspected as another Schevchenko sub-agent and targeted for investigation. If the FBI found Haas clean, he would be their candidate for a counterintelligence agent. If Haas was not clean, they planned to coerce him into the role anyway under threat of exposure.


  Larry did not know he had already stepped into a trap.


  



  CHAPTER FIVE


  The Long Seduction


  Within his first few months at Bell Aircraft, Schevchenko went to New York City at least three times. He met there with his mentor in spy craft, his control officer, Vasily Mikhailovich Zarubin.1 Zarubin had served as Soviet intelligence rezident, chief of station in New York City, based in the Soviet Consulate since the autumn of 1941. Zarubin’s wife, Elizabeth, served with him. Zarubin had already been an illegal for many years in a number of European countries. As an NKVD officer, he oversaw the infamous Katyn Forest massacre of twenty-two thousand Polish military officers and intelligentsia taken as Soviet prisoners of war. The anonymous letter to Hoover had also accused Zarubin of that atrocity.


  Zarubin was by nature a crude, ill-mannered man who used obscenities and street language freely. He was unpopular with the other Soviet agents in New York City.2 He was recalled to Moscow late in 1944 to face charges (later exonerated) of collaborating with the Germans. In his absence, Anatoly Gorsky, another experienced NKVD officer, took the reins. But he was also recalled to Moscow along with Iskhak Abdulovich Akhmerov,3 a highly successful illegal. Stepan Zakharovich Apresyan, the next legal rezident (early 1944 to spring of 1945), then controlled Schevchenko. Apresyan, however, was very different. He was well educated and well liked for his easygoing temper and kindness, and for his skill as a linguist.


  In 1942, when Schevchenko reached New York City, he would have reported to Zarubin, but it seems unlikely he met many illegals operating there. Zarubin reported directly to Stalin at Moscow Center on both the atomic bomb and jet-power intelligence. Schevchenko would be Zarubin’s man for jets.4 That placed Schevchenko only two steps away from Stalin. Failure would surely be fatal.


  Schevchenko, who had not asked to be a spy, would have found Zarubin formidable and Zarubin would have thought Schevchenko unsuited to the role. Schevchenko would need a crash course in reality and a hard shock to drive his temperament in new and darker directions.


  The old-fashioned morality he had learned from his parents, he discovered, was to be reframed as sabotage to the conduct of his job. He was now in a land of enemies disguised as allies. He must trust no one and use friendship only as a tool. He must never befriend an enemy, except in appearance. Anything else could cost him everything, including his life. Schevchenko soon found himself living a nightmare under two death sentences. He had to kill the man he was—or risk death by not doing so.


  Schevchenko now had to assume all three of his real identities: NKVD officer, illegal spy, and legal employee of Amtorg—almost totally unlike the life path he had once planned. Among his new skills would be ruthless exploitation of an enemy’s weaknesses. He now understood how to use a lesson learned in Moscow.



   Do not mistake American patriotism for ideology. Few Americans understand their own founding principles. Capitalism makes wealth their highest virtue. Use money freely to motivate cooperation. They will mistake it for a sign of friendship. It will override weak scruples and overpower suspicions.




  Another lesson came from a message Akhmerov had once sent to Moscow Center.



   In the United States, the more you engage in all kinds of commercial and financial business, the more respect you command and the better your social position. Here a semi-literate businessman looks down on a professor.5




  Andrei also now knew he would never design or build the aircraft he had dreamed of. His life had become a tool in someone else’s hands.


  One lesson in spy craft remained, but this one he already knew verbatim. It was the technique called “the long seduction.” It was already ancient by the time twentieth-century Soviet spies adopted it. The method called for patience and flexibility, though the latter could be as risky as it was useful.


  Andrei should have been a natural at seduction. In his teens he had fancied himself a poet and tried out the life of a wandering troubadour. He trekked through the Russian Caucasus for two years and lived at a tsyganskiy lager, a gypsy camp. With stars in his eyes, he wrote a torrid romance novel about gypsy life and dashed off reams of love poetry to one particular woman. Then he learned that a man who makes love to a gypsy woman must without fail marry her. He barely escaped with his diary and his balalaika. Thus, he thought the art of seduction was safely behind him. But not necessarily so for Soviet spies in the 1940s.


