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Lebanon. For years we had been using our own officers and intelli-
gence officers from the Warsaw Pact to forge strong ties with Palestine
Liberation Organization leader Yassir Arafat. After receiving prelimi-
nary approval from Andropov, we instructed our Palestinian opera-
tives in Lebanon to begin tailing the CIA man, who was posted to the
U.S. embassy in Beirut as a military attaché. Our plan was to pay the
Palestinians to abduct the CIA agent and then, under duress but not
outright torture, to interrogate him. We would supply the Palestinians
with the list of questions, and we also planned to instruct them on
how they might recruit the American. The Palestinians were told that
they could threaten him with death but under no circumstances were
they to kill the man or physically torture him. From the start, it would
be a KGB job, though our fingerprints would not be on it.

The plan was set in motion. The Palestinians were constantly
watching the CIA officer and informed us they could pick him up at
any time. They had picked out a safe house in Beirut in which to de-
tain and question him. I then went to Boris Ivanov, my onetime sta-
tion chief in New York, who had since become first deputy chief of
intelligence.

“Everything’s ready,” I told him.

“T have to clear it,” Ivanov replied. “It’s a major operation. I have to
talk to Andropov.”

“Why talk to him again?” I argued. “I already have his written
permission.”

“It’s a delicate matter,” said Ivanov. “I have to ask him again.”

Ivanov telephoned Andropov, and we both spoke to him on a se-
cure Lubyanka line. I described the plot and said we were ready to
abduct the CIA agent.

“A kidnapping!” barked Andropov. “Are you crazy?”

“But you gave your permission,” I said.

“Maybe I did,” Andropov replied, “but I am against it now. We
shouldn’t do this kind of thing. What if your plan goes awry and
somehow the Americans find out about it? Are you going to start a
war? They would start kidnapping our people all around the world,
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and they’re better equipped for nabbing our people than we are for
kidnapping theirs. It will turn into a war of intelligence services. It will
do us no good whatsoever.”

“The Americans won’t find out,” I replied, still confident it would
have been a sanitized way to get our hands on a CIA officer and inter-
rogate him. “The Palestinians can pull it off. I know it.”

“No, I don’t trust these Palestinians,” said Andropov. “Don’t do it. I
forbid you.”

My one-minute phone conversation with Andropov wiped out six
months of planning and preparations.

Nearly a decade later, Iranian-backed Hezbollah terrorists kid-
napped the CIA station chief in Beirut, William Buckley. Under hor-
rible torture, they extracted from Buckley everything he knew about
CIA operations. The American died from the interrogation. By then I
was no longer involved in foreign operations, but I do not believe the
KGB had anything to do with Buckley’s abduction or torture, though
it is a virtual certainty that the transcript of Buckley’s interrogation
(the Hezbollah butchers recorded it) was eventually passed or sold to
the KGB for a handsome sum.

One of my last meetings with a U.S. intelligence agent took place in
1979 in Helsinki, which nearly rivaled Vienna as a stomping ground
for Soviet spies. To this day, I don’t know whether the American was
genuine or a CIA plant.

The man was a retired U.S. nuclear submarine captain, a volunteer
who had contacted one of our stations in Europe. In the beginning, he
looked too good to be true. Not only did he seem to have extensive
knowledge about the U.S. submarine fleet, but he claimed to be a con-
tract (part-time) worker for the CIA. As I often did when presented
with what looked like an intelligence prize, I decided to meet the man
in person to judge whether he was for real.

In the spring of 1979, I traveled to Helsinki to meet the American
naval officer. Though I was initially skeptical, I soon came to believe
that he was genuine. The American told me he had come to us be-
cause he wanted money, and because he was angered that, after his
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tour on the atomic submarine, he had not been promoted and trans-
ferred to naval headquarters in the Pentagon. His information was
good but not great. In several meetings in Helsinki over the course of
two days, the American told me in some detail about the operations
of the U.S. atomic submarine fleet and its activities against the USSR.
He provided me with no documentation, saying he no longer had ac-
cess to navy materials and that his contract work for the CIA had just
gotten under way. We paid him modestly, no more than $10,000 while
I was foreign counterintelligence chief.

I wanted the captain to land a permanent position with the CIA. At
the end of our meetings, I suggested that he write Admiral Stansfield
Turner, director of the CIA, and explain that he was a retired subma-
rine commander doing contract work for the CIA and seeking a full-
time position with the agency. The captain, who kept in touch with
us, later said through an intermediary that he had written the letter
but received no response.

I have my doubts about the American to this day. One of the great
challenges of counterintelligence lay in trying to figure out when a
volunteer was real and when he was doing the bidding of the CIA or
NATO. In the case of the captain and many other volunteers, I turned
their stories over and over in my mind, trying to divine the truth. It
was an exasperating—and thrilling—aspect of the job.

Regardless of who the American captain was, he left me with a
warm and memorable parting shot. One of our Finnish meetings
took place over lunch at a café in a remote, wooded area thirty-five
miles from Helsinki. At one point, the American asked me, “Did you
ever try real Scotch whiskey?”

“Well, yes,” I replied. I hesitated because I made it a point never to
engage Americans or Britons in a debate about their whiskeys; it was
their domain, just as surely as vodka was a Russian’s. “Have you ever
drunk Glenfiddich?” the American asked.

“No,” I replied. “T've never heard of it.”

“Oh, you haven’t!” he exclaimed. “Then you don’t know what real
whiskey is. I will send you a bottle or two through my case officer”
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A month later, my KGB subordinate who was handling the American
sent me a bottle of Glenfiddich via diplomatic pouch. I opened it and
was just about to take a sip when my intelligence paranoia set in. What
if he was working for the CIA? Would the Americans try to poison a
KGB general with a bottle of Scotch? No, I concluded; even we wouldn’t
do that. So I took a sip, and it went down like nectar. Within several
weeks, my colleagues and I had—a sip or two at a time—polished
off the lovely Scotch whiskey. Ever since I have been a devoted fan of
Glenfiddich.

Returning home from Finland that spring of 1979, I had an expe-
rience that, in retrospect, was a premonition of things to come. In the
late 1970s, running one of the KGB’s most important directorates, I
can honestly say that I loved my work. My job was always challenging,
placing me at the heart of the cold war competition between the So-
viet Union and the United States. I traveled the world, overseeing
counterintelligence operations, and when I was in Moscow, my KGB
work consumed me six or seven days a week. I strongly believed that
what I was doing was necessary and useful. I was not so blind that I
didn’t see how far we were falling behind the West, how corrupt the
upper reaches of the Communist Party were, and what a senile fool
Brezhnev had become. But I had not given up on my country, nor on
the idea that it could be reformed. The great illusions which had de-
termined my worldview since birth still stayed with me, tattered
though they might have been.

Traveling home on the Helsinki-Moscow train, I was in good spir-
its. Our long green train stopped at the Finnish border town of
Vainikala, where the sun shone warmly into my compartment. Shoots
of early grass were pushing through the ground beside the railroad
tracks. Suddenly, for no apparent reason, I was overcome by feelings
of sadness and foreboding. I looked out at the neat Finnish cottages
and my heart sank when I thought of crossing into Soviet territory at
Vyborg, a gray and gloomy town. The prospect of returning to
Moscow, where the media would be prattling on about five-year plans
and the triumph of socialism, made me ill. I felt that something bad
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lay ahead and, as will soon become clear, I was right. I had the disqui-
eting feeling that I was returning not to my homeland but to prison.
And I sensed that I would not be back in the West for a long while. I
was right about that too.

But I am getting ahead of my story.

Our struggle in foreign counterintelligence extended to penetrat-
ing the intelligence agencies of NATO countries, and to a lesser degree
the secret services in the Third World. Piecing together information
from CIA, NATO, and other sources, we were able to draw a fairly
comprehensive picture of U.S. and Western strategy and their activi-
ties against the USSR. Meanwhile, the CIA and NATO intelligence ser-
vices were doing the very same thing, and probably more successfully.
During my ten years in foreign counterintelligence, I frequently felt as
if I were participating in some sort of Great Game, in which a defec-
tion or intelligence leak from our side would put us behind, while in
the next breath a source like John Walker or David Henry Barnett
would appear and put us back in the running. It was a constant, dizzy-
ing to-and-fro, as we took a piece out of them and they took a piece
out of us. The whole frenzied scrum was obscured and complicated
by the layers of deception, the double agents, the maddening sense of
not knowing whom to trust. It was, in short, espionage, and when my
decade in foreign counterintelligence was finished, I felt we had done
our best to hold our own in a struggle that we were gradually and in-
exorably losing.

When I took over as head of foreign counterintelligence in 1973, the
extent of our penetration of NATO and other Western intelligence
agencies was impressive. Reading through files, talking to my subordi-
nates, and handling the day-to-day duties of the office, I realized that—
often thanks to spies who had come to us for ideological reasons in the
1930s and 1940s—we had an extensive and highly placed network of
agents in France, West Germany, Canada, Italy, and the Scandinavian
countries, among others. England, which in the heyday of the Magnifi-
cent Five had been a bulwark of our intelligence efforts, had slipped
badly following the unmasking of Oleg Lyalin and the expulsion of
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more than one hundred KGB officers and diplomats from London. But
our strength in other countries helped make up for that loss.

Even before I joined foreign counterintelligence I knew that we had
an impressive network of agents in France. I was nevertheless sur-
prised at the sheer number of high-ranking moles we had in French
intelligence, counterintelligence, and the military. During my time, we
boasted about a dozen excellent spies in France, most of them operat-
ing at the top rung of their agencies, firm believers in Communism
who first approached our people in France in the 1940s. Our officers
had discouraged them from joining the Communist Party in France
or in any way betraying their ideology. Then these moles and their
KGB handlers patiently waited as the Frenchmen rose to positions of
high responsibility in intelligence and the military. By the 1960s and
1970s, the French secret services and military leaked like a sieve; in-
deed, things were so bad that the Americans eventually stopped trust-
ing the French with secrets of any kind.

Some of these French moles were uncovered. One of the most no-
torious was Georges Pacques, who worked at the French general staff
and at NATO headquarters in Paris (NATO was located in Paris until
the French severed their ties with the organization in 1966) and who
supplied the KGB with NATO?s battle plans for Western Europe. But
many more French Communist agents were never discovered. Most
were in their fifties and sixties by the time I became foreign counter-
intelligence chief, and undoubtedly they had retired by the time the
Soviet Union collapsed in 1991.

I traveled to Paris in the mid-1970s to meet one of our top agents
in French counterintelligence (DST), who had begun working for us
in 1946. We smuggled him into our embassy in the Soviet ambas-
sador’s car, its windows darkened. The French officer arrived in the
early evening, and he and I talked until dawn. My purpose was not
solely to debrief the man, who had been working for us for decades
and was a tried-and-true agent. We thought he would enjoy meeting
the head of Soviet foreign counterintelligence, and mainly I praised
him for the help he had provided us over the years. I also questioned
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him at length about the activities of French intelligence—what oper-
ations they were running against us, which double agents they em-
ployed, and how the French were working with the CIA.

In addition, we talked at length about information he had picked
up from CIA sources that the Americans had a high-level spy in the
KGB or Soviet military intelligence (GRU). I got the distinct impres-
sion from the Frenchman that the mole was in the GRU, and years
later I would be proven right when our sources in the CIA and the FBI
gave us information that led to the arrest of GRU General Nikolai
Polyakov. The GRU man had been spying for the Americans for fif-
teen years, passing on key information on Soviet military strategy. He
was executed in 1986.

At the time, the Frenchman’s information touched off a major in-
vestigation that produced damaging information on several top GRU
officials, though none was the real culprit. Looking for an unidenti-
fied mole is like looking for a needle in a haystack, but using the
Frenchman’s scant information we tried to check out likely KGB and
GRU collaborators. If we suspected someone, we would tap his
phone, place him under physical surveillance, insert an agent into his
department, and check out his friends and acquaintances. Our inves-
tigation showed, for example, that a GRU station chief (a general) in
a major Far Eastern country was a homosexual. He was dismissed on
the grounds that he was a security risk. Several other GRU and KGB
officers were dismissed when our taps showed that they were talking
too freely about top secret operations.

My meeting with the French intelligence man in Paris was a mem-
orable one, and we drank, ate, and talked until the sun came up. To-
ward the end of our conversation, the Frenchman pulled out a pistol
and told me, “If something happens to me, I always have this.”

“Nothing is going to happen to you,” I assured him, for indeed he
and others like him had been operating with near impunity for a
long time.

While in Paris, I met with one of our key officers there, who shall
be known only as Evgeny. He was officially working for UNESCO in
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Paris, but in fact Evgeny was our main handler of the moles inside
French intelligence. He traveled around the French capital with ease
and impunity, meeting his French sources and collecting crucial in-
formation for the KGB. Evgeny, a devastatingly handsome man, was
eventually made a KGB general as a result of his excellent work with
the French spies.

We had so deeply infiltrated French intelligence that we were able
to see clearly just how ineffectual that agency was. The French had a
network of scores of agents worldwide, including such cities as New
York and London, but there was little evidence that the French spies
accomplished much. Without doubt, French intelligence was the
weakest and most wasteful of all the hostile secret services we faced.
French counterintelligence was hardly better. We had full access to
their innermost secrets.

Our penetration of the intelligence services in Scandinavia has
been widely reported, especially our close links with Finnish Presi-
dent Urho Kekkonen, who held office from 1956 to 1981. Kekkonen
was a kind of agent of ours, in the sense that he met regularly with a
KGB case officer and listened closely to our advice on a wide range
of issues. But there was a strange paradox in our relations with the
Finns: even though the top levels of Finnish government were rid-
dled with Soviet agents, these very same moles often were Finnish
patriots who would help us when they thought it was in Finland’s
interest, but wouldn’t hesitate to snub us if they thought it neces-
sary. While I was in foreign counterintelligence, the Finns on several
occasions expelled KGB officers they thought had acted too boldly
in recruiting one of their countrymen or an American. Once, when
our people from intelligence were boasting at a meeting about our
deep penetration in Finland, I responded, “What kind of agents do
we have there if they don’t let us work aggressively against the U.S.
embassy in Helsinki? Real agents would help our work, and the
Finns don’t do that”

The truth was that the tiny Finnish nation had to walk a fine line in
its relations with the Soviet giant next door, and Finnish leaders did a
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skillful job of catering to our desires while at the same time maintain-
ing their country’s independence.

We had good sources in Sweden and Norway, as some Scandina-
vians came to work for us because they were committed socialists. In
the mid-1970s, I traveled to Vienna to meet a top Swedish police offi-
cial who was working for us and—as it turns out—several other in-
telligence agencies. I paid him $10,000 for providing us with Swedish
police and Foreign Office documents. He was later imprisoned on
charges unrelated to the spying he did for the KGB.

The KGB also had excellent sources in Australia and Canada, in-
cluding a valuable mole in Royal Canadian Mounted Police counter-
intelligence. We had productive moles in Australian intelligence who
passed us documents from the CIA and British intelligence, as well as
providing us with information on subjects as varied as the peace
movement and the Australian military.

One of the more outlandish episodes in the KGB’s European oper-
ations during my tenure occurred in the mid-1970s in Portugal, not
long after the overthrow of the Salazar dictatorship. The Portuguese
Communist Party was the third largest in Europe (after those of Italy
and France), and in the mid- to late 1970s socialism and Communism
enjoyed wide support in Portugal. Indeed, we had agents throughout
the Portuguese intelligence service, and in the chaos that followed the
socialist revolution that overthrew Salazar, our agents came up with a
bold stroke. One night, with the help of moles and sympathizers in-
side the security apparatus, Portuguese working for the KGB drove a
truck to the Security Ministry and hauled away a mountain of classi-
fied intelligence data, including lists of secret police agents working
for the Salazar regime. The truckload of documents was delivered to
our embassy in Lisbon, then sent by plane to Moscow, where analysts
spent months poring over the papers. Portugal was a member of
NATO, and there was some material of limited interest on American
military operations in Europe. But the really valuable material was the
list of the thousands of agents and informers who worked for the
Salazar dictatorship. Our officers later used this information to force
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some of these agents to work for us. In the history of cold war intelli-
gence coups, the Portuguese operation was not a signal achievement.
But for the sheer audacity of making off with a truckload of material
right out of the Security Ministry, it had few rivals. In the 1990s, I
traveled to Portugal, where the Portuguese authorities treated me in a
most cordial manner, taking me around the country, entertaining lav-
ishly, encouraging me to speak to different groups of people. I was in-
terviewed by major national media and did not mince words about
the role of the Portuguese Communist Party in providing generous
support for Soviet intelligence operations. I was immediately de-
nounced by Alvaro Cunbhal, the Party leader, as a liar and a traitor.
Speaking the next day on national television, I did not respond to
Cunhal’s accusations. I repeated what I had been saying over and over
again: “The Communist Party of Portugal is our best and most loyal
ally in Europe, and as a citizen and a Communist Party member of the
former USSR I can only be grateful to them.”

As for NATO’s strongest European power, West Germany, we also
had access to huge quantities of intelligence, and virtually without
lifting a finger. The East German foreign intelligence agency, headed
by the brilliant Markus Wolf, had so deeply penetrated the West Ger-
man government, military, and secret services that about all we had to
do was lie back and stay out of Wolf’s way. KGB intelligence naturally
had close ties with the secret services of all of the “fraternal countries”
of Eastern Europe, though none would be as fruitful as our relation-
ship with East Germany and Wolf. In my seven years as head of for-
eign counterintelligence, I would spend a great deal of time working
with and visiting my counterparts in the Warsaw Pact countries. Our
Communist colleagues provided us with some invaluable help in our
fight against the U.S. and NATO powers. My Eastern European col-
leagues also showed me some of the finest hospitality and hunting I
encountered in all my years in the KGB.

Shortly after taking over foreign counterintelligence in 1973, I made
my first trip to Berlin and met Wolf, a tall, dark-haired man with a hu-
morous glint in his eyes. We had a lengthy talk in his office, followed by
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a lunch at East German intelligence headquarters with his deputies.
Later, Wolf arranged a banquet for us at the KGB’s residency in Karls-
horst. Wolf immediately struck me as the most capable and shrewd of
all the intelligence professionals I had known; his skill and expertise put
someone like Kryuchkov, our intelligence chief, to shame. When I first
met Wolf, I sensed that he and some of his deputies were skeptical of
this young Soviet intelligence officer, perhaps fearing I was not a true
enough believer in Communism. But I broke the ice with them when,
at our first lunch, I proposed a toast and recalled Stalin’s words that the
creation of an East German state “was a turning point in the history of
Europe, and the existence of a peace-loving, democratic Germany be-
side the peace-loving Soviet Union rules out a new war on the Euro-
pean Continent.” As I sat down after the toast, Wolf looked pleased, and
one of his deputies said something about me being a member of a “new
generation” of Soviets. I don’t know whether the deputy was referring
to my age or whether he had in mind that I was one of a new genera-
tion of Stalinists. My toast wasn’t just empty words: I truly believed then
that if the Soviet Union and East Germany worked closely together,
there was a chance that a united, socialist Germany might emerge one
day. In that case, the USSR and Germany would dominate Europe. My
bitterness over our invasion of Czechoslovakia had diminished, and in
1973 I still had faith in our system. I was focusing all my energy on one
goal: our struggle with the United States and the West.

Wolf had created a model intelligence agency that had achieved
spectacular results. His greatest coup was the selection and training of
East German agents who moved to West Germany and penetrated the
highest levels of the West German government. Wolf’s task was made
easier by the fact that he was using Germans to infiltrate opposing
German security structures. Yet despite that advantage, the East Ger-
man’s achievements still looked dazzling. Hundreds of East German
agents penetrated the West German government and military at the
height of the cold war. The most famous was Giinther Guillaume, who
became one of West German Chancellor Willy Brandt’s most trusted
aides and passed reams of material to East German intelligence.
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Wolf also masterminded the technique of using East German ille-
gals to seduce single, middle-aged West German women who worked
in government agencies such as the Foreign Office. These “Red
Casanovas,” as they came to be called, provided Wolf (and us) with
valuable material on NATO, among other things. I remember sitting
in my office in Moscow and reading with awe, and amusement, the
field reports of some of the East German intelligence gigolos. These
agents not only described the intelligence information they were re-
ceiving from the West German women, but they also, in typically Teu-
tonic, detailed fashion, described their sexual encounters. The
accounts read like pornography, and I found myself sympathizing
with some of the married agents who described the disgust they felt at
having to make love to unattractive older women.

The most successful Red Casanova had managed to seduce a
woman fifteen years his senior who worked for one of the top men in
West German intelligence. He wined and dined her and gave her ex-
pensive gifts. Inevitably, the time came to sleep with her. In the re-
ports I read, the East German agent described the wild passion of this
sex-starved woman. In pornographic detail he talked about their oral
sex sessions, about the moans and groans she made in bed, and about
how hard it was becoming for him to maintain an erection with his
Friulein. He posed as a nationalistic, anti-Communist West German
businessman, and broached the subject of acquiring intelligence ma-
terial by claiming he was worried that the West German government
was angling to make peace with East Germany. Arguing that patriotic
German groups needed to know what was going on inside their gov-
ernment, he persuaded his lover to begin passing him materials from
West German intelligence.

We had an extraordinarily close relationship with Wolf and the
East Germans, though it was not without tension. Nowhere in the
world did the KGB have an operation like that in East Germany. In
East Berlin alone, our station numbered some 450 officers; dozens
more were scattered about East Germany’s provinces. (Most Eastern
European countries only had about fifteen to twenty KGB officers.)
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Our East Berlin station acquired the status of a regular KGB direc-
torate, and the station chief assumed the rank of a deputy chief of In-
telligence. For KGB officers, particularly those who had been expelled
from Western countries for spying, East Berlin was a plum assign-
ment, offering regular trips to West Berlin and a salary that was paid
partly in hard currency.

Toward the end of my time in foreign counterintelligence, there
were growing complaints from some East German politicians that the
KGB presence in their country, particularly in the provinces, was too
large. We made contingency plans to move some of our agents into
less conspicuous positions, with joint ventures and trade missions, for
example. But the East German leadership never pressed the point, and
large numbers of agents remained in the country. Our relationship
with the East Germans was a complex one in which they helped us a
great deal but never played the role of subservient junior partner. We
could never dictate to the East Germans, as we did with such Warsaw
Pact countries as Bulgaria. Nor did the leaders of East Germany’s se-
curity services bow and scrape in front of their Moscow colleagues. I
met East German security minister Erich Mielke on several occasions,
and he was self-assured to the point of arrogance. Once, at a party at
the East German embassy in Moscow, the stout, hard-drinking Mielke
carried on in a boisterous manner, seemingly unintimidated by the
presence of KGB chief Andropov and other members of the Politburo.
Clearly Mielke, the second-ranking East German official after Erich
Honecker, had been seduced by the dictatorial powers that he and
Honecker possessed.

Whenever possible, we did what we could to help the East Ger-
mans, since they were always doing far more for us than we for them.
We came to Wolf’s aid in 1978, when an informer betrayed several
East German intelligence agents living in West Germany. Two of
Wolf’s agents took refuge in the Soviet embassy in Bonn and two in
our military mission in Wiesbaden, West Germany. Our problem was
how to get them out of West Germany, where they were wanted for es-
pionage, and back to East Berlin.
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In Moscow, I argued strenuously that the only way to extricate the
four was to give them fake Soviet diplomatic passports and smuggle
them out of West Germany in cars with USSR diplomatic license
plates. Others at KGB headquarters in Moscow retorted that there
would be a major scandal if we were caught smuggling East German
spies out of West Germany using phony Soviet passports. The KGB
station chief in Bonn agreed, contending that the four should surrep-
titiously be allowed to abscond from the embassy and the military
mission and then find their way back to East Germany on their own.

“That won’t do,” I said to the station chief over a secure line. “The
East Germans have confidence in us. They give us all the intelligence
secrets they get. We must help their people. We have no right to aban-
don them.”

I pressed my case, and eventually Andropov agreed, saying it was
highly unlikely that the West Germans would stop a Soviet diplomatic
vehicle. So our technical people counterfeited four Soviet passports
for the East Germans, sent the documents to our embassy and mili-
tary mission in West Germany, and in a matter of days Wolf’s agents
were joyfully embracing their colleagues on the East German border.

The one East German activity that made my superiors at KGB head-
quarters squirm was its support of international terrorists, such as the
infamous Carlos. We knew full well that a wide variety of terrorists—
including those from the PLO, the Italian Red Brigades, and the West
German Baader-Meinhof gang—were receiving refuge and support in
East Germany. I didn’t know of any actual incidents in which the East
Germans trained such terrorists or helped them carry out specific
terrorist attacks, but I realized that Wolf and his agency were doing
more than providing R&R for these international outlaws. My superi-
ors in Moscow viewed this East German “hospitality” more as a sign of
solidarity with forces struggling against world imperialism. But the
fact remained that none of us delved too deeply into what the East
Germans were doing with these unsavory characters.

Carlos, responsible for some of the most heinous Middle Eastern
terrorist acts in the 1970s and 1980s, came to the Soviet Union twice
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while I was in charge of foreign counterintelligence. On both occa-
sions, I was notified that he had applied for a Soviet visa at one of our
consulates in Fastern Europe. We gave him permission to come to
Moscow, where he had been a student at Patrice Lumumba University
in the 1960s, but kept him under close surveillance. When he arrived
on his first visit, our officers met him at Sheremetyevo Airport and
took him to his hotel, where he was questioned extensively about his
trip to the USSR. He claimed that he was in the Soviet capital to visit
old friends for a few weeks, and our tight surveillance of him turned
up nothing that contradicted his assertion. In fact, our surveillance
officers were astounded that this infamous international criminal
would turn out to be such a playboy; he seemed to spend most of his
time in Moscow at parties, and our agents marveled at the number of
women Carlos courted in the Soviet capital. After a couple of weeks
Carlos left without incident. In 1976, knowing that we could not re-
main forever immune from the growing terrorist threat, on An-
dropov’s instruction, I formed a small unit to do research on the
world’s leading terrorists and terrorist organizations. Using published
Western documents as well as our own extensive network of sources
in Eastern Europe, the Middle East, and other regions, we compiled a
handbook identifying more than two thousand international terror-
ists. The book was sent to all Soviet border posts in an effort to stop
terrorists from entering the USSR.

In addition, our officers in Eastern Europe set out to discover how
involved our socialist neighbors were in sponsoring international ter-
rorism. We learned that not only East Germany, but Yugoslavia,
Czechoslovakia, and Romania were giving support to a variety of ter-
rorist groups. The Romanians were supplying terrorists with training
and weaponry, and the Czechs were selling them large quantities of
light weapons and plastic explosives. We discussed penetrating these
terrorist organizations, but backed off, fearing that we could end up
being accused of participating in terrorist acts. Andropov even once
suggested that we attempt to penetrate the Mafia. He must have seen
The Godfather. “Why don’t we try to use Mafia to recruit Americans of
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Italian origin?” he asked. It wasn’t a bad idea, but we pointed out that
an international scandal would arise if it ever became known that we
had anything to do with Italian organized crime.

“You’re probably right, but you should look into it,” said Andropov.
“There is a risk involved, but you have to keep an eye on all these
groups. We can’t let them grow without our knowledge.”

As close as we were to Markus Wolf and East German intelligence,
we had an even tighter relationship with the secret services of Bul-
garia. That Eastern European country, headed by Todor Zhivkov, was
so firmly bound to the USSR that people in both countries referred to
Bulgaria as the sixteenth Soviet republic. The Bulgarian Interior Min-
istry was little more than a branch of the KGB. Our station chief in
Sofia for many years, General Ivan Savchenko, virtually ran Bulgaria’s
secret services; no general in Bulgarian intelligence or in the Interior
Ministry dared do anything of consequence without first picking up
the telephone and checking with Savchenko.

I went to Bulgaria on numerous occasions in the 1970s, and the
trips usually turned out to be more pleasure than work, thanks to the
Bulgarians’ legendary hospitality. Compared to East Germany, Bul-
garia was of little intelligence interest to us, though the Bulgarians did
give us some useful information about Greece, Turkey, and the south-
ern front of NATO. At our urging, the Bulgarians also worked aggres-
sively in their Black Sea resorts and in the port of Varna to recruit
foreigners. Shortly before I left for Leningrad in 1980, Bulgarian intel-
ligence agents struck up a relationship with a young West German
woman who was the wife of a West German legislator. Her husband
also served on the legislature’s security committee, and the Bulgarians
kept in touch with her after the couple returned to Germany. I never
found out whether the relationship bore fruit.

Mostly what I remember about Bulgaria is being squired around in
chauffeured limousines to the country’s beautiful mountains and
beaches, where, sometimes accompanied by my wife, I was treated like
a pasha. I never encountered hospitality like it, before or since. The Bul-
garians drowned us in their delicious wines. They laid out enormous
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feasts at the finest Communist Party retreats. They put on hunts for
deer, duck, and pheasant at the game preserves reserved for President
Zhivkov and the Bulgarian elite. On several occasions, their desire to
please their elder Slavic brothers reached absurd proportions.

Once, on a bird shoot with some officers from the Interior Min-
istry, a Bulgarian gamekeeper walked up to our party carrying a large
sack. He dumped the contents on the ground, and out scrambled a
dozen barely fledged pheasants. The dazed birds scampered a few
yards away and hid in a cornfield.

“Go ahead, shoot!” said one of my hosts, flashing me a proud
smile.

It was clear that my Bulgarian colleagues were so bent on showing
me a good time that they wanted to spare me the embarrassment of a
missed shot. But I could hardly execute these young birds as they
crouched in terror on the ground. My hosts tried to kick a few of the
pheasants up, but to no avail. I scared up one young bird, and he fran-
tically beat his wings but only managed to get off the ground for a few
seconds before dropping back to earth. The Bulgarians were eagerly
watching me; if I declined to shoot these adolescent pheasants, I
would deeply offend my hosts. So I took aim at one of the poor crea-
tures on the ground and pulled the trigger. The Bulgarians seemed re-
lieved. It was the last young bird I shot that day.

On another occasion, this time during a deer hunt, I once again
ran into all-consuming Bulgarian hospitality. A group of beaters had
driven a deer out of a patch of woods, and my Bulgarian host and I
stood in a clearing, ready to down the animal. The deer bounded out
of the forest and paused for a second. I raised my gun and was
preparing to fire when my host said, “Oleg, give me your gun. I’ll
shoot him for you.”

“No,” I replied. “I didn’t come all this way to let you do all the work.”

“No,” the Bulgarian insisted. “I’ll shoot him for you. What if you
miss!”

“I don’t care if I miss!” I barked back, the two of us nearly wrestling
for the gun.
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By the time I fended off my host and was ready to fire, the deer was
long gone.

All my memories of Bulgaria and the Bulgarians are not so amus-
ing, however. Another kind of hunt, this one for a human being,
turned out to be the most infamous example of cooperation between
our two intelligence services and the blackest mark on my career.

2
<>

In all my years in the KGB, I have only once been involved in what we
call in the business a “wet job,” an assassination. It occurred in 1978,
and though I didn’t have a pivotal role in the killing, I nevertheless did
not try to talk my superiors out of the plot to kill the Bulgarian dissi-
dent Georgi Markov.

The case first came to my attention in early 1978. Kryuchkov, our
intelligence chief, had just received an urgent cable from General
Stoyanov, the Bulgarian minister of the interior. The Bulgarian had a
blunt request: He wanted the KGB’s help in carrying out President
Zhivkov’s express order to liquidate Georgi Markov. Unquestionably,
Andropov had to approve the plan, and Kryuchkov asked me to ac-
company him to a meeting with the KGB chairman.

I had heard about Markov from my colleagues in Bulgarian intelli-
gence. He was a former close associate of Zhivkov’s who had turned
against Communists, fled to England, and was beaming back strong
criticism of the regime to Bulgaria through his position with the Bul-
garian radio service of the BBC. During my most recent visit to Bul-
garia, my colleagues there had repeatedly mentioned what a nuisance
Markov had become.

“He lives in London and slanders Comrade Zhivkov,” one Bulgarian
intelligence officer told me. “Our people are very unhappy about him.”

The Bulgarian request to murder Markov was raised in Andropov’s
spacious, wood-paneled office in Lubyanka. Those attending the
meeting were Andropov, Kryuchkov, Vice Admiral Mikhail Usatov
(first chief deputy for intelligence), and myself. After discussing sev-
eral unrelated matters, Kryuchkov spoke up.
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“We have a request from the Bulgarian Interior Minister Stoyanov
that we help them with one of the opponents of the regime who lives
in London, the writer Markov,” Kryuchkov said. “They want us to
help them in the physical removal of Markov. This request was made
by Comrade Stoyanov, but it comes from President Zhivkov himself.”

We sat in silence for a few seconds. I will never forget the tidy eu-
phemism Kryuchkov used for Markov’s assassination: “physical re-
moval,” fizicheskoye ustraneniye in Russian. I felt a chill go down my
spine and thought to myself, To hell with these Bulgarians. Let them
do whatever they want to their political opponents. Why are they
dragging us into this mess?

Andropov also was taken aback. He got up from his desk and
started nervously pacing back and forth. The chairman seemed lost in
thought for a few seconds, then said, “T am against political assassina-
tions. I don’t think it’s the right way to deal with these problems. The
time when this sort of thing could be done with impunity is past. We
can’t revert to the old ways. I am really against it.”

Again there was silence, save for the faint hum of traffic in
Dzerzhinsky Square. Finally Kryuchkov spoke again.

“But Comrade Andropov,” said Kryuchkov (who would later lead
the 1991 coup against Gorbachev). “It’'s Comrade Zhivkov’s personal
request. If we deny him our assistance, Zhivkov may think that Com-
rade Stoyanov has fallen out of favor with us or maybe that his own
reputation in the eyes of the Soviet people has been tarnished. Com-
rade Zhivkov may interpret it as a sign that we are distancing our-
selves from him. I repeat: this is a personal request from Zhivkov. We
have to deal with the problem somehow.”

Andropov continued pacing around the room.

“All right, all right,” he said, stopping suddenly. “But there is to be
no direct participation on our part. Give the Bulgarians whatever they
need, show them how to use it, and send someone to Sofia to train
their people. But that’s all. No direct involvement. I won’t permit any
more than that.”
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Kryuchkov nodded in agreement. I listened and watched without
saying a word.

Over the next half year, using the “talents” of KGB scientists
schooled in the art of poisoning and other methods of murder, we
and the Bulgarians stumbled toward the assassination of Markov. It
was a wrenching trial-and-error process, right out of the pages of the
blackest comedy. But in the end, even the Soviets and the Bulgarians
couldn’t screw it up: we got our man.

When Kryuchkov and I returned to Yasenevo, the intelligence chief
set the plot in motion. “Well, what shall we do about this?” Kryuchkov
asked me as we settled into his office at Yasenevo. Unfortunately I
knew the answer.

“Sergei Golubev deals with problems like this,” I replied.

Golubev was summoned to Kryuchkov’s office and ordered to con-
tact the operational and technical directorate, the successor to the top
secret Kamera created by Joseph Stalin. The directorate had a labora-
tory that invented new ways of killing people, from poisons that could
be slipped into drinks to gels that could be rubbed on a person to in-
duce a heart attack. A KGB agent rubbed just such a substance on
Alexander Solzhenitsyn in a store in Russia in the early 1970s, making
him violently ill but not killing him. That was the handiwork of the
operational and technical directorate, and they would be in charge of
coming up with a solution to Zhivkov’s problem: finding a way of
“physically removing” Markov without leaving a trace of what
brought about his death. The more it looked like a heart attack, the
better. Even a despot like Zhivkov didn’t have the stomach to shoot
someone in the head on a London street.

Sergei Golubev was in charge of security for the intelligence direc-
torate, and part of his job description included carrying out “wet jobs”
(the term has obvious roots: killing people is messy). By the late 1970s,
the KGB had virtually stopped pulling off wet jobs, but Golubev—a
quiet, dour man—still had a unit of a half dozen men whose job it was
to try to locate KGB defectors. So Golubev, working with Laboratory
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12 of the operational and technical directorate, was the perfect man to
help the Bulgarians get rid of Markov.

After consulting with our scientists, Golubev and an assistant, Yuri
Surov (head of the search team for KGB traitors), flew to Sofia. There
Golubev described to the Bulgarians three main ways of liquidating
Markov silently: the poison gel, poisoning his food, or shooting him
with a poison pellet.

The Bulgarians at first liked the idea of the poison gel, and consid-
ered rubbing it on the handle of Markov’s car door, but dropped the
idea when they realized they could just as easily kill Markov’s girl-
friend as Markov himself. The Bulgarians weren’t so much concerned
about accidentally wiping out the girlfriend as they were about scar-
ing off Markov.

Our Bulgarian allies then learned that Markov was planning to va-
cation at a seaside resort in Italy. They hatched a plan to follow him
there and have an agent “accidentally” bump into him on the beach
and smear him with the poison gel. But this plot was scrapped be-
cause the weather was cold and the beach was half empty, Markov was
clothed, and the agent couldn’t figure out a way to rub gel on the vic-
tim inconspicuously on a deserted beach.

Yet another plan was discussed by the Bulgarians, this one to poi-
son Markov’s food during a trip to Germany. A Bulgarian agent did
follow the dissident to Germany but, for reasons that were unclear,
could not pull off the poisoning.

What had looked like a simple plot to kill an unarmed dissident was
turning into a comedy of errors. In the summer of 1978, the head of Bul-
garian foreign counterintelligence, General Todorov, suggested we come
up with a new way to kill Markov. Todorov and Golubev decided that
the best way was by shooting Markov with a tiny poison pellet, no bigger
than the head of a pin. The poison to be used was ricin, an extraordi-
narily toxic substance made from castor oil seeds. I can’t imagine how in
the world our scientists ever figured out that castor oil seeds could be
turned into a deadly poison; I suppose that’s what they were paid to do
as they worked feverishly, year after year, in their top secret KGB lab.
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Golubev returned to Sofia with the ricin pellets. One was shot into
a horse, which died. The Bulgarians then decided to try out the ricin
on a human being. The unfortunate victim was a Bulgarian prisoner
who had been sentenced to death. As Golubev later explained it, an
officer from the Bulgarian Interior Ministry approached the prisoner
with an umbrella, the tip of which our scientists had converted into a
gun that would silently shoot the ricin pellet into its victim. The offi-
cer shot the poor prisoner with the umbrella, and the fellow yelped as
if stung by a bee. Apparently he was hysterical, realizing that his death
sentence had just been carried out in a most unusual manner. But the
poison wasn’t released from the pellet, and the prisoner remained in
good health.

Golubev returned to Moscow with the disconcerting news of this
failed attempt. Our laboratory went back to work on the ricin pellet,
assuring Golubev and the Bulgarians that it would work.

In September 1978, a Bulgarian agent hunted down Markov in Lon-
don. The agent approached the handsome, gray-haired Markov on
Waterloo Bridge, prodded him with an umbrella on the right thigh,
then apologized and walked off. As he was dying in a hospital on Sep-
tember 11, Markov told doctors of the incident on the bridge. But doc-
tors couldn’t immediately determine the cause of Markov’s death, and
it wasn’t until news of his strange demise spread that the Bulgarian
exile community began to piece together what had happened.

A few weeks before Markov’s death, a Bulgarian defector in Paris,
Vladimir Kostov, had felt a sting while riding the Metro and had seen
a man with an umbrella standing close to him. After hearing of
Markov’s death, Kostov alerted officials in London that Markov
might have been the victim of an assassination attempt. A month
after the attack on Kostov, French doctors extracted an intact ricin
pellet from his body; he had been saved either because the poison had
been ineffective or had not been released. Officials in London then
exhumed Markov’s body, and an autopsy showed a tiny pellet lodged
in a small wound in his right thigh. By the time of the autopsy, the
ricin had decomposed.



208 SPYMASTER

Though Bulgarian exiles were sure that Zhivkov was behind the as-
sassination of Markov and the attempted assassination of Kostov, no
one could prove the involvement of the Communist dictator and the
KGB. I felt sick when I heard of Markov’s assassination, and few of us
in foreign counterintelligence said much about the killing.

Returning to Bulgaria shortly after the Markov affair, I met Interior
Minister Stoyanov, who gave me an expensive Browning hunting rifle
with a brass plaque on the stock that read: “From Minister Stoyanov
to General Kalugin.” Though he did not specify the reason, I under-
stood Stoyanov had given the gun to me in appreciation for the help
we rendered his agency in “physically removing” Markov. Every time I
looked at the rifle I was reminded of the Markov affair, and eventually
I stuck it in a closet. Several years ago I pulled the plaque off the stock
and sold the gun.

The truth about Markov’s murder began to emerge after the fall of
Communist regimes in Eastern Europe in 1989 and the arrest of
Zhivkov. In 1990, I became the first person to publicly divulge details
of the plot. In 1992, two years after I had publicly broken with the
KGB, the Bulgarian embassy in Moscow telephoned and invited me to
come speak with them. Embassy officials informed me that Bulgaria’s
new leader, President Zhelev, wanted me to come to Bulgaria as his
personal guest to tell investigators what I knew about Markov’s assas-
sination. I readily agreed, in part to assuage my conscience but also to
continue my task of exposing the inner workings of the KGB. Before I
flew to Sofia, Yevgeny Primakov, the new head of Russian intelligence,
telephoned me and asked why I was going to Bulgaria. I told him that
President Zhelev had invited me.

“Are you going to say anything about Markov’s case?” Primakov
asked.

“If they ask me, I will,” I replied.

“What are you going to say?” Primakov inquired.

“The same as I have said about the case publicly before,” I replied.

I couldn’t understand why Primakov, who was appointed by Presi-
dent Yeltsin, seemed so concerned. The plot against Markov occurred
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well before his time and Primakov bore no responsibility. I told him
that the best thing he could do was to call a press conference and an-
nounce, “This did happen under a previous regime, this is how it hap-
pened, and it will not happen again.”

I felt uneasy as I flew into Sofia but was overwhelmed by the warm
reception I received from the president and vice president. I spent sev-
eral days testifying in closed session before the Bulgarian prosecutor’s
office. I supplied them with as many details as I could remember, in-
cluding the names of all the Russians and Bulgarians I knew to be in-
volved in the Markov assassination. Later I held a press conference for
Bulgarian and foreign correspondents. I appeared on Bulgarian TV to
talk about the Markov murder. By the end of my week there, I was
being recognized on the street and treated as a national hero. Several
people stopped me in downtown Sofia and gave me presents. Others
asked for my autograph. I even met Markov’s brother, who had flown
in from London to confer with the prosecutor and talk to me. Meet-
ing the brother, I felt awkward and ashamed. But he too was gracious
enough to forgive me, and like most Bulgarians he was more inter-
ested in finding out which of his countrymen was involved in the as-
sassination of his brother.

I told Markov’s brother I was sorry about what had happened, and
he replied, “No, Mr. Kalugin, I want to thank you for what you have
disclosed.”

His gratitude made me uneasy; I certainly didn’t deserve it.

Though Bulgarian officials know the identities of all the people
involved in the murder of Markov, they have yet to bring anyone to
trial.

Fifteen years after the assassination, the Markov affair would come
back to haunt me as British authorities tried to charge me with con-
spiracy to kill the Bulgarian.

On October 30, 1993, 1 flew into London to participate in a BBC
Panorama program about British intelligence. I first had an inkling
something was wrong when an immigration officer at Heathrow Air-
port dallied over my passport, then instructed me to sit in a nearby
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waiting area. Nearly an hour passed, and then a man in plain clothes
approached me and said, “I am from Scotland Yard’s Counterterror-
ism Unit and you are under arrest on charges of conspiracy to com-
mit murder.”

I was floored. “What are you talking about!” I protested, but the
man instructed me to follow him to a nearby room where two more
men were waiting.

“You must come with us on charges of conspiring to murder Mr.
Markov,” said one of the men, and with that they handcuffed me and
led me down darkened corridors to a waiting car.

The policemen drove me to the Belgravia Police Station in central
London, where I was stripped to my underwear, searched, and had my
possessions confiscated. One of the officers even took a look inside
my underpants.

“What are you looking for—explosives between my legs?” I asked.
By now, my earlier disorientation had turned to cold anger.

“Mr. Kalugin,” said the Scotland Yard detective. “You are a profes-
sional. Am I doing anything improper?”

“No, you are not,” I told him. “Go ahead.”

I was taken to a brightly lit cell that contained a bed and a toilet but
no sink. There were no bars, only a heavy door and a steel reinforced
window high up on the wall. After a while, I was led to an interroga-
tion room, where a woman inspector asked me if I had any com-
plaints. I forcefully protested my detention and told her it would be
nice to have some toilet paper and the lights in my cell dimmed.

The woman left, and a few minutes later there was a stirring in the
hallway. The door to the interrogation room swung open, and in
walked a distinguished-looking man. It was Christopher Bird, the su-
perintendent of the Metropolitan London Police. The time was eleven
o’clock, Saturday night, and Bird said he wanted to question me about
my involvement in the Markov murder.

“This is absolute bullshit,” I said. “I will not utter a word or answer
a single question until there are representatives of the Russian em-
bassy here.”
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“Oleg, I know Yurchenko. He was in navy counterintelligence in
the Black Sea fleet,” Usatov said. “Take him in. ’'m sure he will do a
good job”

I had little use for most military counterintelligence people, dis-
paragingly referred to as “boots,” because they usually behaved with
the inflexibility of soldiers and not with the cunning required of for-
eign intelligence officers. I told Usatov that I thought Yurchenko was
a mistake, saying, “You’re giving me another provincial.”

“No,” Usatov assured me. “He speaks English. He served in Egypt.
He’s a good chap.”

I agreed to meet with him and disliked him on sight. He had
empty, evasive, pale blue eyes. He spoke poor Russian and was cocky.
I phoned Usatov and told him I didn’t want Yurchenko, but the vice
admiral insisted.

“You won’t regret it,” Usatov said. How wrong he would turn out
to be.

I took Yurchenko on as a security officer trainee, and we began try-
ing to whip him into shape. Soon there was an opening in Washing-
ton, and Usatov was once again pushing his protégé.

“Why don’t you send him to Washington?” Usatov said. “Give him
a chance.”

I objected again, but in vain. Yurchenko went to Washington under
the cover of a first secretary at the Soviet embassy, where he was an
unmitigated disaster. He committed several minor transgressions,
such as having an affair with the wife of one of our diplomats. But
that was nothing compared to his greatest blunder in Washington.

A retired CIA officer, Edwin Gibbon Moore Jr., clandestinely con-
tacted our Washington station chief, Dmitri Yakushkin, at his apart-
ment in Washington in 1976. The former CIA officer left a note in
Yakushkin’s mailbox saying that he had a substantial amount of top
secret CIA documents he wanted to sell to Yakushkin. The CIA man
instructed Yakushkin to leave a mark on a notice board in the apart-
ment building to show he was interested. Our station chief, however,
was jittery, for two of our officers had just been arrested in New York
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for receiving secrets from an American spy about the U.S. B-1 bomber
program. So Yakushkin cabled KGB Center in Moscow seeking per-
mission to pursue the volunteer’s approach. Andropov, however, fear-
ful of an FBI setup, denied Yakushkin permission

The American left another note in Yakushkin’s mailbox, saying he
had extremely interesting material and wondering why the KGB sta-
tion chief had remained silent. But Yakushkin obeyed Andropov’s or-
ders and did not contact the American.

Out of desperation, Moore took his sack of material and threw it
over the wall of the Soviet embassy in Washington. He left instruc-
tions on how to contact him in the future, evidently certain that once
the KGB saw the material he had flung into the embassy compound,
the Soviets would immediately contact him. But unfortunately for
Moore, the man who was handed the bag was Vitali Yurchenko. And
rather than opening the sack and discovering a trove of intelligence
documents, Yurchenko called the Washington police. He was afraid
the bag contained a bomb! So he summoned U.S. authorities and
turned it over to them, simultaneously losing dozens of top secret
documents and exposing an American “well-wisher.” The hapless CIA
man was arrested, tried, and sentenced to fifteen years in jail, all be-
cause of Yurchenko’s indescribably stupid error. The incident did us
enormous damage, for all the world knew from the trial that a CIA
volunteer had come to us with excellent material, only to be rejected
and essentially handed over to the FBI.

I blamed both Yakushkin and Yurchenko for the disaster. They
were obsessed with their personal affairs and had little time for seri-
ous work. Yakushkin enjoyed the company of two mistresses, a Russ-
ian teacher from the embassy-run school, and an American girl who,
as it became known later, was part of the FBI operation and worked
under their control. The resident and his top security aide protected
each other from potential embarrassment. Why bother with some un-
predictable inconveniences of dealing with volunteers?

That, however, turned out to be moderate damage compared with
what came later from the bumbling security officer. Yurchenko stayed
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in Washington until 1983, when he was transferred back to Moscow
and, because of high connections like Usatov, was made deputy chief
of security for foreign intelligence. Not only did he learn about our ef-
forts to ferret out defectors and spies, but he also became familiar
with some of the more scandalous cases our directorate had been in-
volved in, including kidnapping Artamonov from Vienna and partic-
ipating in the murder of Georgi Markov. Later he was transferred to
the intelligence directorate, where he was deputy chief of the depart-
ment that directed operations against the United States and Canada.
Yurchenko learned of the existence of some of our top spies in the
United States, including Edward Lee Howard and Ronald Pelton, a
National Security Agency employee who for six years fed us detailed
information about that top secret organization. So, despite the fact
that I and numerous other officers viewed Yurchenko as a sloppy, un-
reliable officer, he had risen to a high position in the KGB and knew
details of secret agents and operations.

Then, during a trip to Italy in 1985, Yurchenko defected to the
United States. It was an enormous blow to us as the disgruntled KGB
man exposed Pelton, who was arrested, and Howard, who had to flee
the country. He also told the CIA about the Markov assassination, the
Artamonov abduction, and many other operations. The damage was
considerable.

After several months in America, however, Yurchenko grew in-
creasingly unhappy. He fled his homeland in hopes of reuniting with
his former mistress. She now lived in Canada with her husband, who
was assigned to the Soviet diplomatic mission. One day, accompanied
by his CIA bodyguards, Yurchenko traveled to Canada. He knocked
on the door of his beloved’s apartment. She opened it but did not in-
vite him in.

“You are not the man I loved,” she said and slammed the door.

He returned to Washington devastated. The ulcers he hoped
would be cured in the United States continued to upset him physi-
cally and emotionally. He grew frustrated and angry with his treat-
ment at the hands of the CIA. Though U.S. officials had promised to
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keep his defection a secret, word leaked out about the CIA’s great
catch, causing Yurchenko anxiety about the fate of his family in the
USSR. He was kept in nearly total isolation and treated more like a
prisoner than a prize intelligence asset. So Yurchenko began making
plans to redefect, an act for which there was some precedent. Oleg
Bitov, a correspondent for Literaturnaya Gazeta, defected in 1981
and then redefected when he too grew unhappy with life in America.
Upon his return to the USSR, Bitov was not punished and was pa-
raded before a press conference to denounce the CIA and life in
America.

Yurchenko managed to slip away from his American handlers and
made his way to the Soviet embassy in Washington. Instead of being
tried and executed upon his return to the Soviet Union, he was treated
like a hero by FCD Director Kryuchkov. The KGB maintained that
Yurchenko had been abducted and then had valiantly escaped to free-
dom. The greatest insult came a few months after Yurchenko rede-
fected, when Kryuchkov gave him an award, pinning the medal on his
breast in a ceremony in front of his former intelligence and foreign
counterintelligence colleagues.

“Mr. Yurchenko,” said Kryuchkov, “your bravery, your courage, and
your determination earned you this decoration.”

I was in Leningrad at the time, but my former colleagues in
Moscow said they were disgusted by such a farce. As it turned out
(and this is now openly admitted in the Russian media), Yurchenko’s
special treatment, which so infuriated his former colleagues, was part
of the scenario plotted by the KGB to protect a precious source inside
the CIA, Rick Ames. It was Ames who was one of the first debriefers
of Yurchenko in Washington and he immediately gave the KGB the
full story of Yurchenko’s defection. But the KGB deliberately stuck to
its original version: Yurchenko was drugged and kidnapped by the
CIA while on a special mission in Italy.

Many years later, Kryuchkov, who masterminded the unsuccessful
coup against Gorbachev and spent eighteen months in jail for high
treason, published his two-volume memoir, in which he insists on the
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initial KGB account of what happened to Yurchenko in 1985.
Yurchenko has retired from the KGB and still lives in Moscow today.

During my years in foreign counterintelligence, we experienced the
defection of several non-KGB officers. Two cases were particularly in-
triguing. The first involved a military intelligence man who eventually
returned to the USSR; the second was the much publicized defection
of United Nations diplomat Arkady Shevchenko.

I was swept up into the case of the military intelligence (GRU) of-
ficer when an urgent ciphered cable arrived one night from our em-
bassy in Washington. Our security officer there explained that a
former GRU officer named Chebotaryov had shown up at the em-
bassy, explaining that he had defected to America less than a year be-
fore and now wanted to return home. Chebotaryov’s case had not
been publicized in the United States or the Soviet Union, but his mys-
terious disappearance several months before had created a stir at KGB
headquarters. He had been stationed in Brussels, where he was in-
volved in intercepting NATO communications. He was not a high-
ranking officer, but he knew enough about GRU and KGB operations
to do some damage. We were virtually certain that he had gone over
to the other side.

Now, with the message from Washington, our fears had been con-
firmed. I cabled our security officer in Washington and ordered him
to detain Chebotaryov, interrogate him, and ensure the defector’s safe
passage back to the Soviet Union.

The next morning began with a barrage of phone calls to my office
as the KGB and GRU—long-standing rivals—jockeyed over who
would detain and interrogate the turncoat. Throughout Soviet his-
tory, intelligence gathering and espionage activities had been handled
by these two powerful agencies, with the GRU concentrating on mili-
tary and scientific intelligence. But the inescapable fact was that we
were the dominant agency; the KGB had a military counterintelli-
gence unit that operated clandestinely inside the GRU, recruiting offi-
cers and soldiers to work for us. During my time, one of the Soviet
Union’s top admirals, a commander of one of our four fleets, worked
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for the KGB. So our colleagues in the GRU often resented our domi-
nance and our penetration of their agency. In the eyes of military in-
telligence officers, the stereotypical KGB man was sly, dishonest, and a
potential traitor. For our part, we viewed GRU men as crude, provin-
cial, and unprofessional.

This friction was the backdrop of the maneuvering over the fate of
Chebotaryov. My phone rang off the hook that morning. The GRU
wanted to get their hands on Chebotaryov first, perhaps to establish
that he had been the victim of an abduction. He had disgraced the
GRU, and military may have wanted to hush the matter up and con-
coct a story, just as we had done with Yurchenko. Ultimately, however,
the KGB appeared to prevail: Andropov ordered that my directorate
detain Chebotaryov when he arrived in Moscow and interrogate him
at the KGB safe house in the country.

There was little trouble getting the GRU officer out of Washington,
as he told immigration and State Department officials he was return-
ing to the Soviet Union of his own free will. Meanwhile, I arrived with
an aide at Sheremetyevo Airport to meet Chebotaryov’s flight. But
when I showed up, I was greeted by a group of senior GRU officers,
including a lieutenant general.

“Chebotaryov is coming with us,” the lieutenant general told me
peremptorily. “Orders from [GRU chief] General Ivashutin.”

“No, he’s coming with me,” I replied. “Andropov’s order.”

The GRU officers eyed us mockingly, seeing they had us vastly out-
numbered. I excused myself and walked away. But once again I would
rely on KGB cunning to outfox the flat-footed “boots” from military
intelligence. Aeroflot was under our control, and before leaving for
the airport I had telephoned one of our officers who worked at
Sheremetyevo. He had arranged for me to drive right up to the plane
and meet Chebotaryov, who was accompanied by our security officer
from Washington. We intercepted them as they disembarked, and
whisked Chebotaryov away. The GRU officers watched, crestfallen, as
we drove up to them. Not wishing to poison relations with people
who theoretically were my colleagues, I got out to speak with them.
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The lieutenant general, now addressing me in a conciliatory manner,
asked if we might first visit GRU General Ivashutin. I refused.

“Come on,” the lieutenant general implored. “Do we have to quar-
rel over some scumbag?”

I agreed to call army general Tsinev, Andropov’s first deputy. I sug-
gested that, for the sake of improved relations with the GRU, we first
take Chebotaryov to see Ivashutin for half an hour.

“All right,” Tsinev agreed. “But don’t let him out of your sight for a
second.”

We drove in convoy to GRU headquarters on Khoroshevskoye
Chaussée. I had never set foot in the place before, and was surprised
(particularly in comparison with the relative splendor of Lubyanka
and Yasenovo) by the shabby condition of the building. It looked
more like a barracks than an intelligence headquarters. We walked
down dark, comfortless corridors, passing battered wooden doors, as
we made our way to Ivashutin’s office. When we arrived in his an-
techamber, one of Ivashutin’s aides announced our presence. I started
to go in, but an aide stepped in front of me and said haughtily, “You’re
not allowed inside.”

“What do you mean, ‘not allowed’?” I said, brushing him aside and
grabbing the door handle. “I have orders from deputy KGB Chairman
Tsinev, and you have no right to prevent me from entering.”

Ivashutin evidently heard the dispute and flashed me a hateful look
as [ entered his office. “T don’t care what you think of it, but I won’t let
Chebotaryov out of my sight even for a second,” I announced.

The tall, husky, square-jawed Ivashutin had once worked for the
KGB as deputy chairman and undoubtedly knew that Tsinev (a
Brezhnev protégé) had a violent temper. So the GRU chief, realizing I
had the upper hand and not daring to cross Tsinev, let me stay.

General Ivashutin clearly was hoping that Chebotaryov would
confirm he had been abducted and coerced into working for the CIA.
But things would not turn out that way. As the GRU chief listened in
disgust, Chebotaryov recounted how he had left the Soviet trade mis-
sion in Brussels to meet an agent and had been stopped for a traffic
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violation. He was taken to the nearest police station because he didn’t
have his driver’s license, and there, under questioning from men who
obviously worked for Belgian counterintelligence, Chebotaryov
began to talk about his work for the GRU.

“Were you tortured or beaten?” Ivashutin asked.

“No,” replied the cowering Chebotaryov.

“Why did you confess?” Ivashutin asked him.

The miserable GRU officer said he had been given a glass of water,
possibly laced with sodium pentothal. He said he felt as if he had lost
his will and couldn’t help talking about his GRU activities in Belgium.
After meeting with the Belgian police, he then asked for and received
asylum at the American embassy. In Brussels and later in Washington,
the CIA debriefed him extensively. He provided them with informa-
tion about GRU operations against NATO, as well as some material
about the KGB.

Ivashutin grew gloomier by the minute. Finally he yelled at the
hapless officer, “You're just a coward—nothing more!”

“Yes,” replied Chebotaryov. “What can I say?”

“Well, what are we to do with this man?” Ivashutin said to me in a
friendly manner. “He’s all yours.”

The GRU chief’s attitude had changed completely, and as I was
leaving he thanked me for the KGB’s cooperation. I told him I would
supply him with the details of our debriefing and then turn Chebo-
taryov over to a military court.

The next day, we took Chebotaryov to a well-appointed country
house outside Moscow, where he was treated warmly and fed well. We
didn’t want to scare this obviously weak man, and figured he would be
more forthcoming if he wasn’t treated like a prisoner. I interrogated
him the first day and then turned him over to our investigators for a
week’s questioning. Not only did we want to know what he had told
the CIA about Soviet intelligence operations, but it was helpful to us
to determine exactly what our opponents were interested in learning
from him. That way, we might get a sense of what the CIA knew and
didn’t know about our activities.



THE SPY GAME 243

The interrogation went well, and afterward I recommended show-
ing leniency to Chebotaryov. The damage he had done was moderate,
and I argued that pardoning Chebotaryov would send a signal to
other defectors that they could return to the fold without fear of dire
consequences—provided they confessed and had not done us ir-
reparable harm. Yurchenko had not yet defected, and it seemed to me
that Chebotaryov’s was a case that would best be handled with mercy,
not stern punishment.

A military tribunal convicted Chebotaryov of treason. He served
several months in jail and then, upon our recommendation, the Pre-
sidium of the Supreme Soviet pardoned him. The KGB quietly
spread the word that Chebotaryov had been shown leniency and
helped him land a job as a French teacher in the provincial city of
Ryazin, a few hours south of Moscow. If he’s still alive today, he no
doubt recalls those days in Brussels, Washington, and Moscow as an
absolute nightmare.

Perhaps the most infamous defection I had to deal with was that of
Arkady Shevchenko, who became one of the highest-ranking Soviet
diplomats ever to go over to the American side. We in the KGB had
grown suspicious of Shevchenko and were doing our job, but we were
thwarted because Shevchenko was so well connected that few people
took our rising concerns seriously.

Shevchenko was the Soviet Union’s deputy ambassador to the
United Nations and a rising star in the Foreign Ministry. He served as
an assistant to Foreign Minister Andrei Gromyko, primarily writing
speeches for the wily cold warrior, who had guided Soviet foreign pol-
icy for decades. Shevchenko was articulate, charming, and bright, and
there was every expectation that he would one day rise to the position
of Soviet ambassador to the United Nations or the United States.

I had met Shevchenko in the mid-1970s, about a year before he was
posted to the United Nations. The reason for our chat was that an
anonymous letter writer had accused him of taking a bribe in exchange
for helping a woman emigrate to the United States. Shevchenko and I
sat in my office and, over brandy and coffee, had a friendly talk in
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which I mentioned the letter. He strongly denied the accusation, and
there was no evidence to back it up. I promised I would try to figure
out who had written the slanderous letter, though I never did. I was
impressed with Shevchenko and figured that with his personality,
brains, and distinguished looks he would go far.

In 1978 I received an alarming letter from the KGB station chief in
New York, Yuri Drozdov, saying he had reason to believe that
Shevchenko had been recruited by the CIA. He claimed Shevchenko
was drinking heavily and behaving strangely: he was taking unex-
plained trips to places like Florida, was avoiding his fellow diplomats,
and was not showing up in the office. I found it hard to believe that a
diplomat of such promise and high standing could turn out to be a
spy. And it was clear from Drozdov’s letter that the KGB station chief
was extremely hostile toward Shevchenko. Nevertheless, Drozdov’s as-
sessment could not be ignored. I forwarded the report to Kryuchkov,
who apparently shelved it.

About a month later, Drozdov sent me another cable about
Shevchenko. The station chief’s tone had changed from alarm to panic.

“I have told you on many occasions that I have reason to suspect
Shevchenko of being an unreliable, untrustworthy man, and now he’s
drinking so hard he doesn’t even show up at the office,” Drozdov
wrote. “We must do something; otherwise the case will explode into a
major scandal.”

I immediately forwarded this cable to Kryuchkov, Gromyko, and
the Central Committee of the Communist Party. Drozdov’s warnings
could no longer be ignored. Clearly something had to be done. The
Foreign Ministry at last swung into action—but so clumsily that
Shevchenko was scared away.

Gromyko reluctantly ordered his Personnel Department to summon
Shevchenko to Moscow for consultations. The Foreign Ministry cable
was so blunt and unexpected, however, that it immediately put the
diplomat (who already was working for the CIA) on alert. Had we com-
posed the cable, we would have dreamed up some credible pretext to
lure Shevchenko back without arousing his suspicions. We might have
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cabled, for example, that a close relative was gravely ill. Then we could
have cut off the relative’s phone or removed him from his apartment for
several days, making it impossible for Shevchenko to check the story. But
the Foreign Ministry cable, which merely said he must return “for con-
sultations,” set off alarm bells in Shevchenko’s mind. Shortly after receiv-
ing it, Shevchenko talked with a visiting Soviet diplomat, who told him
he was being recalled because something strange was going on behind
the scenes. That was enough for Shevchenko. He decided to defect.

I was awakened around 1:00 A.M. by a call from the foreign
counterintelligence duty officer. He said we had just received a
cable with extraordinarily bad news: Shevchenko had gone over to
the Americans.

I called my driver and went immediately to my office at Yasenovo.
At least once a month I was summoned to the office late at night be-
cause of a defection or discovery of a mole or some other calamity,
like the sinking of a Soviet merchant marine ship. In the case of
Shevchenko, I wanted to get to my office immediately so I could in-
struct the New York station what to do and then prepare a list of ac-
tions (or reactions) for Kryuchkov and Andropov. This was no
ordinary defection. As far as I know, Shevchenko was the highest-
ranking Soviet diplomat to defect during the cold war era. The cable
from the New York station confirmed that he had gone over to the
CIA. I called the Soviet deputy foreign minister at home over a secure
line and told him what had happened.

“You've got to be kidding,” he said.

He then asked me to read the cable, and he listened in stunned
silence.

Shevchenko’s defection was a bombshell. It wasn’t just that he had
been passing the CIA diplomatic materials from the highest levels.
(The year before, I had heard that the CIA had gotten its hands on our
Washington ambassador’s annual report. Now it seemed clear how
the Americans had obtained it.) Shevchenko’s defection and ensuing
denunciation of Soviet foreign policy was a serious moral blow, for he

had worked at such a high level.
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The recriminations between the KGB and the Foreign Ministry
began almost immediately. I felt that our New York station chief had
done his duty and that we gave top officials in Moscow more than
ample warning that Shevchenko was a potential problem. I also told
Andropov that Shevchenko wasn’t recalled sooner because he was a
protégé of Gromyko’s. But when Andropov spoke to Gromyko, the
foreign minister told the KGB chief that he had worked with so many
assistants at the Foreign Ministry, he could scarcely remember Arkady
Shevchenko. Andropov returned from his talk with Gromyko and
began chiding us for spreading unsubstantiated rumors about
Shevchenko’s close ties with the foreign minister.

Soon, however, we were proven right. KGB officers searched
Shevchenko’s Moscow apartment and, in addition to finding dozens
of sheepskin coats that Shevchenko’s wife was selling through her
mother’s shop, we found some interesting photographs. They showed
Shevchenko and his wife eating shashlik (shish kabob) with Gromyko
at the foreign minister’s dacha.

After being shown the pictures, all Andropov could do was shake
his head and say, “Oh, Andrei Andreyevich [Gromyko].”

Not long after Shevchenko’s defection, I gave a lecture at the KGB’s
Higher School. In the course of my talk, a KGB officer asked me,
“Comrade Kalugin, how would you explain this top diplomat’s defec-
tion to the West? What did your department do to prevent him from
fleeing?”

“We did our best,” I replied. “But the man was a personal assistant to
the foreign minister, and you probably realize how hard it is to deal
sometimes with people who have close ties to top government officials.”

I later heard that my comments had been repeated to Gromyko
and had made him extremely angry. Roughly a year later, when I was
removed as head of foreign counterintelligence, some fellow officers
speculated that I had been sacked because of my intemperate remark
about Gromyko. But they were wrong. I was sacked because, in com-
ing to the defense of Cook, the spy I had recruited years before in New
York, I took on the top brass of the KGB and lost.
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During my years in foreign counterintelligence, I was constantly
running up against nepotism, cronyism, and corruption, which in-
creasingly were plaguing our Communist system. By 1980, only the
most doddering Party bosses still believed the rubbish about the So-
viet Union building a truly egalitarian system. Our Communism had
degenerated over decades into a farce, a system in which the Party
elite divided up the spoils and the plum jobs while the masses were
left with cheap vodka, fatty sausage, and the chance to go once a year
to a third-rate resort on the Black Sea. As foreign counterintelligence
chief, I was frequently forced to hire inferior officers because they
were relatives or friends of Party big shots. And because the conduct
of Soviets living abroad was my responsibility, I encountered numer-
ous instances of blatant corruption and misconduct on the part of
well-connected diplomats and ambassadors. Year by year, it became
more depressing to see the spread of nepotism and officially sanc-
tioned graft and thievery. The last years of the Soviet Union validated
the old saying, A fish rots from its head.

Cronyism abounded. Everywhere top Soviet officials were hiring
relatives and friends and then engaging in a giant game of scratching
each other’s backs and covering each other’s tracks. Tsinev, the first
deputy KGB chairman, who was good friends with Brezhnev, not only
forced upon us the defector Yurchenko. He also fobbed off on me a
young man named Yartsev, the son of an old friend. The younger Yart-
sev was an undistinguished KGB officer who showed little promise,
yet Tsinev wanted me to send him to England, a post where we had
few openings following the expulsion of 105 Soviet officials and the
ensuing restrictions on the number of Soviet diplomats in the coun-
try. I told Tsinev that we had an opening in foreign counterintelli-
gence in Denmark and that, if absolutely necessary, we could place
Yartsev there. But Tsinev insisted on England, saying his “adopted
son” had always dreamed of going there and he wanted to help the
young man’s dream come true. I had no choice. Finally I managed to
find a spot for the ne’er-do-well Yartsev as the Soviet Film Export rep-
resentative in London. His salary would be paid by that organization
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and he would do legitimate work for them, all the while reporting to
us. I thought I had made the best of a bad situation.

Yartsev, as feared, was a disaster. After the young man had been on
the job less than a year, our London station chief received word from
a confidential informant that British intelligence was very interested
in recruiting Yartsev. We placed him under surveillance, and it turned
out that he was having an affair with an Englishwoman suspected of
being a British agent. Once the affair was discovered, the station chief,
without letting on that he knew about the woman, suggested to Yart-
sev that he stay in the Soviet diplomatic compound during the
evening hours, since the British were known to be tailing all Soviet of-
ficials. Yartsev promised to do so, then promptly went out and spent
the night with his girlfriend. The next morning he said he hadn’t gone
anywhere, but a check of his car mileage showed that he’d been cruis-
ing around London.

Further investigation showed that Yartsev embezzled Soviet Film
Export money and falsified expense reports. We also knew that he was
stealing hardware and antiques from the London mansion in which
the organization’s offices were located. We recalled him to Moscow,
opened up his luggage when he landed (making it look as if a customs
officer had made a mistake and searched a diplomat’s bag), and found
enough old knickknacks to fill an antique shop. Under questioning,
Yartsev admitted he had done everything from sleeping with the
British woman to stealing door handles. Even Tsinev couldn’t help
Yartsev. He was fired from the KGB and expelled from the Commu-
nist Party.

In another instance of cronyism, the son-in-law of Ukrainian KGB
Chief Vitaly Fedorchuk smashed up his car while driving drunk in
Uganda. The son-in-law was a TASS correspondent there and occa-
sionally did work for us, though he was not one of our officers. The
young reporter tried to persuade TASS to pay the $1,700 car repair
bill, but TASS refused. So what did Fedorchuk do for his daughter’s
husband? The Ukrainian KGB chairman sent a memo to Andropov
saying that the TASS journalist (who, he implied, was a KGB officer)
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couldn’t afford to get his car repaired and might become a target for
recruitment by Western special services because he was in financial
trouble. Andropov agreed to pick up the bill.

“We wanted to fire this good-for-nothing drunk,” Sergei Losev, a
good friend who was director of TASS, said to me. “Your office did
TASS a disservice by paying his debt.”

A short while later, Fedorchuk and the KGB would force Losev to
give the worthless young correspondent another foreign assignment.

Corruption at high levels often amounted to a lot more than the
paltry $1,700 car repair. Once, on a trip to check our operations in
Italy, I was pulled aside by the Soviet ambassador, Nikita Ryzhov. He
informed me that the KGB had done nothing about a report he filed
on massive corruption involving a Ministry of Foreign Trade official
named Sushkov. The ambassador told me that Sushkov was purchas-
ing vast quantities of clothes and consumer goods and apparently
shipping them back to high-ranking officials in the Soviet Union.

“I have told your people several times that every time Sushkov
comes to Italy he returns with a railroad car full of stuff,” the ambas-
sador told me. “He can’t possibly have that much money. He has to be
stealing it from somewhere. Where’s it all coming from? I told your
colleagues several times, but nothing has been done.”

I promised to look into it and wrote Andropov a report when I re-
turned to Moscow. There was no reaction. Several years later, in 1983
or 1984, Sushkov’s thievery apparently got so out of hand that it could
no longer be ignored. He was arrested on corruption charges and
thrown in jail.

Even more scandalous was a report we received from our station
chief in Italy. He said that several sources had told him of a large-scale
art fraud at the Soviet ambassador’s residence in Rome, the Villa
Garibaldi. Top embassy officials were reportedly involved in a scam in
which they would send paintings by old Italian masters owned by the
Soviet government to Moscow for alleged restoration. Instead of refur-
bishing the paintings, Soviet artists would copy them and ship the fakes
back to Rome to hang in the ambassador’s residence and the embassy.
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The originals were then either given or sold to members of the Polit-
buro and other top Soviet officials. We reported the scam to Kryuchkov
but heard nothing further about it.

We frequently had problems with our ambassadors, most of
whom were well connected politically at home. In my ten years in
foreign counterintelligence, we took steps that led to eight ambas-
sadors being recalled, sometimes for corruption but often for sexual
misconduct. In dealing with the ambassadors and all well-connected
officials, we had to tread very lightly. Often we didn’t open an official
investigation or leave a paper trail. Instead, we would work behind
the scenes with the Foreign Ministry or the Communist Party Cen-
tral Committee (which approved all ambassadorial posts) to remove
the envoys quietly.

In one case, a Soviet dancer on tour in Australia complained to us
that the Soviet ambassador to Australia had visited her in her hotel
room and then sexually assaulted her. An investigation supported her
claim, and when the woman threatened to make a scandal, the KGB
reported the alleged assault to the Central Committee. The ambas-
sador was recalled.

The Soviet Union’s ambassador to East Germany, Pyotr Abrasimov,
was involved in shady dealings, as were his daughter and son-in-law.
But the ambassador, a longtime friend of Leonid Brezhnev’s, was
never punished despite being at the center of an investigation that led
to the arrest of both East Germans and Russians. Abrasimov, working
with a West German businessman, smuggled clothes and consumer
goods from East Germany into Russia. Abrasimov once asked a KGB
officer who worked undercover at the East German embassy to pick
up 150 men’s shirts from the businessman and ship them to Moscow,
where they were to be delivered to members of the Central Commit-
tee and other top officials. Where Abrasimov got the money to buy all
these consumer goods and what he did with them never became clear.
His involvement in the smuggling was hushed up.

Abrasimov’s daughter was married to a Soviet diplomat named
Ragulin, who served as counselor at the Soviet embassy in Warsaw.
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We received credible reports from Polish intelligence that Ragulin
and his wife were involved in orgies and spouse swapping in War-
saw, which left them wide open to blackmail. The daughter also was
involved in smuggling goods in and out of Poland, according to
Polish intelligence. Later the Poles reported that Ragulin was meet-
ing frequently with British and American diplomats, more than
customarily would be called for his job. Fearing that he had been
blackmailed and might be working for Western intelligence, we
wrote a report to the Central Committee, laying out the sordid de-
tails of the lives of Abrasimov’s daughter and son-in-law. The Cen-
tral Committee had to act and urged the Foreign Ministry to recall
Ragulin, which it did. The material we had gathered on the couple
was so serious that even Brezhnev could do nothing. Ragulin was
sacked. His wife was brought back to the USSR as well, where a
search of her luggage showed that it was crammed with contraband
from Poland. Abrasimov raised hell and wrote a letter to Brezhnev,
saying her “human rights” had been violated. She was briefly al-
lowed to return to Poland but came back to the USSR shortly there-
after and divorced her disgraced husband. Abrasimov went on to
run the Soviet tourist agency, Intourist, where he had access to huge
sums of hard currency.

Once the Soviet ambassador to a small African country was having
an affair with his secretary that was creating a scandal among embassy
employees. My directorate found out about the affair and brought it
to the attention of the Foreign Ministry, which transferred the ambas-
sador to Costa Rica. But the ambassador, who personally knew
Kryuchkov and had good connections in the Foreign Ministry per-
sonnel office, also managed to have his mistress sent with him. Our
station chief in Costa Rica said that despite the ambassador’s flimsy
precautions (he would meet her on a street away from the embassy),
the affair was becoming widely known in the capital.

I told Kryuchkov, who had gone to school with the ambassador.

“Okay, Oleg, when he comes home on leave, talk to him,” said
Kryuchkov. “I don’t want to talk to him myself.”
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The ambassador was summoned to intelligence headquarters,
where I sat down with him over coffee and cognac and had a man-to-
man chat.

“We have information from the CIA [I made that up to scare him],
from an impeccable source, that you're having an affair with your sec-
retary, I told the paunchy, gray-haired diplomat. “They know about it
and they are watching you.”

“Oh, no,” he replied. “Why didn’t your station chief tell me?”

“He didn’t wish to expose his source, so he reported it to me,” I
replied.

“Does Kryuchkov know about it?” the ambassador asked.

“Yes, he does,” I said, “and he wants me to talk to you about it.”

I had his attention now, and he was plainly frightened.

“Well,” he said, “what should I do?”

“Just be informed that Western intelligence agencies know about
the affair and they may very well try to make use of it,” I said. “They
may try to intimidate you, recruit you. Just be very careful, and I sug-
gest that you either send the girl home or ... Well, as a man of the
world, you know how best to deal with the situation.”

He thanked me, and in a few weeks returned to Costa Rica. Even-
tually he was recalled and assigned to a desk job in Moscow.

Perhaps the thorniest case of sexual misconduct on the part of
our ambassadors involved our top diplomat in Mauritania. It was a
case that went all the way to the top of the KGB and the Politburo as
we sought to get rid of someone who can only be described as a
dirty old man.

My foreign counterintelligence officers stationed in embassies
overseas occasionally monitored the mail of Soviet embassy employ-
ees. In Mauritania, one of our officers opened a letter from a twenty-
year-old girl who had just come to work at the embassy as a secretary.
The girl wrote her mother that she was having a terrible time, not be-
cause of the African heat or the mosquitoes, but because the aging
ambassador kept trying to molest her. The letter described in graphic
detail how the old pervert would summon the young girl to his office
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to take dictation, whereupon he would pull out his penis and begin
chasing her around his desk.

My officer sent me the letter, which I read with anger and disgust. I
told my people to write to the Central Committee of the Communist
Party and report, without going into gory detail, that the ambassador
was behaving improperly and should be recalled. Andropov signed
the letter and forwarded it to the Central Committee.

I had numerous friends on the Central Committee staff, and about
a week later one of them called me.

“What are you doing, Oleg?” he said. “This ambassador is very
friendly with top Soviet leaders.”

“So what?” I said. “He has to take responsibility for his actions.”

“But don’t you know that he sends Mauritanian carpets and other
gifts to Politburo members?”

“Maybe he does, but what’s that got to do with me?” I responded.
“I'm just reporting to you what we know, and you decide what to do
with the man.”

Shortly afterward, I met the KGB’s deputy chief of intelligence for
African affairs, who told me, “Come on, Oleg, you'll never be able to
touch this man. It’s impossible. Don’t you understand that these peo-
ple all defend each other? He sends them expensive gifts. They will
never turn against him.”

I told him I had an obligation to report what I knew. A month or
two passed, and no action was taken against the ambassador. Then we
intercepted another letter from the girl. She was hysterical now. She
described how he kept exposing himself and trying to seduce her, and
she threatened to kill herself if the sexual harassment continued.

That was the last straw. I picked up the phone and called
Kryuchkov.

“I have another letter from Mauritania about this scoundrel,” I told
the intelligence chief. “The girl is about to commit suicide. Do we
want to be responsible for that?”

Kryuchkov hated being responsible for anything, so he told me,
“Okay, call Andropov and report it to him.”
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I phoned the KGB chairman and told him I had to see him in per-
son. He instructed me to come at eight that evening.

“Okay, what is it now?” Andropov asked when I arrived at his office.

“Remember you signed that letter to the Central Committee about
that guy in Mauritania?” I said. “Well, nothing has been done about
him.”

“What can I do about it?” the chairman replied. “That’s for the
Politburo to decide.”

“I have received another letter from there,” I said. “Will you please
read it? I think this is a matter of life and death and we cannot sit on
our hands.”

Andropov took the letter and began to read. His face hardened, and
I could feel his anger rising. Without saying a word, he picked up his
direct line to Foreign Minister Gromyko.

“Andrei Andreyevich, do you remember that case in Mauritania?”
Andropov asked. “Let me read something to you from this secre-
tary. . .. It’s time to make a decision.”

The KGB chairman read the most emotionally charged passage to
Gromyko, said a few words into the receiver, and hung up.

“All right,” Andropov told me. “Everything will be settled. He is
being recalled. Cable Mauritania.”

Within a week, the ambassador was recalled for consultations.
When it became clear he was back in Moscow permanently, he began
to protest, writing Brezhnev and other top Soviet leaders to complain
of a KGB plot against him. The Central Committee reviewed the case
for several months, but even I was confident that such blatant perver-
sion would end the old man’s career, no matter how good his connec-
tions. He was forced into retirement, but only after being awarded the
highest pension given to ambassadors.

I was forever amazed at how much trouble people got into over
sex. The CIA and Western intelligence services used sexual black-
mail against our people, and we employed it even more frequently
against our adversaries. Catching people with their pants down was
a prime way of compromising and recruiting them. As long as men
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would be men and women would be women, lust would play a role
in the spy wars.

In all my years in the KGB, the case of the Soviet wife and her big
dog topped the list of bizarre sexual escapades.

The year was 1979. My office received a report from a highly
placed source inside the counterintelligence agency of a large Asian
state. He informed us that we had an unusual problem on our hands.
It seemed that the wife of the Soviet military intelligence (GRU) sta-
tion chief in this Asian country was having sex with the family’s male
dog. Our Asian source said that his agency’s surveillance officers had
numerous times watched the large animal copulating with its Russ-
ian mistress. The real problem was that the Asian intelligence agency
was planning to use the woman’s perversity to blackmail the husband
into spying for them and the West. As far as we knew, the husband, a
well-respected GRU officer, had no inkling of his wife’s strange sex-
ual predilections.

Normally in such a case we would immediately recall the officer
who had been targeted. But this was no normal case. First, we didn’t
want to make a fuss over the situation, since it might compromise our
Asian intelligence asset. More importantly, this case would be so pro-
foundly embarrassing to the GRU man that we had to handle it with
extreme care so that neither he nor his colleagues would know about
the woman’s perverse behavior.

The problem was so sensitive that it was quickly kicked all the way
up to Andropov. He, Kryuchkov, and I all gathered in Andropov’s of-
fice to discuss the weighty issue of what to do with this oversexed dog
and his crazed Russian partner. We briefly discussed the situation,
then Andropov fell silent.

Suddenly, the solution came to him.

“Kill the dog!” the KGB chairman said, and we all concurred that
this was, indeed, the Solomonic way out of the situation. The GRU of-
ficer was due home soon for his vacation, and when he came back to
Moscow we would suggest that he not return because we had informa-
tion that an undisclosed provocation was being planned against him.
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My department talked with our technical specialists, the same ones
who masterminded the poisoning of Markov. Oddly enough, they
couldn’t immediately decide which poison and what dose should be
administered to the animal. Finally they hit upon what they said was
the right formula, and we sent the poison to one of our KGB officers
in the Asian country. He knew the GRU station chief, and on a visit to
his home slipped the dog some meat laced with the poison. Unfortu-
nately, our technical people screwed up: the amount of poison they
prescribed didn’t kill the dog, but only partially paralyzed him. Luck-
ily, he was paralyzed from the waist down and was rendered impotent.

Our Asian counterintelligence source said their bugs in the GRU
officer’s house showed that the woman was inconsolable when the
dog became ill. The GRU man and his spouse soon came back to the
USSR, where his superiors told him that he couldn’t return to his old
posting for security reasons. The Asian intelligence service didn’t try
to blackmail him, and he wasn’t sent overseas again. Apparently he
never discovered that his wife had been intimate with the dog.

I never found out whether she replaced the family pet.

On the sexual espionage front, we usually got the better of the CIA
and hostile intelligence agencies for the simple reason that we were far
more willing to use sex as a weapon, and generally had fewer scruples.
The KGB had a department called territorial intelligence whose job
was to recruit tourists and foreign businessmen. Territorial intelli-
gence used two main hooks to catch and compromise foreigners: ille-
gal currency transactions and sex. During the decade I was in foreign
counterintelligence, the territorial intelligence unit usually recruited
several dozen foreigners a year. The problem was that, after being
caught in a compromising position and agreeing to work for us, the
foreigners would return home and almost always break off contact
with us.

I read dozens of files involving the sexual entrapment of male for-
eign tourists and businessmen, and our modus operandi was usually
the same. Territorial intelligence would target a foreigner for recruit-
ment, then introduce him to an attractive Soviet woman at a bar, a
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hotel, a tourist agency, or a government office. The KGB preferred to
work with actresses, dancers, teachers, and other professional women
rather than prostitutes, because they generally were more intelligent
and therefore more credible to foreigners. The women would be re-
cruited for such work with promises of a promotion, a nicer apart-
ment, overseas employment, or outright payments. Some women
occasionally would make love to a stranger for love of country, but
they were the exceptions. Territorial intelligence also used gay recruits
to entrap homosexual foreigners.

Once our woman had met the foreigner, she would (usually with
little difficulty) lure him to a KGB love nest, where their lovemaking
could be photographed. Sometimes we would merely approach the
foreigner after the fact, show him pictures of his passionate night,
and threaten to send the photographs to his wife back home. Other
times, when we wanted to shock a man into cooperation, we would
wait until the couple was entwined in a passionate embrace and then
send one of our agents into the room, playing the part of the out-
raged husband. Occasionally the agent/husband would smack
around the foreigner just to scare him; other times he would merely
scream and threaten the unfortunate visitor with death or castration.
But in all cases, he would phone the police, who would arrive in a
matter of minutes and go through an elaborate, staged ritual. The
policemen, who actually were KGB oftficers, would say things like,
“We’re sorry to have to do this, but you're a foreigner and we’ll have
to open an investigation. . . . Oh, you’re an American? That’s not
good. Not good at all.”

By the end of this charade the businessman or tourist would usu-
ally be a blithering wreck. Then, a few hours later, another of our of-
ficers, posing as the good guy, would talk to the man and suggest
that the matter could be hushed up if he would do a few things for
us when he returned home. The victims often agreed to work for us,
but few if any could be persuaded to fulfill their promises once they
were back in their native land. As a rule, we didn’t pursue them ag-
gressively, partly out of fear of angering the local counterintelligence
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officers, but also because agents coerced into working for us often
proved to be of little value.

We did, however, enjoy some success in our sexual warfare with the
West.

In the mid-1970s, in a case that was highly publicized, one of our
women operatives seduced a driver for the Canadian embassy and
later got him involved in some black market business transactions. We
confronted him and threatened to expose him to his embassy, and he
agreed to work for us. He returned to Canada and began cooperating
with us while holding down a job in the federal government. Soon,
however, he and several other KGB agents were exposed in a major
spy scandal in Canada and arrested.

In the late 1970s, in an Arab country, one of our female officers,
using the cover of a teacher, became acquainted with a French mili-
tary attaché. The Frenchman clearly liked her and wanted to take her
to bed. We told her to go ahead.

“But that will be a violation of the rules,” she said.

We told her, in effect, “If you feel like doing it and you like him,
go ahead”

She began an affair with the man. What happened later, I don’t
know; shortly afterward I was transferred to Leningrad.

I always told my officers, “Don’t be afraid of sex.” If they found
themselves in a situation where making love with a foreigner could
help our work, I advised them to hop into bed. And I always in-
structed them that if they were caught in flagrante delicto by another
intelligence service, they should never act flustered and always call
their adversary’s bluff.

“If the woman you have sex with is an American agent,” I told my
officers, “and they use the same scheme on you that the KGB uses at
home, you just tell them, ‘Send me those pictures in color. That’s all I
ask of you. Don’t play along with them. And don’t be afraid to have
sex. I can’t understand a man who reaches that stage and then trem-
bles like a little mouse. What is there to be afraid of? What kind of
scandal? The only trouble you could have would be with your wife.”
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When I was working in Leningrad, an American employed by a
U.N. office in Geneva came to town as a tourist. He stayed at the new
Swedish-built hotel on the bay of Finland and behaved as if he had
been instructed before his trip to be cautious and vigilant. His hotel
room was wired for sound and pictures, but the monitoring produced
nothing of interest. After a day or two, in the evening, he walked into
the hotel bar and ordered a drink. Within minutes he observed a
pretty young woman sipping a drink in the corner of the bar. She
smiled at him, he smiled back: they struck up a conversation, had a
couple of more drinks, and the American felt enamored by her. She
was not only attractive, but intelligent and knew several languages.
They agreed to meet again the next day at the hotel entrance. The
American did not trust the tourist establishment; he wanted to take
her to dinner in some upscale restaurant downtown. He hailed a cab
that stood nearby waiting for passengers, and once inside, he started
kissing the woman passionately. She responded in kind, and as the cab
was speeding across the city, they had sex on the backseat. The Amer-
ican did not know that the cab was driven by a KGB officer, and a
small remote control camera inside the car was beaming back to our
Leningrad headquarters live pictures of their passionate lovemaking.
The woman, of course, was a KGB agent performing her patriotic
duty. Next day, when they met in the hotel lobby, a young man came
up to them, and claiming the woman was his girlfriend, punched her
hapless lover in the face. Within seconds a uniformed police officer
(in fact a KGB major) appeared on the scene and demanded that they
follow him. “No fist fight in public places. You violate the law;” he said.
Once inside his hotel office he questioned the threesome. When he
“learned” that one of them was an American, he let the others go. “As
for you,” he said, “in our town we cannot allow hooliganism to any-
one. Even though you did not start the fight, you provoked it.” They
made a deal in the end: we will help the American avoid adverse pub-
licity, and he will help us in the future with his expertise. Later he was
turned over to a case officer in Europe, and I heard that he continued
working for us, though I don’t know in what capacity.
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Our side was not immune to the danger of sex scandals. One of our
assets in Canada informed us about the promiscuous wife of a KGB
intelligence officer in our embassy in Ottawa. It seemed that she was
sleeping with numerous Soviet embassy officials, including KGB men
and our own security officer. Our source in the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police confirmed that the Canadians had detailed informa-
tion about the shenanigans. It was our security officer’s job to prevent
just such conduct, but instead he too was hopping into bed with this
woman. It was an intolerable situation, leaving a half dozen of our
people open to blackmail by the RCMP. I reported it to Andropov and
he ordered, “Recall them all, including the security officer.”

The station chief was relieved of his duties, the security officer was
put in the KGB reserve, several officers were demoted, and the KGB
man with the wandering wife was sacked.

My most distasteful case of sexual blackmail involved a Russian re-
fusenik and her American husband. The woman, who was in her mid-
thirties, met an American professor who was visiting the Soviet
Union. They fell in love and announced their intention to marry. The
problem was that the woman’s mother worked for KGB intelligence,
and for security reasons Kryuchkov and others weren’t about to let
the daughter out of the country. We tried to dissuade her from mar-
rying the man, but eventually she did. He returned to the United
States and, in a case that was highly publicized at the time, began to
fight for the freedom of his Soviet wife. Despite appeals from Ameri-
can officials to Brezhnev, the KGB stood its ground and the Soviet
woman was denied permission to emigrate.

The KGB wanted to silence the American husband and came up
with a plan to do so. I became involved because, as head of foreign
counterintelligence, I dealt with matters concerning Soviet émigrés
and the security of the intelligence directorate. Working with domes-
tic counterintelligence, we devised a scheme to lure the woman into a
sexual liaison with one of our agents, after which we planned to send
proof of her philandering to her husband in America.
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The Lothario we chose was a strapping, handsome KGB agent from
the Caucasus Mountains. He had prior experience seducing women
for the KGB, and we concocted a pretext under which our man and
the refusenik woman could meet. He courted her with great ardor, fi-
nally winning her over. Now all we needed was proof of her involve-
ment with the man.

Internal counterintelligence, known as Chief Directorate Two,
arranged for him to take her on a picnic to a secluded country spot
near Moscow. KGB surveillance and technical people had picked out
the location in advance and set up hidden cameras hundreds of yards
away to document the lovemaking. All went as planned. It was a beau-
tiful summer day, and the lovers enjoyed a picnic on the grass. After-
ward they undressed and our officer began making love to the woman,
acutely aware they were being photographed and that the woman’s face
must be visible. He did a fine job, and the pictures turned out well.
was later shown them by internal counterintelligence.

Chief Directorate Two sent the pictures to the American professor,
but if he was dismayed he didn’t show it. He wrote her back (our do-
mestic people intercepted the letter) and told her that he knew it was
a dirty trick, that he still loved her, and that he would continue to fight
for her escape from the cursed Soviet Union. And fight he did, even-
tually freeing her after a decade-long struggle.

It was not our finest hour but typical of the shenanigans in which
our domestic departments became involved. I was glad to wash my
hands of the whole affair. It was difficult for me to imagine how my
domestic counterparts could carry on, year after year, harassing our
own citizens. I would not have lasted in such work, and when I was as-
signed to the KGB’s Leningrad office in 1980, I found myself increas-
ingly depressed over the often meaningless tasks I was given. In
foreign counterintelligence, our enemies were external and our na-
tional security was indisputably involved. We also fought on a roughly
equal footing with the CIA and other agencies that were as cunning
and as well funded as the KGB. It was a war of wits and skill and
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nerve. Nowhere was that more evident than in the shadowy world of
double agents.

Within foreign counterintelligence we had a small unit, about a
half dozen officers, assigned to running double agents throughout the
world. In my time, we never had more than about forty double agents
working in all spheres of life, including business and science. On
paper, a double agent was simply a Soviet citizen who was in reality
working for us while pretending to work for a hostile intelligence
agency. In fact, running a double agent was devilishly complex. Was
the agent really still working for us? Had he gone—or would he go
over—to the other side? Was the CIA planning to grab him, drug him,
and interrogate him? When was the best time to blow the double
agent’s cover?

We ran double agents for several reasons. The first was to gather
knowledge on hostile intelligence agencies. We could learn a great deal
by the kind of questions a hostile secret service was asking, what kind
of information it wanted, and what sort of assignments it was giving
our double. A CIA officer, in describing what he was seeking from a
Soviet agent, often would say too much and let slip interesting infor-
mation. Double agents could pick up valuable material simply by
being in the presence of hostile intelligence officers. One of our dou-
bles in Japan, for example, grabbed a roll of microfilm that his CIA
handler had forgotten. Dozens of intelligence documents, shedding
light on the CIA Tokyo station, were on the microfilm.

We also used double agents to plant disinformation and confuse
hostile intelligence services. And running a double game could be ex-
tremely valuable in the propaganda battle with the West. On several
occasions, when we were sure the CIA or other agency had been
duped by our double, we would stage a meeting between the double
and his handler and then nab the CIA agent for espionage. We would
then reveal the details of the CIA’s spying operation and expel the
American agent in a great fit of publicity.

What was most challenging about double games was trying to out-
fox the other side. They knew what we were trying to do to them and
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we knew what they were planning against us. And still, against this
backdrop, we were able to overcome our opponents’ skepticism and
successfully run double agents. I could almost hear my CIA adversary
saying, “The Soviet’s a double. The Soviet’s a double.” And then,
through the right bit of play-acting or a bold gesture, we would con-
vince the CIA that our man was for real and was on their side. We
would string our adversary along for a while (it could be months, it
could be years), and when the right moment arrived we would play
our hand and say, in effect, “Gotcha!”