  Schevchenko now saw seduction in a new light. Though it would have to be modified to succeed, it could be a tool of spy craft. It was akin to persuasion, but more powerful and possibly more dangerous. Seduction attracts its victim to new beliefs and daring acts to please the seducer. But if needed, coercion could lock it in. That corruption of the art, Schevchenko now knew, was one he might have to master. And Bell Aircraft was the place to find his targets.


  Schevchenko reviewed the detailed steps he had been taught. They turned an experience he had once thought romantic into a cold, mechanical system.


  

  	First Meeting. Have a respected party introduce you to a target, or meet the target “accidentally” in a cordial setting. Create rapport. Make the “First Date” in this meeting. For all encounters, remember:


  

  	Vinum amicus facit. (Wine makes friends.)


  	In vino veritas. (Wine reveals truth.)


  



  	First Date. Social contact only. Include a nonthreatening third person known to the target. Observe your target’s likes, dislikes, views, and any common interests you may find. Admire, don’t flatter. Plan a second date.



  	Second Date. Include the third person again. Nourish common interests with your target or find a common enemy.



  	Third Date. No third person this time. Probe interests more deeply, be a confidant. Reveal that target has something you want. Repeat these meetings until a strong bond forms.



  	Disconnect. Pull away. Make the target sense a loss and come looking for you.



  	Accept rapprochement at target’s request. Confirm a new, stronger friendship.



  	Make small asks that bend only some minor rules. Repeat until you can escalate to violations that can be easily justified or rationalized. Appeal to adventure, higher values, and so on. Reward with money, sex, drugs, praise, and the like.



  	Make the “Big Ask.” Promise bigger rewards.



  	Continue rewards if there are more events. Threaten withdrawal of rewards, blackmail, or deadly force if withdrawal or the possibility of betrayal are suspected.



  	Coercion can replace cooperation if necessary at this point. Make the threat credible and severe.



  


  This corruption of seduction troubled Andrei. But he also saw a way out of this emotional quandary.


  Andrei had come to the United States to fight for Russia, to defend his homeland from total destruction. That was the work of a soldier. In that, a spy was also a soldier as truly as anyone in his Red Army on a battlefield.


  In that moment, Andrei saw the possibility of spy craft as a noble work. He could keep his morality and ethics intact, merely locked away until better days. Andrei was, just then, reborn as a Soviet spy. Whether his sincerity could make up for missing skills, however, remained to be seen.


  



  CHAPTER SIX


  Seducing Leona


  Andrei Schevchenko focused his intentions on Leona Franey.1 Just before Christmas of 1943, Schevchenko asked Leona Franey for a list of engineering textbooks appropriate to a technical aeronautical library. Leona drew up a list of one hundred books available to the general public. She believed that Captain Ostrovsky delivered that list to the Soviet Embassy in Washington. Andrei thanked her with a small box of chocolates.2


  Seduction in the classical sense of romantic entanglement, however, was not part of Andrei’s strategy. Leona had a husband who Andrei thought could also be of use, so his seduction had to be a package deal. He planned to seduce them through friendship and money as he understood their roles in American society.


  Andrei ramped up his game in June of 1944 with lavish entertainments, big spending, and idyllic job prospects in the coming, postwar Soviet paradise. He asked for little in return at first, but a hint of escalation was soon to appear.
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  On the evening of June 6, 1944, FBI agents of the Buffalo field office, while engaged in routine surveillance, saw Schevchenko dining with a man and woman at Lorenzo’s Restaurant in Buffalo. That sighting interested the agents. At 9:05 p.m., after their dinner with Schevchenko, the agents followed the couple to a house on Niagara Road in Bergholtz (Wheatfield), New York. They noted that the house was near the Niagara Falls International Airport, perhaps a location with strategic interest to Schevchenko. The couple parked their car, a 1940 Buick coupe, New York license 1944, 4B 92-12, and entered their home. At that point, Joe and Leona Franey became people of interest to the FBI.


  About a month later, on Monday, July 10, Andrei made a social call at the Bell technical library. He wanted to talk to Leona about a dream job he envisioned for her future—a wonderful technical librarian job he would create just for her in Russia—but after the war was over, naturally. In fact, he saw such bright prospects ahead for her that he asked to share his vision with her husband.