We knew the CIA always eyed a prospective recruit carefully. As we
did in the case of the attempted recruitment of the CIA man in India,
our adversaries would study one of our officers for months before de-
ciding to approach him. They would ask the same questions we asked.
Does this man have financial problems? Does he have a mistress? Is he
drinking heavily? Did he lose a briefcase with documents? Is his wife
sleeping with a Great Dane? If the person seemed in dire straits, was
especially sloppy or unstable, we—and they—might move in on him.

We developed double agents in two main ways. In the first, one of
our officers might truly find himself in trouble and therefore become
a target of a recruitment attempt by a foreign intelligence agency.
These cases were more problematic, for the person in question might
genuinely be unreliable and go over to the other side in the midst of
our double game.

The best way to run a double agent—and the one requiring the
most patience—was to set a trap using a reliable officer. We would
create the impression that the person was in financial trouble, was a
drunk, or was disgruntled with the Soviet system. We would, in short,
wave a red flag saying the man was vulnerable. Then we would lie
back and wait, hoping the CIA or another hostile agency would take
the bait. If they did, we would be playing with a double agent over
whom we had solid control.

During my time, we played an intriguing double game in Canada.
One of our officers, working under the cover of the Soviet trade
mission in Montreal, began making noises that he was unhappy and
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having financial problems. Eventually the RCMP got wind of his dif-
ficulties and approached him, offering to pay him in exchange for
classified information on Soviet industry or intelligence operations.
For us, it was a nearly foolproof game because we had an excellent
long-standing source inside RCMP counterintelligence. So as our
double agent was passing us information from his end, our Canadian
mole in the RCMP was supplying us with detailed reports from the
other side. We gave our officer some classified documents of minor
value to whet the Canadians’ appetite.

Unfortunately the game had to end in 1977 following a spy scandal
that led to expulsions and recriminations on both sides. Acting on a
tip from our RCMP mole, we tried to recruit another RCMP officer in
Montreal. But at the second meeting of our officer and the potential
recruit, the RCMP, alerted by our target, swooped in and arrested our
officer. It created a scandal, and the Canadians expelled eleven Soviets
and attacked the USSR for its aggressive espionage activities. We had
no choice but to expel some Canadians from Moscow. And to parry
the propaganda blows coming our way, we decided to expose our
double agent and his nefarious recruitment by the RCMP. We blew
open the case, as was customary, in the pages of Literaturnaya Gazeta.
I wrote a long article, published under a pseudonym, which spelled
out the details of the Canadian recruitment of our man and the clever
double game we ran.

I was involved in another double game in Leningrad in the early
1980s. We elicited the cooperation of a Leningrad scientist named
Pavlov who frequently traveled the world on a Soviet research ship.
Our instructions to him were simple: express dissident views, engage
in some black market operations, and do everything possible to at-
tract the attention of the CIA or other intelligence agencies.

For two years, Pavlov did as he was told, to little effect. We were
surprised, for we expected the CIA to show interest in a man who had
access to information about Soviet science and the military-industrial
complex. Then, out of the blue, we received a cable from the KGB’s
station chief in Buenos Aires, saying that Pavlov had come to the em-
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bassy and reported that the CIA had tried to recruit him. He had
talked to the CIA agent, passed along some information, and agreed
to meet him in Leningrad upon Pavlov’s return home.

My boss in Leningrad was skeptical, but Moscow told us to go
ahead with the meeting. And, indeed, such a meeting took place. Our
surveillance people observed Pavlov and a diplomat from the U.S.
consulate in Leningrad—clearly a CIA officer—rendezvousing on a
remote street in the city. Pavlov took money from the American in ex-
change for scientific information. It would turn out later that, as
sometimes happens with double agents, Pavlov was not being honest
with us and pocketed far more money than he reported.

A second meeting was scheduled twenty-five miles outside of
Leningrad. Pavlov was to give the CIA agent documents in exchange
for another payment. As it turned out, however, the scheduled meet-
ing came only days after the September 1, 1983, Soviet shooting
down of Korean Airlines Flight 007 in the Sea of Japan. Moscow
made a decision not to continue to pursue the double game but to
arrest the CIA agent when he met with Pavlov and to use the inci-
dent to counter the storm of adverse publicity that had swept over
us following the KAL disaster.

We caught the American red-handed, eventually expelling him. Al-
though we did everything we could to hype the incident, it barely
made a dent in the propaganda assault we suffered in connection with
KAL 007.

We suspected that Pavlov wasn’t being straight with us. We de-
cided to search his apartment and found large sums of money, evi-
dence that he had pocketed payments from the Americans he never
told us about. Pavlov confessed and was sentenced to thirteen years
in jail. He was granted amnesty in Yeltsin’s era and now lives in the
United States.

As head of foreign counterintelligence, I regularly took part in all-
important KGB meetings on foreign policy issues. Inevitably, in my
last eighteen months on the job, I was drawn into the growing con-
troversy over Afghanistan, where a succession of Moscow-backed
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regimes was facing stiffening opposition from Islamic rebels. I viewed
Afghanistan as a country within our sphere of interest and thought
we had to do whatever possible to prevent the Americans and the CIA
from installing an anti-Soviet regime there. Like Andropov, I was
skeptical of introducing large numbers of Soviet troops into
Afghanistan, but as the situation deteriorated I began to see no alter-
native. When our troops invaded Afghanistan on Christmas Day
1979, 1 did not see the move as a disaster comparable to our invasion
of Czechoslovakia eleven years before. How wrong I would turn out
to be.

My first and only trip to Afghanistan came in August 1978. Four
months earlier, a pro-Communist coup headed by Noor Moham-
mad Taraki had overthrown the government of Mohammad
Daoud, killing him and his family. Moscow had not been overjoyed
by news of the coup, for in Daoud we had enjoyed a stable ally and
relative peace along our southern border. By midsummer 1978, re-
ports were filtering back to KGB headquarters of growing Islamic
opposition to the Taraki regime, prompting Andropov to send
Kryuchkov and me to Kabul on a fact-finding mission. While there,
we were to sign a cooperation agreement between the Soviet and
Afghan intelligence services.

We flew on Andropov’s personal Tu-154 jet, a passenger plane
converted into a spacious and comfortable airliner. Kabul struck me
as a big village, with worse poverty than I had seen even in India in
1971. During the course of our five-day visit, we stayed at the Soviet
embassy, and all was quiet in and around the Afghan capital.
Kryuchkov and I had wanted to visit Djelalabad in the southeast, but
Afghan officials said it was not safe—our first inkling that the situa-
tion was not as rosy as our hosts portrayed it.

Kryuchkov and I proceeded to meet the Afghan leaders who had
slaughtered their opponents in the power struggle and who ultimately
would die by the sword themselves. Taraki, the grandfather of Afghan
Communists, was a fragile, stooped old man. He struck me as a fuss-
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budget given to general utterances, and I saw then that he didn’t have
the physical strength or the backing to continue to lead the country
for long. It was Taraki who had ordered the murder of Daoud, and a
year after I chatted with Taraki he too was overthrown and executed.
The man who eventually would do away with Taraki, Hafizullah
Amin, was a far more impressive figure. His rule, however, would be
even shorter that Taraki’s and his end would be just as violent.

Amin was a dark, handsome man with glittering eyes and an intel-
ligent face. He was the shrewdest and most literate of the officials I
met in Afghanistan, and when we discovered that we had both been at
Columbia University at about the same time, we hit it off immedi-
ately. We switched to English and reminisced about old haunts and fa-
miliar landmarks in New York. Amin’s eyes shone, as if he had truly
found a kindred spirit, and when we parted he gave me a big hug and
invited me back as his personal guest. I would never get the chance.
The following year, KGB special forces troops gunned down Amin at
the presidential palace as Soviet troops took over the city.

After I met with Amin, our local KGB officers described him as a
homosexual and said it was rumored he had been recruited by the
CIA. I found no evidence to back up either allegation, and concluded
it was made simply because the young officer had lived briefly in
America.

I also met the head of state security, A. Sarvari, who impressed
me as a young, energetic officer. A half year later, he would person-
ally participate in the execution of leading Muslim clergymen and
their families. I was appalled when I read the reports of Sarvari’s ac-
tions, which I knew would set off a never-ending cycle of revenge
and violence.

On several occasions, I met with top officers from the police and
state security, instructing them on how to fight the growing CIA
presence in Kabul and throughout Afghanistan. The Afghans had al-
most no experience with the Americans, and I told them, among
other things, about how to follow and eavesdrop on the American
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intelligence agents. We later provided them cameras and electronic
listening equipment.

“You have lots of American agents here and good opportunities to
work against them,” I told the Afghan security officers. “We’ll do
everything we can to help you.”

Kryuchkov signed an agreement with the Afghans to share intelli-
gence and deepen our cooperation. Our hosts took us on a picnic to the
old royal palace on the outskirts of town, where we passed a pleasant af-
ternoon. We were treated as elder brothers, and I left feeling that, though
opposition was growing, the situation was relatively well in hand.

Returning to Moscow, I drew up, on Andropov’s orders, a plan of
active measures and general strategy in Afghanistan. My list included
the following ideas:

+ The Afghans should gather evidence on the training of Islamic
guerrilla groups in Pakistan and then publicly accuse Pakistan of
unleashing aggression against the Afghan people.

+ The Afghan leadership should send a letter to the Iranian leader
Ayatollah Khomeini professing support for the Iranian revolu-
tion and expressing hope the two governments will work closely
together.

+ The rebels in the Herat area should be declared mercenaries of
U.S. imperialism and world Zionism, as well as remnants of the
overthrown Iranian monarchy.

+ American citizens suspected of CIA affiliations should be ex-
pelled from Afghanistan.

+ Pro-government clergy should address the people and rallies
should be held among youth, workers, and peasants in support
of the revolution.

+ Popular militias and committees “In Defense of the Revolution”
should be established.

+ The rebels’ rear should be raided to destroy their radio trans-
mitters, bases, and munitions warehouses.



THE SPY GAME 269

+ More pro-Taraki radio stations must be created inside the coun-
try and the number of Afghan broadcasts from stations inside
the Soviet Union should be increased.

+ Soviet advisers should be sent into Afghanistan, reconnais-
sance flights over Afghanistan should be increased, and Soviet
troops on the Afghan border should be reinforced and put on
combat alert.

Many of these suggestions were approved by Andropov and the
Politburo and put into effect. But, as would soon be evident,
Afghanistan would not bend to our will. We would deploy hundreds
of thousands of troops and lose fifteen thousand men before realizing
our mistake and withdrawing in humiliation in 1988.

In the fall of 1979, after Amin deposed and murdered Taraki, the
situation in Afghanistan was clearly deteriorating. KGB officers there
reported that if Moscow did not intervene more aggressively, Amin
would surely be overthrown and an Islamic government installed. I
attended a meeting of KGB intelligence and Soviet military intelli-
gence in which the GRU chief, General Ivashutin, argued strenuously
for an invasion.

“There is no other alternative but to introduce our troops to sup-
port the Afghan government and crush the rebels,” Ivashutin said.

Kryuchkov then spoke, saying that Andropov was against the in-
troduction of troops.

Over the next several months, however, Andropov was to change
his mind. Under pressure from Defense Minister Dimitri Ustinov, the
KGB chairman reluctantly came around to the view that Soviet troops
would have to invade. From that moment on, the KGB played a piv-
otal role in the events in Afghanistan. And as Soviet and KGB in-
volvement deepened, Kryuchkov compounded the initial error by
insisting that all intelligence information—from the GRU, the KGB,
and the Foreign Ministry—be funneled through KGB intelligence be-
fore being presented to the Politburo. It was a serious mistake, for
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Kryuchkov began filtering out bad news, exaggerating our achieve-
ments, and telling Leonid Brezhnev and the Politburo what they
wanted to hear. It only prolonged the war and the suffering.

Soviet troops streamed into Afghanistan in late December 1979,
murdering my chum Amin and flying in Soviet puppet Babrak Kar-
mal to replace him. The world reacted with outrage. At the time, none
of us had any idea that the bloody conflict would drag on for nine
more years, killing thousands of Afghans and creating a huge refugee
problem.

The truth is that I was paying scant attention to the invasion taking
place to the south. By Christmas 1979, my career had taken a sharp
turn for the worse. I had clashed with the shadowy brotherhood that
ran the world’s largest secret police agency. I had violated an unwrit-
ten code and challenged the dictums of the men at the top. I had gone
up against them and lost, and my star was flaming out.



Collision

IT WAS KNOWN SIMPLY AS “THE WOODS.” SITUATED IN A HEAVILY
forested area in southwestern Moscow, just a half mile beyond the
outer ring road that encircles the capital, The Woods was the KGB’s
new intelligence headquarters at Yasenovo. The complex, modeled
after the CIA’s suburban headquarters in Langley, Virginia, opened in
1972, and for eight years I worked there next to the men who ran So-
viet intelligence operations around the world. When colleagues in
downtown Moscow or in foreign stations asked me, “How are things
in The Woods?” they were not talking about my country dacha but
our sprawling intelligence headquarters. Even by Western standards,
Yasenovo was a luxurious compound, a place that reflected the power
and the privilege, the mystery and the isolation of the KGB. During
my eight years at Yasenovo, I was afforded a close-up view of the men
who ran the KGB and its intelligence operations, from the crusty
Alexander Sakharovsky to the treacherous Vladimir Kryuchkov to the
wily cold warrior Yuri Andropov. Most of these men worked side by
side with me at Yasenovo, and to those of us sitting in the bucolic con-
fines of The Woods the world seemed a far more manageable place
than it actually turned out to be.

2n
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We moved to Yasenovo in 1972 because the stately building at
Lubyanka had long been overcrowded. For years, Soviet intelligence
officials had argued that they needed their own separate headquarters
in a secure compound far from the center of Moscow. Andropov
eventually approved the plans for a new headquarters, and Moscow’s
chief architect designed a spacious, seven-story building that was vir-
tually invisible from the highway. Later, when it was clear to everyone
that the CIA knew every inch of the Yasenovo layout, Vladimir
Kryuchkov approved the construction of two twenty-story buildings
that could be seen from miles around.

As could be expected for an organization as wealthy as ours, noth-
ing was spared in the construction of the Yasenovo headquarters. The
builders used Japanese and European materials; the furniture was
from Finland. Nearly all the glass-walled offices, even those of junior
officers, enjoyed a view of surrounding fields and forests or of the ar-
tificial lake that had been dug on the premises. My own wood-paneled
office, located on the third floor, was enormous (50 square meters)
and boasted a bathroom with shower and an adjacent sitting room
where I could sleep. I even had a little exit off my backroom, which I
occasionally used if there was a visitor in my antechamber I had no
desire to see. The entire building was air-conditioned, a rarity in the
Soviet Union, and underneath the compound were several basement
levels with communications and technical facilities. The roofs of the
buildings at Yasenovo bristled with antennas.

Security was extraordinarily tight. The compound was sur-
rounded by rings of barbed wire and electronic sensing devices.
Special Interior Ministry and KGB guards, accompanied by dogs,
patrolled the area in and around Yasenovo and stood in watchtow-
ers. Domestic KGB officers couldn’t even enter Yasenovo without
special permission. Thousands of secretaries and lower-level intelli-
gence employees rode into the compound every morning on special
buses. We at the top, however, had our own chauffeured Volgas, re-
flecting Soviet officialdom’s love of a car and a driver: two full-time
drivers were assigned to me alone, providing twenty-four-hour ser-
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vice. Toward the end of my time at Yasenovo, in 1979, intelligence
chief Vladimir Kryuchkov spent $100,000 to buy a handful of for-
eign cars, including Mercedes, Volvos, and Jaguars. Ostensibly the
cars were purchased to teach intelligence officers headed for the
West how to drive good automobiles. As could be expected, how-
ever, young intelligence officers never got their hands on the luxury
cars. Kryuchkov and other big shots appropriated the machines for
their own personal use; the intelligence chief himself cruised around
town in a Mercedes.

We at Yasenovo, like all the Soviet elite, lived in a privileged cocoon
that left us far removed from the travails of daily Soviet life. For us
Communism was a good thing; all our needs were cared for as we
glided above the fray, impervious to the lines and the humiliation and
the squalor that had become the hallmarks of Soviet existence. It’s no
wonder that people like Kryuchkov fought to the bitter end for the
Soviet way of life. They enjoyed a standard of living worth protecting,
even if it meant staging something so monstrously foolish as the coup
of August 1991.

The self-contained world at Yasenovo had an excellent canteen
where officers could purchase the best salmon, sausage, cheese, and
caviar. There was a swimming pool, two saunas, indoor volleyball
and basketball courts, and numerous tennis courts. We had a special
shop where we could buy imported clothes and consumer goods. By
the late 1970s, the KGB had constructed twenty dachas for intelli-
gence chiefs in a remote, wooded section of Yasenovo, a mile or two
from the main headquarters building. In addition to my modern,
spacious, KGB-supplied apartment in Moscow, I had a fine KGB
dacha in the Moscow suburbs, in the same village in which Nazi Field
Marshal Friedrich von Paulus had been confined following his sur-
render at Stalingrad.

Yasenovo had an excellent medical clinic, and whenever I got a cold
a doctor would make a special visit to my office to dispense medicine.
Should I have needed more sophisticated medical treatment, the KGB
operated two good clinics in downtown Moscow and also controlled
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a network of a dozen sanitariums in the best vacation spots in the
country.

We even had a masseuse at Yasenovo, a pretty blond woman in her
early thirties. I never availed myself of her services. But just after I left
foreign counterintelligence in 1980, a scandal erupted when it was
discovered that at least a half dozen top KGB officials were making
love to the masseuse on her rubdown couch in the heart of the intel-
ligence complex. Kryuchkov called the offenders on the carpet and
warned them never to do such a thing again, though no one was dis-
missed. The unfortunate masseuse, however, was fired. But after she
wrote a letter threatening to expose the scandal, Kryuchkov found her
another job to hush her up. The KGB could be far more moralistic at
times, and during Kryuchkov’s reign any intelligence officer who was
twice divorced was expelled from the First Chief Directorate. Such
was the case with one of our ablest officers, Mikhail Lyubimov, the
KGB station chief in Denmark.

In my ten years in foreign counterintelligence, I worked under
three intelligence chiefs. The first, Alexander Mikhailovich
Sakharovsky, was by far the best. He was a KGB institution, having
served a record fifteen years as head of intelligence, from 1956 until
1971. A veteran of World War II, Sakharovsky was a tough, almost au-
thoritarian leader who gave his underlings freedom to work but de-
voured them if they showed signs of laziness or made a serious
blunder. Following the 1971 defection of KGB officer Oleg Lyalin in
London, Sakharovsky showed his ruthlessness, sacking several of
Lyalin’s superiors and recalling scores of officers home. We spoke of
Sakharovsky with awe and fear in our voices, but not once did I hear
someone inside the organization say anything bad about the intelli-
gence chief.

Sakharovsky was a taciturn figure who often seemed lost in
thought. I think now that his melancholy air was due to the enormous
pressures of the job and the fact that, in his fifteen years as head of
Chief Directorate One, Sakharovsky personally ordered the assassina-
tion of several KGB defectors and Soviet dissidents living overseas. By
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the time I came to work for him in 1970, KGB “wet jobs” were mainly
a thing of the past. But Sakharovsky’s hands were well bloodied by
then. Though he never spoke of the assassinations he had ordered,
they seemed to weigh on his conscience.

It was on the express orders of Sakharovsky, and with the ap-
proval of Khrushcheyv, that two well-known Ukrainian émigré ac-
tivists were murdered in Germany in the 1950s. A KGB assassin
using a gun that fired poison gas killed Lev Rebet of the National
Labor Alliance in 1957 and Stepan Bandera of the Organization of
Ukrainian Nationalists in 1959. Earlier, Sakharovsky also had or-
dered the assassination of National Labor Alliance leader Georgi
Okolovich, but the plot backfired when the assassin Nikolai
Khoklov defected to the West and described in detail the plot to kill
Okolovich. Later, Sakharovsky approved a plan to kill the turncoat
assassin, but the poisoning attempt failed, and all Khoklov suffered
was the temporary loss of his hair.

Sakharovsky ordered a half dozen other assassination attempts on
KGB defectors, but the turncoats couldn’t be found or the Soviet lead-
ership balked. Later, when I became head of foreign counterintelli-
gence, we located two KGB defectors from the 1950s (one in Australia
and one in America), and I approached Andropov and asked permis-
sion to order the assassination of the traitors.

“The hell with them. They’re old men now,” replied Andropov.

“Leave these old geezers alone. Find [recent KGB defectors] Oleg
Lyalin or Yuri Nosenko, and I will sanction the execution of those
two.”

But we never located Lyalin or Nosenko, and when they finally sur-
faced, the KGB was no longer interested in carrying out their death
sentences.

As T discovered when I opened my safe after taking over as head
of foreign counterintelligence, Sakharovsky also ordered the poisoning
of Sean Burke, the Irishman who helped engineer the bold escape
of George Blake from England, by dispensing a brain-damaging
substance in Burke’s drink. Sakharovsky feared that once back in
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England, Burke would disclose the whereabouts of George Blake to
British authorities.

In the end, Sakharovsky lost his position largely because of politics.
He was a stubborn, loyal professional who refused to butter up the
Communist Party officials and Brezhnev cronies who gradually were
taking over the KGB—a clique that, in honor of Brezhnev’s home-
town, came to be known as the Dnepropetrovsk Mafia. In 1971, a
timid, ill-qualified functionary from the Communist Party Central
Committee, Fyodor Konstantinovich Mortin, was named to replace
Sakharovsky as chief of intelligence.

A short, balding man with pale blue eyes, Mortin lacked culture,
education, and, above all, practical experience as an intelligence offi-
cer. To think that this was the man who headed the feared KGB spy
operations was laughable. I have rarely met a person who was more
unsure of himself, more indecisive, more cowardly. On several occa-
sions I was in Mortin’s office when Andropov phoned. Mortin literally
jumped when the special line from Andropov rang, and he would
cringe and stutter as he sought to assure the chairman that everything
would be carried out according to his wishes. His behavior wasn’t
much better when someone called from the Central Committee; after
hanging up with a Communist Party big shot, Mortin would get on
the phone with his subordinates and demand that the Party’s order—
no matter how foolish—be carried out. If I or another of his under-
lings resisted the order, Mortin would literally implore us to somehow
“close the matter” and fulfill the Party directive. The one good thing
about Mortin was that he would allow more aggressive department
leaders like myself to take matters into our own hands. He realized we
were professionals, and if things generally were going smoothly he
would not interfere with our operations. And unlike his successor—
the double-dealing Vladimir Kryuchkov—Mortin was fundamentally
a decent, if weak person.

One episode vividly illustrated Mortin’s spinelessness. One of my
counterintelligence officers in Istanbul, a recruit from the KGB border
troops with a fine record and fluent command of Turkish, got into a
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violent row with his wife and disappeared for nearly a day on a drink-
ing binge. His wife grew scared and went to the KGB resident in Is-
tanbul who, fearing the man might be vulnerable to subversion by
Turkish authorities, sent a coded report about the incident to KGB
headquarters in Moscow. Andropov happened to see the report and
promptly ordered that the officer be recalled and dismissed.

When I saw the order, I went to Mortin and argued that Andropov
had overreacted.

“The man made a mistake, but we should give him a chance,” I
told Mortin. “He should be reprimanded but not recalled and dis-
missed. He’s a good officer. I think you should make the case before
Andropov.”

“Are you out of your mind?” Mortin shot back. “There’s no way 'm
going to do anything like that.”

Mortin wouldn’t budge, despite repeated coaxing on my part,
though he finally said he wouldn’t object if I went to Andropov and
pleaded for leniency.

A few weeks later, Andropov visited Yasenovo and I was given a
brief audience with the KGB head.

“Look,” I said, “you ordered that this guy be recalled and fired. But
he’s an excellent officer who made one mistake. He speaks excellent
Turkish and has a bright future there. We don’t have to do this to him.”

Andropov mulled things over a few seconds and then said, “Okay,
have it your way.” I was carrying the dismissal order in my hands; the
chairman took it from me, crossed out his earlier directive, and
handed back the paper. And so the man’s fate was decided with a
stroke of the pen. Had it been up to Mortin, our officer in Turkey
would have been drummed out of the KGB.

Mortin was shunted aside in 1974 because Andropov had come to
view him as ineffectual. But his downfall also was due, in part, to the
conniving of his successor, Vladimir Kryuchkov.

We had received information from a high-ranking asset in French
intelligence that there was an unspecified mole in one of our KGB sta-
tions in Europe. Kryuchkov traveled to Paris to meet with our French
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source and determined to catch the traitor. The Frenchman identified
several potential spies, though when I saw the list of names I was
highly skeptical.

One of those under suspicion was our resident in Switzerland, who
at the time of Kryuchkov’s return was on vacation in Moscow. The
man also was a good friend of Mortin’s; they were from the same
town in Russia. Kryuchkov ordered me to begin tapping the Moscow
phone of our Swiss resident, though I argued that he was a good offi-
cer and we had no reason to suspect him. Kryuchkov insisted, how-
ever, and within a day I was receiving transcripts of the subject’s
telephone calls. They were innocuous, except for one conversation in
which a hoarse-voiced man warned our resident in Switzerland that
an investigation was under way and their call might be monitored. I
showed the transcript to Kryuchkov, who snorted with satisfaction
and insisted I find out who was tipping off the suspect. In fact, as I
later discovered, Kryuchkov already knew who had made the call—
Mortin—who had telephoned his old friend to warn him that he was
under investigation. Kryuchkov made sure that Andropov saw the
transcript, thus hastening Mortin’s demise after only two years on the
job. I now think that Kryuchkov initiated a bogus investigation of our
man in Switzerland because he was a close friend of Mortin’s, all the
while hoping that Mortin might make a false step as he came to his
compatriot’s defense. It was a typical Kryuchkov move.

In all my years in the KGB, I encountered few as scheming, slip-
pery, and duplicitous as Vladimir Alexandrovich Kryuchkov. When
we met in 1971, we took an almost instant dislike to each other. I saw
Kryuchkov as a wily Communist Party bureaucrat with little business
being in intelligence, and he saw me as an Andropov protégé, a po-
tential rival, and a professional officer who often disputed his judg-
ments. I of course had no clue that twenty years later Kryuchkov
would take his place in history as the chief plotter of the Communist
Party coup against Soviet president Mikhail Gorbachev. But I always
had an abiding distrust of Kryuchkov, and in late 1984, just before
Gorbachev took power, I went to my old friend and top Gorbachev
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adviser, Alexander Yakovlev, to warn the Gorbachev team about
Kryuchkov. “Don’t trust him,” I told Yakovlev, stressing that I had
watched Kryuchkov in action for nearly a decade and knew him to be
dangerous and dishonest.

Gorbachev was to receive similar warnings from other people, but
unfortunately he would brush them aside. After all, he and Kryuchkov
were closely linked, as both had been protégés of Yuri Andropov. Gor-
bachev, who had held the relatively obscure post of Communist Party
first secretary in the Stavropol region, had been chosen by Andropov
to come to Moscow and ultimately serve on the Politburo. Andropov
had taken Kryuchkov under his wing nearly three decades earlier,
when the two met at the Soviet embassy in Budapest. So Gorbachev
was inclined (fatally so) to believe in Kryuchkov, in part because he
was Andropov’s man, but also because regional Communist Party
bosses like Gorbachev traditionally placed great faith in the KGB,
viewing the organization as an astute shaper and interpreter of events.
In the three years Kryuchkov served Gorbachev, the Soviet leader
came to rely on the KGB chairman more and more, receiving a steady
stream of doctored and biased information that tended to isolate
Gorbachev and alter his view of the historic forces swirling around
him. For a time, Kryuchkov was the faithful courtier, Gorbachev’s
Svengali, whispering in the master’s ear to beware of the dangers and
the conspirators that lurked everywhere. And when Gorbachev at last
began distancing himself from the orthodox Communist views to
which Kryuchkov still clung, the KGB boss betrayed his leader and
hatched the plot that would lead to the ill-fated coup of August 1991.

I first met Kryuchkov in 1971 when he was serving as head of the
KGB Secretariat, the agency’s top administrative post. Walking into
his enormous wood-paneled office, I was taken aback by the sheer
blandness of the man—the indeterminate expression, the small eyes
hidden behind thick lenses. A thin half smile was frozen on his face,
and his gaze rarely met mine. During our brief conversation he kept
rushing in and out of an adjacent office, taking calls from Andropov.
When we finally talked for a few minutes, he immediately betrayed his
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lack of knowledge of the intelligence field. His speech was peppered
with generalities and Communist Party platitudes. First impressions
are not always reliable, but in the case of Kryuchkov my initial nega-
tive instincts proved correct.

Kryuchkov had risen to a high position in the KGB because he was
the classic assistant, the consummate bureaucrat. He was a young
man when World War II broke out, but unlike most of his generation,
Kryuchkov did not head to the front to fight Nazi Germany. Instead,
he remained at the Stalingrad tractor factory, where he was the plant’s
Komsomol (Young Communist League) organizer. I don’t know how
he avoided military service, but I do know that Kryuchkov was one of
the most physically cowardly men I have ever met, shunning any ac-
tivities that had a whiff of danger. How this indecisive and faint-
hearted man eventually helped organize a coup still remains
something of a mystery to me, though I can imagine he did it for two
reasons: he was joined by the heads of the Soviet Army and Interior
Ministry, providing safety in numbers, and he was so appalled by the
continuing collapse of the Soviet empire that he felt he had no choice
but to act.

Kryuchkov earned a law degree through correspondence courses,
then entered the Soviet Foreign Ministry’s Higher Diplomatic School.
His big break came in 1954 when he was posted to the Soviet embassy
in Budapest, where he served faithfully under Ambassador Yuri An-
dropov. Kryuchkov hitched his wagon to Andropov’s star, a shrewd
move that more than three decades later would land Kryuchkov the
job he had long coveted: chairman of the KGB.

From 1959 to 1967, Kryuchkov worked with Andropov in the In-
ternational Department of the Central Committee of the Communist
Party. When Andropov was appointed chairman of the KGB in 1967,
Kryuchkov followed him there, using the same obsequious behavior
and bureaucratic infighting skills that had long stood him in good
stead. He was a meticulous paper shuffler, a master at working the So-
viet bureaucracy. As chief of the KGB Secretariat, he was Andropov’s
right-hand man, helping prepare and correct the mountain of papers
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that was shuffled between the KGB and the Politburo and Central
Committee. Kryuchkov was as cautious as he was fastidious. I can re-
call several instances where he took papers I was forwarding to the
Politburo, carefully read them, and toned them down. He would pace
around the room, inserting platitude-filled phrases into my reports.

“Write this down,” he would tell me, displaying obvious pride in
his knowledge of how to play the bureaucratic game. One of my re-
ports said we would attain our goal if we took a certain line of action.
Seeing such a phrase, Kryuchkov would insist that I say we “probably”
or “in all likelihood” would attain our goal.

“Always leave some doubt,” he said. “Never make it certain.”

He loved modifiers and shied away from simple, direct sen-
tences. His writing, like his speech, was a convoluted affair; half the
time I would walk away having scant idea what it was Kryuchkov
had just said.

In the beginning, when I first started working with him at the KGB,
he struck me as little more than an extremely efficient secretary. In
time, he would become more sure of himself and consequently more
ruthless, surrounding himself with people he had managed to com-
promise and coopt. Meanwhile, he steadily worked to derail the ca-
reers of his rivals. But in our first few years together, Kryuchkov was
afraid to go to the bathroom without Andropov’s permission, calling
the KGB chairman for guidance on the most mundane matters.

I quickly learned that the best way to deal with Kryuchkov was to
quietly pull off a mission, such as recruiting a foreign agent, and then
go to Kryuchkov for permission to do what I already had done. I
would tell Kryuchkov of our plans, and he invariably would kick the
decision up to Andropov. The KGB chairman would give the mission
his blessing, accompanied by a warning to be careful. A few days later,
when I returned to Kryuchkov to report that the mission was success-
ful, the intelligence chief would beam with pride and telephone An-
dropov to take credit for the operation.

Kryuchkov catered completely to Andropov’s wishes, and the KGB
chairman had worked with Kryuchkov so long that he couldn’t see his
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assistant’s myriad shortcomings. In reality Kryuchkov knew little of
the outside world and even less about intelligence. He had a serious
intellectual inferiority complex and was extremely jealous of his col-
leagues’ successes. He was the kind of man who gloated when you
stumbled and then, if the opportunity arose, would push you even
further down. He was, in short, a real bastard.

I traveled overseas with Kryuchkov on numerous occasions. On
three of those trips, I had run-ins with him that give a sense of the
cowardice and prudishness of the man.

Our first trip together was in December 1974, shortly after his ap-
pointment as head of intelligence, when Kryuchkov led a delegation
to Warsaw for a meeting with the intelligence chiefs from other Com-
munist Bloc countries. We stayed in a plush villa in the Warsaw sub-
urb of Magdalenka, and when the conference opened, Kryuchkov was
the first to speak. His cliché-riddled address, which highlighted the
triumphs of our security service and glossed over the problems, was
met with disinterest by most of the delegates. The speech by East Ger-
many’s Markus Wolf was, in contrast, far more dynamic.

I only went to central Warsaw one night, accompanied by my intel-
ligence colleague and good friend Andrei Smirnov, who was chief of
information and analysis service at that time. After attending an
opera, Smirnov and I visited some Polish colleagues, then returned
after midnight to Magdalenka. We didn’t feel like going to sleep and
stayed up half the night talking and drinking a bottle of vodka we had
brought from Moscow. The next morning, Smirnov and I showed up
a few minutes late for the conference, looking a little the worse for
wear. Kryuchkov eyed us coolly, and during the first break he headed
straight for us and demanded, “Where were you last night?”

“In my room,” I replied.

“What were you doing?”

“Having a few drinks.”

“But we called you late and no one answered,” Kryuchkov said, his
anger rising.

“Right,” I said. “Smirnov and I were visiting some Polish friends.”
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Kryuchkov exploded.

“How could you go off without telling anyone?” he said. “How dare
you! We’re in a strange city—anything could have happened to you.
What if there had been a provocation?”

I was astonished, since Smirnov and I had both spent considerable
time overseas and were hardly afraid of a provocation in friendly War-
saw. I was just about to respond to Kryuchkov when Smirnov coolly
answered the intelligence chief.

“Vladimir Alexandrovich, I am ten years older than you,” Smirnov
said. “I survived the war, and I am perfectly capable of looking after
myself. And Kalugin certainly doesn’t need any instructions, either.
And I should remind you that we are in a friendly country.”

Smirnov had been downright insubordinate. When I told him later
that I admired his boldness, he replied, “The chief’s got to learn, and if
we don’t teach him now, we’ll wind up being victims of his paranoia.”

On our way back to Moscow by train, Kryuchkov summoned our
four-man delegation to his compartment. The atmosphere was
strained, and he clearly realized he had gone overboard in reprimand-
ing Smirnov and me. Trying to ease tensions, Kryuchkov poured a
round of vodka and said, “Let’s drink to the success of our first meet-
ing and let’s get to know each other better. Why don’t we each say a lit-
tle something about ourselves? I'll start.”

He gave a sketchy account of his life, and the rest of us followed
suit. But I never let my guard down, then or later, for there was a
look in Kryuchkov’s eyes that betrayed his fundamentally dishonest
character.

Several years later, I accompanied Kryuchkov on a trip to Cuba to
meet with our Latin counterparts. During that winter trip, the ever
hospitable Cubans invited us to spend a day at the beach resort of Va-
radero. Though it was February, the air and the sea were warm and
the beaches were deserted, so several KGB colleagues and I decided to
take a swim. We invited our attractive Cuban interpreter to go with
us, and she assented. Kryuchkov was appalled, warning us that the
water was too cold and the waves too high. We swam out about thirty
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yards and looked back to see Kryuchkov, his face twisted with anger,
violently motioning to us to return to shore.

“Come back!” he bellowed. “Right now!”

We couldn’t resist playing around in the waves a few more minutes.
As we were heading into shore, a large wave washed over us, knocking
us to the sand. But when we looked around, we saw that the inter-
preter had been swept underwater. A few seconds later, I saw her head
bobbing in the sea and dashed into the surf; I found her just below the
surface and dragged her back to the beach. At first we thought she had
drowned, but after a few minutes we managed to resuscitate her and
she regained consciousness with a long sigh.

Watching the whole spectacle, Kryuchkov began furiously mutter-
ing, “I told you never to go into that water. You are forbidden to enter
it as long as we remain in Cuba!”

A couple of years later, I accompanied Kryuchkov to Hungary.
Once again, our hosts invited us to a fancy Communist resort, and on
a warm October day our KGB delegation found itself on the shores of
Lake Balaton. The Hungarian interior minister personally cooked up
a pot of goulash, and we sat in the shade, one hundred yards from the
lake, drinking red wine and swapping jokes with our Hungarian col-
leagues. After a while, the cool blue waters of the lake seemed irre-
sistible, and I suggested to my colleague Nikolai Leonov (once Fidel
Castro’s closest Russian adviser) that we have a swim. The Hungarian
interior minister said we should feel free to take a dip, and we were
preparing to head for the lake when a red-faced Kryuchkov stood up
and said, “You won’t go! I forbid you!”

“Come on,” I replied. “It’s only a lake. It’s not the Atlantic Ocean.”

“I forbid you!” Kryuchkov spat back. “If you say a word, I’ll send
you back to Budapest!”

A dozen of our Hungarian colleagues and their wives looked on
in disbelief as Kryuchkov made a huge scene over nothing. But I
couldn’t simply let Kryuchkov order me around like a schoolboy, so
once again I explained to him that it was safe to swim in the lake.
“That’s it!” he exploded. “You two pack up and get out of here!” Our
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sympathetic Hungarian hosts escorted us to the villa gates and put
us in a car for the Hungarian capital. And so the KGB’s foreign
counterintelligence chief and its expert on Cuba and Latin America
were roundly humiliated and sent back to Budapest like a pair of
wayward adolescents. Leonov cursed Kryuchkov all the way back to
Budapest, and we both marveled that this man was actually the chief
of KGB intelligence.

“Jesus Christ!” I muttered. “What a man! What a coward!”

On a later trip with Kryuchkov, this time to Czechoslovakia, I
shared an unsettling, even melancholy experience with the director of
intelligence. On a glorious summer day, our Soviet delegation traveled
down the Danube on a Czech border patrol vessel. Not far from
Bratislava, we disembarked and inspected the barbed wire barrier sep-
arating Czechoslovakia from Austria, 150 yards away. On the other
side of the river, Austrian families picnicked along the riverbank.
Children flew kites as parents unpacked food hampers and made
campfires. It was a picture of idyllic contentment and peace. Silently,
we stood on our side of the barbed wire, surrounded by watchtowers
and dour Czech border guards with carbines. The contrast between
the two scenes could not have been sharper, and I sensed that every-
one in the Soviet delegation was thinking the same thing: they are the
ones who are free and we are the ones in a prison camp. I'll never for-
get Kryuchkov’s reaction. For a long time, he stared intently at the op-
posite bank. Finally, he muttered, “Hmm . . . well, yes . . ”

I think he felt what the rest of us were feeling but was unable to
fathom the truth that our system was rotten through and through.
Kryuchkov remained a true believer until the end, eternally suspicious
of the West and capitalism. I was forever astonished by how provincial
and insulated Kryuchkov was, and I have no doubt that my fluency in
English and years in America intimidated the intelligence chief. Al-
though Kryuchkov and I instinctively disliked and mistrusted each
other, the more telling split between us arose because he remained
implacably suspicious of the West, a die-hard ideologue, while I held
a pragmatic view of our American and Western opponents.
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Kryuchkov reacted with a mixture of amazement, defensiveness,
and anger when confronted (as he often was) with evidence of his
provincialism. One day I introduced him to whiskey and soda, telling
him that the Americans and British liked their whiskey straight over
ice, or with a little soda.

“Oh no, no, no,” Kryuchkov replied. “The best way to drink
whiskey is with Coca-Cola. That is the accepted way.”

“You can drink it with Coca-Cola,” I replied. “But people just don’t
drink it that way. It spoils the taste.”

“No,” he said, grabbing the final word. “I know how it should be
drunk.”

Once in his office I referred to a saying from Bismarck about the
Russian character: “Russians harness their horses slowly, but they
drive them fast”

“Who said that?” Kryuchkov inquired eagerly.

“Bismarck.”

“How interesting” said Kryuchkov, and immediately wrote it down
in his notebook.

Years later, when I was in virtual exile in Leningrad, I visited Moscow
and asked Kryuchkov when I would be returning to KGB Center.

“Oleg,” he replied, “have patience for a little while longer.”

“Pazienza, pazienza,” 1 said.

“What’s that? What’s that now?” asked Kryuchkov.

“It means patience,” I said.

“What language is it?” asked Kryuchkov.

“Ttalian,” I said.

“Oh, do you know Italian?” Kryuchkov said, wide-eyed.

“Just a few words,” I said. “Just a few words.”

For the KGB’s intelligence service, the tragedy of Kryuchkov’s lead-
ership was that he slowly removed the strong-willed men at the top of
our organization and replaced them with sycophants and incompe-
tent Communist Party apparatchiks. As a result, in the late 1970s and
into the 1980s, we became less aggressive in our battle with the CIA,
while at the same time the number of KGB defectors soared. The men
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in the top echelons of intelligence, following Kryuchkov’s lead, be-
came more concerned with palace intrigue and currying favor with
superiors than with our main goal: the struggle with the CIA.

Kryuchkov, thanks to his decades of bureaucratic experience, was
expert at surrounding himself with toadies who were eternally loyal to
him, often because the intelligence chief had forgiven them one trans-
gression or another and given them a second lease on life. Examples
abounded of such bureaucratic blackmail. Two of the men involved in
the sex scandal with the masseuse at Yasenovo were top Kryuchkov
aides, and a third was head of a major department. But rather than
sacking the men, Kryuchkov merely chewed them out and gave them
another chance. One of the aides, a man in his sixties, had often talked
behind Kryuchkov’s back before the masseuse scandal, but afterwards
he never said another bad word about the intelligence chief.

Another senior KGB official, the man in charge of active measures,
was found to be leaving work early several days a week and making
love to the wife of a counterintelligence officer. (Kryuchkov found out
about the affair because the woman’s husband was suspected of work-
ing for the CIA. Her apartment was bugged, and it was there the ac-
tive measures officer and the woman had their love nest.) Kryuchkov
called the officer in for a talk, and according to Kryuchkov’s assistant,
the poor fellow was nearly in tears when confronted with his hanky-
panky. The intelligence chief gave the man a reprieve, thus ensuring
the loyalty of yet another mediocre underling.

A similar case involved Sergei Golubev, the security chief of our
foreign counterintelligence directorate and the man who helped the
Bulgarians assassinate Georgi Markov. Golubev had a long history of
sloppy behavior (car wrecks, drunken brawls) due to an inability to
hold his liquor. A year after I left foreign counterintelligence my for-
mer colleagues told me he was found by a guard at Yasenovo at five
o’clock one morning, dead drunk in his office. He was unconscious,
bottles and glasses were strewn about the room, and his safe had been
left wide open. The incident was reported to Kryuchkov, who should
have sacked the man. Instead, he gave Golubev a stern lecture, during



288 SPYMASTER

which, according to Kryuchkov’s assistant, the security man dropped
to his knees in tears and begged for forgiveness. Once again,
Kryuchkov was assured of having a loyal subordinate.

And so it went at the top of our organization, as our leaders
scratched one another’s backs and ignored countless blunders of
compromised underlings. The phenomenon was described perfectly
by author Ivan Vasileyev, who wrote:

It was difficult to find any manifestation of conscience in those who
came to the fore in this period of [Soviet] stagnation. They suffered
no qualms in espousing indecency. . . . They forgave each other any
transgressions and lost all feelings for principle. A forgiven sin be-
came a moral lever. A superior overlooks a fault in a subordinate, and
the subordinate will overlook the shortcoming of the superior. This
leads to a personal, covert interdependence, which binds wrongdoers
to one another. Shutting one’s eyes to evil is always immoral, but that
fruit, once tasted, is never rejected.

As he was building up a coterie of flunkies, Kryuchkov was at the
same time steadily eliminating potential rivals, a process to which I
myself would eventually fall victim. A vivid example of Kryuchkov’s
maneuvering involved Grigory Grigorenko, the head of Chief Direc-
torate Two, which oversaw domestic security and counterintelligence.
Grigorenko was a tough, intelligent professional, the top cop in the
Soviet security system. He was widely respected by his subordinates,
as well as by many of his peers and Andropov himself. As such, he was
a clear rival to Kryuchkov for eventual control of the KGB, and the
two men had a well-known dislike for each other. Grigorenko looked
down on Kryuchkov as a minor Party hack who knew nothing of in-
telligence and counterintelligence.

Their rivalry remained under control until an incident in 1975.
That spring, the KGB and Soviet Foreign Ministry revived the tradi-
tion of staging an annual banquet for the top leaders of both organi-
zations. The lavish affair was held at the prerevolutionary Morozov
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mansion on Aleksei Tolstoi Street in central Moscow. Representing
the KGB were Kryuchkov, Grigorenko, and several other generals, in-
cluding myself. There was an elaborate feast, accompanied by oceans
of vodka and wine, and soon many of those in attendance were well
liquored up. A deputy foreign minister, Zemskov, rose and gave a
warm toast calling for closer ties between his agency and the KGB. He
sat down, and everyone was waiting for Kryuchkov, as the highest-
ranking KGB official in attendance, to offer a toast in response. But
just as Kryuchkov was about to rise, Grigorenko shot up from his
chair and delivered a brisk speech about the long established cooper-
ation between the KGB and the Foreign Ministry. He utterly ignored
Kryuchkov and did not include him in his toast, a serious breach of
protocol, especially in a society where toasting at dinners has been el-
evated to the level of diplomacy. But it got worse. A Foreign Ministry
official stood and delivered a toast, then Grigorenko again affronted
Kryuchkov by rising for a second time. After that, the toasting deteri-
orated into a bawdy session in which KGB and Foreign Ministry lu-
minaries told obscene jokes, guffawed like farm hands, and downed
bottle after bottle of vodka.

Kryuchkov sat there stonily. He was obviously outraged, and his
hatred for Grigorenko was palpable. Even I felt sorry for him. Fi-
nally, when everyone (except Kryuchkov) was completely drunk,
there was an exhausted lull in the merrymaking. It was then that
Kryuchkov rose stiffly, cast a school-marmish gaze on the assembly,
and lifted his glass.

“May I say a few nice words about Comrades Andropov and
Gromyko, the leaders we all love and respect,” Kryuchkov said.

We all knocked back a couple ounces of vodka in honor of our
chiefs, then returned to raucous storytelling. As I sat there looking
at Kryuchkov’s sulking countenance, I thought to myself that the in-
telligence chief would one day exact revenge on Grigorenko. And I
was right.

A couple of years later, we discovered that one of my foreign coun-
terintelligence officers in Vienna had gotten his hands on a veritable
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warehouse of clothes, jewels, and consumer goods that he was illegally
shipping back to Russia, selling or giving much of the loot to top KGB
and Communist Party officials. It turned out that Grigorenko, among
many others, had been a recipient of our officer’s largesse. When
Kryuchkov discovered this, he pursued the case vigorously, chastising
Grigorenko and other KGB officers for their decadence. Though
many in Kryuchkov’s circle were just as quick to accept gifts from
friends abroad, the intelligence chief ignored that and skewered his
rival. Gigorenko’s misstep, combined with his refusal to kowtow to
other Brezhnev cronies in the KGB hierarchy, ensured his demise. He
was eventually placed in the KGB reserve, thus removing one of
Kryuchkov’s chief competitors.

A similar fate awaited my old Washington station chief, Boris Solo-
matin, who was one of the top men in intelligence. Kryuchkov saw to
it that Andropov and other Politburo members knew that Solomatin
had a drinking problem, which ended his hopes of rising to head of
intelligence. My former New York station chief, Boris Ivanov, also was
dispatched by Kryuchkov with similar skill. Kryuchkov rarely missed
a chance to subtly criticize Ivanov, who was deputy head of intelli-
gence and a rival of Kryuchkov’s for the top intelligence spot. Once,
when we were meeting in Andropov’s office about the espionage situ-
ation in Canada, Andropov asked Ivanov how many agents we had in
Canada. Ivanov estimated that there were a dozen or so, which was at
least twice as high as the real figure. Kryuchkov could see during the
meeting that I appeared doubtful, and he later asked me what the real
agent count was in Canada. I said it was about five. Ivanov probably
had made a simple mistake, but Kryuchkov later went to Andropov
and accused Ivanov of purposely exaggerating his department’s
achievements in the United States and Canada. At the time, Andropov
was waging a campaign to counter the flood of faked and exaggerated
in-house reports plaguing the KGB, and Ivanov fell victim to that cru-
sade. He was never chosen to head KGB intelligence, and later was
transferred out of headquarters to become our special representative
in Kabul.
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In due time, it became clear that Kryuchkov, though he lacked
skills in intelligence, was no slouch in the bureaucratic game. Increas-
ingly, people grew afraid to cross him.

“I have no friends in this organization,” Kryuchkov once told me.
“My friends are all in the Party and the Central Committee. But ’'m
not worried about having no friends here.”

He had a friend in Gorbachev, a relationship that would prove cru-
cial. There is no doubt that his finely honed skills at working the So-
viet halls of power, as well as his ties with Andropov, served
Kryuchkov well. Many of my colleagues have speculated that Gor-
bachev promoted and retained Kryuchkov because the KGB had in-
criminating evidence about corruption on Gorbachev’s part when he
was Communist Party boss of Stavropol. I have no firsthand knowl-
edge of such corruption, but I think that if the evidence actually ex-
isted, it would already have been leaked by one of Gorbachev’s many
enemies in the security services.

Kryuchkov’s ability to manipulate the KGB and Gorbachev contin-
ued until the last days of Soviet power. Then the old Party bureaucrat
made a fatal miscalculation. Kryuchkov still thought it was possible,
in August 1991, to sit in the Kremlin and pull the strings of power like
a puppeteer. He expected the nation’s leaders and its people to auto-
matically respond to the commands coming from the Kremlin, as
they had done for seventy-five years. But that time had passed, and
Kryuchkov was so out of touch with reality he didn’t realize it.

I saw Kryuchkov on several occasions after I left the KGB and
began my campaign against the security agency, but every time he saw
me in the halls of the Soviet parliament he would head the other way.
After the coup, Kryuchkov was jailed briefly, then eventually par-
doned in 1994 by the Russian Parliament. I saw him several times on
TV before his pardon, playing the role of Soviet Communist patriot
trying to save his Mother Russia from the twin scourges of Yeltsin and
capitalism. In early 1993, he stood at the head of a pro-Communist,
Russian-nationalist demonstration, occasionally mingling with the
masses he had so long ignored. It was a scene out of a black comedy,
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with Kryuchkov and other Gray Cardinals of the Kremlin casting
themselves as average men deeply concerned with the welfare of their
people. In all his years in power, Kryuchkov had never rubbed shoul-
ders with the Soviet masses. Yet there he was on television, leading a
group of ragtag hard-liners and disgruntled Russian citizens. How far
the mighty had fallen, and how hypocritical they had become. In 1996
Kryuchkov published his memoir, Personal File. Packed with hack-
neyed lies and distortions, it showed clearly that history did not teach
him anything. And yet, what a surprise it was for many Russians when
he appeared at the Kremlin inauguration of President Putin in the
year 2000, and later advised the former KGB lieutenant colonel on
matters of state security and intelligence. No wonder the new Russian
leader stalled the reforms, reversed the process of democratization,
and introduced discredited Soviet practices.

In his book Kryuchkov viciously attacks Gorbachev’s attempts to
overhaul the Soviet system. As usual, he fingers the CIA as the mas-
termind of perestroika, and Alexander Yakovlev as its foremost “agent
of influence.” Characterizing “the forces of evil” which led to the col-
lapse of the USSR, Kryuchkov writes, “Bakatin and Kalugin are kin-
dred souls, or rather accomplices of Alexander Yakovlev in the
destruction of the Soviet Union, in the breakdown of the KGB.” His-
tory will pass its verdict on who stood behind the demise of the Soviet
empire, but when I read Kryuchkov’s passage about my role in the
stormy 1990s, I felt proud.

The most imposing and controversial leader I worked with at the
KGB was undeniably Yuri Vladimirovich Andropov, who headed the
agency from 1967 to 1982. Though he was an aloof figure and a de-
manding boss, I nevertheless developed an almost father-son rela-
tionship with Andropov, and it was his support and backing that, in
large measure, allowed me to rise as high as I did in the KGB. In-
deed, when I was pushed out of intelligence in late 1979, Andropov
reacted with a mixture of sadness and exasperation, seemingly mys-
tified that one of his boys would have such a damaging run-in with
the KGB hierarchy.
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In 1982, when an already ailing Andropov took power in the USSR
following the death of Leonid Brezhnev, he was at first portrayed in
the Western media as a closet liberal with a fondness for jazz, Scotch,
and other things American and European. Sitting in Leningrad, I
chuckled when I read and heard such accounts, for Andropov was
anything but liberal, almost never drank, and possessed one of the
more virulent anti-Western streaks among the Soviet leadership. But
he was hardly an ogre, and he exhibited a flexibility that served him
well in his long rise to power. When I think of Andropov these days, I
picture in my mind the imposing, unsmiling figure who presided with
grave efficiency over the monthly meetings of the KGB Collegium.
But I also remember the rare occasions in private when Andropov let
his guard down and actually allowed a smile to spread across his face.

Once Andropov came to a special KGB apartment in central
Moscow to award a Friendship of Nations medal to Kim Philby. Three
of us sat around a small table laden with food and drink, waiting for
Andropov to appear. The tall, heavily built chairman arrived late, took
off his coat, greeted Philby and the rest of us warmly, and said, “What
are you drinking, my friends?”

“We’re not drinking anything,” I replied. “We’re waiting for you.”

“Okay, but let me perform my duty first,” Andropov said. “Let me
present this decoration to Mr. Philby”

He pinned the medal on Philby’s chest, shook his hand, and an-
nounced, “Now let’s drink to this festive occasion!”

Andropov almost never touched alcohol because of a kidney ail-
ment, but he accepted a ryumochka (shot glass) of vodka and drank
an ounce or so in Philby’s honor. The chairman stayed for another
hour, chatting amiably with us about England, the intelligence busi-
ness, and other things, all the while displaying a warmth that was lit-
tle in evidence when carrying out his official duties.

On another occasion, I went to his office to report on some matter.
After we finished talking, Andropov turned to me and one of his
deputies and said, “Listen, friends, I have a gift from Kirghizia, a drink
you've never tasted.”
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He walked into his back room and emerged with a bottle of opaque
liquid.

“I know you’ve drunk everything, but this you've never had, 'm
sure,” Andropov said, smiling. “Try some.”

He poured out two drinks, then sat back and watched our re-
sponse. After sipping the bitter drink, I responded, “I know what it is.
This is limonik.”

“How in the world did you know?” asked Andropov.

“Well, I’ve had it before,” I said.

“And here I thought I would surprise you,” retorted Andropov.

Limonik is also found in southern Russia; it is made from berries
and is rich in vitamins as well as reputedly having the qualities of an
aphrodisiac.

“Okay;” said Andropov. “You know what it is, but I can still serve
you something you’ve never tasted.”

He poured some cognac into the limonik and I tried it.

“You're right,” I said. “I've never drunk it like this, and it’s excellent.”

Standing there coatless, in suspenders, Andropov gave me a fa-
therly look. We chatted amiably for a few more minutes until he was
summoned by his secretary.

At heart Andropov was a tough old Bolshevik who had survived the
Stalin years and fought his way to the pinnacle of Soviet power. Before
World War II, known in our country at the Great Patriotic War, An-
dropov had been a leader of the Komsomol in the Karelian region of
Russia along the Finnish border. During the war, Andropov made a
name leading the partisan resistance to the Nazis on the Finnish front.
When the war ended, Andropov rose through the ranks of the Com-
munist Party organization in Karelia, then came to Moscow and joined
the Central Committee. In one of Khrushchev’s periodic shake-ups of
the Communist Party apparatus, Andropov was transferred from the
Central Committee to the Foreign Ministry. Then, at age forty, the ar-
dent Communist was named Soviet ambassador to Hungary.

It was there, two years later, that Andropov was to make his name
by playing a pivotal role in suppressing the Hungarian uprising. Dur-
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ing the 1956 revolution, Andropov earned a reputation as a cool
leader in a crisis. He made himself valuable to the Kremlin by repeat-
edly asserting to the Hungarian leader Imre Nagy that Soviet troops
were not pouring into the country but were being withdrawn. It was
a total lie, but Andropov was so convincing that even as Soviet troops
were launching a final offensive to crush the rebellion, the Soviet am-
bassador convinced Nagy that the Red Army was on its way home.

Andropov returned to Moscow in 1957 and went to work for the
Central Committee department overseeing relations with other Com-
munist countries. He gradually came to know Leonid Brezhnev and
other Politburo members, and shared with them a growing concern
about Nikita Khrushchev’s erratic leadership. In 1964, during the
palace coup that overthrew Khrushchev, Andropov supported the
Brezhnev faction and helped dig up compromising material on
Khrushchev’s involvement in the Stalinist purges, information that
would have been used had the Soviet leader resisted his ouster.

In 1967, Brezhnev appointed Andropov chairman of the KGB.
Though not a professional KGB man, Andropov quickly earned the
respect of rank-and-file intelligence officers such as myself. He
seemed to us a decisive, bright, and supportive leader who was well
versed in world affairs and gave his underlings plenty of latitude to do
the job. Only later, as I became increasingly cynical about the
prospects for reforming our system, did I come to view Andropov
more critically and realize that his orthodox Communist views often
blinded him to a steadily changing reality.

As T started working closely with Andropov in the mid-1970s, I
soon learned he was sharply distrustful of the outside world and saw
CIA plots and imperialist intrigues around every corner. When nu-
merous Western European Communist parties began to seek greater
independence from the Soviet Communist Party, Andropov viewed
the trend as the dastardly work of Western intelligence services. As a
former senior Party official who for years was involved in the prob-
lems of the world Communist movement, Andropov would never
miss a chance to ask KGB chiefs stationed abroad about the activities
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of local Communists. In the late 1970s the so-called Eurocommu-
nism, a dissident view of some European Communist Party leaders
on the Soviet model of socialism, threatened to split the Moscow-
dominated movement. This problem was on Andropov’s mind when
he received in his office Kislyak, KGB resident in France.

“What’s going on in your country?” demanded Andropov. “Why
does Georges Marchais (leader of the French Communist Party) be-
have like a prostitute? We have been supporting and financing them
for decades and now they are joining the chorus of our critics.”

Kislyak’s explanation was painfully long, and not to the point. He
saw the roots of the problem in the nature of social democratic tradi-
tions in France, French mentality, and so on.

Sitting across from Andropov’s desk, I watched his silent reaction
to the resident’s narrative. The chairman was losing interest. His eyes,
inquisitive in the beginning, were turning blank, his face growing
bored and tired. He looked more and more annoyed. At that moment
I decided to come to Kislyak’s rescue and interrupted him: “CIA Di-
rector Colby said recently that the U.S. should take advantage of the
growing division inside the Communist movement and facilitate its
eventual demise.”

At this point Andropov’s countenance changed dramatically. His
eyes sparkled again and he seemed to awaken from a doze.

“That’s right!” he exclaimed. “That’s what has been missing in your
report, Comrade Resident. What’s Marchais’s background? Did he not
spend some time in German concentration camps? He may have sur-
vived only because he collaborated with the Gestapo. The Americans
captured some of the German archives and found out everything
about Marchais, blackmailed him, and turned him into their agent.
That’s how things happened and you talk about French traditions and
the like. You have to be a realist, Comrade Resident!”

Andropov’s obsession with conspiracy theories apparently re-
flected his mind-set, shaped by his involvement in endless inter-
party intrigues from the early years of his career as a Party boss in
Karelia.
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It also found vivid expression in his ardent support for so-called
active measures, disinformation practices and special operations
across the world. Andropov was fascinated with the creative nature of
intelligence and was guided by Lenin’s words: “We must be ready to
employ trickery, deceit, law-breaking, withholding and concealing the
truth. There are no morals in politics. There is only expedience.”

Under Andropov the disinformation branch of the KGB flourished.
For both domestic and external consumption, it concocted stories to
deceive, confuse, and influence targeted audiences. It conducted opera-
tions to weaken Soviet adversaries and to undermine the internal sta-
bility and foreign policies of the Western world in order to facilitate
favorable conditions for the eventual triumph of Communism.

The CIA ousted President Nixon; the CIA arranged the 1978
mass suicide and murder of more than nine hundred people of
the Jonestown cult; the U.S. was developing an ethnic weapon
that would kill blacks and spare whites; the CIA was behind the
assassinations of Olof Palme in Sweden, Indira Gandhi in India,
and Aldo Moro in Italy, and an attempt on the pope’s life; the
U.S. military planned to use tactical nuclear weapons in Italy in
case the left parties came to power; U.S. Army scientists devel-
oped the AIDS virus; Americans steal foreign babies to use their
organs for transplant—these and hundreds of other faked sto-
ries hit the front pages of the world media at one time or an-
other. And though Andropov died in 1984, his legacy and that of
his KGB predecessors in the area of psychological warfare even-
tually developed into practical guidelines for the KGB and its
friends and allies across the world. These guidelines include:
+ Cultivating and recruiting agents of influence, especially
among political figures, businessmen, and the media.
+ Transferring money to political parties, movements, and
front organizations.
* Manipulating and controlling the media. In 1981 alone, the
KGB, according to its report to the CP Central Committee,
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funded or sponsored 70 books and brochures, 4,865 arti-
cles in foreign and Soviet newspapers and magazines, 66
feature and documentary films, 1,500 radio and TV pro-
grams, 3,000 conferences and exhibitions, 170,000 reports
to the public.

+ Written and oral disinformation, planting stories, forgeries,
rumors.

+ Faked defections and wide use of double agents.

+ Manipulation of mass organizations, pickets, protest groups,
creation and financing of “committees of solidarity,” public
tribunals, and so on.

+ Radio propaganda, including clandestine broadcasting,
leaflets, public scandals, strikes, underground cells, govern-
ments in exile, economic subversion, sabotage, artificial oil,
and power supply difficulties.

+ Training people for guerrilla warfare, assassinations, arson,
paramilitary operations, forcible overthrow of governments,
civil war.

Andropov may indeed have liked Louis Armstrong, a fact West-
ern journalists seized on to show what a cosmopolitan character he
was. But the truth was that he prided himself in holding hard-line
Communist views, genuinely believed that the United States and
the West were working day and night to destroy the Soviet Union,
and directed KGB to do its utmost to weaken and eventually defeat
the West.

One of the few times Andropov criticized me involved a funda-
mental clash of our respective worldviews. Two KGB officers attached
to the USSR’s United Nations mission in New York, Valdik Enger and
Rudolf Chernyayev, were arrested by the FBI in 1978 after an Ameri-
can serviceman handed them classified information on the B-1
bomber program. The case was generating a lot of anti-Soviet public-
ity, and the U.S. government demanded that we put up $1 million in
bail if we wanted the men to be freed pending trial.
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I was summoned by Andropov and suggested that we immediately
pay the money so our officers could be released on bail. The KGB
chairman fixed me with an angry stare. From the expression on his
face, one would have thought I had just suggested he go into business
with the Rockefellers.

“I never expected our chief of foreign counterintelligence to trust
the United States government!” Andropov fumed. “They could take
the money and then just tell us to go to hell.”

“But it’s the government, it’s not some private personality,” I re-
sponded, shaken by his reaction. “They know the value of money
and promises, and we shouldn’t doubt they will keep their end of
the bargain.”

I continued, trying to explain the American system of justice, the
procedures for bail, and so on. Andropov angrily cut me off.

“I never expected anything like this from you,” he said. “This is
really something, to hear this kind of talk from a counterintelligence
chief. Do you mean to say you really trust them? Or perhaps you don’t
understand what you're talking about?”

I had never experienced such a tongue lashing from a man I viewed
as my mentor. Chastened, as well as stunned by Andropov’s parochial-
ism, I shut up. Enger and Chernyayev remained in jail, were convicted
of espionage, and were released in 1979 in exchange for imprisoned
Soviet dissidents.

Another thing that surprised me, though I understood it perfectly
well, was Andropov’s frequent praise for Brezhnev, a habit that be-
came increasingly embarrassing as Brezhnev slipped into senility and
inaction. It was one thing to praise Brezhnev in public; we all were ex-
pected to do that, and Andropov was peerless in his ability to laud the
fossilized Soviet leader. During my years in foreign counterintelli-
gence, Andropov called Brezhnev “a political leader of Lenin’s type,
who is inseparably attached to his people and who has given the peo-
ple his whole life.” In 1979, Andropov spoke of Brezhnev’s “popular
acclaim, statesmanlike wisdom and great humanity.” In his eulogy for
Brezhnev in 1982, Andropov labeled the dear departed leader “the
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greatest political figure of our time,” surely one of the greatest exam-
ples of political hyperbole in history.

Yet even in private, Andropov was full of praise for our esteemed
Soviet leader. Once, celebrating the sixtieth anniversary of Soviet in-
telligence, Andropov called eight top officers into his office for a drink
and used similarly flowery language to describe Brezhnev. In An-
dropov’s case, such loyalty was understandable. It was, after all, Brezh-
nev who heaped money and praise on the KGB following the assault
on the agency during the Khrushchev years. Under Brezhnev, the KGB
became the most lavishly financed and best-equipped organization in
the country. It was also Brezhnev who named Andropov to head the
KGB and anointed him as the future Soviet leader.

Although the other KGB professional officers and I could tolerate
the odes to Brezhnev, Andropov’s appointing Brezhnev cronies as
his top aides was another matter. Two of Andropov’s half dozen
deputy chairmen, Semyon Tsvigun and Georgi Tsinyov, were espe-
cially bad news and typical of the Communist Party bureaucrats
who were denigrating the KGB. No doubt Brezhnev forced An-
dropov to take on this pair; the KGB chairman was an independent
man and Brezhnev wanted some of his own people to keep an eye
on Andropov.

Tsvigun was a tall, bulky man who rose to a top KGB position for
one reason: he and Brezhnev had known each other as young Com-
munist Party officials in Moldavia, where they used to drink and
chase women together. Tsvigun was downright stupid, but relatively
harmless. Whenever he addressed a gathering of KGB officers, he
groped for words and uttered complete nonsense. He was a laughing-
stock, but was generally kindhearted, even asking his subordinates if
he could help them get an apartment, a car, or any one of dozens of
pitifully scarce items in the USSR. Once, when he saw me carrying a
banned copy of Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s Gulag Archipelago, he ap-
proached me like a school kid and eagerly asked if he could borrow
the book. He inquired how I had gotten it, and I responded that it had
just been sent by one of my men in Paris. So I handed him the book,
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and two weeks later he called me, his tone of wonderment revealing
that Solzhenitsyn’s description of our state’s vast totalitarian machin-
ery was a revelation to the KGB general.

“I've finished the book and you can pick it up,” said Tsvigun.
“And why don’t you call me whenever you get these kinds of books
from Paris?”

Georgi Tsinyov was a different—and far less benign—character. A
small, sour-faced, bald-headed man, Tsinyov was one of the most
cunning, vicious officers I encountered in all my years with the KGB.
He had worked with Brezhnev in the Ukrainian Communist Party be-
fore the war, and afterward went on to head up Soviet military coun-
terintelligence in East Germany. Brezhnev moved him into the KGB,
where he served in the powerful post of head of domestic counterin-
telligence and then was appointed Andropov’s first deputy. He was a
hatchet man, remorseless, capricious, inhuman. I had run-ins with
him on several occasions, clashes which no doubt hastened my fall
from grace in the KGB.

Our worst run-in occurred after my directorate tried and failed to
recruit the U.S. ambassador to UNESCO. The ambassador, Konstan-
tin Varvariv, was a naturalized U.S. citizen, and when he rose to the
post of American ambassador to UNESCO, we decided to check into
his background. It turned out that he was from western Ukraine, and
our archives showed he had collaborated with the Nazis, translating
for German units involved in raids against partisans. There also was
evidence that the units he was working with carried out massacres of
Soviet citizens.

Varvariv flew to Tbilisi, Georgia, for an international conference,
and I dispatched one of my subordinates there to make a recruitment
attempt. My officer was armed with photographs of Varvariv and his
wife with Nazi officers, as well as receipts showing he had been paid
by the Germans. When our man caught up with Varvariv in his hotel
room and showed him the evidence we had unearthed, the ambas-
sador was shocked and said he needed time to consider our recruit-
ment offer. We knew Varvariv held an ambassador’s post at the time,
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and we hoped that he might one day be named to a higher position in
the U.S. government.

Varvariv agreed to meet our officer the following day. The next
morning, however, the ambassador left Tbilisi, stopping in Moscow
on his way back to Paris. He reported the recruitment attempt to the
U.S. embassy, which lodged a protest at our Foreign Ministry. Senior
diplomats there then immediately informed us. Tsinyov, Andropov’s
first deputy, was furious that he hadn’t known anything about the re-
cruitment effort. Kryuchkov dispatched me to mollify Tsinyov; luckily,
I had notified domestic counterintelligence, which he supervised, of
our action in Tbilisi.

“How dare you conduct such arrogant actions on the territory of
the Soviet Union without the knowledge of the security chiefs!” bel-
lowed Tsinyov, nearly leaping out of his chair.

“I reported it personally to Andropov and he gave his consent,” I
replied.

“Okay, you always go to Andropov,” Tsinyov said. “I know that. But
who else knew?”

I told him which of his subordinates I had notified, and he called
them in one by one. They confirmed my account. He was sputter-
ing mad by this point, and when he heard we were preparing to ex-
pose the Varvariv scandal in the upcoming issue of Literaturnaya
Gazeta, he blew up. He demanded I kill the story. I called the mag-
azine, but the editors informed me the issue was already rolling off
the presses.

“Okay, young man,” Tsinyov hissed. “I know you are very arrogant
and always use Andropov to cover your actions. But I will remember
this. I will remember this.”

Another Brezhnev protégé, Viktor Mikhailovich Chebrikov, also
worked as one of Andropov’s deputies. Chebrikov (who eventually
headed the KGB from 1982 to 1988) was an obedient Communist
Party servant. He was a pleasant man, but like so many Party bu-
reaucrats, terribly cautious and afraid to move without approval
from his superiors. He was a prime example of our leaders during
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the depths of the stagnation period before Gorbachev—servile,
sickly, and indecisive.

Andropov was such a devout Communist that he couldn’t see the
forest for the trees on the domestic Soviet scene. As our economy
steadily declined in the late 1970s, he blamed poor worker discipline
and disorder at factories. All that was needed, he said, was to boost
worker productivity by tightening control over the economy and the
workplace. He suggested that we could pull out of the economic dol-
drums by issuing a call to all working people to increase productivity
and fulfill the current five-year plan. That he and other Communist
Party bosses thought they could sit in Moscow and exhort the narod
(masses) to save our creaking economy was an example of how de-
luded our Kremlin leaders had become.

As head of the KGB, however, Andropov was acutely aware of how
far we had fallen behind the West in science and technology. His fatal
mistake, as with many Soviets, was that he thought we could catch up
by whipping the old Soviet mare harder, rather than relegating her to
the glue factory and starting over.

In the late 1970s, one of our double agents in Germany, who was
really working for us but had tricked the CIA into thinking he was co-
operating with the Americans, managed to win the trust of his U.S.
handlers. Our double agent was preparing to return to work in the
Soviet Union, and his CIA contacts had given him a featherweight,
palm-size radio device so they could contact him inside the USSR.
The gadget greatly enhanced the audibility of radio transmissions, so
that when our double agent used his receiver on a certain wavelength,
he would be able to pick up communications from the CIA that
would be all but inaudible to us.

I knew that Andropov was fascinated with spy technology and the
intricacies of the double agent game, so I brought him the small, ele-
gant transmitter and reported on our success in running the double
agent. We had scored a major coup, because this was the first time the
KGB had gotten its hands on this latest piece of CIA hi-tech wizardry.
Andropov turned the tiny “toy” over and over in his hands, obviously
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impressed with the engineering. He then asked the head of domestic
counterintelligence, who was in the room, whether we had anything
comparable. The counterintelligence man hemmed and hawed, fi-
nally saying he knew how the device worked and claiming that do-
mestic counterintelligence was using similar receivers. But the experts
at the equipment operations directorate had just informed me that
they had never seen anything like this. I told Andropov so, and he
seemed distressed.

The chairman then summoned his deputy for scientific and tech-
nical research, Nikolai Yemokhonov.

“Have you ever seen anything like that?” Andropov asked
Yemokhonov.

“No,” Yemokhonov replied.

The research director asked me to describe what it did. Then
Yemokhonov said casually, “It’s nothing special. We have similar de-
vices. We could make one like that.”

Andropov shot Yemokhonov a look of displeasure and bored in
on him.

“But you said you'd never seen one like that.”

“Well,” replied Yemokhonov, “we don’t have devices this size.”

“What size have we got?” asked Andropov.

“Ours weighs about a kilogram,” said Yemokhonov.

The American device weighed only a few ounces; everyone in the
room knew that the bulky two-pound Soviet transmitters and re-
ceivers were a great hindrance in clandestine work.

Andropov had had enough.

“We spend so much money on technology and we still can’t pro-
duce modern equipment!” he exclaimed. “Can we at least reproduce
this thing here?”

“No,” said Yemokhonov.

“But why not?” asked Andropov. “What is it that you don’t have?”

“We just don’t have the technology,” answered Yemokhonov, keep-
ing his cool. “That is the reason our missiles are twice as heavy as the
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Americans’ and why if we wanted to reproduce a Mercedes car we’d
have to hand-assemble it.”

Andropov’s reaction was surprisingly meek, and his recommenda-
tion for action utterly futile: “Let’s send a memo to the Central Com-
mittee and the Council of Ministers. How far behind we’ve lagged!
We’ve got to put things right!”

The fact is that I admired Andropov’s actions in my own field but
was dismayed at his and the KGB’s reaction to our domestic situation.
Andropov oversaw the KGB at a time of intense persecution of dissi-
dents. Though he occasionally would allow the production of a
banned play, there were many more instances where he toed the con-
ventional line and ruthlessly repressed dissent. During his fifteen
years in power, the KGB’s reign of moral terror was at its height in
post-Stalinist Russia: nonconformists and dissidents were tossed into
psychiatric hospitals and nearly every citizen felt the presence of the
KGB’s domestic organs. It was Andropov, after all, who at a 1976
meeting of the KGB Collegium branded the scientist Andrei Sakharov
as “domestic enemy number one.” It was Andropov who supported
the move to strip dissident director Yuri Lyubimov of his citizenship.
It also was Andropov who decreed that countless thousands of new
documents, from reports on factory clean-ups to issues of Newsweek
magazine, be declared top secret. Under Andropov, new secret depart-
ments and directorates sprang up in factories and ministries. Tens of
thousands of acres of good land were taken out of circulation to en-
hance border protection. Yachts and sailboats were forbidden to sail in
Soviet waters, Soviet citizens were not allowed to meet alone with for-
eigners, and anyone whose behavior or utterances seemed slightly out
of the ordinary was viewed as a potential spy. Everything was done to
mold the Soviet masses into a bland, passive army of happy, hard-
working comrades.

But what else could we expect from a man like Andropov, who
once said, “No sane individual will oppose a regime that wants so
badly to make the lives of its people better.”
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Despite his reputation inside Soviet society as a man who fiercely
fought corruption by going after petty corruption in factories and
shops, in fact Andropov shied away from taking on the systemic cor-
ruption at the top levels of the Communist Party. When the KGB
chief in Uzbekistan presented evidence that the republic’s leaders
were extremely corrupt at an annual meeting of KGB top brass, An-
dropov did nothing to investigate. Indeed, the only casualty of the
revelations was the Uzbek KGB chief himself, who was sacked and
transferred to Czechoslovakia as a minor KGB adviser at the Soviet
embassy.

Thankfully, I was far removed from the dirty work of my domestic
counterparts. These days I recall not only Andropov’s follies and
shortcomings but also, with admiration and a half smile, that in the
espionage wars the KGB chairman had a flair for the unconventional.

In 1979, I worked with the USSR’s Central Documentary Studio on
a film about the CIA entitled The Quiet Americans. First and fore-
most, it was a propaganda movie designed to show the CIA in an un-
favorable light. But I also knew our citizens were sophisticated
enough not to swallow the old anti-American propaganda, and so I
made sure the film painted a fairly realistic portrait of CIA officers as
dedicated, intelligent, and dangerous professionals bent on weakening
the Soviet Union and stopping the spread of Communism. We used
Western footage of CIA Director Stansfield Turner, for example,
which showed him working long hours at his desk and playing with
his dogs at home. I was proud of the film, and considered it a realis-
tic, tough-minded view of the CIA that would score us points at home
and abroad.

We screened The Quiet Americans at Lubyanka for a dozen top peo-
ple of the KGB. As the house lights went on at the end of the film, I ex-
pected kudos. Instead, I was bombarded with criticism as one top
KGB man after another came up to me and accused me of being soft
on the CIA.

“Oleg, what in the hell are you doing showing these bastards as
nice-looking guys, playing with dogs and everything?” asked one KGB
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boss. “Carter looks like the father of his country. Turner looks like a
great guy. Russians won’t understand this kind of film.”

Other KGB big shots wanted to know why the film showed some-
one unscrewing a telephone and finding a CIA bug inside. Now our
citizens would start doing the same thing, the KGB boss said. And yet
another asked why we depicted the CIA as a rich organization that
paid its agents well. Such information could subject Soviet citizens to
unnecessary temptations.

The upshot was that I should go back to the drawing board and
redo the film. I was despondent as I walked out of the screening room.
Just then, Andropov’s personal assistant walked up to me, put his arm
on my shoulder, and said quietly, “The chairman saw the film and
liked it. Go ahead with it”

We released it several months later, with our favorite journalist,
Genrikh Borovik, doing the narration and the Central Documentary
Studio getting the credit for what was, in essence, a KGB film. The
movie was well received inside the USSR, and even won first place in
a documentary film contest for socialist countries in Berlin. It wasn’t
Cannes, but by our standards it was quite an honor.

Andropov exhibited similar flexibility in another, fascinating case
that involved a Soviet citizen and Christina Onassis, daughter of the
Greek tycoon Aristotle Onassis.

The Soviet in question was a man named Sergei Kauzov. He
worked in the Soviet merchant marine offices in Paris, and in the late
1970s the KGB’s domestic counterintelligence directorate had gotten
wind of the misappropriation of large sums of money by merchant
marine officials in Switzerland and France.

All of this mildly interested us in foreign counterintelligence since
Kauzov was a Soviet citizen working abroad who reportedly was in-
volved in a sophisticated economic crime. But what really intrigued us
were reports from our stations in Brazil and France that Kauzov was
having an affair with Christina Onassis, whose father had made bil-
lions of dollars in the shipping business. We first got wind of the affair
through the strangest of channels: a Brazilian society columnist wrote



308 SPYMASTER

that a Soviet merchant marine official had been seen on Copacabana
Beach with Christina. Our Brazil station did a little investigating and
found out that the official was Kauzov. Later, officers in our Paris sta-
tion confirmed that Kauzov, who was married, was indeed deeply in-
volved with Onassis.

On a pretext, Kauzov was recalled to Moscow, where his financial
dealings in Paris were officially investigated. He was miserable: his mar-
riage was on the rocks, he was separated from his wealthy mistress, and
he was under threat of being sent to Soviet prison. My officers in Paris
thought highly of Kauzov and said he had always been cooperative with
them. It quickly became clear to me that Kauzov could be of far more
use to us as a free man in Europe, married to Christina Onassis, than as
a Soviet convict wasting away in a Siberian labor camp.

I arranged to meet with Kauzov privately, convinced that if we
showed him lenience in the financial scandal, he might become a loyal
operative for us in the West. When we met, I told him bluntly that my
domestic counterparts wanted to throw him in jail. A short, energetic
man who had lost one eye in a childhood accident, he impressed me
with his quick mind and vitality.

“I'want you to tell me everything,” I said. “If you're honest with me.
I’ll help you. If you lie to me, you'll never leave the country again.”

Kauzov began to tell his story, recounting how he had met
Christina in Paris while discussing a shipping deal and fell in love
with her instantly.

“You wouldn’t have been able to resist her seductiveness either,” he
told me. “T swear it. She was so sexy I couldn’t resist her.”

He went on to say that he and Christina planned to wed after he di-
vorced his wife. When our meeting ended, I felt he had not held back
and would be a useful operative for the KGB. For his part, Kauzov
seemed impressed by our talk and hopeful that he might find a way
out of his predicament. He later phoned his mother (we had tapped
his telephone), and I saw a transcript of that conversation.

“I simply had to tell this [KGB] guy everything,” Kauzov told his
mother. “He was so persuasive.”
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I returned to Yasenovo, telling Kryuchkov and others, “Let’s make
the best of it. Why jail the man or dismiss him from his job if he is
planning to marry the Onassis woman? If we disrupt this marriage, it
will be represented as another human rights violation on the part of
the Soviets. Let’s capitalize on it. It’s better than having another scan-
dal on our hands.”

But my domestic counterparts wanted to show Kauzov no le-
niency. Given the sensitivity of the matter, it was referred to An-
dropov. He summoned me and Kryuchkov, as well as two top
officials from domestic counterintelligence, and asked us to make
our respective cases.

Internal counterintelligence portrayed Kauzov as corrupt and
lazy, a fan of the high life who would certainly be a witness in an up-
coming corruption trial, if not actually a defendant. I agreed that
Kauzov appeared to be deeply involved in the merchant marine
scandal and would probably be found guilty. But who needed the in-
ternational brouhaha if we tried to separate Christina Onassis and
her Soviet fiancé?

“So,” I told Andropov, who was listening attentively, “wouldn’t it be
better to give Kauzov total freedom of action, help him marry the
woman, create a favorable atmosphere, persuade them to stay in
Moscow, maybe even give them an apartment? We’ll make the Onas-
sis woman, if not exactly a friend, at least a grateful person who will
repay our favor when we need something. And Kauzov will be all
ours, because he understands perfectly well that he’ll have to pay us
back someday. He’ll always be grateful to the KGB for what we’ve
done for him. We just shouldn’t push too hard. Don’t forget about the
Onassis billions and the fact that if she bears him a child, all those bil-
lions will belong to a Soviet citizen. That is if we don’t spoil our op-
portunities now by hasty action.”

There was silence in the room. My adversaries were thinking of a
rebuttal when Andropov spoke up.

“Kalugin is right,” he said, addressing the bosses from domestic
counterintelligence. “Your approach is too standard. Enough of trying
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to grab everyone by the scruff of the neck without thinking about the
repercussions. Our country’s leadership is doing a lot to defuse inter-
national tension, and we were just about to set those efforts back
again. Give the Onassis woman the red-carpet treatment. We will find
the newlyweds a decent apartment, and let Chief Directorate One
[foreign intelligence] look for any good opportunities that could arise
from the situation.”

I met Kauzov the same day and told him the good news. He was ec-
static and invited me to their wedding. Several months later, the pair
was married in Moscow. I did not attend for fear of being recognized.
After their honeymoon in the West they settled into a spacious, four-
bedroom flat in one of the nicest apartment houses in Moscow. Later
the couple returned to Paris, but only after Kauzov had agreed to join
the Communist Party and pay $150,000 a year in dues. By the early
1980s, Kauzov had handed over more than $500,000 to the Party, a
sum that justified the leniency he was shown. Christina Onassis ap-
parently suspected him of continuing to work for the KGB, and even-
tually the couple divorced. Kauzov received several million dollars in
the settlement and now lives in London.

Around the time of the Kauzov affair, Andropov gave his blessing
to another unorthodox operation that brought in hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars in hard currency to the Soviet treasury. One of our
stations in Europe had been contacted by a Russian émigré who was,
of all things, an international thief. He wanted to transfer money to
his brother in the Soviet Union but had been thwarted. The thief ap-
proached one of my officers in Austria with a deal: he would be al-
lowed to transfer hard currency to his brother and, in exchange,
would give the KGB gold bullion, jewels, and other valuables he had
stolen. I found the offer unethical, but decided we would accept it if
the man would do something for us: burglarize a French firm that
was working on a military project in which we were interested. Sev-
eral weeks later the thief delivered to our embassy in Paris a station
wagon loaded with classified documents from the French military
contractor.
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Andropov had reluctantly sanctioned the arrangement, and from
then on the man occasionally delivered loot to us, which we turned
over to the State Bank.

Once, after receiving a suitcase full of platinum, pearls, and gold
bullion, I called Kryuchkov and suggested we show Andropov the
treasure. In addition, my department had just finished compiling a
massive directory listing the names of thousands of CIA officers and
agents around the world. Andropov was in the hospital then, suffering
one of his bouts of kidney disease, and Kryuchkov decided the visit
would lift his spirits. The chairman was receiving only important vis-
itors, but he agreed to see us, so we drove out to the Kremlin hospital
in Kuntsevo, in western Moscow.

Andropov greeted us in his pajamas, looking frail and sickly. He
had a three-room ward to himself, and invited Kryuchkov and me to
join him for a cup of tea. After several minutes of small talk, the chair-
man asked us why we had come, and Kryuchkov launched into a
short briefing on current affairs. Andropov seemed exhausted and
bored. He was eyeing the large suitcase I had brought, and finally the
time came for me to open it. I hauled it close to him, popped the
latches, and watched his eyes grow wide. He fingered the French gold
bullion, jewels, bracelets of Florentine design exclaiming, “What do
you know! I’ve never seen anything like it in my life!”

He was like a child, his eyes agleam. But after a while he ordered,
“You've got to send this to the State Bank, right down to the smallest
stone.”

Kryuchkov argued that foreign intelligence should be allowed to
keep some of the money to bolster its budget, but Andropov refused.

“You keep tempting me to try to make money for the organization
on the side,” Andropov said with a sigh. “But I can’t, don’t you see? I
can’t. Domestic counterintelligence has already talked me into some-
thing like this, but 'm not sure I was right to agree. Let’s put it off for
a while. You've got to hand in the treasure.”

I then showed Andropov the handbook of CIA agents we had just
compiled. He seemed genuinely delighted with that as well, humorously
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deflecting my half-joking suggestion that we publish the top secret
document.

Leaving Kuntsevo that night, I felt gratified that I had cheered up
my ailing mentor, a man I continued to admire and respect despite his
shortcomings. To this day, I vividly remember the Soviet Union’s top
spy; a look of delight spreading across his face as he dipped his hand
into the treasure chest we had carted to his sick bed. It was one of the
last pleasant memories I had of Andropov. Just a few months later, the
conflict arose that would break my career in the KGB.

After two decades, Cook—the first spy with whom I was ever in-
volved—came back into my life.

It was 1978. 1 received a call one day from Yevgeni Primakov, my
longtime friend and top official at the Institute of Oriental Studies in
Moscow. (In 1991 he would become chief of Russian intelligence and
later prime minister under Boris Yeltsin.) Primakov, who had close
contacts with the KGB, had heard that a leading scholar at the Insti-
tute of World Economics—a man who had once lived in America but
had been forced to flee following a spy scandal-—was being investi-
gated by Soviet authorities. I was wondering why Primakov was
telling me all this and asked him the name of the man in trouble. Pri-
makov gave me the Russian name, and I froze: it was Cook.

I had not seen Cook in twenty years, not since the day I met him
and his wife in suburban New Jersey and the Thiokol scientist handed
me a sample of the top secret U.S. rocket fuel. Cook also gave me and
a colleague detailed plans of Thiokol’s work on rocket fuel and rocket
propulsion. It was an enormous coup for me then. I had met Cook
and his Chinese-born wife, Selena, totally by chance while working as
a host at the exhibition on Soviet achievements. With that freak en-
counter, I launched my KGB career with a flourish.

After finishing my year at Columbia and returning to the USSR, I
lost touch with Cook. I knew that in 1965, when the KGB officer Yuri
Nosenko defected, Cook was threatened with exposure and had to flee
the United States. In the 1970s, I heard from colleagues that Cook was
working at a chemical plant in Moscow and wasn’t disguising his
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growing disillusionment with Soviet life. I never attempted to contact
him, for it was considered improper to get in touch with former intel-
ligence assets. From time to time I thought fondly of Cook, but he had
been out of my life for so long, and so much had happened in the en-
suing years, that he was little more than a distant memory.

Then came the call from Primakov.

From his sources in the KGB and from Donald Maclean, now liv-
ing in Moscow, Primakov had heard that Cook was under investiga-
tion for illegal hard currency transactions and for speculating in art
treasures. It seemed utterly inconceivable to me that such a devoted
Communist, such a true believer in the Soviet system, was about to be
charged with crimes usually committed by members of our country’s
underworld.

“Please talk to your people right away and see what’s going on,”
Primakov urged. “He’s highly valued at the institute as a very bright
man. He’s a productive scientist with an unorthodox way of looking
at things. You've got to try to help him.”

I placed a call right away to the Moscow office of the KGB, which
was investigating Cook’s alleged wrongdoing. The Moscow branch
was headed by General Viktor Alidin, a ruthless and widely reviled of-
ficer who was close to Brezhnev. After a minute or so I was put
through to one of Alidin’s deputies.

“T understand you're investigating Cook and I'd like to know what
he’s accused of doing,” I said. “I know the man. What has he done
wrong?”

A somber and threatening voice on the other end of the line
replied, “Mr. Kalugin, we do not recommend that you interfere with
this affair. Your directorate has nothing to do with this.”

I was angry and scared. Viktor Alidin was known as one of the
biggest SOBs in the KGB. He was a tough Communist Party appa-
ratchik who had risen through the ranks in the Ukraine and had
known Leonid Brezhnev for a long time. Alidin was so close to the So-
viet leader and so headstrong that he was even known to challenge
Andropov’s authority. I was torn: I wanted to help my old asset, Cook,
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but I sensed it would be best for my career to steer clear of the affair.
I went to see my colleague Boris Ivanov, a former New York station
chief and now deputy chief of intelligence, who knew the Cook case
well and had praised me for my involvement in it.

“Do you know what’s going on at the Moscow branch?” I asked.
Ivanov told me what was being rumored, that Cook had been caught
red-handed dealing in Soviet art.

“What do you think of Cook?” Ivanov asked.

“The same as I did when I first met him,” I replied. “T trust him.”

“You never know,” Ivanov said. “He may have changed. I would
leave it at that.”

I decided to take Ivanov’s advice. Who knew what had happened to
Cook in the years since I had seen him, and if he had indeed broken
the law, he deserved to be punished. So I tried to put Cook out of my
mind, and for months heard nothing more about him.

Then, early in 1979, I was contacted by Donald Maclean, Cook’s as-
sociate at the Institute of World Economics. Cook had at last been ar-
rested and convicted, and had been shipped off to prison in Siberia for
eight years. Maclean was convinced he had been framed: “What is this
nonsense about currency speculation? He has served your country
well. He even had to flee the United States. You must do something.”

Maclean also gave me a letter from Cook’s wife, Selena. Reading
the correspondence, I saw what the domestic secret police had done
to the scientist.

“During an interrogation at Lefortovo Prison, Anatoly was told
that he wouldn’t even last a month at the camp where they were send-
ing him,” Selena wrote. “I have known for some time that Anatoly was
suspected of being an American spy. I don’t think I should keep tact-
fully quiet about it, because the suspicions are groundless. Anatoly
had been asked a lot of questions about our original meeting with you
in New York. They couldn’t believe it had been just a chance meeting.
They wanted to know how we had ‘found’ you.”

I felt sick. The crime for which Cook had been jailed was a sham,
and the scientist had been subjected to this ordeal because he was be-
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lieved to be a spy—a suspicion I knew was absolutely groundless. I
clearly had to do something; after all, it was because of our chance
meeting two decades before that Cook and his wife had gotten in-
volved with the KGB.

As 1 was preparing to talk to Kryuchkov and Andropov, Maclean
wrote a letter to Kryuchkov, urging the intelligence chief to reopen the
Cook case. Under pressure from the two of us, Andropov agreed to
meet with me to discuss the matter. It was highly unusual for the KGB
chairman, or anyone in the organization, to question the outcome of
a case that was essentially closed, and Andropov moved cautiously. I
said I was sure the espionage suspicions were false and the currency
charges trumped up, and urged Andropov to pardon Cook. The
chairman instructed me to read the case history, all nine volumes of
it, and report back to him.

As 1 plowed through the massive file, including the reports from
informers, the KGB field reports on Cook’s conduct, and the descrip-
tion of the criminal case against him, it became clear what had hap-
pened. It was a sordid tale.

After Cook arrived in the Soviet Union and had been debriefed for
more than a year, he was assigned to work as a scientist in a major
Moscow chemical plant affiliated with the military-industrial com-
plex. The scientist, who had long held an idealistic view of life under
Communism, was evidently shocked by the degradation and fear that
characterized Soviet life. Confident that Soviet authorities would
want to hear his criticism of our Communist experiment, the naive
Cook began to speak out about the problems he saw around him. He
also espoused a brand of radical pro—-Mao Tse-Tung Marxism at a
time when Soviet-Chinese relations were hostile. Cook was, of course,
surrounded by informers, and soon his KGB dossier began to grow
thicker. He was sharply critical of the way the chemical plant was run,
and became such a nuisance to the factory directors that they forced
him out. He then was given a job at the Institute of World Economics.

He continued to criticize the system, and eventually the Moscow
branch of the KGB decided it could no longer ignore this troublemaker.
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The uninitiated should understand that, for a domestic KGB hack
such as Alidin, finding a spy was a major coup. So Alidin & Co. began
investigating Cook for espionage. Reading the file, it was obvious that
they thought Cook was a CIA double agent who had approached me
in New York, strung us along all these years, and was now feeding in-
formation to his spymasters in Washington. And as I pored through
the pages of the Cook dossier, I saw that KGB case officers also were
asking questions about Cook’s relationship with me. And then it
dawned on me: The idiots suspected that I was a CIA agent! Perhaps
Cook and I were a team, and Cook had been chosen to make me look
good at such a young age. After all, I had become head of foreign
counterintelligence at age thirty-eight and got promoted to general at
forty. I had no highly placed relatives or connections. How else could
I have risen so fast if not with the help of Cook and the CIA? Later,
when I finally got the chance to speak with Cook, he told me that his
interrogators grilled him about our relationship. He said they told
him, “We know you were both recruited by the CIA. Tell us the truth
and we will let you go home.”

Alidin’s men, however, could not produce any hard evidence
against Cook. They once even tried to set him up, sending a KGB
agent posing as a Western intelligence officer to meet him. “Listen,”
the KGB agent told Cook, “you’re not doing your job according to our
agreement. Why did you break off our relationship? What’s wrong?
Have you forgotten our agreement?”

When Cook didn’t report this conversation to the KGB, Alidin and
his subordinates became even more suspicious. Still, all their surveil-
lance, all their informers, all their wiretaps turned up no evidence that
Cook was a spy or had contact with anyone from the West. So Alidin
decided to do something that was common practice with the goons
from the domestic secret police. Unable to nail him for one crime,
Alidin decided to set Cook up for another. The KGB knew that Cook
was short of the money he needed to buy a country house, so they sent
a KGB officer, posing as an Armenian art dealer and currency specula-
tor, to meet Cook. The scientist came to trust the Armenian and de-
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cided to sell him a Kandinsky painting for dollars, then trade the money
into rubles at the black-market rate. It was a foolish move on Cook’s
part, and no sooner had the money changed hands than Cook was ar-
rested. The evidence against him was overwhelming, albeit concocted.