  Two weeks later, on Wednesday, July 26, Schevchenko hosted the Franeys at another dinner at Lorenzo’s. He treated them to a sumptuous meal and cocktails at an exorbitant cost of fifteen dollars. He avoided business talk throughout the evening, except for one peculiar request. He asked Leona if her library had a copy of the Manufacturers Catalog published by the Carborundum Company in Niagara Falls. He said Russia was unable to get contracts with Carborundum and asked whether Leona knew any employees there. If she would just help him in this simple matter, he would be most grateful.


  Only five days later, Schevchenko hosted the Franeys for dinner again, this time at Louie’s Restaurant in Niagara Falls. On this occasion the Buffalo FBI agents caught them on film.3 Andrei laid out a more modest but still generous $7.50 for the evening’s outing.


  Feeling confident that he had now achieved something like a first and second
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  A Personal Note from Kay Haas


 
    If history were taught in the form of stories, it would never be forgotten.1

    —Rudyard Kipling




  They tried to kill me seven times.


  I didn’t really know if they were Soviet spies, American communists at their bidding, or the spy’s family bent on vendetta. But I do know the world of secret agents plays by deadly rules. As Larry Haas’s firstborn child, that birth order fact haunted me for the rest of my life. It was significant in the culture of my father’s enemies.


  My father2 had secrets that others wanted. His refusal to cooperate made me a pawn played for coercion and maybe for revenge.3 We spoke to no one about such things. The FBI wanted it kept quiet. While my father continued his own career, he worked with the Bureau, too, but always under that ongoing cover of silence.
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  In his secluded cabin in the hills of Western Pennsylvania, near the end of a life of audacious plans tangled with unintended consequences, my father made a dire forecast about the world as he had come to know it. He predicted that the conflict between the world’s greatest military powers—the Cold War between the United States and the USSR that had consumed most of his life—would not end in peace by the twenty-first century. Instead, the hostilities would move in ever more dangerous directions. He had watched the United States, the USSR, and other world powers wage proxy wars through opposing sides in regional wars. My father believed such wars merely shielded the superpower homelands from bloodshed on their own soil. The rest of the world would be their battleground—and booty for the victor.4


  So, this story, played out between two men and two great powers, is really two stories separated by fourteen seconds. That’s all the time it took for Andrei Ivanovich Schevchenko to utter his threat of vengeance. I became a means by which that threat was to be carried out. That made this my story, too, and I promised I would tell it. I am the last person alive who knows it.


  In his last hours, on November 27, 1989, I sat beside Dad’s bed with him and his wife of nearly twenty good years. In the fading twilight of that rainy Monday afternoon, as a cold autumn wind moaned among the treetops above his home, my father found a measure of comfort in proposing one last plan from his deathbed. It was no less audacious than all the others that had shaped his life.


  “It’s time to tell my story, Kay.” He left his life in my hands.

  
  I gave him my promise. And I kept it.
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  Early draft readers providing invaluable suggestions and critique included Walt’s son, Dr. William Pickut; daughter, Dr. Catherine Lamberton; sister, Marianne Sorensen-Sack; and local writer-journalist Bob Houston. Most writers have a “day job,” too, so special appreciation goes to Stacey Hannon, founder, owner, and publisher of the Jamestown Gazette, for adjusting the paper’s rhythms as Walt stepped back from editor to contributing editor to devote more time and energy to Larry Haas’s story.


  Thanks also go to attorneys Greg Peterson and Byron Bilicki at the inception of this project. Colleagues at the Author’s Guild (AG) and the American Society of Journalists and Authors (ASJA) have provided countless words of encouragement and resource suggestions for which we are grateful.


  Of special importance and with great personal satisfaction, we also thank ASJA for facilitating our introduction to John Willig, an outstanding agent with a sure hand on the rudder who steered us to Gene Brissie at Rowman & Littlefield, where his staff brought this entire project to life.


  And beyond thanks, Walt is grateful to his wife, Nancy, who with God’s help, discovered levels of patience and wisdom without which Walt could not have completed this adventure.
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