After making my way through the file, I once again met with An-
dropov and told him the truth: the entire case against Cook had been
fabricated simply because Alidin couldn’t prove the wild notion that
Cook was an American spy. As I spoke with the KGB chairman, I real-
ized I was becoming emotionally involved and was being pulled
deeper into conflict with some of the top men in the KGB.

“Cook can’t possibly be a spy,” I told Andropov in his third floor of-
fice at Lubyanka. “Why would a spy break the law just to get a measly
fifteen thousand rubles? The CIA would have given him any amount
of money. It’s just bad tradecraft to break laws. It’s impossible.”

Andropov looked exasperated.

“Why are you stirring up all this dirt?” he asked me. “Do you know
Alidin has a special interest in this case? . . . All right, bring Cook over
from the prison camp and interrogate him yourself. See if you can
make him confess that he was a spy”

“It makes no sense,” I retorted. “He wasn’t a spy.”

“All right,” Andropov said again. “But bring him back.”

In the summer of 1979, Cook was flown to Moscow from his
prison camp in Siberia. I wanted to get to the bottom of the matter,
and Kryuchkov and Andropov wanted a confession from Cook so the
case could finally be closed. Though I felt uneasy doing it, I strapped
a small recording device under my suit jacket as I prepared for my
first meeting with Cook in twenty years. Driving to Moscow’s Lefor-
tovo Prison, where countless thousands had been tortured in the
Stalin years, my stomach was churning. Hovering over me was a sense
of unease, a feeling that this entire affair would lead to no good. Nev-
ertheless, I felt compelled to move ahead and see the Cook case
through to the end.

Lefortovo officials assigned me to an interrogation room in the
hulking stone prison. Though I didn’t suspect it then (what a fool I
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was!), the KGB was both recording and filming my meeting with
Cook. I knew from the case file that there were some suspicions
about me, yet I figured that no one would take such doubts seriously.
In the minds of some men like Alidin, however, I was as much a sus-
pect as Cook.

Cook was led in, and he looked at me with bewilderment. It was
clear he didn’t recognize me. Despite being a little grayer, he was still
the same tall, broad-shouldered, handsome man I had met in 1959, a
robust southern Russian type, with Cossack blood in his veins. His
graying hair was tousled and his blue-gray eyes looked at me with sus-
picion. He still had the demeanor of a scientist whose mind was fo-
cused on far-away thoughts. I was standing, and after a few seconds I
said, “Anatoly .. ”

And then it came to him.

“Oleg?” he nearly shouted, his eyes lighting up. “Oleg, is it really
you!”

He came toward me, almost as if to embrace me, and I waved him
off with a small gesture. I motioned for him to take a seat and, in a
rather official manner, said, “Keep quiet. Please sit down. I'm glad to
see you, but I'd rather see you under different circumstances, as a
free man.”

A look of puzzlement remained on Cook’s face as I continued.

“Why did you have to commit this crime?” I asked, acutely aware of
the tape recorder inside my jacket and having little idea where our in-
terrogation was heading. “You were always an honest man, a defender
of socialist values. Why did you break the law? How could you get
mixed up with such criminals—you who always defended such high
ideals, who dreamed about a bright future, who denounced a society
in which everything could be bought and sold, you who brought
some of its worst features into your life? We trusted you so. We
brought you home. We gave you every chance to be a loyal citizen.”

“You don’t have to say any more,” Cook replied. “I understand
everything. Yes, I did break the law, but I needed the money. My wife
had a car accident and was very ill and she needed the country air.
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And T had no money to buy a dacha. My salary and pension weren’t
bad, but it wasn’t enough. But I had some paintings from my collec-
tion in the United States that I brought over with me and I had some
hard currency I wanted to trade in. Don’t forget, Oleg, that I lived
most of my life in the United States, in a free economy, where such
things aren’t considered a criminal offense. You must understand: it
was both the need for money and certain habits that I acquired in my
earlier years in America.”

He also said he was convinced that the Moscow KGB set up the
traffic accident with his wife, as well as several near accidents he him-
self had experienced. But I cut him off, saying, “Come on, drop that,
will you!”

I knew, however, that the Moscow branch was entirely capable of
such dirty tricks.

“But the real reason I'm here isn’t the currency violations,” Cook
went on. “That was just an excuse. They accused me of spying. They
even wanted to drag you in, and kept asking about how we met and
on whose initiative.”

Though I knew Cook was no spy, I resolved to pursue Andropov’s
orders to persuade the scientist to confess to espionage.

“Anatoly;” I said, this time playing the role of the good cop. “Let’s
go over your story from the beginning. Did you approach me that
time in New York by yourself or on somebody’s orders?”

“But Oleg, don’t you remember?” he replied. “We met quite by
chance. I saw you at the exhibition and then I bumped into you on
the street.”

“Well, some people feel that was a setup and that you didn’t ap-
proach me of your own accord but at the request of the American
special services.”

“Oh, Oleg, what are you talking about?” said Cook, looking in-
creasingly puzzled. “By the way, this idea of my being associated with
the CIA was thrown at me many times during the investigation, when
I was here in Lefortovo. They also asked about you and said that
maybe you were part of the CIA operation.”



320 SPYMASTER

I was more convinced than ever of Cook’s innocence but, as I had
been ordered by Andropov to press the point, I decided to become
more aggressive.

“Listen, you’ve already been sentenced to eight years in jail,” I said
in a friendly yet resolute voice. “You will serve out that sentence to
the last day unless you help us. We know you are a spy. Why don’t
you confess and they might cut your term? Perhaps it’s time to
admit you were a spy, Anatoly? As it is, you will sit in jail for the full
eight years.”

I wasn’t prepared for the reaction that followed. His eyes flashed
with anger and he spat out a string of curses.

“The hell with you and the KGB!” Cook screamed. “Damn that
very hour when I met you and your dirty gang of spies! You are all
fools, you KGB bastards! You're nothing but a gang of morons. I don’t
want to talk to you any more. Do you want me to hang myself to
prove I am not a spy!”

Cook broke off his diatribe abruptly and began to cry. I was near
tears myself. It was, I think, the most dramatic moment in my life. I
too was now hounding this man, the person who had begun my ca-
reer. I saw with appalling clarity how the organization to which I had
devoted my life could crush a person.

I tried to calm Cook down, but he was inconsolable. He felt he had
lost me, his last hope of attaining freedom.

“Calm down,” I implored. “Don’t get hysterical. I asked you as a
friend, not as a KGB official. ’'m offering you my help as a friend if
you confess.”

He sat there silent, his hands covering his face.

“You must realize that there are different kinds of people in the
KGB,” I continued. “I trust you, but the system is against you.”

“T'd rather starve to death in jail than tell you 'm a spy;” said Cook.
Then he lapsed into silence.

There was no use going any further. I felt like a total cad, and as
Cook was recovering from his outburst I tried to make small talk.

“Tell me how you’re doing in prison.”
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“We sew clothes for the army. It keeps me busy.”

“Are you treated well?”

“Just like everyone else”

“Have you been allowed to see your wife?” I asked.

“Just once,” he said. “In Moscow.”

“Look, Anatoly,” I said. “I will report this conversation to Chair-
man Andropov because he has taken a personal interest in your case.
I will do my best to help you get out. But you have to understand that
I am not all-powerful. Perhaps I can get you released early. I just
don’t know.”

Cook was silent, and I walked out of the interrogation room.

A few days later I took the transcript of our recorded conversation
to Kryuchkov. He greeted me with his customary forced half smile.
The intelligence chief seemed concerned, of all things, about the
stream of profanity Cook directed at the KGB.

“Strike this out,” Kryuchkov ordered.

“Why should I?” I replied. “Those were his exact words.”

“But are we going to show this to Andropov?” Kryuchkov asked.

“Of course,” I replied. “Why not?”

“Okay, then,” Kryuchkov said. “Leave it as it is.”

Kryuchkov, whose demeanor was decidedly cool, asked me several
questions about my meetings with Cook in America. Then he dis-
missed me.

Two days later, after showing the transcript to Andropov, Kryuchkov
called me in for another talk.

“Listen, Andropov says you should meet with Cook again,” said
Kryuchkov. “Something is wrong.”

I was stunned. Couldn’t these fools see that the man was telling the
truth, that pressing him again was fruitless?

“Don’t put me in a silly position,” I said, my anger rising. “It’s ab-
solutely useless. He’s not a spy.”

“Yes, I believe you,” said Kryuchkov with his trademark duplicity.
“But you must understand these people are putting pressure on An-
dropov and me. They want you to try again.”
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“Look,” I said. “I saw this man of fifty-five sitting right in front of
me crying as he denied the allegations. It makes no sense to go back to
him. You put me in an absurd position. Not only do I look like a fool
in my own eyes, but I look like a fool to Cook as well.”

“It’s Andropov’s order,” Kryuchkov said curtly. “Off you go.”

Soon I met with Cook for a second time in Lefortovo.

“Listen, my bosses are not satisfied with your answers,” I told Cook,
who sat opposite me, the very picture of dejection. “They have very
strong evidence that you are a spy.”

“I told you I have nothing to add and I don’t want to talk about it
any more,” Cook replied. “I will serve out my sentence and to hell with
you. Go away.”

“I'm sorry, friend, that we couldn’t find common ground for con-
versation,’ I told him.

“T will try to convince my bosses that they are wrong. I hope you
understand my position.”

“Yes, I understand,” said Cook, and then he fell silent.

I stood up to say good-bye. Our meeting had lasted less than five
minutes. Driving away from Lefortovo, I told myself that I was right
to raise my voice in defense of a victim of the system. But I also knew
that our system was unforgiving of those who dared challenge its
judgments.

Cook was sent back to Siberia. And on September 6, 1979, my
forty-fifth birthday, Kryuchkov summoned me to a meeting at-
tended by much of the top brass of the KGB. The meeting was held
in Lubyanka, in the enormous, high-ceilinged office of Vasily
Lezhepyokov, the deputy KGB chief for personnel. I walked into the
room with a sense of dread, and what I saw didn’t put me at ease.
About ten top KGB officials—Alidin, internal counterintelligence
chief Grigory Grigorenko, investigations chief Alexander Volkov,
Kryuchkov, and others—sat around a long conference table under a
portrait of Lenin, awaiting my arrival. Clearly the meeting (“inqui-
sition” may be a better term) had been called to deal with my “inter-
ference” in the Cook case.
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Lezhepyokov, who was chairing the meeting, began.

“Oleg, what possessed you to get involved in the Cook case and
start defending this man?” he asked. “Don’t you know the sentence
was just? Don’t you know the man is a suspected spy? What motivated
you to get involved in this affair?”

“Purely humane reasons,” I responded, feeling as if I were speaking
from a witness chair. “I'm responsible for him as a human being. It
was at my instigation that he gave up everything he had in the United
States, his career, material well-being, peace. I am the one who per-
suaded him to work for Soviet intelligence. He did excellent work for
us, and there are documents which prove this fact.”

Lezhepyokov asked me to explain how we had met and describe
our relationship.

“Everyone knows the story,” I said. “We met quite by accident after
the exhibition in New York.”

“But doesn’t it seem to you that he’s a CIA plant?” asked Lezhepyokov.

“No, it doesn’t, and it never has,” I responded. “After talking to him
in Lefortovo, I am completely convinced that he was never a spy. All of
this is a concoction of Comrade Alidin. Cook was arrested because he
was framed by Alidin. He has been framed and jailed on trumped-up
charges because you couldn’t prove anything. And I don’t have the
right to keep silent about it

Alidin could no longer remain quiet. He sat there like a bulldog, a
squat man with fat, drooping cheeks, a low forehead, and close-
cropped hair. He was fairly sputtering as he began his attack on me.

“Listen, young man,” he burst out, “you have no idea what you’re
talking about! You don’t know the whole case! This man was under
investigation for years. He’s anti-Soviet. He would betray the Mother-
land and you're defending him! Cook is a spy!”

“I know all about the case. I've read through all nine volumes of
that crap,” I shot back. “I know you set him up and I know he was no
spy, for the simple reason that spies don’t engage in hard currency
dealings. They are taken care of by the CIA for life. You don’t under-
stand this simple logic.”
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Alidin and I went back and forth for several minutes, neither man
pretending to conceal his hatred for the other. I was bold and out-
spoken because I felt my cause was right and because I believed—
mistakenly, as it turned out—that Andropov was behind me. Finally
Lezhepyokov cut us both off.

“Comrade Grigorenko, what do you think?” asked Lezhepyokov. “I
doubt that he was a spy,” said Grigorenko. “I don’t think we have
enough evidence to state that he was a spy. But 'm not familiar with
the details of the case.”

Lezhepyokov then asked the opinion of the chief investigator in the
case, Lieutenant General Volkov.

“This case was thoroughly investigated,” said Volkov. “I don’t know
about his spying. But he unquestionably violated currency regulations
and he was caught. There’s no doubt of his guilt.”

I once again made the case for Cook’s innocence, but Lezhepyokov
soon stopped the debate.

“Oleg Danilovich, we suggest that you let go of this case alto-
gether,” he said. “Maybe we’ll consider it again someday. Maybe we’ll
have his term reduced to two or three years instead of eight. I think
we’ll do what you want done, but let him stay in prison for another
couple of years.”

“That’s up to you,” I said, “but I still maintain that this man was
put in prison unjustly.”

Lezhepyokov nodded. Alidin fumed. Then the tone in Lezhep-
yokov’s voice softened as he said, “We know that it’s your birthday
today and we know that you’re about to set off on a long holiday. We
all congratulate you on your birthday and wish you a good trip to the
Crimea. We envy you going there.”

As I prepared to walk out, all the men around the table stood up
and wished me happy birthday, with the exception of Alidin. Heading
home, I was whipsawed by emotion. I thought I had won, and
Lezhepyokov had essentially said he agreed with my position. But my
stomach was knotted with anxiety. I had openly challenged the deci-
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sion of the KGB leadership, a rare and dangerous step. Still, I remem-
bered the warm birthday greetings I had received from the men at the
top of the KGB. What I didn’t see, in all my naiveté, was that their
warm felicitations had been the kiss of death. I didn’t yet know it, but
my career in the espionage business was over.

I went away for forty-five days to the Crimea and Ukraine, since
every officer with more than twenty-five years’ service in the KGB re-
ceived long vacations. A day after my run-in at Lubyanka, I was al-
ready swimming in my beloved Black Sea, and the longer I rested on
those warm shores the more convinced I became that all would turn
out well. After all, what had I done except fight for the rights of a man
who had been a productive spy for our country? The only jarring note
came when I took a short trip to the Ukrainian capital of Kiev to meet
some old KGB friends there. One of them said to me, “Oleg, is every-
thing all right at home?”

“Why, yes. Why do you ask?”

“There have been some rumors,” he said.

“What kind of rumors?” I asked.

“Well, rumors that you're being transferred somewhere.”

I tried to dismiss such talk as gossip but felt unsettled as I resumed
what was left of my vacation.

I returned to work in Moscow on November 11. Almost immedi-
ately I was summoned by Kryuchkov, who told me that I was sched-
uled to meet with Lezhepyokov in the personnel office. My heart
was beating furiously as I entered Lezhepyokov’s office, Kryuchkov
at my side.

“We are offering you the post of first deputy chief of the Leningrad
KGB,” Lezhepyokov said dryly. “You're from Leningrad, you know the
local specifics of the community. The staff there is large, and there are
plenty of problems, so you won’t be bored.”

[ was stunned, fearing this was a devastating demotion but hoping
that somehow Andropov wouldn’t allow my career to be sidetracked.

“But why Leningrad?” I asked. “What for?”
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“You'll be first deputy chief of the branch,” Lezhepyokov responded,
warming to his hard sell. “We must strengthen the Leningrad branch.
Its chief is an old man and he’ll have to be replaced soon.”

“Okay, but why should I go to Leningrad?” I protested again. “I
could become first deputy chief right here in Moscow. Why trans-
fer me?”

“Don’t forget that the Leningrad KGB branch is far more impor-
tant than the Moscow regional branch,” Lezhepyokov said. “In
Moscow, headquarters covers all the major targets and Moscow
branch gets left with all the little stuff.”

He was right about that, but still I could not believe that I was
being moved out of intelligence, a field in which I had distinguished
myself for two decades.

“My field is intelligence,” I said. “I don’t see any reason for trans-
ferring me to the domestic side.”

“Come on, a first deputy chief in Leningrad will cover every-
thing—intelligence and counterintelligence,” said Lezhepyokov.
“Every line will be under your command. We’re not taking you away
from intelligence permanently. But it would do you good to get some
experience on the domestic front. You can keep your Moscow apart-
ment and you will have an excellent position in Leningrad. Besides,
your salary will be fifteen rubles higher.”

“Who wants to be transferred to Leningrad for a mere fifteen rubles?”
I said. “Frankly, I guess I've been getting a little fed up with intelligence
work. I guess ’'m willing to be transferred. But why not Moscow?”

I looked angrily at Kryuchkov, for I felt he had betrayed me.

His eyes were fixed on the floor. Finally, in a reference to my mild
criticism, he said, “Don’t spit into the well. You might want to drink
from it later.”

“Can I have a day or two to think it over?” I asked Lezhepyokov.

“Of course, talk to your wife, no problem,” he responded.

On the way out, Kryuchkov put his arm around me and said in a
friendly manner, “Don’t worry, Oleg. Everything will be all right.
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Everything will be settled. You just have to agree for now. Take it easy.
It’s all right”

Kryuchkov’s kind words and gestures did not put me at ease.

As T headed home that night, I felt crushed. I believed, and nu-
merous colleagues agreed, that I was next in line to become chief of
intelligence. And now I was being posted to a domestic KGB office to
become someone’s deputy. I would be harassing my compatriots in-
stead of going up against the CIA. I called several friends, and they
put a positive spin on the development. After all, they said, the
Leningrad KGB chief was due to retire soon. I would almost surely
replace him, and then I would have a seat on the KGB Collegium,
since the Leningrad director was guaranteed a place on the agency’s
ruling body.

“Come on, Oleg,” one friend said. “You’ll get domestic experience.
You’ll be a member of the Collegium and then you’ll come back as
chairman of the KGB.”

Sometimes the ability for self-delusion knows no bounds, espe-
cially when someone’s career is at stake. I began to think that per-
haps it wasn’t such a bad thing. But all night I was wracked by
doubts, turning over and over in my mind what had just happened.
Was it all because of Cook? Was it my run-in with deputy chairman
Tsinyov over the UNESCO ambassador? Was it my tense relations
with Kryuchkov?

I didn’t sleep at all that night, and when I walked into Kryuchkov’s
office the following morning, the intelligence chief greeted me with a
wry smile.

“Well, how did you sleep?”

“I didn’t sleep at all,” I responded.

“I knew you wouldn’t,” he said. “This is very difficult to swallow.”

It seemed to me he could barely contain his glee, and I felt that
even if he hadn’t engineered my transfer outright, he had done noth-
ing to stop it.

“I still don’t understand what happened,” I said.
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“Oleg,” Kryuchkov replied, “you need some counterintelligence ex-
perience inside the country. It will help you later.”

“But 'm forty-six now,” I said. “I'm not that young.”

“You still need it,” Kryuchkov insisted. “This move will help your
career.”

“It’s up to Andropov,” I answered. “If he decides I should go, I’ll
have to obey him. I will have no choice.”

“Take it easy,” said Kryuchkov. “I promise you that in two or three
years you'll be back in intelligence. You need this experience for your
professional growth.”

He didn’t mean a word he said, but at the time I didn’t want to be-
lieve it.

Andropov approved my transfer, and for the remainder of Novem-
ber and December I worked with my successor on a smooth transi-
tion. I gradually came to accept my fate, and even rationalized that
perhaps I was being given a domestic assignment to round out my ré-
sumé and that I would one day return to intelligence.

On January 2, 1980, I was scheduled to take the night train—the
famous Red Arrow—from Moscow to Leningrad. Andropov had in-
vited me to say farewell to him that afternoon in his office in
Lubyanka. I arrived a few minutes early and waited in his antecham-
ber. It was a typical winter evening in Moscow. By four o’clock it
was already dark, the city enveloped in a cold gloom. Outside, on
Dzerzhinsky Square, comrades wearing dark coats and black felt
boots shuffled in and out of the crowded, steamy stores. Waiting for
Andropov on the third floor of Lubyanka, I listened to the distant
whoosh of cars and buses on the slush-covered square. I felt depressed
and adrift, my mood perfectly matching the melancholy scene on the
streets below.

I entered Andropov’s office promptly at four. It looked as it always
did—the mahogany paneling, the oblong table covered in green felt,
the bank of telephones linking the chairman to the Soviet leadership,
the portraits of Lenin and Dzerzhinsky.
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The chairman stood up, offered me a seat and a smile, and said,
“Well, you've suffered enough. Your troubles are over now.”

“What do you mean?” I replied. “I didn’t suffer. I was happy with
my job.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean your job,” he replied. “I meant this whole Cook
affair. What on earth possessed you to defend a spy? What could you
possibly hope to gain by it?”

I was taken aback. So it was, after all, the Cook affair that was be-
hind my transfer, not some desire of Andropov’s to round out my
résumé.

“The man was unjustly convicted,” I said. “I ask you, what sort of spy
is it that is so short of cash that he has to resort to dealing with black
marketeers? The CIA would have taken care of him so that he never
would have had to risk his neck for peanuts. I read all the files in the
case and it was clearly a frame-up by Alidin and his investigators.”

“All right, all right,” said Andropov. “Let’s not dredge all this up
again. Don’t remind me of all this. You have stirred up too much dust
here at headquarters. I just want you to go away until things settle
down. You go to Leningrad, and when things calm down, you’ll be
back. I promise you. It will take a year or so. No longer than that.
You'll be back soon.”

His manner was so friendly, so soothing, that I believed him. And
indeed, one of Andropov’s aides later told me that the chairman was
one of my greatest fans, but that the pressure from Alidin, Tsinyov,
and others to remove me from the capital had been so great that he
couldn’t resist.

“Why did you have to cross this man Alidin?” Andropov asked.

“T had to do it,” I replied. “It was my case.”

“Okay, okay,” he said. “Let’s close the matter. I promise you’ll be
back soon. You won’t lose Moscow . . . By the way, do you know the
Leningrad branch chief, Nozyrev?”

“I only dealt with him once when he helped my mother-in-law get
into a hospital,” I replied.
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“Mother-in-law, eh?” Andropov said, grinning. “He’s a prickly cus-
tomer. You won'’t find him too easy at first. He’s a difficult man.”

“I have a knack for dealing with difficult people,” I said.

“Don’t push him around,” cautioned Andropov. “Keep a low pro-
file. Don’t forget he’s from the old school. But don’t worry; everything
will work out in the end.”

At that point, our conversation was interrupted when a telephone
rang on his desk. It was Boris Ivanov, the KGB’s special representative
in Kabul, reporting on the status of the invasion of Afghanistan,
which had begun just three days before. Ivanov said all was quiet and
that the Soviet puppet Babrak Karmal was in control, though he had
not yet appeared on Afghan TV.

“Boris Semyonovich,” Andropov shouted into the telephone line,
addressing Ivanov by his patronymic. “Tell Karmal to go on televi-
sion right away with a statement to the nation. Three days have
passed and there’s been no word from him. It’s absolutely essential
for him to show himself to the people and announce his program.
Tell him to quit stalling and give him any help he needs! If need be,
prepare the speech for him and let him read it. He’s got to show his
face to the people.”

(Karmal followed Andropov’s orders and soon appeared on TV.)

The chairman flung down the receiver and turned back to me, look-
ing tired. There was silence for a few seconds, and then I said, “I'm still
not clear on why I have to go to Leningrad. Am I distrusted here?”

“What do you mean ‘distrusted’?” he answered. “We have ap-
pointed you first deputy, which is hardly a downgrading. You're
going to Leningrad, not some obscure provincial hole! You’ve got
everything in Leningrad—intelligence, counterintelligence, border
troops. It’s a proper committee there. Much larger than the republi-
can ones.”

We talked briefly about my wife and whether she’d be accompany-
ing me there. She wouldn’t. Then my audience ended. We shook
hands warmly, and the chairman wished me good luck. I walked out
in far better spirits than when I had entered. I was elated. Hadn’t the
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chairman just promised he would look after me and have me back in
Moscow in a year or two?

As it turned out, our meeting on that cold January evening would
be my last with the KGB chairman. Nearly three years later he would
become the leader of the Soviet Union, following Brezhnev’s death.
Eighteen months after that, Andropov himself was dead. He may in-
deed have wanted to help me, for I was undeniably one of his pro-
tégés. But I had made too many waves in Moscow, and Andropov
wasn’t about to take on Alidin and other Brezhnev associates just to
salvage my career. Though it took me a while to accept it, my career in
the KGB would never get back on track. I had broken the rules of the
game, and it would prove to be fatal.

That night, as I sat with my wife and waited to head to the
Leningrad station for the midnight train, I turned the events of the
last few months over in my mind. I had been a loyal and successful
professional, and until the Cook affair my career had been on a steady
upward curve. It would have been safer to ignore his predicament, to
have told myself, “He did a good job once. But he’s violated the law,
and to hell with him now.”

But I felt personally responsible for Cook, felt that I was the one
who had put him in this situation. A man never knows his fate; had I
kept silent about Cook, I might have risen even higher in the KGB.
But I acted according to my conscience, and I can live with myself far
more easily today because I did not let my ambition get in the way of
the right choice in the Cook case.

Waiting that evening to go to Leningrad, I felt there had been a
fundamental shift in my outlook on life as a result of Cook. The meta-
morphosis began with the warning from the Moscow KGB to stay
away from the case, a warning that filled me with premonitions. That
January night, it was clear I had experienced a break with the KGB,
but the extent of the rift was uncertain and I held out hope that my
collision with the organization could be set straight. I now realize that
the Cook affair was a watershed. I had felt growing disillusionment
with the Soviet system after the ouster of Khrushchev in 1964, after
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the Czech invasion in 1968, and after watching the creeping senility of
our leaders in the 1970s. But I still believed in the system, thinking all
we needed to do was replace the bad apples like Kryuchkov and Alidin
and Brezhnev, and everything would be better.

In Leningrad, as the effects of the Cook case set in and as my col-
leagues gradually revealed to me the extent to which I was suspected
of being a CIA agent, my views changed radically. It was one thing to
sit back and dissect the problems of our system. It was quite another
to experience firsthand the cruelty and injustice of our totalitarian
state. It took my own personal collision with the KGB hierarchy—and
the subsequent derailing of my career—to make me see the light. Be-
fore, all the suffering and injustice of our system had been an abstract
thing to me. I didn’t really understand until I too had suffered at the
hands of the Soviet system. That may not be admirable, but in my
case it was the truth.

I saw Cook once more. Nine years later, after he had served his full
eight-year term, after Gorbachev and perestroika, after I was utterly
disillusioned with the KGB, I spotted Cook in 1989 on a Moscow
street. We passed each other, and at first I didn’t stop. Then I realized
it was Cook and ran after him.

“Anatoly!” I cried.

He turned around and recognized me instantly.

“Oleg, hello,” Cook said, managing a smile. “I hear you’ve had trou-
bles because of me.”

“Yes,” I replied. “But that was of my own doing.”

I asked him how things had been in camp, and he replied, “Bad.
They released me a year ago.”

“Can we do anything?” I asked. “Can we team up and tell your
story? We could fight back, 'm sure.”

“No, Oleg,” said Cook. “I’ve had enough. I don’t want to be re-
minded of it. I don’t want to get involved in anything anymore. I just
got my pension back, and I don’t want them to take it away again.”

I never saw Cook again, though the last I heard, he was still in
Moscow. But I am getting ahead of my story.
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The Red Arrow train left that January 2, 1980, at 11:55 p.M. About
fifteen colleagues and relatives came to see me off in the 10 degree
weather. As always, the Leningrad station teemed with people. The
long, green trains were lined up on several platforms, the pungent
smoke from their coal fires drifting across the tracks. Bundled-up fig-
ures careened into one another, some dragging suitcases over the ice.
My colleagues assured me that I was being sent to Leningrad to re-
place the ailing chief there and that I would be back in Moscow soon
in an even higher position. I no longer knew what to believe, and at
that point was merely anxious to open a new chapter in my life.

I hugged my colleagues, embraced Ludmilla, and hopped on the
train just before it lurched out of the station. As we bumped north-
ward, my mind raced. Some colleagues had said I was leaving Moscow
because Kryuchkov and others were upset over recent KGB defec-
tions; others said I had gotten into trouble after speaking at the KGB
Higher School and implicitly criticizing Foreign Minister Andrei
Gromyko for the defection of his top aide, Arkady Shevchenko. Still
others, like those who had seen me off at the station, said my star was
still ascendant.

I pondered the successes in my seven years as head of foreign coun-
terintelligence: We had recruited some top U.S. spies. Our spy net-
work had grown threefold and reached over five hundred agents. We
had penetrated fifty foreign intelligence and counterintelligence ser-
vices. We had prevented dozens of Soviets from defecting, had gotten
our hands on thousands of secret documents, and broken the codes of
the intelligence services of several countries. We had done an ad-
mirable job and held our own in the cold war spy battle. I was con-
vinced that I was not heading to Leningrad on the Red Arrow because
of the poor performance of my directorate.

I tossed and turned, the scenes from the Cook affair running over
and over again in my mind.

It was still dark when we rolled through the outskirts of Leningrad
around 8:00 A.M. Peter the Great’s city was blanketed in a frigid mist,
and I sat at the window of my stuffy compartment, my eyes red with
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fatigue, watching the shadows of my hometown emerge. I didn’t fully
comprehend it at the time, but I was heading into exile. I would
spend seven years in Leningrad, and while there I had a front-row
seat on the ever quickening decay of the old Soviet system. In
Leningrad, my doubts about my government finally exploded in a fit
of disillusionment.

Just about that time, a man named Gorbachev came along, and I
resolved that the path to our country’s salvation lay with him.



Exile

AFTER MORE THAN TWO DECADES IN THE RAREFIED WORLD OF ESPIONAGE,
after years of looking at life in the USSR through the windows of my
chauffeur-driven Volga, I was brought back to earth in Leningrad. Re-
turning to my hometown as a domestic KGB general was a depressing
and sordid revelation, and it irreversibly changed me. I knew things
had gotten bad inside the country, but not until I took over as the
number two man in the Leningrad KGB did I realize how far gone the
situation was.

I had a perfect vantage point from which to see the absurdity and
advanced decay of Soviet Communism. At close range, I watched the
top men in the KGB and the Communist Party in action, and I mar-
veled at how puffed up and out of touch with reality they had be-
come. They inhabited their own Byzantine world of privilege and
power, fervently believing that the shadow game they were playing on
Party plenums and conferences, staging sham elections, intoning the
brittle mantras of our dead Communist leaders was really having an
effect on the steadily deteriorating economic and political situation in
our country. The local Communist Party structure continued to rule
and siphon off vast amounts of money. Our KGB office in Leningrad
(some 3,000 strong, half of them involved in reading other people’s
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mail and eavesdropping) continued to harass dissidents and ordinary
citizens, as well as hunt futilely for spies. I can truly say that nearly all
of what we did was useless. And we were operating in Leningrad, a
cultured and enlightened place. The situation in the provinces was far
worse. It was all an elaborately choreographed farce, and in my seven
years in Leningrad I came to see that we had created not only the most
extensive totalitarian state apparatus in history but also the most ar-
cane. In seven decades our Communist leaders had managed to con-
struct this absurd, stupendous ziggurat, this terrifyingly centralized
machine, this religion that sought to control all aspects of life in our
vast country. It was truly a wondrous creation. And as the coup of Au-
gust 1991 showed, it was a house of cards. A few years of Mikhail Gor-
bachev, followed by the foolhardy coup attempt of Kryuchkov and
other die-hard Communists, and the entire structure came crashing
down, literally in a matter of days.

I was forced to stick my nose in the reality of Soviet life, and it was
an enormous comedown. I passed through successive stages of aston-
ishment, anger, depression, apathy, and finally liberation. I came to
Leningrad in 1980 reeling from my clash with the KGB hierarchy, but
somehow still hopeful that my career would one day rise from the
ashes. I left Leningrad in 1987 utterly disgusted with the KGB and the
Soviet system, and unconcerned how my increasingly rebellious
stance would affect my future. By the end of my seven-year stint in the
beautiful city on the Baltic, my KGB career was in ruins, but I was a
free man for the first time in my life. Leningrad had launched me on
a dissident path, and I left my hometown experiencing a heady sense
of independence.

2
<

On January 3, 1980, when I stepped off the Red Arrow into a bitterly
cold Leningrad dawn, I was met by the local intelligence chief and his
deputy. They drove me to the Communist Party hotel (every town of
any size had one and it was invariably the best hotel around), where I
rested and then looked up some old friends. The next morning I
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showed up early at the Big House, the imposing gray stone KGB head-
quarters on Liteiny Prospect. The building had been constructed
under Stalin in the 1930s, and my father had once worked there as a
guard, where he occasionally heard the screams of some of the thou-
sands of people who were tortured and murdered in the basement.

The first item on my agenda was a meeting with the man who
would turn out to be my nemesis, Leningrad KGB Chief Daniil
Nozyrev. I had heard only bad things about this imperious man, and
my first few minutes with him confirmed what I had been told. Severe,
pompous, and coldly formal, Nozyrev extended me his hand with an
air of importance and uttered a few inanities. He was sixty-two, of av-
erage height, had gray, wavy hair, and the dull look of a smug provin-
cial. Nozyrev had finished high school and graduated from a two-year
Communist Party school, but that was the extent of his education. He
had served in military counterintelligence during and after World War
11, eventually transferring to the KGB. By the time I met him, he had
risen to the rank of general. He was obsequious when dealing with An-
dropov and other bosses, but a high-handed bully with his subordi-
nates in Leningrad. Clearly he had heard the rumors that I had been
dispatched to Leningrad to eventually replace him, which may explain,
in part, his immediate hostility toward me.

My new job, first chief deputy to Nozyrev, had been specially cre-
ated for me, apparently out of Andropov’s concern that, though I was
being shunted off to Leningrad, I shouldn’t be placed in a humiliat-
ingly low position. But from my first few words with Nozyrev, it was
clear he wanted to get me out of the way. The Leningrad chief in-
formed me that my main responsibility would not be in the city itself,
but that I would be supervising all KGB activities in the outlying
towns and districts. I would also be in charge of the Information De-
partment, the internal security section, and would sit on the
Leningrad Foreign Travel Commission, a body that decided which cit-
izens were sufficiently reliable and worthy to travel abroad. His words
hit me like a blow, though by this time I was getting used to such hu-
miliations. In the space of three months, I had gone from director of
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the KGB’s foreign counterintelligence operations to a petty bureau-
crat deciding which of our unfortunate citizens would be followed or
bugged or denied a trip overseas.

Nozyrev commanded a little army in Leningrad. Besides me, he
had five other deputies: one who supervised work against dissidents,
one for counterintelligence, one for surveillance, one for transporta-
tion and technical matters, and one for the government bodyguard.
(The bodyguard section had more than one hundred men, whose
main task was to protect the one Communist Party boss in the city
and his headquarters.) Two of these men were former Communist
Party bureaucrats, not KGB professionals, and they were unimpres-
sive. The one deputy I took a liking to, Rear Admiral Vladimir
Sokolov, was a man of some sophistication who went out of his way
to be friendly with me. It would turn out that he was not at all the
person I thought he was.

After several weeks, Nozyrev still had not found a suitable apart-
ment for me. At the suggestion of one of his deputies, I moved tem-
porarily into a flat that once served as a KGB safe house. It was, then,
a shock when Nozyrev summoned all his deputies and launched into
a bitter attack on me.

“Today I'd like to talk with you about the behavior of Comrade
Kalugin,” announced Nozyrev. “He hasn’t been with us long, but he’s
already acting in such a way that 'm beginning to wonder who’s boss
here. He goes to Moscow without permission, he’s taken over a safe
house, and he’s turning up his nose at the apartment he’s been of-
fered. He offers to deliver a lecture at a seminar without asking me.
What’s going on here? Who do you think is the chief of the branch?”

Fixing me with a hostile stare, he concluded, “I've been told that
you had disciplinary problems in intelligence. That won’t do here.”

I sat listening with my head down, barely able to contain my anger.
I gave Nozyrev a forced smile and said, “Just as all of those present
here, I have no doubt who is in charge here. All of your reproaches
stem from misunderstandings. I have informed the appropriate
deputies that I was traveling to Moscow, and it was [Deputy] Bleyer
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who suggested I move into the safe house. I didn’t bother getting per-
mission to deliver my lecture because I've delivered it before the Cen-
tral Committee of the Communist Party and why should I get special
permission to deliver it here? As for the apartments I’ve been offered,
I’'m not a rookie investigator who will be happy with any bone you
throw at him. I will only take an apartment I like.”

I stared hard at Nozyrev, making it clear I wouldn’t tolerate such a
dressing down. Then I walked out of the meeting.

Back in my office, my outrage grew as I sat contemplating what
Nozyrev had just done. The Leningrad chief was intent on browbeat-
ing me, on wearing me down, until I fell into line like the rest of his
obsequious deputies. I considered writing Andropov and asking for
an immediate transfer back to Moscow. In any case, I resolved to con-
tinue standing up to Nozyrev. I was jerked out of my reverie by my
fellow deputy, Rear Admiral Sokolov, who appeared at the door. I was
in no mood to speak with anyone, but Sokolov pulled a bottle of
brandy from his pocket and began commiserating.

“Now, Oleg, don’t get upset about this,” he said. “To hell with
Nozyrev. He can be so nasty. He gets on everybody’s nerves. I've
known him for fifteen years and he still treats me like a boy. We're all
under his thumb here. You can’t imagine how he taunts me and or-
ders me about, and I say, just like in the navy, ‘Yes, Comrade General!
Will do, Comrade General!” He likes that. I never argue with him.
Don’t you argue with him, either. He heard from someone that you're
being considered as his possible replacement, so of course he’s jittery.
Don’t pay any attention to him.”

Sokolov refilled my glass and told me several more stories about
Nozyrev and the Leningrad branch. I started to unwind and was
grateful for his attempt to settle me down. And then, both of us a lit-
tle tipsy, Sokolov began discussing why I had been transferred to
Leningrad. His words set me reeling.

“There’s all sorts of gossip flying around about why you were sent
here from intelligence,” Sokolov informed me. “But I have it on good
authority that you got kicked out of intelligence because you were
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trying to defend Cook. You were suspected of having CIA connec-
tions, and Cook was thought to be your accomplice.”

I knew the investigators had asked Cook questions about the possibil-
ity of my working for the CIA, but I had written that off as the paranoia
of men trying to make a case against Cook. Now a relatively high-
ranking and well-connected KGB officer was telling me that the scuttle-
butt in Moscow was that I had been demoted on suspicion of working
with Cook for the CIA. I had been under the impression that the Cook
affair was a secret; yet it was clear that details of the case—and rumors
about my being a spy—were circulating throughout the organization.

Sokolov went back to his office, leaving me dismayed. The system
to which I had devoted my life, the system to which I had been
boundlessly loyal, now suspected me of betrayal. I had been sullied by
unproven allegations, allegations so amorphous that I didn’t even
know how to fight back. I increasingly began to feel like millions of
other Soviets who had been unjustly accused of crimes, though most
of them had experienced a far worse fate. In our system, everyone was
a suspect, including someone as fanatically loyal as myself. From that
day forward, I realized that the system was essentially vicious. As
someone once said, the Revolution devours its own children.

After that day, Sokolov became my closest confidant at the KGB of-
fice in Leningrad. We had tea together several times a week and talked
about the situation in the agency and the country. But several years after
I arrived, the head of counterintelligence in Leningrad approached me
and asked, “Oleg, why are you so friendly with Sokolov?”

“Well, it started when he was the only one who came to see me
after my run-in with Nozyrev,” I replied.

“Look,” said the counterintelligence officer. “Sokolov is smart. He’s
talking to you expressly on Nozyrev’s orders. He’s been especially cho-
sen to inform on you.”

“Oh, come on,” I said.

“Just look at it,” he replied. “Skip over the way he butters you up
and look at the questions he asks you, what he wants to know, what he
tells you.”
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I began to think that the man was right. But I wasn’t sure until a
few weeks later, when a member of Leningrad’s Communist Party Re-
gional Committee with whom I had become friendly spoke with me
one evening and said, “I know for sure that your friend Sokolov was
specially sent to keep an eye on you, and he reports everything you say
to Nozyrev.”

The Party official proceeded to repeat several things I had said to
Sokolov in confidence, and I then realized that he had been betraying
me all along. I was tempted to confront him, but decided instead to
continue seeing him from time to time so I could spread disinforma-
tion or, in moments of perversity, merely say things I knew would
drive Nozyrev crazy.

But that all lay ahead. What dismayed me most in my first year on
the job in Leningrad was not the harassment from on high, but the re-
alization of the preposterous nature of the work in which the domes-
tic KGB (and now I) was involved.

The Leningrad region, which was my domain, included the Vy-
borg area along the Finnish border, Sosnovy Bor and Gatchina with
their nuclear reactors and scientific centers, the enormous tank fac-
tory at Tikhvin, and the mining town of Slantsy. Most of the rest of
the region was agricultural. No area was a hotbed of espionage or
civil unrest.

Soon after beginning my new job, I called in the KGB chiefs from
the outlying towns and districts. Before our meetings, I read their re-
ports from 1979, and was stunned by the misery of their existence, by
the lack of any real work, by the petty tasks they and their underlings
carried out. Clearly there was no espionage or sedition in their dis-
tricts, but the local KGB men and countless informers were filing ab-
surd reports containing gossip, rumors, and paranoid ruminations on
the security situation. Local windbags were portrayed as dangerous
political opponents. Factory bosses harbored suspicions that their un-
derlings were working for the CIA. Local intellectuals—schoolteachers,
scientists, and artists—were followed and their phones tapped. It was
all an enormous waste of time and money. We had an expression in
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Russia for this meaningless scurrying about: “mice games” (mysheniye
voznya). And “mice games” were about the only thing our local KGB
officers were engaged in as they tried to control and instill fear in the
common people of their districts.

Yet I did not blame these low-level KGB men, because the orders to
look for spies, saboteurs, and dissidents came to them from on high.
Andropov, Kryuchkov, Chebrikov, the entire hierarchy, was warning
of insidious Western plots. Even in the small villages of the Leningrad
region, KGB men were instructed to keep an eye out for Western
saboteurs and illegals who would take up residence and strike the So-
viet Army when World War III erupted. Nozyrev frequently said at
conferences, “Why aren’t we catching any spies! There are spies
around us and we’re not catching them. We aren’t working well!”

When I first came to Leningrad, there were fifty active investigations
of Soviets suspected of espionage, and it is safe to say that nearly all of
the cases were worthless. I remember one incident in which a surveil-
lance team, busy following an American diplomat in Leningrad, saw a
Russian man make what the officers interpreted as a suspicious gesture
to the American on the street. The unfortunate Russian was followed
and investigated, subjected to surveillance, wiretaps, and bugs in his
apartment. There was absolutely no evidence the man was a spy, but
our hidden microphones picked up his anti-Brezhnev comments. By
1980, nearly everyone but Brezhnev himself was making anti-Brezhnev
remarks, so I hardly considered the man suspicious. The case, however,
was kept open.

I suggested to Nozyrev that we close this case and about twenty
others.

“How dare you!” he responded.

In the twenty years before my arrival in Leningrad, the local KGB
hadn’t caught one spy, despite the expenditure of millions of rubles
and tens of thousands of man-hours. In that span of time, there were
only two espionage cases, both essentially bogus. They involved our
own double agents posing as CIA collaborators, and when the time
was right (for example, after the shooting down of the Korean Airlines
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plane in 1983), we blew our agents’ cover and apprehended the U.S.
diplomats meeting with them. All this is not to say that there weren’t
spies in our city. There undoubtedly were. But with the inexperienced
officers and scattershot techniques the local KGB was using, we
weren’t about to catch them.

There were more than a dozen districts in the Leningrad region,
and I visited all of them several times. Each district had from three to
thirty KGB officers, and invariably, after stopping in these local offices
to see how things were going, I would leave feeling profoundly de-
pressed. Most of the officers in the outlying areas either were young or
had problems (alcoholism, insubordination, chronically sloppy work)
and had been transferred to the boondocks. There was almost noth-
ing constructive for them to do, since the local police handled routine
crime. And so these KGB men would befriend the local Communist
Party boss and hunt, fish, drink, and generally enjoy the power they
lorded over the masses in these squalid provincial hamlets.

One incident shows just how desperate these local officers were to
make it appear they were working. Two elderly women wrote letters to
a local newspaper, complaining about their run-down housing. Noth-
ing was done, and a few weeks later one of the babushkas was over-
heard telling the other, “Let’s write to the U.S. embassy and complain
about our housing conditions. Maybe that will stir up some action.”

An informant told the district KGB office about the conversation.
The district chief reported the incident to KGB headquarters in
Leningrad, and in that year’s annual report the meaningless incident
was turned into a security service coup. Our crack officers, the report
said without providing details, had discovered that two Soviet citizens
were planning to make contact with the American embassy. And the
plot had been foiled!

On another occasion, a district Communist Party boss gravely told
me, “We have a man here in town who is saying such bad things about
Comrade Brezhnev and the country, I think we should have his phone
tapped and put him under surveillance. And perhaps we can finish off
this case with an arrest.”
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I was tempted to laugh in the Party man’s face, but instead, given that
the offender was engaging in the purportedly serious crime of “anti-So-
viet agitation,” I told the local KGB chief Nikolai Patrushev, “Give me all
you have on the man to see what makes your Party boss so unhappy.”

A few days later, Patrushev forwarded a file full of half-baked accu-
sations from petty informers. I summoned him to my office and
couldn’t resist saying, “Listen, let’s analyze what’s in the file. The man
curses Brezhnev, right? What for? For being old. Isn’t Brezhnev, in
fact, old? The man says Brezhnev hasn’t been making any decisions
himself lately. Do you think that isn’t so? . . . Look, this is a man who’s
probably not too educated, not too knowledgeable, and obviously
misguided. Why don’t you invite him to your office, talk to him, and
point out his errors and inconsistencies? Tell him to be careful. That
way we can close the case without an arrest.”

One of the few bright spots in my years in Leningrad was that nei-
ther I nor my underlings in the districts ever arrested or imprisoned
anyone for anti-Soviet activity.

I found myself feeling more pity than anger for my subordinates in
the districts, for Nozyrev and the KGB bosses above him in Moscow
clearly wanted the KGB officers in the provinces to continue doing
busywork and propagating the same old lies. If a junior officer or in-
formant tried to buck the system, however slightly, or slip a note of
truth into his reports, he usually ran into trouble.

Once, after one of the painfully boring Communist Party con-
gresses in Moscow, KGB officers from around the country were or-
dered to report on the response to the plenum. The truth was that
average people couldn’t have cared less. We compiled a report from
the district and I delivered it to Nozyrev. He began reading the inane
document, nodding his head and grunting his approval. And then he
came to a portion written by a nuclear engineer who was a confiden-
tial informant, which I hadn’t excised because I thought it was true.

“Of course the Congress was excellent, and we are all confident that
our life will be better,” the engineer wrote. “But it’s a pity that Com-
rade Brezhnev is so old that his promises may never be kept.”
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“What’s that!” sputtered Nozyrev. “Comrade Kalugin, did you read
what you gave to me?”

I told him I had, and he wanted to know who the informant was. I
said he was a paid agent who was valued by our KGB district chief in
Sosnovy Bor, site of a nuclear power station.

“Well, tomorrow you must go to Sosnovy Bor and talk to your sub-
ordinate,” ordered Nozyrev. “Get the file of that agent and immedi-
ately get rid of him. We don’t need people in our agent network who
discredit our Party leadership.”

The next day I showed up in Sosnovy Bor, and told our KGB boss
there that he had to sever ties with his informant.

“But he’s one of our best!” replied the KGB officer. “How can we
fire him?”

“Well, Nozyrev wants us to do something,” I said. Finally we de-
vised a scheme in which he would be demoted from a top-rank infor-
mant to a “confidential contact.”

Such was the work that we, the “sword and shield” of the Party, car-
ried out in the waning days of the old order. Our leaders were busy is-
suing reports about the rosy situation in the country and applauding
one another at countless congresses and conferences. The security
people were busy with nonsense. And as the months passed in
Leningrad, I became progressively more apathetic. With every new act
of imbecility, with every new indignity, I became less and less inter-
ested in my new job.

Watching Nozyrev and his team fight the twin evils of domestic
dissent and foreign subversion, I scarcely knew whether to laugh
or cry.

As renegade Western rock culture began to grow in Leningrad in
the late 1970s and early 1980s, Communist Party officials became in-
creasingly alarmed. It was believed to present a danger to Communist
ideology, and the Party bosses wanted the KGB to stamp out these in-
sidious influences. But Vladilen Bleyer, the deputy KGB chief in
Leningrad in charge of fighting dissidents, had a better idea. He sug-
gested we use agents to create a Leningrad Rock Club that would
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bring all the nonconformist writers, musicians, and artists under one
roof—our roof.

“Rather than ban these things, why not control them ourselves?”
Bleyer suggested at one meeting. “We could provide an outlet for all
kinds of ill feeling and at the same time have a chance to control it.
We’ll have our own people there and we’ll manipulate the club so that
it will never become dangerous.”

So the Rock Club was established, and it became a gathering place
for the Leningrad counterculture, as well as a swarm of KGB agents
posing as hipsters. The local KGB also arranged the publication of a
collection of writings by some mildly dissident authors and hosted
several exhibitions of modern art, all in an attempt to control the
artistic forces threatening to weaken the Communist monolith. It
was, in the end, futile “mice games,” but at the time it kept our peo-
ple busy.

The Leningrad KGB found sportsmen almost as threatening as rock
and rollers. One of our officers would be included in every group of
Leningrad athletes traveling overseas. When the Soviet Peace Commit-
tee organized an international bike race in Leningrad in 1983, several
KGB officers actually rode in the race. In July 1985, when the U.S. vol-
leyball team came to Leningrad to play the Soviet squad, our officers
followed the Americans around as if they were would-be terrorists.
The CBS-TV crew that came to Leningrad to cover the U.S.-Soviet
match also was constantly under surveillance and their hotel rooms
were bugged and searched.

I was always puzzled by the Leningrad KGB’s interest in sports
events, and attribute it to several factors. The bosses liked sports any-
way, so by spying on foreign sports teams they were combining busi-
ness with pleasure. The KGB also was afraid that our sportsmen were
likely defectors, and thus kept a close watch on them, at home and
abroad. And finally, since KGB officials knew that our sports teams
traveling abroad were riddled with KGB informers and officers, they
figured the Americans did the same thing. In their eyes, the gangly
American college kids who came to Leningrad were not volleyball
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players, but hardened CIA veterans looking for the right opportunity
to score a blow against the Evil Empire.

I recall another incident involving a visit to the city by foreigners.
In 1985 or 1986, with Gorbachev in power and glasnost just taking
root, the environmental campaigners from Greenpeace sailed into
Leningrad Harbor with much fanfare. They arrived on a Greenpeace
yacht and then, as they spread throughout the city, our ace surveil-
lance experts lost track of most of the crew. Nozyrev was outraged.
How could we have lost them, he asked. They could be skulking about
town, gathering intelligence and recruiting Soviet dissidents! Finally
our teams managed to locate them, but only after some tense mo-
ments in the Big House on Liteiny Prospect.

I was one of three KGB officials in Leningrad with the power to au-
thorize wiretapping in the city. As I spent more time on the job, I mar-
veled at the extent of our bugging, surveillance, and mail interception
efforts. In the Big House, nearly one thousand KGB employees, work-
ing in a warren of rooms, were involved around the clock in monitor-
ing and recording phone wiretaps and other bugs. At any given time,
dozens of phones, offices, and apartments were being bugged, and this
battalion of KGB workers—most of them women—recorded and tran-
scribed the conversations. Sitting in the Big House, we had the capacity,
through special hook-ups with the central Leningrad phone station, to
record any conversation in the city. The phone calls of dissidents, artists,
and other troublemakers were monitored periodically. Foreign diplo-
mats, businessmen, and journalists were subjected to nearly constant
bugging of their phones and hotel rooms. Indeed, at the major Intourist
hotels—the Astoria, Evropeyskaya, and Pribaltiskaya—suspicious for-
eigners were placed in certain rooms outfitted with hidden micro-
phones. Tourists also were watched, though more spottily since there
were so many of them. Virtually all the Intourist guides were KGB in-
formers, who immediately reported to us if they harbored suspicions
about a certain foreign tourist.

During my stint in Leningrad, all of this activity yielded little if
anything in the way of concrete results, at least in the search for spies.
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We did turn up information on some routine criminal cases, as well as
fodder (infidelity, homosexuality) that could be used to blackmail
people into working for us. For the most part, however, thousands
upon thousands of pages of transcribed conversations piled up in our
files, to no avail.

Our mail interception efforts met with slightly more success. In an
eighteenth-century building in the center of town, several hundred
KGB workers opened nearly every piece of foreign mail and spot-
checked domestic mail. Occasionally this laborious work would turn
up information about an art-smuggling plan or someone’s intention
to contact a foreign embassy and defect. For the most part, however,
the reading of hundreds of thousands of pieces of mail every year was
just another example of the colossally idiotic work in which the do-
mestic security services were engaged.

Department Five, which monitored dissidents, kept a close eye on
the artistic community in Leningrad, a community I was to become
involved with, and not as an informant. The city’s most prominent
artists and intellectuals were followed, their apartments and phones
bugged, their residences and offices searched. Among those targeted
were Dimitri Likhachev, the literary critic and academic who had sur-
vived Stalin’s Gulag; the writer Daniil Granin; and Georgi Tovsto-
gonov, the prominent theater director. There was an enormous file on
Likhachev, who was the director of the Pushkin Institute of Literature.
He was an old dissident and always had been suspected of being
staunchly anti-Soviet, so Department Five frequently flipped on the
bugs in his apartment or on his phone to see what he was plotting. In-
deed, many of the professors at the Pushkin Institute, considered a
nest of malcontents and potential spies, were subjected to routine sur-
veillance and bugging. Tovstogonov, who once spoke out in support
of Solzhenitsyn and Sakharov, was considered very unreliable and was
a frequent surveillance target.

One day, an officer in Department Five brought me a KGB memo
addressed to the Leningrad Communist Party, saying that one of our
best symphony conductors, Yuri Temirkanov, should be forbidden to
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travel abroad because he was unreliable. The recommendation was
made because a bug in Temirkanov’s apartment allegedly showed that
the conductor was considering defecting. The officer had come to me to
sign the memo, but I decided to read the surveillance transcript myself.

Temirkanov was upset because his expected appointment to re-
place the ailing head of the Leningrad Philharmonic was being de-
layed. At one point in the transcript, a frustrated Temirkanov told a
friend, “If I lived in the West, the world’s best orchestras would invite
me, and here I have no future whatsoever. When I go to London T’ll
get a decent job there at once. I'm sick and tired of groveling before
the local bureaucrats.”

Later in the conversation, however, Temirkanov said, “What the
hell do I care about London? I can get a decent suit and a pair of shoes
there, but that’s not what I want. What I need is elbow room, freedom
to create.”

I knew Temirkanov to be extremely patriotic, and a reading of the
entire transcript led me to believe he had no intention of defecting.
The case officer had excerpted only the most seditious parts of the
conversation to show the local Party bosses. I summoned the officer
and reprimanded him for blowing the situation out of proportion. As
a member of the Foreign Travel Commission, I determined that
Temirkanov was trustworthy. The negative letter was never sent to the
Party bosses and Temirkanov was allowed to travel to England.

Within a year of my arrival in Leningrad, I came to know Tovsto-
gonov, the theater director, quite well. Through him I met a wide
range of artists, musicians, and writers. I had far more time on my
hands in Leningrad than in Moscow, so I attended virtually every the-
ater premier in the city. Two seats in each theater were reserved for the
KGB censors, and I always managed to slip into these or others near
the front row. I met Tovstogonov on numerous occasions, and since
we lived in the same apartment building he often invited me for din-
ner or coffee. One night, I went over to his place after he phoned me
around eleven and invited me to meet some friends. The apartment
was packed with a bohemian crowd which included the famous actor
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Yevgeni Lebedev and the director of the Moscow Theater, Sovremen-
nik, Galina Volchek. We stayed up until 4:00 A.M., and from then on I
was a frequent visitor at Tovstogonov’s. It was an independent, fasci-
nating, and relaxed crowd, and my involvement with them and their
artistic endeavors helped me keep my sanity in Leningrad.

Since I lived in one of the city’s most prestigious neighborhoods,
just a few blocks from the Hermitage, I had other artistic neighbors,
including the Leningrad Philharmonic’s chief conductor, Yevgeny
Mravinsky. He lived just upstairs from me, and I began visiting with
him and his fellow musicians. I made no secret of my ties with this
group of freethinkers and dissidents, and no doubt my association
with them further hurt my chances of rebirth at the KGB. But by
1983, I no longer cared. In the mid-1980s, one of my friends in the
Fifth Department, which fought against dissidents, warned me that
Mravinsky’s apartment was bugged.

“You must be careful,” my friend told me. “You know some of these
people are under surveillance. They are political dissidents.”

“Listen,” I said, “I don’t talk politics with them. We discuss art.
They talk about their projects with me.”

“Well, we just wanted to warn you,” said my friend. “Be careful not
to say anything wrong.”

I was surprised at first that Leningrad’s cultural elite would wel-
come a KGB general into their salons, but I imagine they had reasons
for doing so. Perhaps they thought it was simply in their interest to be
on friendly terms with a high-ranking member of the security ser-
vices. In addition, my friends in the arts knew that I had a background
in intelligence and was disgusted by the shenanigans of the domestic
KGB. I think that as time went by and our association created no
problems for them, my Leningrad artist friends realized that I was
genuine and not an informant. Finally, I genuinely liked many of the
artists, and I think they were fond of me too.

One of my friends, Boris Piotrovsky, director of the Hermitage
Museum, treated me to some of the most memorable nights I spent in
Leningrad.
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It was in June, the season of the city’s White Nights, when the
northern sun barely sets. One night, around eleven o’clock, Piotro-
vsky escorted me, Tovstogonov, and Yevgeny Primakov (future direc-
tor of Russian intelligence) through the deserted museum along the
banks of the Neva River, once the czar’s Winter Palace. A melancholy
twilight seeped through the windows of the Hermitage as we walked
down the long corridors. The echo of our footsteps was the only
sound in the enormous museum. Piotrovsky took us past the Italian
and French masterpieces, stopping occasionally to talk about one of
the paintings.

On a later visit to the Hermitage, Piotrovsky asked me, “Would you
like to see some pictures no one ever does?” I wasn’t prepared for what
I was about to see.

Piotrovsky led me up to the top floor of the museum. He unlocked
two heavy steel doors and ushered me into a room filled to the ceiling
with masterpieces. There were French Impressionist paintings and
works by old German masters, all stacked on shelves or piled on the
floor. I watched in amazement as Piotrovsky pulled out thirty or forty
masterpieces, and then I asked the obvious question: Why were they
tucked away in this dusty storage room? Why weren’t they hanging in
the galleries downstairs?

During and after World War II, Piotrovsky told me, the Soviet
Army had taken all these pictures from the private collections of some
of Germany’s wealthiest families. Piotrovsky said he had been lobby-
ing to display the pictures or give them back to their rightful owners,
but the Ministry of Culture had refused even to discuss the matter
and insisted that the masterpieces be kept under lock and key.

“The heirs may still be able to claim these pictures,” said Piotrovsky.

“Then why don’t you show these paintings one by one and see
what the reaction will be?” I asked. “You don’t have to display them all
at once. Perhaps no one will know. Besides, you can always say you
bought the picture from a private person.”

“That’s a good idea, but the Ministry of Culture won’t even discuss
it,” answered Piotrovsky.
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The Hermitage director let me wander around the room for a few
minutes, gaping at the priceless artworks. Later I asked Piotrovsky to
give me a list of the stolen German treasures, and within a week he did
so. I quote now from that list, which contained the names of families
that had owned the artworks and the number of works taken. (The
list contains only the oil paintings; it does not include hundreds of
drawings and lithographs.)

Krebs, 47

Scharf, 6

B. Kotler, 5

Siemens, 2

A. Meuer, 3

M. Saxe, 6

The Kiirfurst of Saxony, 1
Weldenstein, 3
Goldsticker, 5
Bechstein, 24

Hitler and Schacht, 3
Willie Goerter, 25
Koestenberg, 46
Konig, Vienna, 1
Otto, 1

Rochas, Paris, 3
Lashkoni, 2
Tashbein, 5

Dresden Church, 3

Piotrovsky also said the Hermitage contained Oriental master-
pieces stolen during the war from Russian-occupied Manchuria. I de-
cided to go see Nozyrev to urge him to do something: either put the
paintings on display or return them to their native countries. It was
clear the Leningrad KGB boss knew about the art trove, and he treated
my suggestion with typical boorishness.
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“Mind your own business,” Nozyrev barked. “The hell with those
pictures. I don’t care. Why don’t you catch me a spy instead of worry-
ing about it?”

As far as I know, the Hermitage is still holding on to these treasures.

In my first few years in Leningrad, tensions between the United States
(where Ronald Reagan had now become president) and the Soviet
Union reached a level unmatched since the 1960s. We felt it even in
Leningrad when, in 1981, we received what I can only describe as a para-
noid cable from Andropov warning of the growing threat of a nuclear
apocalypse. Reagan’s hard-line, anti-Communist stance, his Star Wars
program, and the massive American military buildup scared the wits out
of our leadership, and Andropov notified KGB stations around the world
to be on the lookout for signs of an imminent American attack. A brand-
new program (the English language acronym was RYAN) was created to
gather information on a potential American first nuclear strike.

“Not since the end of World War II has the international situation
been as explosive as it is now,” Andropov wrote in a cable to KGB per-
sonnel worldwide.

Meanwhile, I still held out hope that my career at headquarters in
Moscow was not finished. Nozyrev told me that Andropov had been ask-
ing after me, and in 1981 I was given an award for a manual I had writ-
ten earlier on foreign counterintelligence techniques. In 1982, Andropov
was transferred to the Party’s Central Committee Secretariat. Unfortu-
nately he was replaced by a Brezhnev hack, Vitaly Fedorchuk, the former
KGB boss in Ukraine. He was a rude, conceited bone crusher, bent on
smashing internal dissent and tightening discipline within the KGB. He
peppered KGB offices at home and abroad with ridiculous warnings of
impending Western aggression, imperialist plots, and CIA efforts to de-
stroy the Soviet economy. Thankfully, Fedorchuk didn’t last long. Brezh-
nev died on November 10, 1982, and Androprov took over as Soviet
leader. A week later Viktor Chebrikov was named KGB chairman.

I was visiting Ludmilla and my daughters in Moscow when I got
word that Brezhnev had died. “Oleg,” a KGB friend of mine said over
the phone, “it looks like he is dead.”
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I needed no further explanation. He undoubtedly was the sickly
and senile Brezhnev. Like millions of my compatriots, I was elated
that the old dinosaur had passed away. I thought that our dismal era
of stagnation had finally ended. But I had selfish reasons, as well, that
caused me to welcome Brezhnev’s demise. With my old mentor, An-
dropov, installed as leader of the country, I thought that my exile in
Leningrad might come to an end, that Andropov would bring me
back into Moscow in a top position at KGB headquarters.

A week after Brezhnev’s death, my father passed away following a
stroke. He had moved to Moscow in the 1970s to be close to me, and
we buried him in the Soviet capital. My father had remained my
biggest fan until the end, and he was nearly as disappointed as I was
when word came of my demotion and transfer to Leningrad. He
died, as so many Soviets did, deeply disillusioned with his country
and its leaders. I would miss his love and support in the difficult days
that lay ahead.

When I got back to Leningrad after Andropov’s ascension to
power, rumors spread through our office that I would soon be replac-
ing Nozyrev as Leningrad KGB boss. But it was not to be. I was cho-
sen, along with forty other high-ranking KGB officers, to take an
advanced course of study in Moscow. This, I thought, boded well. And
then, a week before the course was to end, one of the KGB’s chief per-
sonnel men called me into his office and made an offer that flabber-
gasted me: He wanted me to take a job as a professor at the KGB
Higher School.

“You've got a teacher’s gift, Oleg,” the man said. “People listen to
you. Your wide knowledge will enable you to get a doctorate quickly,
so you can be a full-fledged professor.”

I couldn’t believe my ears! Clearly I was being put out to pasture;
the KGB Higher School was a dead end. Despite the insistent pressure,
I refused the offer. Later that week, I went to see Philip Bobkov,
deputy KGB chairman, and reminded him that Andropov said I
would be back in Moscow within two years. It was now the fall of
1983, and I had served my time in Leningrad, I told Bobkov. I wanted
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to talk to the new KGB chairman, Viktor Chebrikov. Bobkov said he
would see what he could do. But not now, said Bobkov. Not now.

I returned to Leningrad and called Bobkov a few weeks later. “Che-
brikov is willing to see you, but later this year,” said Bobkov. “Call me
in December.”

I waited until January and called again.

“Wait a while longer,” Bobkov said dryly. “We’ve got lots of prob-
lems here and yours isn’t a priority.”

“How long must I wait?” I asked. “Am I going to be received?”

“I don’t know, I don’t know,” Bobkov growled, and hung up. Even
I, blind as I could sometimes be, could see that my career at KGB
headquarters was finished.

Andropov had tried to kick-start our moribund economy and so-
ciety. He stressed discipline and instituted a campaign to crack down
on shirkers and ne’er-do-wells in the workplace. He fought against
petty corruption, though he never attacked the deeply engrained cor-
ruption within the Communist Party. “The better we work, the better
we shall live,” pronounced Comrade Andropov, but the fact remained
that our system was, for all intents and purposes, dead. It was too late
for slogans, and even the most devout Soviet could see that, no mat-
ter how hard he worked, he still was living in relative poverty: the
Communist Party, the military-industrial complex, the army, and the
KGB were siphoning off the country’s wealth.

Andropov’s last days were marked by failing health and the disas-
trous downing of Korean Airlines Flight 007 over the Kamchatka
Peninsula, in which all 269 passengers aboard were killed. And then,
on February 9, 1984, the general secretary of the Communist Party—
the man who had been my guardian angel at the KGB—died.

Andropov’s passing left me profoundly depressed. Indeed, I date my
utter disillusionment with the KGB to early 1984, when Andropov’s
demise and several other events forced me to see that there was no
hope of reviving my career or redeeming the old Soviet system.

For all his shortcomings, I had admired Andropov, and as long as
he was alive I held out some hope that we could, as he preached, fix
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our system by doing some major repair work. But when Andropov
passed away, I saw everything with stark and depressing clarity. First
of all, Andropov was replaced as general secretary of the Communist
Party by Constantin Chernenko, a walking corpse even more out of
touch with reality, even more retrograde, than Leonid Brezhnev. In
the KGB, Viktor Chebrikov was proving to be an absolute nonentity, a
weak and indecisive man who was a pale reflection of Andropov.
Everywhere, from the top bosses in Moscow to my own superior in
Leningrad, all I could see was incompetence, drift, and rot.

Perhaps most important, when Andropov died I lost all hope that
somehow my mentor would help resuscitate my career. By mid-1984,
it was evident that there was no light at the end of the tunnel, that I
was on a joyless road to retirement. Friends of mine in Moscow had
told me the full truth about the Cook case—I had been as much a sus-
pect as Cook himself. One friend in KGB headquarters informed me
that KGB bosses had secretly filmed my interrogation of Cook at
Lefortovo Prison. A KGB official actually thought that when I put my
fingers under my shirt collar during the Cook interview, I was giving
the scientist a secret sign! It was all too much. The system mistrusted
me. Indeed, it trusted nobody. Four years in Leningrad and the loss of
Andropov showed me how deluded I was, and how utterly senseless
was the work I had been doing since leaving Moscow. In 1984, as win-
ter slowly gave way to spring, I was plunged into a deep depression
and resolved to live only for myself and my family.

But my work routine did not let me remain depressed for long. In
the end, this period allowed me to make a few discoveries.

One of the most dismal revelations in Leningrad had been that our
job in the domestic KGB was to do the bidding of—and cover up
for—the local Communist Party bosses. And in Leningrad the top
two Party bosses were particularly repugnant, a pair who vividly sym-
bolized the sort of pompous mediocrities that had driven our coun-
try into the ground.

The first secretary of the Communist Party in the Leningrad area,
the undisputed emperor of our region, was a tiny, conceited man with
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a Napoleon complex, named Grigory Vasilyevich Romanov. For seven-
teen years he reigned as lord and master over the Leningrad region,
his authority virtually unchallenged. Throughout the vast expanse of
the Soviet Union, a country that sprawled across eleven time zones
and comprised one sixth of the earth’s land surface, there were several
hundred other little dictators like Romanov. They were the regional
Communist Party first secretaries, men who lived like socialist pashas,
grabbing the best apartments, the best food, the best women, the best
hunting lands, all the while espousing the glories of our egalitarian
society. Gazing at their pictures now, studying the jowly, smug, vodka-
ravaged mugs, I see these men as cartoon characters, the very embod-
iment of Communist stagnation. But at the time, they instilled fear
into the hearts of millions of Communist Party minions, and they ran
their little fiefdoms with swaggering pride.

After serving as a code clerk in the Soviet Army during World War
II, Romanov rose through the ranks of the Leningrad Communist
Party, familiarizing himself with the military factories and institutes
that comprised two thirds of the Leningrad economy. In the late
1960s, with the blessing of the Party leadership in Moscow, Romanov
(no relation to the Romanov czars) became first secretary of the
Leningrad region. By the time I got there, Romanov might as well
have been a czar, for he was as much in control of his territory as any
of the earlier Romanovs had been of theirs.

He was a dapper little man, in a Communist sort of way. At Party
meetings, Romanov used to sit on a pillow so that he didn’t give the
appearance of a school kid at a spelling bee. His high living, woman-
izing, and boozing were legendary. In order to carry out his many
trysts, Romanov had two apartments (in addition to the one he
shared with his wife) as well as a suite at the Party hotel. He would im-
press his mistresses with food and gifts purchased from the Blue Hall
at the Gostiny Dvor department store, a private shop stocked with im-
ported goods and reserved solely for top Party officials. He had three
government cars that he used to squire around his girlfriends. Even
his long-suffering wife was given a government automobile.
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KGB officers marveled at Romanov’s drinking. He and the region’s
other Communist Party big shot, Leningrad mayor Lev Zaikov, would
sit in Romanov’s wood-paneled office at Smolny and knock back co-
pious quantities of vodka. (Smolny, seat of the Leningrad Communist
Party, is the former czarist girls’ school that was used by Lenin as his
headquarters during the October 1917 Bolshevik Revolution.) Zaikov
was a big, rough-hewn man who could hold his vodka better than Ro-
manov; after their legendary drinking bouts Zaikov would always be
at his desk the next day, while Romanov would stay home for a day or
two, nursing a fierce hangover.

Outside a small circle of KGB and Party officials, Romanov’s
drinking was a fairly well-kept secret. I learned of his alcohol prob-
lem firsthand one Sunday when I was on duty at KGB headquarters
on Liteiny Prospect. Romanov telephoned and, since it was a week-
end and I was acting chief, I took the call. I could immediately tell
something was wrong—our illustrious first secretary was rip-roaring
drunk. He was carrying on about some problem at the city’s central bak-
ery, mumbling about sabotage and declining production. Soon he
signed off, and I was left scratching my head. We made inquiries, and
everything seemed fine at the bakery. Vladilen Bleyer, my colleague
who was in charge of the one-hundred-person bodyguard section in
Leningrad and was intimately familiar with Romanov’s drinking binges,
told me, “Forget it, Oleg. He was drunk as usual. He’ll be away from
work for two or three days until he gets over his hangover and when he
comes back he won’t remember a thing he told you. Don’t worry”

That’s precisely what happened: Romanov never mentioned the
bakery to me again.

Since I was in charge of KGB operations in the outlying districts of
the Leningrad region, I sometimes accompanied Romanov on his tri-
umphal tours through the boondocks. These trips were invariably well
scripted, enabling Comrade Romanov to see the best that our rural re-
gions had to offer. Most collective farms were a mess, run by dim-
witted directors who presided over a rabble of dispirited and often
alcoholic workers. Many of our villages looked straight out of the nine-
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teenth century, with people living in ramshackle wooden cottages that
lacked running water and indoor toilets. But Romanov and other ex-
alted guests never saw that reality. They invariably were squired around
the handful of model collective farms that were well run and well
funded. One of these was a much-praised meat and dairy farm, a
Potemkin village that boasted an astonishing 96,000 pigs. (Actually, the
director confided to me that they had 100,000 pigs, but he only re-
ported 96,000, leaving 4,000 porkers he could use to bribe people,
barter, or feed visiting dignitaries like Romanov.) The visits to these
model farms followed the same scenario in Leningrad and throughout
the country. The honored guest (in our case, Romanov) would arrive
and be given a quick tour of the state-of-the-art facilities, the farm di-
rector invariably mentioning that his production exceeded that of sim-
ilar farms in the West. Smiling collective farm workers would tell the
dignitary how great everything was, and then all the top local offi-
cials—Party bosses, KGB chiefs, collective farm directors—would re-
pair to a private dining room attached to the collective farm’s cafeteria.
There, the group would sit down at tables groaning with food and
drink, and the marathon toasting and vodka guzzling would begin.
After a few hours, everyone would be utterly smashed. Stumbling out
to their cars, they would pronounce the visit a roaring success.

I quickly grew weary of such affairs and tried to avoid them, for
with every passing month it became more evident that our Commu-
nist bosses were busy pickling their brains while the country steadily
fell to pieces. Once Romanov went to a small town to celebrate the an-
niversary of the lifting of the nine-hundred-day Siege of Leningrad.
Like most Communist Party bosses, he shamelessly used the suffering
of our people during the war to bolster the authority of the Party, say-
ing that without the valiant Communist structures we would have
never defeated the Nazis. I got tired of watching people like Romanov
wrap themselves in the mantle of World War 11, and after the cere-
mony I decided not to attend the usual banquet. My absence created
quite a stir. The next day I got a call from one of Romanov’s assistants,
saying that the first secretary had been asking after me.
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“It was a big mistake not to stick around,” the assistant told me.
“How could you leave such an important event? You should have
stayed and had a drink with the rest of us. Youre supposed to stay
with Comrade Romanov, to protect him. It’s your duty.”

Lev Zaikov, the mayor of Leningrad and later first secretary of the
city Party organization, was as conceited as Romanov, though each
man had his own peculiarities. A tall, husky man with bulging eyes,
Zaikov had been manager of a large defense factory before being
named head of the Leningrad Party organization. I was in Leningrad
when Zaikov was promoted, and a KGB official called Nozyrev to in-
form him that the agency had a significant amount of information
about Zaikov’s alleged corruption and malfeasance at the defense
plant. Nozyrev took the call while I was in his office.

“Now that Lev Nikolayevich Zaikov has been elected Party secretary,
gather everything you have about his activities at this plant and destroy
it,” Nozyrev instructed his underling. “You have damaging information?
... Yes? Well, destroy the files at once. Don’t you know that we mustn’t
have anything of this nature on file about Party officials?”

Zaikov was driven to distraction by people who dared pass his long
black Chaika limousine on the highway. One of my acquaintances
made the mistake of overtaking Zaikov on a road near Leningrad. The
Communist Party boss ordered his driver to run the poor man off the
highway. Then the driver got out and yanked the fellow’s license plates
off his little Moskvich. Zaikov rolled down his window and, wagging
his finger victoriously at the unfortunate driver, told him he would get
his plates back from the police in a month or two.

One day, as I was riding from work to my dacha outside Leningrad,
I saw a Chaika limousine in front of me, poking along at about 40
miles per hour. My driver casually passed it. A few seconds later, the
Chaika roared by us, its siren wailing and someone in the backseat
shaking his fist at us from the curtained window. I thought nothing
more of the incident.

The next day, however, someone from the mayor’s office called our
office to see if it was indeed my car that had passed Zaikov’s on the
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Seaside Highway. The following day my phone rang, and I picked up
the receiver only to hear Zaikov’s angry, stentorian voice.

“Were you on assignment when you overtook my car the day be-
fore yesterday?” the mayor yelled. “No? Then why were you going so
fast! Didn’t you see it was the mayor ahead of you? You didn’t know,
huh? The license plates were unfamiliar, weren’t they? That’s right, I
have another set of license plates. But you saw it was a Chaika, didn’t
you? You have no respect for the mayor! None at all. Your boss would
never do such a thing. And you think you can do anything you want
because you're from Moscow. You don’t respect me. No! Not at all!”

The next day, our chief—Nozyrev—called his top deputies to-
gether for an important announcement.

“T am sick and tired of listening to the Party committee’s com-
plaints about our men overtaking their cars on the highway,” said
Nozyrev. “I won’t name any names of the latest offenders. But from
this day on, it is strictly forbidden for anyone to pass the cars of top
officials of the regional Communist Party. You know their license
numbers. Those who do it again will be severely punished.”

We left chuckling under our breath. So this is what our vaunted
Communist Party had come to: worrying about people passing their
leaders’ cars on the highway. And now we were being forbidden to un-
dermine the Communist Party’s leading role in society by daring to
pass them on the open road. From now on, we had to be good com-
rades and learn to tag behind our Party leaders, no matter how slowly
they were going or how badly they were driving.

It’s easy to see how these Communist Party bosses came to feel that
they were masters of all they surveyed, for in reality there was almost
nothing they couldn’t do in their regions. One of my duties in Leningrad
was to oversee the KGB troops along the Finnish frontier. I made nu-
merous trips to the border, talking to the officers and men there and
sometimes going hunting and fishing in the pristine wilderness (off-
limits to other Soviets). I had heard of a terrific hunting spot along the
frontier in a place called Kirovskaya Bukhta, and one day I asked my col-
league, Rear Admiral Sokolov, if he would like to accompany me on a
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trip there. He declined, warning me that this was the exclusive reserve of
Romanov, Zaikov, and other Party bigwigs. Since the border was my area
of responsibility, I went anyway on a trip that mixed business and plea-
sure: after talking with the troops, I wanted to do some hunting.

When I arrived at Kirovskaya Bukhta, one of our officers again
warned me that these were the hunting grounds of the Party bosses.
I asked how large was the hunting estate, and he told me it was
7,500 acres.

“They’ve got a small river of their own with a bridge over it,” the
officer said. “You can catch great pike in there. They had a small house
built for them on an island in the Gulf of Finland, next to the border.
We feed the moose here so that the guests are assured a good hunt.
Rear Admiral Sokolov is here more often than anyone else; he comes
and gets fish and moose meat for the bosses. Some of the fish he salts
away in barrels, so there’s enough for the winter too.”

Romanov had a dacha about twenty miles from Leningrad in a
lovely spot known as Osinovaya Roscha. But I learned from Rear Ad-
miral Sokolov that Osinovaya Roscha was famous within the KGB for
more than its fine country houses. It seemed that just a mile or two
from Romanov’s dacha was a mass grave in which an estimated sev-
enty thousand victims of Stalin’s terror were buried. The problem was
that every spring, with the melting snow, dozens of skeletons would
pop up from the thawing earth. Sokolov had a team of a half dozen
workmen who went out to Osinovaya Roscha in the spring to rebury
the uncovered remains. Few people knew then of the mass grave, and
though Stalin had been denounced and his crimes vaguely discussed,
we had not yet progressed far enough to let our people know how
grisly the Stalin years had truly been.

The unchecked power of these Communist bosses wreaked untold
damage on our society, as was vividly illustrated by the construction
of a dam across the Gulf of Finland. One of the legacies of Stalinism
was our leaders’ love of colossal public works projects. Brezhnev
oversaw the building of the Baikal-Amur Railway, known as BAM, a
gigantic undertaking that lay down a little-needed rail line in the
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wilds of Siberia. In Leningrad, in the late 1970s, Romanov and his
underlings devised their own “construction project of the century,” a
plan to dam off the Gulf of Finland in order to stop the frequent
flooding of Leningrad. So in the 1980s, over the objections of some
eminent scientists, a twelve-mile dam was built across the shallow
gulf at phenomenal expense. There was, indeed, reduced flooding,
but the dam so interfered with tidal flows and the local ecology that
it turned much of the gulf near Leningrad into a dead sea.
Leningrad’s water became virtually undrinkable, beaches were pol-
luted, and migrating species of fish, such as the delicious koryushka,
were virtually wiped out. The dam was a boondoggle, an example of
the monumental irresponsibility of our Party leaders and the absence
of control over their actions, from above or below. Zaikov too was a
big booster of the dam, and he and Romanov had no trouble per-
suading the Politburo in Moscow that their dam was a glorious
achievement for Soviet Communism.

In late 1984, Romanov moved on to the Politburo in Moscow, and
he was replaced by Zaikov. I remember vividly how Zaikov returned
from a meeting with the fossilized Soviet leader, Chernenko, and re-
ported on his trip in glowing terms.

“Constantin Ustinovich [Chernenko] gave me a very warm recep-
tion,” Zaikov told a meeting of the regional Communist Party Com-
mittee. “He is so wise. He has so much understanding! He knows the
problems of our city very well. I asked him about the construction of
the dam, and he said he would like it to continue. We will soon get
extra funds, and the blocking off of the Gulf of Finland will continue
at full speed. It will be a great victory for us, comrades!”

Listening to Zaikov, it was clear that we were going back to the
Brezhnev days, with their paper victories and mighty projects. As the
roughly one hundred members of the regional Party Committee en-
thusiastically applauded Zaikov’s speech, I felt my heart sink. I wanted
to howl with anguish.

A group of local scientists asked me to use the power of the KGB to
stop construction of the dam. But when I approached my chief,
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Nozyrev, and began talking about the environmental problems, he
waved me off.

“Mind your own business,” he snapped. “Grigory Vasilyevich [Ro-
manov] has made a decision on this and it’s final. Why do you have to
listen to all these bleeding hearts?”

I was given an inside glimpse of our Party and political life when I
was “elected” in 1981 to the Leningrad regional Soviet, our local legis-
lature. I was nominated from the outlying Gatchina district. One day,
in a prearranged show, a local seamstress school invited me to a polit-
ical meeting. A Party official stood up before the three hundred stu-
dents and said, “This is General Kalugin. He has rendered tremendous
service to his country, he has many decorations, so we suggest that
you nominate him to the regional Soviet.”

All in the room raised their hands in assent. On election day, I re-
ceived 99 percent of the votes in the district; after all, I was the only
candidate. Once a month, I held office hours, but no one ever came to
see me and I would wind up reading the newspaper or talking with
friends. I did manage, through my connections, to find funds to build
a new apartment building for the seamstress school, and that remains
my only legacy from my seven years on the regional Soviet.

I also was chosen as a member of the regional Communist Party
Committee, and I remember my first meeting, and how impressed I
was as a seemingly simple worker stood up and delivered an eloquent
speech on the region’s social problems. After the meeting, I told a local
Party boss how intelligent this common man had seemed, and how our
educational standards appeared to be improving. The boss enlightened
me, however. The worker hadn’t just stood up and made an extempo-
raneous address. Party officials had chosen him a month in advance,
had written his speech for him, and had drilled him repeatedly on how
to deliver it. It was all scripted in advance, as was every meeting of the
regional Soviet and Communist Party Committee. It was a charade,
with leaders applauding one another for nonexistent achievements, is-
suing glowing reports about our bright future, and listening to the pro-
letariat deliver canned speeches on the problems of the day.
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In a KGB library, I got hold of the writings of the banned Yugoslav
philosopher Milovan Djilas. His views on the corruption of Commu-
nism, and how he eventually made a break with Communist philoso-
phy, mirrored mine exactly.

“In the sphere of intellectual life, the [Communist] oligarchs’ plan-
ning doesn’t lead to anything but stagnation, moral degradation and
decadence,” Djilas wrote in his book The New Class. “These heralds of
the rigid, eroded, outdated ideas—it’s they who freeze and hamper
the people’s creative impulses. Free thought is for them like a weed
which threatens to uproot people’s minds.”

He went on to describe the shadow game the deluded Communist
leaders played with one another: “It’s like a theater without an audi-
ence: the actors applaud each other, admiring the way they play”

Reading Djilas’s preface, I found a passage that exactly described
my state of mind: “I departed from Communism gradually and con-
sciously, as I came to get the picture and draw the conclusions de-
scribed in this book . . . I am a product of this world. I took part in
building it. Now, I'm one of its critics.”

In March 1985, just as my faith in my country and its government
was at an all-time low, Mikhail Sergeyevich Gorbachev swept aside
the octogenarians on the ruling Politburo in Moscow and took power.
And with his ascension to the throne, I began to believe that my long-
held dream of radically reforming our Communist state was about to
come true.

I had first heard of Gorbachev the year before, while visiting my
old friend Alexander Yakovlev, with whom I had attended Columbia
University. Yakovlev had gone on to become Soviet ambassador to
Canada, where in 1984 he met Gorbachev while the latter was on a
trip to Ottawa. The two men forged a fast friendship, and they—along
with Georgian leader Eduard Shevardnadze—went on to mastermind
perestroika.

After his Canadian posting, Yakovlev returned to Moscow and was
appointed head of the Institute of World Economy, where he became
Gorbachev’s closest adviser. Clearly they were already planning how
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Gorbachev might take power once the ailing Chernenko passed away.
I went to see Yakovlev in his office, and we greeted each other like old
friends, catching up on all the news and gossip since our last meeting
six years before. In the middle of our conversation the phone rang
and Yakovlev, limping from a war wound, ambled over to his desk and
picked up the receiver. His face lit up as he talked.

“Yes, Mikhail Sergeyevich,” Yakovlev said. “T'll be done soon and I’ll
drop by then. ... We’ll work on it when I get there.”

Yakovlev returned to his chair, took a sip of coffee, and said, “That
was Mikhail Gorbachev, a member of the Politburo and Central
Committee secretary. He’s a great guy. If he becomes a general secre-
tary there will be colossal changes in the country. He’s a reformer with
a capital ‘R.”

Now, two decades after Gorbachev became the leader of the Soviet
Union, it is difficult for outsiders, and even some Russians, to remem-
ber what an astonishing impression he made during his first year on
the job. In hindsight, it’s clear that Gorbachev had no intention of
doing away with the Communist system but simply wanted to over-
haul it, to make it work more efficiently. At the time, however, what a
joy it was to watch a robust man (he was then in his early fifties) talk
about radically changing our society. What a breath of fresh air was
glasnost, as our people and the press began debating long-taboo sub-
jects, such as the stagnation of the Brezhnev years, the cruelty of
Stalin, and the gross inefficiency of our Soviet system. One after an-
other, the barriers came down, the sacred cows were slaughtered. It
was an indescribably heady period, and I found myself almost in-
stantly revived, like an old wineskin filled with young wine.

I was lucky enough to see Gorbachev just a few months after he
took power. He came to Leningrad on an official visit, and I accom-
panied him to Petrodvorets, the site of Peter the Great’s old palace. We
met briefly, and then I listened to him speak at a meeting of the re-
gional Communist Party. He struck me as almost Kennedyesque, talk-
ing in impassioned tones about how we had to get our society moving
again. He was lucid and vigorous and, unlike our previous leaders,
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could even speak extemporaneously. (Toward the end of his reign,
Brezhnev seemed incapable of saying his name without reading it
from a cue card. We all cringed in embarrassment once when Brezh-
nev read the same page of his speech twice without realizing it. When
I was in intelligence, Kryuchkov announced that, since Brezhnev
didn’t like to read, all our reports meant for the Soviet leader had to
be triple-spaced and could not exceed three pages.) I came away from
Gorbachev’s Leningrad trip feeling certain that this was the man who
could finally set things right in our long-suffering land.

Spurred on by glasnost and the new spirit ushered in by Gor-
bachev, I began to speak more aggressively at our KGB meetings,
pushing for reform both inside and outside our agency. I also began
writing letters to our national newspapers, joining the flood of peo-
ple who welcomed the increased openness in our society. During the
previous thaw in the Soviet Union under Khrushchev, no one dared
speak out about Stalin until our leaders gave the okay. But by 1986,
Soviet citizens weren’t waiting for approval from on high; they were
diving right in, saying and writing what they believed. I joined the
fray, writing at least a dozen letters to Pravda, Komsomolskaya
Pravda, Literaturnaya Gazeta, and other publications. I wrote the let-
ters (none of which was published) as a common citizen and signed
them “O. Kalugin.” Now they look absurdly tame, but at the time the
themes I was expounding seemed shockingly bold. I suggested it was
all right for people to work side jobs as farmers or repairmen, pock-
eting the profits from their labor. I attacked the extensive system of
traffic police posts that ringed our cities, calling them holdovers
from an authoritarian past. I excoriated corrupt Communist Party
bureaucrats, and said that the anti-alcohol campaign then sweeping
the country was a foolish mistake. Seeking to prove that it was use-
less to try to stop people from drinking, I even quoted Karl Marx,
who once wrote, “Being a native of a vine-growing land and a former
owner of vineyards, I appreciate good wine. I even agree with old
man Luther that a man who doesn’t like wine is incapable of any-
thing worth mentioning.”
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Literaturnaya Gazeta decided not to publish that letter.

I suddenly realized that I had lost my fear. Though I scarcely knew
Gorbachev, I felt as if he were standing behind me, offering me sup-
port in my efforts to reform society and the KGB. Many younger officers
supported Gorbachev and perestroika, but Nozyrev and his cronies
clearly were uncomfortable with this reformer. The old-style bosses
couldn’t afford to completely ignore the new forces sweeping our so-
ciety, and I remember that Zaikov arranged an exhibit in the city to
tout one of the reformist fads of the day—uskoreniye, or acceleration—
which demanded that we work harder and faster to lift our economy
out of the doldrums. But it was clear that our Leningrad Party bosses,
Romanov and Zaikov, were never fully behind the Soviet leader. Both
were elevated to the ruling Politburo in Moscow; but Romanov was
quickly sacked by Gorbachev and Zaikov was axed in a later purge of
Communist hard-liners.

I said to hell with my boss, Nozyrev, and pushed Gorbachev’s line
whenever possible. In 1986, on the anniversary of Lenin’s birth, I told
a gathering of several hundred Communists that Lenin was actually a
radical reformer who would have supported our efforts to rebuild the
Soviet Union. My critiques were all couched in Marxist-Leninist
rhetoric, but it was the beginning of glasnost, and budding reformers
were forced to sweeten their bitter medicine with the familiar jargon
of Communism.

Not only did I begin speaking out; I also began acting more aggres-
sively to root out corruption in the Leningrad region, a choice of ac-
tion that would set me on a collision course with our local Party
leaders and lead, in 1987, to my removal from the Leningrad KGB.

By 1985, I had been put in charge of overseeing the work of the po-
lice and the Interior Ministry in the Leningrad region. Later that year,
we got a tip from one of our informers, a police officer in the town of
Gatchina, that the town’s assistant prosecutor was notoriously corrupt
and was taking bribes in exchange for calling off criminal investiga-
tions. At the same time, my constituents in Gatchina (I was their
“elected” representative on the regional Soviet) began telling me about
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the rampant corruption in the town. I went to see Gennadi Voschinin,
the Communist Party official who oversaw law enforcement agencies
in the Leningrad region, and told him I wanted to investigate the alle-
gations of corruption in Gatchina. Voschinin gave me the go-ahead.

We planted a listening device in the assistant prosecutor’s office,
and in a matter of weeks we had recorded several instances of his
bribe taking. The evidence was irrefutable, and the regional prosecu-
tor had no alternative but to take the man to court. He was convicted
of receiving at least 10,000 rubles in bribes and sentenced to ten years
in jail. However, as I would soon find out, his case was only the tip of
the iceberg.

In 1986, after the assistant prosecutor had been convicted, Nozyrev
and other top KGB officials in Leningrad met to discuss the agency’s
work during the first half of the year. In my report, I mentioned the
arrest of the assistant prosecutor as one of our achievements and said
the corruption investigation was continuing. Later, when Nozyrev
spoke, he took a direct swipe at our accomplishments, telling the as-
sembled officers, “Kalugin spoke here about this senior assistant to the
prosecutor. So what? Was he a spy or something? Catch me a spy. You
haven’t caught a single one. So this guy took a bribe of a few thousand
rubles? So what? You call that money? That’s no case for the KGB.”

I was furious. In front of more than three hundred officers I stood
up and answered him.

“Comrade Nozyrey, if a store manager or shop clerk takes a bribe,
even a million rubles, it doesn’t matter to me while 'm on this job,” I
said, as my colleagues looked on in silence. “But when a law enforce-
ment officer takes even ten rubles, this is a crime that has to be pun-
ished. The court gave this prosecutor the right sentence, ten years. The
people you keep under investigation as spies will never be caught and
never go to jail . . . Corruption has to be fought. It’s eating away at our
country.”

My words were an affront to Nozyrev, but he sat there silently and
moved on to the next order of business. He would not, however, for-
get my insubordination. Later he would settle the score.



370 SPYMASTER

Next we received word of extensive corruption in the mining re-
gion of Slantsy. The local Mafia, led by an Armenian man, was re-
portedly bribing district officials and then stealing shipments of
imported Finnish goods meant for the miners. We placed wiretaps on
the phones of several people, including the Armenian, and in a matter
of weeks gathered enough information to convict a handful of local
Mafiosi and some low-level officials. Our investigation was almost
blown when Lev Zaikov’s sister, who was involved with the local
Mafia, got wind of our activities and tipped off her friends.

We were gaining momentum, and in late 1986 another police in-
former told us about extensive corruption involving the export of
timber from the Leningrad region to the southern republics of the
Soviet Union. Our informant said that Soviet “businessmen” from
the southern republics were bribing numerous Leningrad officials,
taking large amounts of timber out of the region at cut-rate prices
and selling the wood at enormous profit in the south. Joined by ten
investigators, we uncovered evidence that as many as forty “business-
men” and local officials were involved in the scam, and that more
than 3 million rubles in bribes (worth about $4 million at the time)
had changed hands. Among those taking bribes were the deputy
chairman of the Leningrad regional Soviet, several district Commu-
nist Party bosses, and the head of the Leningrad region’s agriculture
department.

We arrested several dozen people, almost all of them the men who
had paid the bribes, but the investigation didn’t stop there. Some of
those arrested gave evidence against even more important officials,
including the deputy director of the Leningrad Lumber Association
and a director of the Leningrad regional railway. The corruption was
far more widespread than anyone had imagined, and our investiga-
tion was now reaching into the highest levels of Leningrad govern-
ment and industry. Therein lay the problem.

I went to Nozyrev and laid out the scope of the investigation.

“Are you crazy, or what?” the Leningrad KGB chief responded.
“You’ve already arrested forty people. What more do you want?”
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I then went to the regional prosecutor and explained the evidence
showing that far bigger fish were involved in the unfolding bribery
scandal. I told him that the overwhelming majority of people we had
arrested were businessmen and those who offered bribes, not the
Leningrad officials, who were on the take.

“Look, Oleg,” said the Leningrad prosecutor. “We’ve been cooper-
ating so beautifully. We’ve arrested forty people. That’s enough. Why
don’t we close this case?”

Next I went to Gennadi Voschinin, the regional Party official re-
sponsible for law enforcement and the man who had initially ap-
proved my investigation of the corrupt prosecutor.

Voschinin looked over the papers I had brought, detailing the re-
gion’s massive bribe taking.

“What do you need all this for?” asked Voschinin. “You’ve already
destroyed that lumber gang.”

“The men we arrested are just businessmen who paid bribes to get
the lumber,” I responded. “It’s the ones who let them have the timber
illegally and take the bribes who are the real culprits, and they’re still
sitting in their offices in the Party Committee and the local govern-
ment. Those are the ones who sold the power entrusted to them by
the people. They are much more dangerous than those who gave the
bribes. And we’re talking about 3 million rubles.”

“Why are you so bloodthirsty?” said Voschinin. “Why do you
want more heads to roll? Isn’t forty enough for you? You want more
blood? I'm sorry, I can’t help you. Just wrap up the case. There’s no
use going on.”

“I'm sorry,” I replied. “It would be dishonest to stop now. I'm doing
what I'm here to do. I won’t close the case”

“Just think it over,” replied Voschinin. “That’s all we ask.”

That same day, Nozyrev summoned me to his office at KGB head-
quarters on Liteiny Prospect.

“What is it you're trying to start, a mutiny?” he shouted. “Enough
fooling around. You haven’t made a single case of anti-Soviet activity
or espionage in the region. It’s time you did some real work.”
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I told him he was wrong, that KGB Chairman Chebrikov himself
had argued for the need to step up the fight against corruption.

“Enough of your demagoguery!” Nozyrev snapped, and ordered
me out of his office.

Within a few days, I learned that KGB officials in Moscow and
Leningrad had begun trying to compromise my chief investigators and
were pressuring them to stop working with me. One investigator was ac-
cused of extorting bribes from a criminal; another was accused of steal-
ing diamonds during an investigation; a third was accused by neighbors
in his communal apartment of beating his wife. The accusations were
false, but the KGB was turning the heat up on my investigators, and one
by one they withdrew from the case. Clearly our investigation had been
too aggressive and reached too high into the Party structure. Now my su-
periors were determined to put an end to the work of my group.

About that time, I had finished reading the three-volume KGB case
file on the brilliant Russian poet Anna Akhmatova. She had been
under suspicion since 1927, first as a Trotskyite and then as an Amer-
ican spy. Her file was full of nasty reports from the legions of inform-
ers who had been persuaded to work against the poet. They spread
rumors and innuendo, one woman even alleging that Akhmatova was
a lesbian and had fondled the informer’s breasts. The file, which I
took from the KGB archives, laid out the sordid picture of how the
KGB had hounded this woman and monitored her every move for
decades. And as I read through the documents and thought of my
own growing struggle with the security apparatus, a line from one of
Akhmatova’s poems kept running through my mind: “Everything is
stolen, betrayed, sold . . ”

I knew I would get no help in Leningrad with our investigation,
and so I decided to write a letter to the prosecutor general in Moscow.
In it, I laid out the extent of our corruption inquiry and reported that
Leningrad officials were now covering up what we had found.

I heard nothing for a month; indeed, the prosecutor general never
acknowledged receiving my letter. One day, however, Voschinin sum-
moned me, and this time he made no effort to conceal his anger.
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“We didn’t expect this from you,” Voschinin said. “Why did you
have to complain to the prosecutor general? Listen, we in Leningrad
know best how to handle these affairs. Do you think they will help us
in Moscow? Well, they won’t. We don’t take orders from Moscow. . . .
We have instructed the regional prosecutor’s office to drop the lum-
ber case”

I knew now that there was no going back. My growing dissatisfac-
tion with the KGB and Soviet life, my realization that my career was
already over—all this propelled me forward, persuaded me that I had
to continue my increasingly dissident activities.

But Nozyrev apparently thought I had gone too far, and he fab-
ricated a scandal to drive me out of Leningrad. It centered on my
role as the KGB’s representative on the Foreign Travel Commis-
sion, the body that decided which of our citizens would be allowed
to go abroad.

The Foreign Travel Commission was a purely totalitarian creation,
an omnipotent group that wielded enormous power over Leningraders
hoping to travel overseas. Representatives from the police, Intourist, the
Communist Party, and the KGB sat on the commission, though I, as the
security service’s person on the body, had the ultimate say on who
could travel. It was not a job I enjoyed.

My troubles began at a commission meeting in late 1986. The gath-
ering started off typically enough, with the chief of Intourist in
Leningrad ticking off a list of employees they had decided to ban from
overseas travel.

“Guide and interpreter Radvinskaya, non-Party member, divorced,
went to Spain with a group of Soviet tourists,” the Intourist chief said
in a monotone. “She often left the hotel alone in the evenings and
came back late at night. Paid no attention to group leader’s repri-
mands, answered tourists’ questions rudely, did not use every oppor-
tunity to propagandize the Soviet way of life . . . Should be barred
from foreign travel.

“Interpreter Semenova, Communist Party member, senior guide.
On a Danube cruise showed herself to be greedy and mercenary.



374 SPYMASTER

Behaved flippantly . . . rude, apolitical . . . Barred from foreign
travel.”

Soon we came to the case of a woman named Irina, an employee of
Pan American Airlines in Leningrad. Irina had once worked in the Party
library, and I knew her to be a reliable and hardworking person; she had
helped me type several papers. But apparently one of her colleagues at
Pan Am, a KGB informer, didn’t like Irina and said in a confidential re-
port that Irina was a greedy capitalist who would use her time abroad to
make money. On the strength of that one informer, one of my under-
lings had signed an order banning Irina from foreign travel.

I told my fellow commission members that I wanted to look more
closely at the case. The following week I got Irina’s file, and it was clear
that she had an admirable record, save for this one spiteful coworker,
and was not a travel risk. I reported my findings at the next meeting of
the Foreign Travel Commission, and we agreed that the ban would be
lifted and Irina allowed to go to the United States. I sent a letter to the
Leningrad regional Party Committee saying that new material exoner-
ating the woman had been found and that the ban was being lifted.

Somehow, the new Leningrad City Party boss, Yuri Solovyov, got
wind of our decision and was infuriated by it. Nozyrev summoned me
and other top deputies and launched into another of his harangues:

“Solovyov is outraged by this! You have screwed up. Do you ever
look at the papers you sign? First, you allow people to travel, then you
forbid them, and then you blacklist others and change your minds
again. I am sick and tired of listening to the regional Party Commit-
tee’s complaints about your inefficiency.”

“What are you yelling at me for?” I interrupted. “Does the regional
Party Commission have nothing better to do than spend its time find-
ing fault with the Travel Commission? Yes, we occasionally make mis-
takes, but when we do, we correct them.”

Nozyrev turned purple and swore at me. Fed up after six years of
working with this idiot and emboldened by the reform spirit alive in the
country, I swore back at him and said, “I will no longer work with you.”
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The Leningrad KGB chief rose from his seat and said, “I will not
work with you either. The meeting is over. Go away, all of you. I don’t
wish to talk any more.”

With that, he stormed out of the conference room. I later learned
that he called Chebrikov that same day to say that I had revolted and
could no longer work in Leningrad.

I returned to my office and sat down to write Chebrikov a letter re-
questing that he immediately transfer me back to Moscow. As I was
sitting there over a blank page, pondering the wording of the letter, a
friend of mine from domestic counterintelligence came into my office
and suggested we have coffee in the cafeteria.

“Look, Nozyrev thinks you okayed this woman’s trip to America in
order to restore your lost connection to the CIA through her,” my
friend told me as we sat down in the buffet. “You’ve been watched for
several years on orders from Moscow, but the surveillance didn’t turn
up anything worthwhile. In order to compromise you and get you out
of here, our agent who heads the Pan Am office called his bosses in
Moscow on Nozyrev’s orders. Nozyrev told our Pan Am agent to tell
the American office that he was about to be fired because some KGB
general (you) was having an affair with this Irina woman and that the
general was jealous of him. The telephone conversation was a setup
and it was recorded, so you can be sure that the transcript will be on
the KGB chairman’s desk today.”

My colleague, who had taken part in the investigation of me, also
said Nozyrev and Moscow KGB officials had become quite suspicious
a year or two earlier when I parked my car along the Neva River and
took a walk. Apparently the surveillance team following me spotted
an American consular official in the same area, and they suspected me
of holding a secret rendezvous with the CIA.

“Did you see that American?” my colleague asked.

“How do I know?” I replied. “I meet hundreds of people on the
street every day and I don’t know which of them is American. And
frankly I don’t care”
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I thanked my colleague and returned to my office, stunned that
Nozyrev would go to such lengths to get rid of me. I was even more
outraged that the KGB still wasn’t convinced of my loyalty and was
continuing to follow me. It was the last straw.

“No more,” I said to myself. “Nothing will stop me now.”

I knew there was no sense writing Chebrikov, that I had to take a
gamble and go outside the KGB. So I sat down and drafted a letter to
the Central Committee of the Communist Party, hoping that, under
Gorbachev’s influence, the Central Committee members might de-
cide to do something about the rampant corruption in Leningrad. In
my letter, I described in detail the investigation and how top officials
in the city had refused to pursue the scandal further and were pro-
tecting their cronies in the Party. I said that Nozyrev himself had
backed off the investigation, and I went on at length about his incom-
petent leadership, his concealment of problems, his intolerance of dis-
sent, and his abuse of power. When I was finished, I placed the
six-page letter in a top secret pouch and had it sent by special courier
to Moscow. I was hopeful that, at last, something would be done.

Two weeks later, a special investigating commission, comprised of
high-ranking officials from the KGB and the Central Committee, ar-
rived in Leningrad to look into my allegations. They seemed to mean
business, and I was delighted as they fanned out around the region. In
a few days, however, it became clear that the special commission had
come to Leningrad not to investigate Nozyrev and corruption. They
had come to investigate me! They didn’t like the message they had
heard, and they were going after the messenger. Numerous friends
and acquaintances in the KGB said commission members were asking
why I had started this trouble, what sort of relationship I had with
Nozyrev, whether I drank heavily or was a womanizer, whether I em-
bezzled money or had any contacts with foreigners. One of my friends
in the region said a commission member had tried to intimidate him
into making negative statements about me.

“Tell us how you got drunk together, how you went to the sauna,”
my friend quoted the commission member as saying.
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When my friend denied we had ever gotten drunk or chased
women, the commission member responded, “We will find out every-
thing and then you’ll be sorry you didn’t tell us.”

I gave the commission members names of people who could cor-
roborate my corruption allegations, but they never spoke to them. In-
stead, they concentrated on compromising me, though after several
weeks in the city they came up with nothing. As they prepared to de-
part, the commission held a meeting with some top KGB staff. I was
in attendance and wanted to speak, but the head of the commission,
deputy KGB chairman for personnel Vitaly Ponomaryov, told me,
“Comrade Kalugin, we agree with you that Nozyrev should be re-
moved, but that will take some time. But you don’t have to speak
today, and don’t speak against him publicly. Just keep quiet.”

So I kept quiet. Nozyrev wasn’t removed, and the commission con-
cluded there was no substance to my allegations. My only consolation
came when I heard from friends in Moscow that Gorbachev had read
my letter about Nozyrev and had scribbled across it, “Are there really
such bosses in the KGB? Run a check on him.”

As was often to be the case, however, the KGB officers under Gor-
bachev sabotaged any efforts to reform the massive secret police
agency.

I knew that my gamble of writing the Central Committee had
failed and that remaining in Leningrad was out of the question. Sev-
eral weeks after the commission left, I was summoned to Moscow by
Ponomaryov and told, “We suggest you come back to Moscow. You’ve
been in Leningrad too long, and it’s obvious that it’s impossible for
you to work with Nozyrev. It’s time to come back home. We suggest
that you take a job at the Academy of Sciences, as security officer. It’s
a big job. You understand how important the Academy of Sciences is.
You'll get to travel a lot.”

“T haven’t finished my job yet in Leningrad,” I said stubbornly. “I
want to go back.”

“We’ll give you some time to think it over,” said Ponomaryov. “But
I think it would be better for you to come back.”
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The next day I went to see my friend Alexander Yakovlev. He said
he had tried to persuade Kryuchkov and Chebrikov to let me return
to a high position with the KGB in Moscow, but all his entreaties had
failed. We agreed that it would be best for me to leave Leningrad, and
the following day I told Ponomaryov that I would accept the transfer
to the Academy of Sciences. I knew it was a dead-end job. I would be
placed on the KGB reserve, and my responsibility would be to make
sure that none of the scientists in the academy got into trouble or had
contact with Western intelligence services. It was the effective end of
my thirty-year career. But I saw no other way out, and I had a vague
feeling that a larger task lay ahead. I didn’t know quite what it was, but
I already sensed that I could play a major role in the reform of the
agency to which I had devoted my life.

In December 1986 I returned to Leningrad and prepared to leave
for Moscow. I never saw Nozyrev again and said good-bye to only a
few of my colleagues; many officers now saw me as a dangerous dissi-
dent and wanted nothing to do with me.

Early in January 1987, almost seven years to the day since I had
been transferred to Leningrad following the Cook affair, I boarded a
night train for Moscow. The predominant emotion I experienced
wasn’t anger or bitterness, but emptiness. I felt as if I had wasted seven
years in a petty, useless job, and Leningrad no longer felt like my
hometown. To me, it was an alien and hostile place. So too was the
KGB, and I returned to Moscow with one overriding aim: to expose
and reform this gigantic piece of totalitarian machinery.

Soon after arriving in Moscow, I went in to see Chairman Che-
brikov. To my surprise, he greeted me warmly.

“Why didn’t you write directly to me?” he asked. “Why did you
have to write to the Central Committee, to air our dirty linen in pub-
lic? . . . You should have written to me to complain about Nozyrev.
After all, Nozyrev is on his way out.”

“Is that why you put me in the reserve?” I asked.

“This all happened so quickly and unexpectedly,” replied the aging
Chebrikov. “You raised hell and there was simply no senior position
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open that we could offer you. You are no ordinary officer and you can
only fill a very high position, but there’s none vacant at the moment.
So stay here in the reserve for a while. Maybe you’ll soon become
deputy chairman of the KGB.”

At the end of our brief conversation, however, Chebrikov fired a
warning shot.

“If you keep writing these letters, I will simply sack you at your
early retirement age of fifty-five,” the chairman said.

“T understand,” I replied.

I left furious. Chebrikov clearly had no intention of promoting me
to deputy chairman of the KGB, but he had held out that prospect in
an effort to keep me toeing the company line. Chebrikov also had
threatened me, however, and I knew that the stick was much more
real than the carrot.

I began working (actually, it was more like retirement) as protector of
state secrets at the Academy of Sciences. That same month I saw my
friend and close Gorbachev adviser, Yakovlev, and told him of the dire
situation at the KGB: Chebrikov was incompetent, Kryuchkov was a bas-
tard, and not one breath of reform had swept through the agency. Then,
one day at work, it came to me: I had to write a letter to Gorbachev him-
self, setting forth what needed to be done to change the KGB.

In a single day, I produced a ten-page letter to the Soviet leader. I
told Gorbachev that the KGB was a state within a state and that pere-
stroika would never succeed unless the KGB was reformed, top to bot-
tom. The KGB was one of the pillars of the Soviet state, and it had to
be brought under control and made into a law-abiding institution
that stopped spying on, and spreading fear among, its own people. I
suggested that the staff of our agency be cut by at least a third, that in-
telligence and counterintelligence be streamlined and radically re-
formed, that far fewer documents be stamped top secret, and that the
onerous restrictions on foreign travel be lifted.

I told Gorbacheyv, in effect, that the KGB was an agency out of
control. Left unreformed, it would perpetually pose a threat to our
society.
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“Against the background of the changes taking place in this coun-
try,” I wrote, “the KGB appears to be the most conservative, rigid
agency, one which can’t help but enter into a growing conflict with the
progressive development of socialist society. . . . The time is ripe to re-
form the law enforcement system and strengthen the Party and gov-
ernment control over [the KGB]. That will substantially speed up the
process of democratization in our country.”

I showed the letter to Yakovlev, and he heartily endorsed it. He
passed it on to Gorbacheyv, launching me irreversibly down the path
of dissidence.

I wasn’t scared; I knew I was doing the right thing. All my life I had
tried to please my superiors, had worried about my advancement in
the KGB. As I passed the letter to Yakovlev, I felt liberated, elated, and
unconcerned about what the future might bring.

Only later did I discover that, even before Gorbachev had a chance
to read the letter, Chebrikov had been on the phone with him, telling
him I was a dangerous and unstable man. It was my fault that Gor-
bachev was forewarned; I had told some colleagues I was writing the
letter, and in a matter of hours someone had passed the information
on to Chebrikov.

I never heard from the Soviet leader, though Yakovlev told me Gor-
bachev had been moved by my letter and was following some of its
suggestions. But the truth is that Gorbachev could be a timid re-
former, and he refused to take on Chebrikov, Kryuchkov, and the
KGB. His inaction would come back to haunt him in 1991, when
Kryuchkov and other top KGB officials masterminded the August
coup, an event that would quickly lead to the demise of the Soviet
Union and the end of Gorbachev’s historic reign.

Several weeks after I passed the letter to Gorbachev, Chebrikov
summoned me to Lubyanka. He looked grim as he received me.

“What did you write in your letter to Gorbachev?” he asked before
I even had a chance to sit down.

“I thought you knew,” I replied. “The letter was delivered a few
weeks ago.”
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“I didn’t read it,” he responded curtly. “I don’t have a copy. Tell me
what you wrote.”

I began recounting the contents of the letter. For two hours I set
forth my views. I was constantly interrupted by Chebrikov, who con-
tested nearly every point.

“This is not correct,” he would say. “How can you possibly write
that?”

“It’s just the way I feel,” I said. “It’s my opinion, and it’s different
from yours. 'm sorry, but that doesn’t mean I have to change it.”

“But you don’t know the scope of operations for the whole KGB,”
Chebrikov said. “You don’t know how important some of these items,
like secrecy, are.”

The longer we spoke, the more emotional Chebrikov became.

“Where did you get this stuff?” he asked at one point.

“T've been with the organization for more than thirty years, a lot
longer than you have,” I said. “That’s how I know. I've been accumu-
lating this knowledge all my life and everything I say is my conviction.
I may not know all the figures, but I know the facts and I wrote them
as I saw them. That’s what I put in my letter”

I had written that the KGB’s Ninth Directorate, which employed
thousands of bodyguards, was largely useless, full of ne’er-do-wells
and drunkards.

“Do you know how important this unit is, how many terrorists
are swarming around?” Chebrikov said. “See, you don’t know about
that.”

“T’ll tell you what I don’t know, Viktor Mikhailovich,” I said, my
anger rising. “I don’t know how this organization, which I have served
loyally for over thirty years, could suspect me of being a CIA agent all
this time. Do you know about that?”

“We have the right to check everyone!” he shot back.

“But you must also have the professional brains to understand
what you are doing,” I retorted. “Don’t you understand that if you
carry on this way with other officers, you will simply undermine the
very basis of this organization?”
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My anger overflowed, and I told him, my voice cracking, “I will de-
fend my reputation against anyone, you included!”

The KGB chairman shot out of his chair and exclaimed, “And I will
defend my reputation and this organization from people like you! . ..
I will fight back!”

“And so will I!” I shouted.

Chebrikov strode up to me, fire in his eyes, and shook my hand
angrily.

“Go and work!” he said.

I never saw him again.

I returned to my sleepy job at the Academy of Sciences. In August
1987, KGB personnel informed me that I was going to be transferred
to the Ministry of Electronics, where I also would be charged with
protecting state secrets. It was a high position in the reserve, higher
than the Academy of Sciences, and I would have a car and a comfort-
able salary. The move was Chebrikov’s attempt to buy me off.

Besides, he could always tell Yakovlev and Gorbachev, “Kalugin’s all
right. He’s been promoted and he’s enjoying life.”

I didn’t much care what I was doing in the KGB; I knew that retire-
ment and a new life lay not far ahead. Already, I was a different man.
The feeling of smallness and fear was leaving me, and I felt an acute
need to be myself, to live the way I wanted to live.

In January 1988, I moved to the Ministry of Electronics. I spent al-
most two years there, traveling the country and visiting top secret labs
and defense plants. The work was not taxing, and I had little to be
proud of. My most notable accomplishment was that I managed to re-
duce the number of top secret installations within the ministry from
three hundred to thirty. I wrote several articles for the Soviet press. I
spent time with my wife, daughters, and grandchildren. Mostly I
bided my time.

In September 1989, I turned fifty-five. Several weeks after my birth-
day, the KGB Personnel Department summoned me to Lubyanka. I
knew what they were going to say.
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“We regret it, but we have to tell you that your time is up,” the per-
sonnel man told me. “You've served your country well, but now we
suggest that you retire.”

“Okay,” I replied. “No problem. I'm ready. What am I supposed
to do?”

The personnel people seemed taken aback at how gently I accepted
the news of my forced retirement. They kindly suggested I take my ac-
crued vacation pay and sick days, and then come back early next year
and officially retire.

“Very well,” I said on my way out, scarcely able to conceal an enor-
mous grin. “I will go, but we will have a good fight soon.”

I went on vacation for the rest of 1989, spending several weeks at a
lavish KGB sanatorium on the Black Sea. In December, a friend from
personnel called and suggested that I check into the hospital for a
week or two, and delay my retirement until February. Pay raises were
coming soon, he said, and by stalling I could leave the KGB with an
even higher pension.

I took his advice. Finally, on February 26, 1990, I went to Lubyanka
for the last time as a KGB officer. The men in personnel signed my re-
tirement papers, and assured me I would be receiving severance pay of
8,000 rubles, quite a sum at the time.

Walking out of Lubyanka, I eyed the papers that said I was now
Oleg Danilovich Kalugin, retired major general of the State Security
Committee. After serving more than three decades in the KGB, walk-
ing away from the agency turned out to be surprisingly easy. I had had
a wonderful career, and now it was over. I felt no sadness; the sadness
had all been in Leningrad in the 1980s, when I realized the true na-
ture of the organization to which I had devoted my life. No, the sad-
ness had passed. As I walked down the steps of Lubyanka and onto
Dzerzhinsky Square, I felt almost euphoric, as if an enormous weight
had been lifted from my shoulders.

It was a cool, sunny day, and I walked a few blocks to Nikolskaya
Street. My destination was the Institute of History and Archives. The
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rector of the institute was a man named Yuri Afanasiev, and he was a
leader of the fledgling democratic movement in Russia. I made my
way up the steps to his office and knocked on his door. I had no ap-
pointment; his secretary asked me who I was. I replied that I had just
retired as a major general from the KGB and wanted to see Afanasiev.

She ushered me into his room. I shook hands with the erudite,
handsome person in front of me and showed him my KGB identifica-
tion papers.

“T want to help the democratic movement,” I said. “I am sure that
my knowledge and experience will be useful. You can use me in any
capacity. I'll be with you.”

Afanasiev seemed not the least bit surprised.

“I always knew people like you would come to us,” he said with a
smile.



Rebirth

ON THE AFTERNOON OF JUNE 16, 1990, | WENT PUBLIC WITH MY FIGHT
against the KGB.

The place was the cavernous October Cinema on Moscow’s Kalinin
Prospect, and the occasion was the inaugural gathering of one of the
country’s newest and most progressive political organizations, the
Democratic Platform of the Communist Party. More than fifteen
hundred people, including many of the Soviet Union’s most promi-
nent liberal politicians, streamed into the hall, and as they took their
seats there was a feeling of euphoria in the air. By the middle of 1990,
Gorbachev’s popularity was slipping and the luster of perestroika and
glasnost was starting to fade. But politically, it was a supercharged
time in the Soviet Union: reformers were gathering strength and
building the political parties that were challenging the old order. It is
ironic that the Democratic Platform still associated itself with the
Communist Party. As the months passed, even our members would
begin to work for the destruction of the Party itself; but in June 1990,
the old Communist structures still held sway and we deluded our-
selves into thinking the Party could actually be revived.

When I walked into the October Cinema, I was a virtual unknown,
both inside the Soviet Union and around the world. But by the time I

385
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left several hours later, my days of living in obscurity would be over.
June 16, 1990, was the day I crossed the Rubicon. Afterward nothing
would be the same.

I settled into the twentieth row of the theater, hoping no one from
the KGB would be there who recognized me. After approaching Yuri
Afanasiev on the day of my retirement in February, I had quietly
started working with him and other reformers. I had written a lengthy
article on the KGB for the crusading magazine Ogonyok, setting forth
my views on how to reform the agency. Although glasnost had come
to the USSR, censorship still existed. My close friend Alexander
Yakovlev saw the piece I submitted to Ogonyok’s editor, Vitaly Ko-
rotich, and strongly advised Korotich not to publish it. Gorbachev,
Yakovlev argued, had enough problems without launching a full-scale
assault on the KGB. So, much to my disappointment, the article was
scrapped, and I busied myself establishing links with the country’s
democratic forces.

I had gotten wind of the upcoming Democratic Platform confer-
ence and told some of my friends that I would like to address the
gathering. I wanted my thoughts on dismantling the KGB to reach the
public. Late one night in early June, the phone rang. The caller was
Igor Chubais, one of the leaders of Democratic Platform, and he said
he wanted to meet me. It was after eleven, but I suggested that
Chubais (whose brother would later lead Boris Yeltsin’s drive to priva-
tize Russian industry) come over to my place. He was skittish, how-
ever, apparently concerned that my apartment was bugged. (His
concern was well founded. There is no doubt that as my anti-KGB
campaign gathered strength, both my phone and my apartment were
bugged. The old ladies who stood watch in our building later de-
scribed how strange men with government papers gained entry to our
apartment when we weren’t home, claiming our phone lines were
faulty. They obviously were planting listening devices. When I let slip
word of an upcoming meeting or rendezvous on the phone or in my
apartment, KGB surveillance teams often showed up.) Chubais sug-
gested we meet shortly after midnight in front of a nearby subway sta-
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tion. I arrived and stood there under an umbrella in the warm spring
rain. The lights of passing cars illuminated the occasional pedestrians
scurrying for shelter. At the appointed time, a boxy Zhiguli pulled up,
and a bearded man stepped out and approached me. Shaking my
hand, he introduced himself as Igor Chubais, and for the next hour
we walked the deserted residential streets in the soft rain.

Chubais clearly was skeptical about why such a high-ranking KGB
officer would want to join the democratic movement and speak at the
upcoming convention. I briefly told him about my career in the KGB,
explained my motives for wanting to address Democratic Platform,
and outlined the substance of my talk on what needed to be done to
break the awesome power of the KGB. By the end of our walk, he
seemed convinced I was genuine. He said I could speak at the confer-
ence, though we both agreed that no one was to know of my speech in
advance, otherwise the KGB might try to prevent me from appearing
on the grounds that I was divulging state secrets.

As Isat in the October Theater with people streaming in all around
me, I was nervous and excited. The crowd slowly quieted down, and
the procession of speakers (we Russians love a good political speech)
began. After the third orator, someone from Democratic Platform
took the microphone to announce that a former KGB general was
now going to address the group about reforming the secret police
agency. The audience went wild. They had no idea who I was, but they
stood up and applauded thunderously, searching the room for this
convert from the KGB. No high-ranking KGB officer had ever stayed
in the country and taken on the agency, and the thought that some-
one of my stature and experience was coming over to the democratic
side was enough to send the audience into rapture. Somehow I made
my way to the stage, and when I looked out at the crowd—still on
their feet, cheering and applauding—my heart leapt. It was one of the
most thrilling moments of my life. Finally I was free, and assaulting
the KGB head-on.

The audience fell silent. Struggling to steady my voice, I told the gath-
ering, “Some people may think that I have jumped on the democratic
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bandwagon with evil intentions. I understand that there may be sus-
picions in your minds, but let me tell you that you're wrong. I am
from the KGB. I worked in that organization for more than thirty
years, and I want to tell all of you how the KGB works against the best
interests of democratic forces in this country.”

There was utter silence in the hall as I talked about myself and ex-
plained why the KGB must be radically reformed and the number of
agents drastically reduced:

“We cannot begin a serious restructuring of society until we rid
ourselves of the restraints imposed by an organization which has pen-
etrated every sphere of our lives, which interferes with all aspects of
state life, political life, the economy, science, arts, religion, even sports.
Today, just as ten or twenty years ago, the hand of the KGB is every-
where. And any talk of perestroika without reforming the KGB is
nothing but a lie. All the much-ballyhooed changes in the KGB are
cosmetic, a disguise on the ugly face of the Stalin-Brezhnev era. In
fact, all the elements of the old dictatorship are still in place. The chief
assistant and handmaiden of the Communist Party remains the KGB.
In order to secure genuine changes in our country, this structure of
violence and falsehood must be dismantled.”

My brief speech was greeted with roars of approval, and again the
crowd was on its feet. I could scarcely make my way off stage as
dozens of Soviet and foreign journalists attending the conference
crowded around, peppering me with questions about my life in the
KGB and soliciting my views on every conceivable subject. KGB of-
ficers had defected before, but no officer, even in the Gorbachev era,
had remained in his homeland and launched such an attack on the
secret police. My criticism of the KGB was not terribly new and cer-
tainly what I said was no secret to those in the hall or in the West.
But the fact that I, the youngest general in the history of the KGB
and a former chief of foreign counterintelligence, was making these
statements in the middle of Moscow, in broad daylight and to a con-
ference of reformers . . . well, it was, by the standards of the times, a
sensation.
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I returned home that night exhausted but elated. I hadn’t known
how I would be received by Democratic Platform, and the reaction
was beyond my wildest dreams. I understood that I had embarked on
an entirely new path in life and was being accepted into a community
of people with whom I could finally feel comfortable.

The weeks after that first public appearance are a blur, a time filled
to overflowing with interviews and speeches and meetings. I was, for
a brief time, the hero of the democratic movement, and everyone,
from foreign journalists to leaders of the reform camp, beat a path to
my door. I was invited to the Kuzbass coal region in Siberia, where
miners were preparing to go on strike. I met with the miners and ad-
dressed a street rally of thousands of people in Novokuznetsk. The
theme of that speech, which was received enthusiastically, would be
repeated frequently in the months to come: The fledgling democratic
rights we had already won could be destroyed if we didn’t bring the
KGB under control.

I spoke at mass rallies in Moscow, addressing a crowd of several
hundred thousand people at one of the biggest pro-democracy
demonstrations ever held in the Soviet capital. As I surveyed the
cheering throng just outside the Kremlin walls, I could scarcely be-
lieve what was happening: A KGB general was standing before a sea of
humanity in Manezh Square calling for the dismantling of the KGB. It
was a heady time, and the entire country seemed united in destroying
the old Communist system. We thought that just by nudging Gor-
bachev a bit farther to the left we could decisively rout the old guard
and bring real democracy to the Soviet Union. In our naiveté, we
didn’t realize that the reserves of the totalitarian state were far from
exhausted and were in fact regrouping and preparing to counter-
attack. The crackdown in Lithuania in January 1991 and the coup in
Moscow the following August would be the result.

My phone rang nonstop as some callers offered encouragement or
sought advice, while others would scream that I was a traitor and
threaten my life. In my building, an old woman, the widow of a KGB
general, would attack me every time she saw me. “You CIA man!” she



390 SPYMASTER

would hiss. “Traitor!” This went on for quite some time, until one day,
unable to listen to her any longer, I barked, “You old bitch! Get out of

1”

here before I break your neck!” I had never in my life spoken to an el-
derly person like that. But there’s always a first time, and in this case it
felt great. She never bothered me again.

Within days of my speech, the inevitable KGB attack began. The
KGB press office released a statement saying, in part, “The KGB is
going to have its say about Kalugin, who he is and what he stands for.”
Then on July 1, two weeks after the speech, Gorbachev issued a decree
stripping me of my rank of major general, revoking all my KGB
awards, and cutting off my pension. The KGB hauled in numerous
Soviet reporters who had printed interviews with me, and demanded
to see their notes and listen to their tape recordings.

At first I was shocked that Gorbachev, whom I had once viewed as
a bold reformer, would take such a step. But as the heat was turned up,
I realized that Gorbachev had become a timid reformer and had no
intention of tackling the problem of the KGB. He was under enor-
mous pressure from Kryuchkov and others in the security services,
and he wasn’t about to alienate them by coming to my defense. Gor-
bachev was undeniably a great figure who helped set our country free,
but his actions against me were typical, and showed that as time wore
on he became increasingly timid, a man of half steps and half-baked
reforms. Gorbachev believed he could outsmart Kryuchkov and the
KGB by going along with them for a while and then ultimately exert-
ing control over the agency. But as the months wore on in 1990 and
early 1991, the Soviet leader grew more reluctant to stand up to the
hard-liners surrounding him, which emboldened reactionary forces
in the KGB and the Communist Party. He became, in effect, their
hostage. By August 1991, the hard-liners thought they could depose
Gorbachev and that he would scarcely protest. Thankfully Gorbachev
finally stood his ground.

About the time Gorbachev issued his decree stripping me of my
rank and pension, my friends in the KGB told me that Kryuchkov had
pulled my medical records from agency files. I was trying not to be
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paranoid, but the only reason I could see for his move was foul play.
Perhaps, as had been done with Solzhenitsyn and other troublemak-
ers, the KGB was planning to drug or poison me. I had no idea. But in
my speeches and interviews, I always mentioned the KGB’s “special
operations” and efforts to physically harm dissidents, and said that if
anything happened to me, it would be clear who was responsible.

Later I had a call from the KGB medical clinic, and my physician
told me that Kryuchkov wanted her to fabricate documents that I was
mentally unstable and needed psychiatric treatment. She refused.

“If a brick should happen to fall on my head, I feel certain you
will know who the culprit is,” I told people. Ludmilla was worried
about my safety. Meanwhile, I operated on the principle that the
more visible I was, the more difficult it would be for the KGB to do
me harm.

The KGB also launched a bitter attack on me in the press. The
rather liberal Leningrad newspaper Smena published a full-page arti-
cle which said I was still working for the KGB and was part of an elab-
orate plot to infiltrate the democratic movement. The story was
reprinted around the country. Pravda weighed in with an article say-
ing I was an ambitious, incompetent officer, and hinting darkly that I
may have worked for the CIA. The story clearly was written by the
KGB, though Pravda said one of its correspondents (a man named V.
Ivanov, the Russian equivalent of John Doe) penned the piece.

“We are not at all sorry that we got rid of Kalugin,” an anonymous
KGB public relations person was quoted as saying. “It is very unfortu-
nate when an officer embarks on the path of illegal actions, behaves
immorally, or commits treason.”

Though most members of the democratic movement welcomed
me, a minority remained hostile and suspicious. The most painful at-
tack came from Yelena Bonner, wife of the physicist and human rights
campaigner Andrei Sakharov.

“It’s very strange,” Bonner said in an interview with a Soviet news-
paper, “when KGB generals join the democratic movement.”

When Bonner criticized me a second time, I felt I had to respond.
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“What is so strange?” I asked in a newspaper interview. “Her hus-
band is the father of the Soviet hydrogen bomb. He was a total Stalin-
ist in his time. Look at his diaries—he absolutely adored Stalin. But he
changed, because he understood the fallacy of this system that might
use the weapon of mass destruction he had invented. He also dis-
carded Stalin, who had been his idol. Am I not allowed to change? Is
this the right of Sakharov only? Everyone can change, and the sooner
we do it the better. Maybe I was late, but I don’t feel ashamed. Better
late than never.”

That summer, as I came to grips with my role as chief adversary of
the KGB, an event took place in Russia that was to have far-reaching
consequences. Boris Yeltsin, the blunt, bearish reformer, was elected
chairman of the Russian parliament. I knew at the time that Yeltsin’s
election, which he won by just a few votes, was a momentous occa-
sion. But none of us knew just how crucial it would prove to be.
Yeltsin’s victory in parliament cleared the way for him to become, in
June 1991, the first popularly elected president in Russia’s thousand-
year history. That victory, in turn, gave him the legitimacy to stand up
to the August 1991 coup. After that, Yeltsin began the historic reforms
that led the country to yet another stalemate.

As it turned out, my fate was linked with Yeltsin’s victory. Yeltsin’s
opponent in the race for chairman of the Congress of People’s
Deputies was a short, unpleasant, hard-line Communist named Ivan
Polozkov. He was the Communist Party boss of the notoriously con-
servative Krasnodar region in southern Russia, and in order to run
against Yeltsin, he had to give up one of the three legislative seats he
held. Polozkov was a deputy in the regional legislature, the Russian
parliament, and the Soviet parliament; he chose to forfeit his seat in
the USSR Congress of People’s Deputies. That left a vacancy in the So-
viet parliament from Krasnodar, a vacancy I would be asked to fill.

The call that launched my political career came one evening in July
1990. The phone rang in our Moscow apartment, and when I picked
up the receiver a man said through the static of a long-distance Soviet
line, “I am sorry to disturb you . .. My name is Veligodsky. I am call-
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ing you at the request of our colleagues at a scientific research center
in Krasnodar. We have decided to put your name forward as a candi-
date to fill the vacant seat in the USSR Congress of People’s Deputies.
We hope you'll accept our offer.”

I was flabbergasted. I had barely begun my public crusade against
the KGB, yet here I was being asked to run for a seat in the Soviet
Union’s highest legislature. I didn’t know what to say. Under Soviet
law, anyone from Russia was eligible to run for the Krasnodar seat. I
hesitated for a few moments, but then realized what a terrific oppor-
tunity had come my way: I was being given a chance to venture into
one of the Soviet Union’s Communist strongholds and capture the
seat vacated by one of the staunchest Party members in the land. My
candidacy would be a challenge to the old order—a system that had
sought to publicly demolish my dignity as an officer and a human
being by stripping me of the awards, rank, and pension I had earned
in many years of honest work.

I couldn’t resist.

“Yes,” I said into the phone. “T agree!”

I had a week to get down to Krasnodar to be officially nominated
and register for the election, which was scheduled for late August. I
had passed through the region once years ago, and knew it to be a
bizarre and backward place. Before the Russian Revolution, the
Krasnodar region had been home to the fierce Kuban Cossacks. In the
Soviet era, Krasnodar, with its relatively balmy southern climate, was
one of the most fertile areas in the Soviet Union. And also one of the
most corrupt. A long succession of Party officials in the region had
been involved in bribery and black market deals. Some Party bosses
had been arrested; others had escaped conviction. In any case, the
Party apparatus was one of the shadiest and most powerful in Russia,
perhaps because Krasnodar bordered on the unruly Caucasus Moun-
tain region. I never heard accusations against Polozkov, whose seat in
parliament I was seeking. But this man, who looked like a Russian
version of Richard Nixon, was as zealous a Communist as there was in
the Soviet Union.
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As I prepared in mid-July to fly to Krasnodar, several incidents oc-
curred which showed that the KGB had me under constant surveil-
lance. Over the phone, I agreed with the editor of the progressive
New Times magazine to meet with him and some German corre-
spondents. No one followed me as I drove to the New Times offices,
but when I arrived, several carloads of KGB surveillance men were
waiting for me. They followed me and the Germans as we drove away
after the interview.

On another occasion, while riding on the Moscow subway, I no-
ticed a man who appeared to be following me. I got off at the Arbat
station, and he stayed right with me as I walked out of the Metro. I de-
cided to toy with him and picked up my pace, dodging in and out of
the crowds along the Arbat pedestrian mall, then finally ducking into
anearby movie house. I looked through the window of the movie the-
ater as the surveillance man stood near the Arbat frantically jerking
his head left and right in an effort to spot me. I approached him from
behind, tapped him on the shoulder, and said, “Hello, my friend. Here
I am. What are you looking for? Perhaps next time you should be
more diligent”

He slowly backed away, a sheepish, almost frightened look on his
face. I knew he was not alone, since KGB surveillance officers usually
work in groups of twos or threes. As I boarded a bus on Kalinin
Prospect, I glanced around and saw a woman who looked suspicious.
I got off at a stop and she did too. Then, just before the bus moved
out, I hopped back on board. She followed me. Knowing she was
KGB, I continued on to the massive Hotel Rossiya just off Red Square.
She followed me inside. The sprawling hotel is a maze of corridors
and stairwells, and I led her through the labyrinth, hopping on and off
elevators and striding down the long, dimly lit hallways. In a matter of
minutes I lost her and walked out again.

On the day I was to fly to Krasnodar, a strange incident occurred
that may have been a coincidence or may just as well have been the
work of the KGB. When I arrived at Moscow’s Vnukovo Airport, I
was informed that the afternoon flight to Krasnodar had been de-
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layed indefinitely. The deadline for candidates to register was the fol-
lowing morning, and if I failed to make it to Krasnodar, I would not
be eligible to run for office. I decided to try to get on the evening
flight, but was told the airplane was grounded with engine difficulty.
Aeroflot said both flights would be delayed at least sixteen hours; I
knew our Soviet air service was bad, but it seemed strange that on the
day I had to get to Krasnodar both flights had been canceled. The
KGB,; after all, knew my plans, right down to the flight T was taking. I
went to the airport administration building, where officials con-
firmed that all flights to Krasnodar were suspended. Not knowing
what to do, I informed the airport bosses that I was not flying to
Krasnodar. But I held on to my ticket and decided to wait at the air-
port just in case. Strangely enough, within forty minutes Aeroflot an-
nounced that the flights to Krasnodar had been reinstated, and I was
on my way to southern Russia.

That afternoon, I strode into the auditorium of the Gas Processing
Institute in Krasnodar. In front of me were the three hundred people
who had decided to nominate me for the Soviet parliament. They ap-
plauded warmly as I entered, and cheered me after my twenty-minute
speech. All but a handful voted to nominate me, and on July 17 the
Krasnodar Electoral Committee accepted me as one of twenty-one
candidates running for the seat vacated by Polozkov.

That same day, the USSR state prosecutor filed criminal charges
against me, alleging I had divulged state secrets. Friends in the KGB
told me that I had nearly been thrown in jail, but apparently
Kryuchkov balked at the last moment because Gorbachev didn’t
want to incur the displeasure of the West by taking such an antide-
mocratic step.

And so the campaign began. It was a grueling and inspiring ordeal,
carried out in the brutal heat and dust of a southern Russian August.
The campaign was my first real taste of the democratic process, and it
was a heady experience. Nearly everywhere I went I was greeted by
large, enthusiastic crowds who reveled in a chance to participate in
the burial of the old regime and the creation of a new one. In those
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days, the Soviet people were united in their hatred of the Communist
Party bosses who had made life for the masses squalid and joyless.
Krasnodar may long have been a Communist Party stronghold, but in
the summer of 1990 the Party’s once unassailable position was crum-
bling. On the surface, the power structures that had ruled Krasnodar
and the Soviet Union were still in place, but in a little over a year, the
old regime would be swept away forever. I didn’t realize it at the time,
but the moves by the Krasnodar Party bosses and KGB to discredit me
were the last, desperate gasps of a dying order.

The campaign now seems a blur of rallies and dusty roads and
countless bad hotels. I traveled by car around the vast region, accom-
panied by local democratic leaders as well as some of the leading re-
formers from Moscow. At first, my opponents (the main three were
the deputy head of the local agriculture department, a major general
in the Soviet Army, and a former cosmonaut) didn’t seem worried.
But as my message began to resonate among the people, it wasn’t long
before crowds of several hundred would show up at meetings, listen
attentively while I spoke, and then wander away as the other candi-
dates took the podium.

What I told the ever growing crowds wasn’t pleasant, but all they
had to do was look around to see it was true. Though blessed by na-
ture with an excellent climate and fertile soil, the Krasnodar region
had been battered by seven decades of Communist rule. The rich soil
had been depleted by overuse of chemicals and fertilizers. The Kuban
and other rivers had been badly polluted. A dam had flooded thou-
sands of acres of prime farmland. The incidence of birth defects and
cancer among the people in this region was higher than the national
average. In this rich agricultural region, food was scarce and lines
were long. Medical care was atrocious. Schools and businesses and
factories were run-down. Krasnodar, in short, was typical of the entire
Soviet landscape, and I told voters time and again that the only way to
change things was to do away with the old Party and KGB structures
that had brought our country to such a sorry state.
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“What do you have to be proud of these days?” I asked in my typ-
ical stump speech. “With your land, with this fertile soil, with the
Black Sea, with the mountains, you should have one of the most
beautiful areas in the world. You could feed the rest of Russia. Now
you live like beggars. Your life can’t even be compared to life in Fin-
land, where the land is half as good. They grow so much there that
they don’t even know what to do with all the produce. And here, in
a far more fertile region, you can’t even feed yourselves. But this is
not your fault. It’s the system. You toil like slaves, but what do you
have to show for it?”

Nearly everyone was thoroughly fed up, and my campaign was
lifted up on this tide of dissatisfaction.

By early August, when I emerged as a serious threat, the Party and
KGB swung into action and began an all-out attack on me. The main
regional newspaper, Soviet Kuban, reprinted scathing articles about
me from the national press, while at the same time denying me the
right—given to other candidates—to lay out my program in the pages
of the paper. (The editor was married to a local KGB colonel and said
I couldn’t have access to the newspaper’s columns because I was not a
Communist Party member. I had resigned from the Party that sum-
mer, a few hours before Boris Yeltsin took the same step.) Soviet
Kuban and other local papers printed articles from anonymous “out-
raged readers” attacking the “pensioner from Moscow” as a dangerous
carpetbagger. Newspapers also urged factory directors not to let me
speak to workers on factory territory; one plant director denied me
access, saying his factory produced classified military hardware, and
another manager simply chucked me out of his office without expla-
nation. Other times, directors of factories and institutes would either
give me ridiculously small halls in which to speak or claim I had
showed up at the wrong time. Despite these problems, however, the
voters still flocked to see me.

In Moscow and in Krasnodar, friendly KGB officers told me that
a coordinated campaign was under way to discredit me. Local KGB
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officers fanned out around the region, telling Party bosses that I
represented a “dangerous element” that must be stopped. Hecklers
appeared at my campaign stops, shouting out the same scripted
comments, such as, “How much did the CIA pay you to betray your
country?” Time and again I was bombarded with identical hostile
questions. Early in the campaign, a KGB officer from Krasnodar ap-
proached me and described how a high-ranking KGB official from
Moscow had come to the region to hold a strategy session on torpe-
doing my campaign. The Moscow KGB man passed out a list of em-
barrassing questions, instructing the assembled officers to travel to
the districts and relay the questions to their informers and agents.

The Krasnodar KGB officer gave me the questions, and one night,
when a particularly nasty heckler started harassing me, I pulled out
the list. “Okay,” I told the crowd. “I have a list of questions here
drawn up by the KGB to discredit me, and I can tell you what this
man’s next question is going to be. You see, a KGB officer from your
region provided me with this list. I know full well that these ques-
tions don’t really come from the people who ask them. They come
from Moscow.”

The heckler shut up.

Out of nowhere, thousands of anti-Kalugin posters and fliers ap-
peared, and the KGB sent several generals from Moscow to coordinate
the smear campaign against me. One general and his subordinates
toured rural areas, warning the citizenry that dire things would hap-
pen to our country if extremists like Kalugin came to power. In a
blunt, old-fashioned style (many in the KGB thought they could still
give orders and the people would obey) the general warned that au-
thorities in Moscow would be displeased if I managed to win the elec-
tion. Another general, Leonid Shebarshin, chief of intelligence,
appeared in Sochi at an anticrime conference and warned people
against voting for a “populist demagogue” like myself.

Kryuchkov approached one of my KGB colleagues from my Co-
lumbia University days, Gennadi Bekhterev, and asked him to travel
to Krasnodar to speak out against me.
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“You know more about him than most and you will be believed be-
cause you are a friend of his,” Kryuchkov told Bekhterev.

But Bekhterev remained loyal to me and turned down Kryuchkov’s
request. Within a few months, Bekhterev was forced into retirement.

The KGB even enlisted the aid of the bishop of the Russian Ortho-
dox Church in Krasnodar, a man who had worked closely with the se-
curity services for years. In sermons and speeches, Bishop Izidor
spoke out against me. In the face of such hypocrisy, I had to attack
Izidor. I told voters he had been a longtime KGB agent and informer,
and even gave the name of the KGB colonel in Krasnodar who was
Izidor’s case officer. Such attacks and counterattacks were undeniably
ugly, but the KGB was pulling out all the stops and I had no choice but
to hit back.

The predictable upshot of all this was that the KGB’s efforts back-
fired. Times had changed, and people no longer wanted to be told
what to do. The harder the local bosses and KGB slammed me, the
more support I received. I remember speaking at one of the richest
collective farms in the area. The director was implacably hostile to me,
and as I addressed the workers under the watchful eye of their leader-
ship, the people responded in a lukewarm manner. Afterward, how-
ever, two policeman sidled up to me and said, “Don’t worry. You’re
strong here. The police will vote for you. And we’ll tell all our neigh-
bors to do so too.”

The truth is, the people often were electrified by my speeches,
which were unlike anything they had heard before. I avoided criticiz-
ing Gorbachev and spoke out strongly in favor of Yeltsin and his team.
But when I talked about the KGB, voters really perked up. I called
Kryuchkov, the KGB chairman, a scoundrel and a bastard. I talked at
length about the idiotic KGB activity I had seen in Leningrad, and
spoke of the need to totally reform the KGB and slash the number of
agents. I not only attacked the old Soviet order but offered my vision
of the new, which included the privatization of most business and in-
dustries as well as sweeping land reform. It was strong stuff. But the
people, who had lived for decades under the thumb of the KGB and
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the Communist Party, knew I spoke the truth and were thrilled to
hear it. Words like these had never been uttered publicly in these dis-
tant rural areas, and my appearances had an invigorating effect. I was
shouting that the emperor had no clothes, and the people shouted
back, “You're right!” Support for candidacies such as mine was an im-
portant breakthrough, for it showed that even in such backwaters as
Krasnodar, the people had had enough, and by electing me they could
send a strong message to Moscow.

On the eve of the election, a huge campaign rally was held in
Krasnodar’s main city park. Thousands of people, including families
with children, streamed into the park to hear me and my opponents.
Most of the candidates were there, but when a proposal was made that
we speak in alphabetical order, the crowd screamed that it wanted me
to speak first. So I took the podium, and within a minute or so the mi-
crophone went dead. I was struggling vainly to be heard when out of
nowhere a small plane appeared. It began buzzing the crowd, literally
flying at treetop level. The plane kept circling and reappearing,
drowning out my words. It was clear that the pilot was deliberately in-
terfering with my speech, and members in the crowd started cursing
local authorities and suggesting we march on the city Communist
Party building.

“No, no,” I yelled. “Don’t do that! Never do that. Just stay here. This
is clearly a provocation.”

Later, KGB sources in Krasnodar told me that the plane was the
idea of General Valentin Novikov, my former deputy in counterintel-
ligence who had been dispatched by headquarters to sabotage my
campaign. The Krasnodar KGB head, Vasilenko, actually directed the
dirty tricks at the election rally that day. In the end, we thwarted their
plans: my aides rounded up a loudspeaker, allowing me and my fellow
candidates to make our speeches.

There was a large turnout on election day, August 19, but be-
cause there were so many candidates I was unable to win an out-
right majority. I received 46 percent of the vote. My nearest
rival—Nikolai Gorovoi, the Party agriculture official and former
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chairman of the regional Soviet—pulled in 10 percent. There was
evidence of widespread fraud, however, as the local election com-
mission declared 100,000 ballots invalid for a variety of technical
reasons. But the results of the first round showed that I was far
ahead, and I redoubled my efforts to win a clear-cut victory in the
September 2 runoff election.

During campaigning for the second round, an incident took place
that vividly illustrated the mood of the people of the Krasnodar re-
gion. Some local democrats had invited me to speak at a meeting in
the ultraconservative village of Stanitsa Leningradskaya. When I ar-
rived, the villagers were in festive mood as they streamed into the
sports stadium where my opponent and I were to speak. The stadium
was festooned with flags and banners, and a chorus of women in tra-
ditional colorful costumes was serenading the audience. Men in Cos-
sack dress milled about.

My opponent was delayed (he never showed up), and when more
than five hundred people had filled the small stadium, I was invited to
speak. The local Party boss, an old-style Communist named Sergeyko,
was running the show. A tall, gray-haired man of sixty, he had the
confident demeanor of someone who had been a rural autocrat for
many years. As I began my talk, he folded his arms across his chest
and eyed me with hostility. At first the crowd was reserved. But as I
warmed up, the audience began to respond with murmurs of assent
and sporadic applause. I could see Sergeyko becoming increasingly
agitated until finally he could stand no more. In the midst of my talk,
he leaped out of his seat onto the stage and shouted, “Stop this traitor!
We, the Cossacks of the Kuban, do not want traitors in this area! Get
him out!”

The crowd was silent, and I had no idea what to expect next. I had
stopped talking, unsure whether this group of hardened descendants
of the Cossacks was about to drive me out of the stadium. Suddenly
the stadium erupted in a chorus of shouts and boos—all of it directed
at the local Party boss.

“Get out of here yourself, you lousy bastard!” one man shouted.
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“Get off the rostrum, Communist scum!” screamed another. “Let
us live in peace. What the man says is right!”

The crowd cheered my defenders. Sergeyko was crimson with fury
and shame, for what had transpired—rural Russians shouting down
an omnipotent Party boss—would have been unthinkable only
months before. Suddenly the local citizenry and Cossacks mobbed the
stage, slapping me on the back and shouting words of support.

“We’re with you, General!” they cried. “That son of a bitch
Sergeyko doesn’t speak for anyone here.”

Sergeyko retreated from the stage in silence. At that moment, I
knew that my election was assured, and that the Russian people had
indeed begun to shed the slave mentality that had been with them
so long.

The runoff election took place on Sunday, September 2. Some re-
sults filtered in that night, but since we were using paper ballots there
were no final results until the following afternoon. Finally, around
3:00 p.M. Monday, the electoral commission called and gave me the
news: I had won, receiving 57 percent of the vote to my opponent’s 39
percent. I was ecstatic. As our momentum in the campaign had
grown, I became more and more confident of victory. But the actual
triumph itself was indescribably sweet. We had scored an upset win in
a Communist stronghold, and the people of Krasnodar had resound-
ingly rejected the old order.

Late that afternoon I planned to address a gathering of supporters
in the main city park. But when my aides and I walked out of our
headquarters at the Gas Processing Institute, the crowd already had
come to us. More than a thousand people stood in a small square in
front of the institute, and they roared with approval as I came into
view. Several supporters spoke, followed by my wife. Then it was my
turn to address the people who had secured my victory. I scarcely re-
member now what I said, but to this day I can still see the faces of my
supporters. Their visages were turned toward me, expectant, hopeful,
straining to catch my every word and gesture. I was overcome with
emotion. I felt I had fought my way out of the swamp and was now on
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firm ground. It was one of the happiest days in my life; seldom, if ever
again, would I look to the future of our country with such optimism.

Returning to Moscow, I received warm congratulations from the
capital’s reformers. By this point, I had appeared so many times on
television and had been the subject of so many newspaper articles
that ordinary citizens had come to recognize me; many of them
stopped me on the street or in shops to congratulate me. Many also
expressed concern for my safety, though I believed that after my elec-
tion to the Soviet Congress of People’s Deputies the KGB wouldn’t
dare harm me. I even began legal proceedings in the Moscow city
court, and later in the Supreme Court, seeking to overturn Gor-
bachev’s decrees stripping me of my rank, pension, and awards. No
one in the country had ever filed such a suit before, and though it was
not successful, the legal action aroused a great interest in the country.
But I was not rehabilitated and my pension and rank were not re-
stored until after the August 1991 coup.

For the first time in a decade I began to travel overseas again. As a
Soviet legislator, I was entitled to a diplomatic passport, and after my
election the KGB could do nothing to stop me from going abroad. In
September 1990, I flew to the Netherlands for an international con-
ference on perestroika and felt intoxicated with the sense of freedom
I experienced after a decade in the USSR. I walked along the canals of
Amsterdam, filling my lungs with the fresh sea breeze and feeling as if
I had been reborn.

In the ensuing months I traveled to Germany, Japan, France, and
Bulgaria. I also went twice to America, and the vibrancy of the place
hit me with the force of a revelation.

On one trip in late 1990, I saw a lengthy television interview with
John Walker, the spy whose work I had overseen in Washington a
quarter century before. Even though I had been intimately involved
with the Walker case, I had never met the man or seen him on film.
He sat with an almost mournful expression on his face, explaining
why he had decided to spy against the United States. Before, Walker
had been a faceless intelligence asset, a pawn in our global battle with
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the CIA. Our relationship had been purely clinical: he supplied us
with the material and we paid him the money. But now, watching him
on TV, I was struck by the tragedy of the case, by the lives Walker had
ruined, by the sad fact that this man would probably spend the rest of
his life in jail. I had been intimately involved with the whole affair, but
the devastating human cost had never really struck me before. As the
doe-eyed Walker sat in front of the camera and sifted through the
wreckage of his life, I found myself thinking, “So this is how the intel-
ligence game finally ends. This is the final result of one’s efforts—jail
and humiliation.”

Back in the Soviet Union, my time was consumed with my new du-
ties as a legislator. The Soviet Congress met only three times in the
year I was a member, and not once did Congress Chairman Anatoly
Lukyanov (who later was to plot against Gorbachev) give me the
floor. But the meetings themselves were not the essence of the job; in-
deed, the Congress was so conservative that people like myself had lit-
tle effect on it. What was most valuable about being a People’s Deputy
was that it was a bully pulpit and gave me the opportunity to agitate
for change both in Krasnodar and around the Soviet Union.

In the fifteen months I was a deputy—from September 1990 to
December 1991—I and other reform politicians watched with dis-
may as Gorbachev, pushed by the top officials of his government, be-
came increasingly conservative. In hindsight, it’s clear that KGB
Chairman Kryuchkov, Defense Minister Dimitri Yazov, Interior Min-
ister Boris Pugo, Prime Minister Valentin Pavlov, and others were ex-
erting immense pressure on Gorbachev. These reactionary men were
alternately confused and outraged as the foundations of the Soviet
state rapidly crumbled. Republics such as the Baltic States were fight-
ing for independence and political groups were chipping away at the
authority of the Communist Party. Reformers were pushing hard for
the introduction of a capitalist economy. So these Gray Cardinals of
the old order fought a desperate rearguard action, pushing Gor-
bachev into increasingly hard-line positions, which he would then
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abandon when Soviet and international reaction to the crackdown
became too intense.

First, in December 1990, Foreign Minister Eduard Shevardnadze
stunned all of us in the Congress when he resigned in protest over
what he said was a coming Communist dictatorship. Then, in January
1991, Gorbachev—under pressure from his defense and security
chiefs—approved the crackdown on the Lithuanian independence
movement and the assault on the TV tower in Vilnius. Fifteen people
died that night in the Lithuanian capital.

All that spring of 1991, the Communist die-hards around Gor-
bachev made increasingly threatening speeches. In June, Kryuchkov,
Yazov, and Pugo warned of impending disaster if the disintegration of
the Soviet Union continued. Kryuchkov hinted darkly that the CIA
was behind the breakup and the country’s current troubles. Prime
Minister Pavlov displayed extraordinary stupidity when he accused
the West of trying to undermine our economy by flooding it with
rubles. It was clear that the hard-liners were growing increasingly des-
perate. When Gorbachev at last found the courage to slap down these
Neanderthals, it was too late. They were deeply deluded and believed
they could depose Gorbachev and get away with it. When the Soviet
leader announced in late July that he would sign a treaty giving un-
precedented freedom to the Soviet Union’s twelve remaining re-
publics (the Baltic States were already in the process of bolting), that
was the last straw. It was no longer a matter of whether there would be
a coup but when.

In early August, Alexander Yakovlev called and asked to meet with
me. At one time, he had been Gorbachev’s closest adviser, but as hard-
liners like Kryuchkov gained sway over Gorbachev in 1991, Yakovlev
lost influence.

“Why don’t you come on over?” I told Yakovlev over the phone.

“No, it makes no sense,” he replied. “Our houses are bugged.”

I suggested we meet in a quiet residential neighborhood not far
from the Belorussian Station. We rendezvoused there, and immediately
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noticed the hubbub on this normally peaceful street. People brushed
past us, loitered in nearby doorways, drove slowly by. Clearly, almost
comically we were under surveillance. Later, after the coup, a Russian
reporter found a document in the KGB archives saying that more than
a dozen agents had been assigned that evening to eavesdrop on our
street conversation.

“The hell with them,” I told Yakovlev. “Let them do their job.”

“Listen,” he said, “I have something I need to tell you. I met with a
colleague of yours from the KGB the other day who told me that
there may be attempts on my life and on Shevardnadze’s. I wanted
you to know about this in case anything happens to me. I wrote this
information down and put it in a safe. Tell me, do you think this is
possible?”

“Listen, in Andropov’s time, I would have said it was highly un-
likely,” T told Yakovlev. “He was against political assassinations. But
Kryuchkov is a madman and there’s no telling what he might do. He
is a scoundrel and may resort to anything, so I don’t exclude the pos-
sibility of political assassination.”

Yakovlev also expressed the fear that the hard-line elements around
Gorbachev might try to pull off a coup. I left my friend that night feel-
ing profoundly unsettled.

On August 18, an old friend of mine from the KGB met me in the
street and told me, “Something is up. I know for sure a coup will
take place in September or October. It’s all being prepared.” I could
only shake my head and hope that even Kryuchkov would not be so
foolish.

And then, the following morning, it happened.

I was awakened shortly after six o’clock by a woman who worked
for one of my liberal legislative colleagues. She broke the news with
one word.

“Perevorot,” she said, the Russian word for “coup.”

“Turn on the radio,” the woman went on. “A coup is taking place. A
military coup.”



REBIRTH 407

I hung up and switched on the radio. An announcer was reading a
statement by the Committee for the State of Emergency—the band of
fools that had deposed Gorbachev. I switched on the TV and there
was the movie Swan Lake, the old Soviet standby whenever a leader
died or a similarly momentous event took place.

I looked out the window of my seventh-floor apartment, which
overlooks Moscow’s Fili Park. It was a glorious summer morning,
warm and balmy. All day long I was struck by the contrast: such
horrible events were taking place against the backdrop of the most
splendid Russian weather. What did these idiots—Kryuchkov,
Yazov, Pugo, Pavlov and company—expect to accomplish? What
bloody fools!

The first thing I did was load my hunting rifle. This was a melo-
dramatic gesture, but in the first minutes of the coup I had no idea
what to expect. Clearly, if Gorbachev was deposed and a crackdown
was under way, I would be high on the list of people to be arrested.
Were we about to be thrown back decades, to the nightmare of the
Stalin years? I didn’t know. But loading my gun gave me a small mea-
sure of comfort.

I called Yakovlev at 6:20 a.M. His wife answered the phone.

“Is Alexander Nikolayevich available?” T asked.

“No, he’s still in bed,” she replied.

“Listen,” I told her. “Do you know there’s a coup taking place?”

“No, what do you mean?” she said.

“Turn on the radio,” I said. “They are playing the announcement
over and over.”

She handed the phone to her husband.

“Oleg, what is it you're saying?”

“There’s a coup taking place. It’s on the radio right now,” I told my
old friend.

“Podonki (scumbags)!” he barked into the phone. There was
a pause of several seconds and then, “We must be prepared for
anything.”
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We signed off, and I knew Yakovlev was right. Kryuchkov and his
fellow plotters wouldn’t hesitate to disband the Soviet Congress. And
if they did so, I knew that my arrest wouldn’t be far behind.

I stepped onto the balcony off my bedroom. Gazing down on the
quiet courtyard and parking lot seven floors below, I saw a Zhiguli sit-
ting off to one side of the lot in a place where few people ever park.
Surveillance team, I thought, and resolved to get out of my apart-
ment. There was no sense sitting at home, waiting to be arrested. I
planned to head downtown and join whatever voices were resisting
this idiotic adventure.

I told Ludmilla T was leaving. She didn’t protest, but the strained
look on her face told me that she was even more worried than I was.

“What is going to happen to you now?” she asked. I just shrugged,
but she knew as well as I that the best place to be on this day was on
the streets.

Around 8:00 A.M., as I was preparing to leave, a reporter from the
BBC in London called. He wanted my assessment of the situation, and
I told him, “As I understand it, this is an adventure on the part of
those who have always wanted to restore the old order. But I am sure
they will fail and in two or three days everything will be clear.”

I was trying to put on a brave face, and knew that my words were
more wishful thinking than anything else. I did believe, however, that
we had come too far, ever to go back again. I believed democratic
forces would ultimately prevail, but I had no idea how long or how
bloody the struggle might be.

In the lobby of my building, which mainly housed KGB generals
and Communist Party officials, a young woman pushing a baby
stroller greeted me. She immediately burst into tears and said, “Mr.
Kalugin, you must do something! This is an impossible situation.
They are trying to bring back the old regime. Please do something!”

I told her I would do what I could. Her words had a strangely
cheering effect. If this young woman, the daughter of a KGB general,
was so violently opposed to the coup, then there was hope. She was
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proof that there was something deep inside the Soviet people that
would resist a return to the past.

I looked at the Zhiguli parked off to the side. Three men, unmis-
takably KGB, sat in the car and watched me as I moved toward my au-
tomobile. As I pulled out of the parking lot, the Zhiguli began
following me, as did another surveillance car parked on the street.
They stayed right with me, making no effort to conceal that I was
under close surveillance.

I headed down Kutuzovsky Prospect for the Russian parliament
building—the White House—on the banks of the Moscow River. I
parked across the street and walked over to the building, followed
on foot by a KGB surveillance team. Armored personnel carriers
had begun moving down Kutuzovsky Prospect, but so far there
were no tanks in sight. There were very few people in front of the
parliament building, and it would have been a cinch to storm the
White House and arrest Yeltsin and all inside. As became clear later,
however, the coup leadership hesitated to take such a drastic step,
and when Kryuchkov finally did order his elite Alpha commando
group and Russian paratroopers to take the White House, the offi-
cers refused.

Flashing my deputy’s badge, I entered the high-rise parliament
building. I immediately ran into Leningrad mayor Antoly Sobchak
and other reformers who were scurrying about the hallways, their
faces filled with tension and determination. Around 11:00 A.m.,
Yeltsin gave a press conference inside the parliament, and his angry,
defiant words stirred me and thousands of others. When the press
conference ended, the Russian president, surrounded by a few body-
guards, strode out the front entrance of the White House, down a
flight of steps, and marched over to a line of a half dozen tanks that
had taken up positions near the Moscow River. I followed and
watched from a few yards away as Yeltsin, in what would become the
enduring image of the coup, clambered aboard a tank and told the
soldiers and officers not to obey the orders of the plotters. It was an
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inspired move and went a long way toward rallying the Russian peo-
ple, many of whom would later see the pictures on CNN. After the
Russian president went back inside the White House, the tank com-
manders revved up their engines, emitting choking clouds of diesel
smoke, then clattered up and down the road in front of the parlia-
ment before rumbling away. They clearly had no idea what to do, and
their indecision, coupled with the evident unwillingness of the sol-
diers in armored vehicles to shoot fellow Russians, gave me hope that
the putsch could be defeated.

I decided to head downtown to the headquarters of the city’s Com-
munist Party Committee, where I had several good friends. As I
walked back to my car, I was followed by several KGB men. Much to
my surprise, one of them came up behind me and said, “Oleg Dani-
ilovich, you know what we suggest? Move your car out of here. There’s
a big crowd coming from downtown and they may smash your car.”

A friendly warning from the very men assigned to follow and per-
haps arrest me, was another sign to me that the hard-liners at the top
may have badly miscalculated. Sitting in the Kremlin, they thought
they could say the word and the masses would follow. But only hours
after the coup began, the scene on the street, and the obvious reluc-
tance of the security forces to follow the State of Emergency Commit-
tee, boded ill for Kryuchkov and his gang.

As I walked to my car, a crowd of more than a thousand people was
streaming down Kalinin Prospect, heading toward the White House.
Some of the marchers caught sight of me and began to yell, “Hey,
General! Join us! Lead us to the White House!”

I found myself swept up by the crowd, which was shouting, “Long
Live Yeltsin!” and “Down with the putschists!” We arrived in the plaza
behind the Russian parliament, and the people in the crowd asked me
to go inside and ask Yeltsin to address them. I made my way through
the crowded halls to the president’s antechamber, which was packed
with dozens of assistants and legislators, as well as bodyguards armed
with machine guns. Yeltsin was closeted with his aides, but Vice Pres-



REBIRTH 411

ident Alexander Rutskoi promised that he himself would soon ad-
dress the ever-growing crowd.

I drove to the headquarters of the Moscow Communist Party, lo-
cated on Staraya Square next to the Party’s Central Committee build-
ing. My KGB shadows were still with me, and they parked their car
not far from mine. My deputy’s badge assured me entrance into the
imposing gray stone building, and soon I was in the office of a good
friend, Alexei. Though he worked in the Party apparatus, he had as lit-
tle idea as I did about the intentions and resolve of the coup leaders.

“Oh, Oleg,” he sighed. “These scoundrels. What are we going to do
now?”

We were standing near an open window, and Alexei looked down
at the surveillance team waiting for me below.

“Listen, are they after you?” Alexei asked.

“Yes, they probably are,” I replied, not wanting to unduly alarm
him.

“You must get out of here,” my friend said. “You never know what
they will do to you. You must escape. I'll organize it for you.”

The Communist Party buildings on Staraya Square made up an
enormous, interconnected complex of offices. There was even a net-
work of tunnels underneath, including a top secret subway line that
would take Party officials out of the city in case of nuclear attack, rev-
olution, or other calamity. There were exits in the building that had
not been used for years, and Alexei knew just such an escape route, lo-
cated at the other end of the building more than one hundred yards
away from the main entrance. Alexei showed me the little known exit,
then went and got his Volga, which had curtains over the windows. A
few minutes later he pulled up to the exit and I hopped into the car,
unseen by the surveillance teams. It was about 2:00 p.M. I learned later
that my KGB trackers stayed in the Staraya Square parking lot until
9:00 p.M., watching my car and waiting for me to emerge.

I decided to go to the Hotel Rossiya, where some of my fellow
deputies who lived at the hotel were gathering. I quickly found my
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colleagues, and we talked for hours about the situation, making plans
to continue the work of the Russian parliament should the coup lead-
ers be so foolish as to storm the White House. Around 10:00 p.M., I de-
cided to go to the White House. We heard, however, that a curfew had
been imposed and I figured it would be better to spend the night at
the Rossiya and head for the parliament the first thing the next day.

Waking up at 6:30, I walked to Staraya Square, where my car still
sat and the surveillance team had long disappeared. I wanted to see
how Ludmilla was, so I drove home. As expected, the surveillance
teams were waiting for me, but by this time I didn’t care. The night
had passed quietly in the capital, and the crowd of defenders in
front of the White House had hit five thousand people and was
growing. There was nearly total silence from the coup leaders; at the
time we were baffled by their inaction, but later it would emerge
that they were in utter disarray. Some, like Vice President Gennadi
Yanaev and Prime Minister Pavlov, were constantly drunk. Others,
such as Defense Minister Yazov, were losing their resolve. Tuesday,
August 20, we knew none of this, and the atmosphere in the city was
menacing.

Ludmilla was overjoyed to see me. I breakfasted and fielded still
more calls from reporters. A German TV station wanted me to come
in for a studio interview, and I agreed. Shortly after 9:00 A.M., they
sent a car for me, and, followed by the two KGB surveillance cars, we
headed to the German television bureau on Gruzinskaya Street in the
center of town.

After the interview, I left on foot. I had decided to take the Metro
to the White House and was taking the escalator to the subway plat-
form when I heard a man’s voice behind me.

“Don’t turn around,” he commanded. “You will be arrested, but not
today. I will warn you when it is coming. But your friends [and fellow
legislators] Gdlyan, Yakunin, and several others will be arrested today.
Gdlyan has already been arrested. Portnov is already under arrest and
Belozertsev will be arrested soon. You are not on the list today, but I
will warn you when it happens. Do not turn around.”
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He shoved a piece of paper into my hand and said, “Call me. My
home phone number is written there.”

I followed his instructions and never looked back. Shoving the
paper in my pocket, I glanced at the crowded subway platform for
my newfound KGB friend or other members of the surveillance
team. I didn’t spot anyone suspicious. Things were certainly getting
strange.

The weather had turned cloudy by Tuesday afternoon, day two of
the coup. Thousands of people had now gathered at the White House,
which had become the center of resistance to the putsch. Yeltsin had
issued decrees calling on all Russians to disobey the plotters and stage
a nationwide strike. Outside a few key cities such as Moscow and
Leningrad, the masses were waiting to see how the drama in the capi-
tal would play itself out.

When I arrived at the White House, a steady stream of reform
politicians was addressing the swelling crowd in the square behind the
building. The leaders stood atop a balcony and boomed their calls for
resistance into a microphone. Below, Muscovites roared their support
and cursed the plotters. That afternoon, I was asked to address the
crowd, and I relayed to them what the KGB officer had told me that
morning on the escalator.

“My dear friend [and legislator] Father Gleb, you will be arrested
today,” I told the silent crowd. “I want to warn you. I know it from a
source in the KGB. Not everyone in the KGB is a bad guy. Some are
real friends of ours, and they told me you would be arrested today.
Gdlyan and Portnov are already under arrest. I want you all to know
these things. . . . Beware, KGB agents are in the crowd and they may
try to provoke you. They will try to get inside the White House to start
a rebellion from within.”

As I had walked into the White House, a man approached me and
said he was a KGB officer. “I want to speak,” he said. “I want to show
that not all KGB men are scoundrels. I am one of those who aren’t”

He showed me his ID. I told him to join me, and after I spoke, he took
the microphone. “I am a KGB officer and I denounce these adventurers,”
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he said to the cheering crowd. “I want to tell you that not all KGB peo-
ple are behind Kryuchkov. I will be here with you.”

I stayed in the White House from that moment on, giving inter-
views to foreign and Soviet journalists and doing whatever I could to
rally people to the defense of the Russian parliament. I saw the
renowned émigré cellist and conductor of the Washington Sym-
phony, Mstislav Rostropovich, and chatted with my colleagues from
the parliament. I couldn’t believe the putschists would try to storm
the building, but as darkness fell Tuesday the situation became more
threatening. We had reliable information from sources in the KGB
and the army that an attack on the White House was planned for
early Wednesday morning. (In fact Kryuchkov and Co. couldn’t find
anyone willing to carry it out.)

Around midnight armored columns were reported to be ap-
proaching the White House from six directions. Outside, a light rain
fell and an estimated ten thousand citizens formed defensive lines
around the parliament and warmed themselves by bonfires. Then at
about 2:00 A.M., shooting broke out a few hundred yards away along
the Garden Ring Road. It would turn out later that a group of young
people had blocked off the road with trolleys and attacked a passing
column of armored personnel carriers. The soldiers opened fire,
killing three people. At the time, we in the White House didn’t know
what the firing meant. Was it the beginning of the attack? Was it just
a diversion? I was unarmed but resolved that if the White House was
stormed, I would pick up a gun and fight. At that point, there was
little choice.

That night, I slept restlessly in a chair in someone’s office. Wednes-
day, day three of the coup, dawned dreary and wet. But my mood was
anything but despondent. We felt enormous relief that there had been
no attack the night before, and there was a growing sense, fueled by
persistent rumors from the Kremlin, that the coup was falling apart.
As long as I live, I will never forget the extraordinary events that
began unfolding at midmorning Wednesday.
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First, from our perches in the White House, we saw armored units
withdrawing from the city along Kutuzovsky Prospect. Then we were
summoned to a session of the parliament, where a series of an-
nouncements left us giddy with joy. The coup had fallen apart. The
plotters were dashing to Vnukovo Airport to try to escape the capital.
Finally, we learned that Vice President Rutskoi and other Russian offi-
cials had flown with Kryuchkov to Foros, where Gorbachev and his
family were being held. The president, we were told, had been freed.
The plotters were under arrest.

I walked out of the White House into a deliriously happy throng.
Recognizing me, some in the crowd picked me up and shouted,
I returned home in a fog, exhausted but
delighted. It was the happiest day of my life.

1”

“Kalugin! Kalugin! Kalugin

That night, I celebrated in true Russian style. Some friends joined
me, and as we sat around knocking back shots of vodka, an idea
crossed my mind. I walked into my study and retrieved the crumpled
piece of paper with the name of the KGB man who had warned me
the day before on the escalator. I unfolded the paper, and saw the
scrawled first name, Igor, and his home phone number. I dialed it, and
he answered.

“I want to thank you in person,” I told him. “Come on over” An
hour later he showed up at my doorstep, a tall, husky man with
auburn hair and blue eyes. We shook hands warmly, and I introduced
him to the handful of guests in my living room. We had won, and no
one, not even this KGB officer, seemed afraid any more.

We drank and toasted and I asked him questions about the preced-
ing three days. He told me he had been watching me since 4:00 A.M.
on Monday, two hours before the announcement of the coup was
broadcast on radio. Dozens of reformers and assorted troublemakers
like myself had been kept under surveillance, he said.

“You were all controlled,” he told me. “We simply had not yet re-
ceived the order to arrest you.”

“How many teams were watching me?” I asked.
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“Alot,” he replied. “We knew you were difficult to deal with. You al-
ways noticed us at once.”

I asked him what he had been doing recently, considering that dis-
sidents were no longer under surveillance. He shrugged and told me
he had been assigned to protect a CIA spy, Edward Lee Howard, who
had defected to Moscow a few years before. Howard was ensconced in
a dacha near Moscow and was drinking himself to death, the KGB
man said.

“We were instructed not to allow this to happen,” he said. Later,
both of us well lubricated with vodka, he told me, “T always knew that
Kryuchkov and his gang were not the right people for the organiza-
tion. I watched you with sympathy when you were drummed out of
the KGB. Many in the KGB hated you, but there were many others like
me who thought you were right.”

I thanked him, and we drank a final toast. A few minutes later, he
was gone.
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ON THURSDAY, AUGUST 22, 1991, THE DAY AFTER THE COUP COLLAPSED,
crowds of jubilant demonstrators coursed through Moscow’s streets.
The masses generally were orderly until they got to Lubyanka, the
KGB headquarters on Dzerzhinsky Square. There, the fury that had
built up against the KGB for decades overflowed, though considering
what the people had suffered at the hands of the secret police, the re-
action on that Thursday was mild. Young men spray-painted swastikas
and words like “Hangmen” and “Butchers” on the gray stone base of
the building. Most of the crowd just stood in Dzerzhinsky Square,
shaking their fists and cursing the figures who stood back from their
windows in Lubyanka and watched the mob.

And then the crowd turned on the landmark that had dominated
the square for decades, the statue of Iron Felix, Felix Dzerzhinsky,
the Bolshevik who had founded the Soviet secret police. A young
man clambered atop the black metal statue and attached a rope to
Dzerzhinsky, but no amount of pulling would bring down this formi-
dable figure. Finally Moscow officials, fearing the situation would get
out of hand, sent a crane to the square to help the demonstrators.
That did the trick, and Iron Felix came tumbling down as thousands
of onlookers roared their approval.

417
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Dismantling the KGB itself would prove far more difficult, as I
would soon find out.

The week after Dzerzhinsky was yanked off his pedestal, I re-
ceived a call from Alexander Yakovlev, who was back at the side of
Mikhail Gorbachev. Yakovlev asked me to work with the new KGB
chief, Vadim Bakatin, an honest and respected official who had
headed the Soviet Interior Ministry. I balked, for I truly thought
that my days with the KGB were over, that I would never again
darken the imposing steel doorways of Lubyanka. But Yakovlev was
persistent. “Bakatin will call you,” said Yakovlev. “Do not refuse. Go
talk to him.”

Some of my friends from the reform movement also insisted that I
accept the offer. I agreed, and in a few days I found myself back at
KGB headquarters, standing in the same vast, wood-paneled office
once occupied by Andropov. Shaking my hand was a handsome,
brown-haired, dynamic man, Bakatin, whose enthusiasm and guile-
lessness seemed out of place in the hallowed corridors of Lubyanka.

“What makes you want to talk to a traitor and CIA agent?” I asked,
still smarting from my painful demise at the KGB and not fully trust-
ing the new chairman.

“Oh, come on, don’t give me that crap,” Bakatin said with a wave of
his hand. “I know you are an honest man; otherwise I wouldn’t have
invited you here.”

We sat down, and he said he wanted me to become his deputy and
help in reforming the gargantuan agency he now headed. I declined to
accept any official position but agreed to work with him on two con-
ditions: that I would be an adviser only, with no formal title, and that
I would not be on the KGB payroll. Bakatin consented, and we began
meeting regularly, first at headquarters, later as friends at his and my
homes. Unfortunately we would only have four months together, for
when the Soviet Union expired at the end of 1991, Vadim Bakatin was
out of a job.

Perhaps the most valuable thing I did for Bakatin was to give him a
sense of the people working for him, those underlings he could trust
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and those he couldn’t. I drew up a list of about twenty officers I knew
were reform minded and hardworking. I gave him an even longer list
of those officers who were untrustworthy, duplicitous, and hankering
for a return to the good old days. I think it was a help to Bakatin, who
had never served in the KGB and had no idea of the players in the or-
ganization or what a treacherous place it could be.

“You will meet people who are very friendly toward you, but do not
trust your initial impressions,” I warned him. By the time he left the
KGB in December 1991, Bakatin knew what I was talking about.

“What a snake pit!” he told me. “I never met as many scoundrels,
liars, and cheaters as I have in this organization.”

Bakatin did make progress. At my suggestion, he issued an order
disbanding the KGB unit that controlled the Russian Orthodox
Church. He drastically reduced electronic and physical surveillance
and ended KGB persecution of dissidents. Most important, he dis-
membered the organization and ended its monolithic power. Whereas
the KGB once controlled border troops, foreign intelligence, domestic
security, the presidential bodyguard, and electronic intelligence gath-
ering, Bakatin and Gorbachev issued decrees making each one of
these departments a separate organization. It was a big step forward
and mercifully ended the practice of concentrating so much power in
the hands of one organization. The old KGB, in American terms, had
functioned as the CIA, FBI, Secret Service, National Security Agency,
and Border Patrol combined. Now its power had been splintered,
making it far more difficult for a man like Vladimir Kryuchkov ever to
pull off a coup again.

But there was much Bakatin couldn’t do that still hasn’t been done.
I urged him to reduce manpower in the old KGB, which had reached
500,000, by half. Bakatin took a step in that direction by retiring many
officers over fifty years old. But his order was quickly countermanded
by the new head of the Russian KGB. It was, after all, the autumn of
1991, a period when the Soviet Union was dying and Russia and the
republics were rising in its place. By early December 1991, Bakatin,
like Gorbacheyv, found that he had little power.
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Boris Yeltsin may have wanted to tame the KGB, but, like Gor-
bachev, he shied away from such an enormous undertaking. Yeltsin’s
strange inaction following his coup victory, coupled with his deci-
sion to introduce radical economic reforms, meant that the KGB was
once again spared the scalpel of real reform. It was an inertia that
Yeltsin, like Gorbachev, would regret; Yeltsin’s security minister, Vik-
tor Barannikov, eventually turned against the Russian president and
became one of the leaders of the armed uprising in Moscow in Octo-
ber 1993.

For me, the fall of 1991 was a disquieting period: Yeltsin failed to
follow up on his August victory with decisive political reforms, such
as adopting a new constitution and electing a new Russian parlia-
ment. But more disturbing was witnessing the breakup of the Soviet
Union. I understood why republics such as Ukraine wanted indepen-
dence and I knew that the demise of the USSR had become inevitable.
But that made it no less difficult to watch my homeland disappear,
splintering into fifteen separate countries, several of which would
soon be engulfed in civil war.

Nor was it easy to watch Yeltsin humiliate Gorbachev and drive
him from power. I had been angry and disappointed with Gorbachev
after he issued the decrees stripping me of my rank, pension, and
awards. But after the coup, all of us could see just how much pressure
men like Kryuchkov had been exerting on the Soviet president. He
would not go against them even if he thought I was right. But now he
was free to do as he pleased. He issued another decree totally rehabil-
itating me and reinstating my rank, pension, and awards. And a week
after the coup collapsed, he delivered a fiery speech in the Soviet par-
liament, echoing many of my criticisms of the KGB. Gorbachev
called the KGB a “state within a state” and warned that until the
agency was brought under control, the country would not truly be
free. He had finally seen the light. After his speech, I walked up to
him and shook his hand.

“Mikhail Sergeyevich, T am extremely glad about what you said,”
told the Soviet leader. “The speech was excellent. If you really mean
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what you said, you can count on me as your most loyal friend and
supporter.”

He seemed genuinely moved and thanked me warmly.

Several months later, on the anniversary of the Russian Revolution,
Gorbachev invited me to a reception in the Kremlin, the last such
event ever to be held in the USSR. After his formal greeting, I again
approached him, and we talked for several minutes. He told me how
his wife’s health had deteriorated following the shock of the coup, and
I found myself feeling great empathy for Gorbachev and his family.

In December, as the country counted down the days until the
demise of the Soviet Union, all of us began to think how far we had
come since 1985, and how much Gorbachev had done for our coun-
try. He had fallen into disfavor with many of my countrymen, but I
felt confident that history would render a far kinder judgment.

On December 25, 1991, workmen at the Kremlin hauled down the
Soviet flag—gold hammer and sickle on a red background—and re-
placed it with the red, white, and blue Russian tricolor. On December
31, the Soviet Union ceased to exist. Two days later, Boris Yeltsin freed
prices in Russia and began the economic reforms that continue to
rock our country to this day.

I plunged into a new life, traveling overseas, delivering lectures, and
dipping my toes into the turbulent waters of Russian capitalism. My
travels at that time to Japan, Germany, and South Africa were most
memorable. The trip to Japan took place soon after my public re-
marks on the issue of the Kuril Islands—a chain of volcanic territories
ceded to the USSR by Japan in 1945 as a result of the Allied victory in
the Pacific—following my tour of the islands with a small group of
Soviet legislators headed by the deputy foreign minister of the USSR,
F. Kunadze. Before we left Moscow for the Far East, we were told
that President Yeltsin was eager to make a deal with Japan to re-
move the thorny issue of the Kurils from Russian-Japanese relations.
Our delegation had been tasked with a fact-finding mission: talk to
the local authorities and the people, test their reaction to a transfer
of the islands to Japanese jurisdiction, bring back impressions and
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conclusions. In Moscow, we were briefed on the Japanese position on
the issue: Russians who wanted to stay on the islands would be per-
mitted to live there as long as they wanted. Their schools and
churches would function as usual. Russians who wanted to leave the
islands and resettle anywhere on mainland Russia would be provided
with financial aid and grants up to $50,000.

The Japanese were ready to guarantee the neutrality and peaceful
use of the Kuril Strait.

I found the Japanese draft proposals quite attractive. It was high
time to sign a peace treaty with Japan and hand over the islands. Rus-
sia would benefit greatly from that approach to the problem.

But when we arrived on the islands and started moving around, we
discovered something unexpected: beautiful, heavily forested land
with numerous creeks filled with fish, and abject poverty all around.
Dilapidated public buildings, wear and tear everywhere, with people
impoverished and downtrodden, looking more like slaves than citi-
zens of a great nation.

What stunned us most was that no one wanted to leave the islands
and surrender the territory to Japan. When the rumor spread that
some highly placed officials from Moscow were sniffing around and
talking about improving Soviet-Japanese relations at the expense of
the local people, spontaneous (or so they looked) demonstrations and
pickets sprang up around the islands. When we tried to explain our
position to the crowds, we were shouted down. “We will go to the
mountains! We’ll launch a guerrilla war against the Japanese if they
try to land and occupy our country.” With these farewell words, we
had to leave the Kurils and report back to Yeltsin: the people on the is-
lands are not ready for the change. Most likely the country as a whole
would not accept the transfer of any territory to any foreign country.

Two months later the Soviet Union fell apart. New, independent
states emerged on the ruins of the USSR. But the Kuril Islands re-
mained an integral part of Russia.

My trips abroad allowed me to make dozens of new friends and
move comfortably in the world of the market economy. Free of any
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official position, I could devote more time to business ventures and
consider new offers and options from emerging Russian entrepre-
neurs. Restored to the good graces of Gorbachev’s regime and well ac-
cepted by Yeltsin’s inner circle, I found myself navigating easily in a
glamorous new world of capitalism, Russian style. My smooth entry
into business was facilitated by the presence of many of my former
colleagues in new companies and banks. One of my subordinates
from the old days in the foreign counterintelligence directorate, meet-
ing me at some social event in Moscow, exclaimed, “You should have
joined us earlier. We do great business nowadays worldwide!” As I
found out later, this guy, who used to work under the cover of the vice
president of the Soviet Bank for Foreign Trade, made big money,
bought an estate in Florida, and brought his son, who also became a
banker, into his business.

All that was in line with policies approved in Gorbachev’s time and
accepted by Yeltsin when he came to power.

In the early years of Gorbachev’s reforms the KGB initiated a spe-
cial program designed to take control of privatization of state prop-
erty. Actually, it stood behind the creation of the first private
companies, particularly in the area of foreign trade. These companies
would provide cover for intelligence operations, for both the KGB and
the GRU, with the accent on acquisition of high technology.

In 1990, fearful of the downfall of the Soviet system, the KGB
started a project to protect party finances from dangerously unpre-
dictable developments in the country. A new supersecret unit was
formed inside the intelligence directorate to organize the transfer of
Party money abroad into special accounts of newly formed commer-
cial and banking enterprises. The CEOs of these ventures would be-
come Party and KGB officials. In fact, the launching of first joint
ventures and numerous export-import banks in Russia was part of
the plan hatched by the KGB.

In 1991, the KGB reported to the Politburo about its efforts to
launch nearly six hundred joint ventures run by “retired” KGB offi-
cers. Many of these entities began their operations in the Baltic States
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and in countries such as India and Israel. After the unsuccessful coup
in 1991, the penetration of commercial and banking systems acceler-
ated. Later, companies like Seabeco, Olby, and Nordex, sponsored and
heavily infiltrated by KGB operatives, would acquire scandalous inter-
national reputations.

When I retired in 1990, before I got involved in the political strug-
gle in Russia, I was associated with one such company, Rosnet. It had
entered the international telecommunications market with covert
KGB assistance. Its president, who had been coopted by the KGB, pre-
viously held a fairly high position in the APN news agency.

From the very beginning this private company received unofficial
backing of the Soviet authorities. Its staff consisted of respected en-
gineers and scientists, but most of its foreign operations were con-
trolled by the KGB. Although I was vice president of the company in
charge of foreign contacts, I was not approached by my former col-
leagues for fear of unwanted publicity. They dealt directly with the
president, and he would say to me apologetically that I should un-
derstand his problem; if he refused their requests, then the company
would be in trouble.

Understanding his predicament, I bargained for the right to pro-
vide my experience as a public relations expert to other companies,
and he agreed. Soon I became an adviser to an oil company based in
Siberia and then to a French company involved in purchasing non-
ferrous metal and ore. My relations with the French allowed me to
travel across the country, to visit all the Russian republics of the
North Caucasus, where we made mutually advantageous deals. Far-
ther south, in Armenia, my efforts to promote French commercial
relations with now independent republics were welcomed and facil-
itated by President Levon Ter-Petrosyan. While traveling to remote
mountainous areas of Armenia, I had a unique opportunity to get
acquainted with the ancient culture of this small country, to better
understand the problems of that part of the world. I succeeded in
making more deals for my French partners. On several occasions I
asked them not to take advantage of local officials who would expect
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bribes from their foreign counterparts. I did not want to be involved
in any such deal, since bribes were an inevitable part of business
transactions. I learned later that my French friends paid $5,000 to
one of the ministers of the Armenian government for his amenable
stand in negotiations.

In the fall of 1992 my business activity was briefly interrupted by
another telephone call, not unlike the one I had gotten two years ear-
lier. It was from a group of voters in the Krasnodar region asking me
to run for a seat in the Russian parliament. | immediately agreed,
thinking I had an excellent chance of winning and reentering Russian
politics. How wrong I would prove to be.

By that time Yeltsin’s reforms had stumbled, and Russia was turn-
ing into a corrupt and criminalized state. The so-called privatization,
conducted irresponsibly, ignoring the psychology of people who had
lived for nearly seventy-five years in a totalitarian paternalistic envi-
ronment, turned them against the reformers, against Yeltsin’s erratic,
unpredictable rule. But I did not realize the depth of the disappoint-
ment and wrath in the society and was puzzled by the reluctance of
my former political friends to enter the election campaign. One day I
visited my sponsor in the democratic movement, Yuri Afanasiev, who
had become president of a new university in Moscow, and asked him
why he did not participate in the elections.

“It does not make sense to run again,” said Afanasiev sadly. “We are
doomed to lose. Our time is over, Oleg.”

I could not believe my ears. A year after the collapse of the Com-
munist system I was still quite popular in my country and basked in
the public recognition. I traveled across Russia from its new western
borders to the mining regions of the Altai and the Kuril Islands in the
Far East. Wherever I spoke publicly, I would get standing ovations. I
made a lot of friends among the Moscow political elite and intellectu-
als. In 1991 my birthday celebration was attended by, among others,
Alexander Yakovlev, Vadim Bakatin, Eugene Primakov, and Nikas
Safronov, a rising star in Russian art who would later become a Krem-
lin favorite.
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Like many Russians, I was critical of Yeltsin’s botched reforms
and spoke out against the lack of genuine changes in the Russian se-
curity services. Viktor Barannikov, who was then chief of the Federal
Security Service, once approached me at a public gathering and said,
“I'm aware of your public criticism of our agency. What bothers
you? Why don’t you stop by my office and we’ll talk about our com-
mon problems.”

Barannikov never called back and was dismissed in 1993 by Presi-
dent Yeltsin in the wake of a major corruption scandal and his parti-
cipation in the revolt against Yeltsin.

Why not run again? Afanasiev’s words rang in my ears. It was not
even a matter of popularity; it was a matter of principle. We must not
give up. We must persevere. How can we ever win if we do not try?

But I misjudged the mood of the Russian people. Moscow always
differed from the rest of the country, as did Leningrad, now called St.
Petersburg. Some industrial centers remained essentially loyal to the
reforms, though they were also disgusted by Yeltsin’s performance.
But the rest of the population felt betrayed by the new breed of Russ-
ian politicians. They grew nostalgic about the old days of “law and
order.” In the Krasnodar region, the mostly rural voters would turn
away from me too. And yet I tried.

The district in which I was running was smaller than my old
Krasnodar district and, I thought, more advantageous for a reform
candidate since it included the city of Krasnodar and the big cities of
the Russian Black Sea coast. But as I began to campaign in November
1992, 1 realized that the situation had swung 180 degrees since my
last race in August 1990. Battered by rising prices, confused by a mar-
ket economy, and fed up with Yeltsin and his fellow reformers, the
electorate I faced was nothing like the one I saw during my first cam-
paign. In August 1990, I was drawing hundreds, sometimes thou-
sands, of people to my speeches and rallies. In November 1992, 1 was
lucky if T could get a few dozen people to come and hear me. The vot-
ers were angry and apathetic and sick of hearing about the shining
promise of market reforms. I soon realized I had a real fight on my
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hands. My chief opponent was Nikolai Kondratenko, a former re-
gional Communist Party official who had become chairman of the
Krasnodar legislature.

As the three-week campaign wore on, I grew more and more pes-
simistic about my chances. On election day, even I was stunned by the
results. Only 37 percent of the voters came to the polls, and the for-
mer Communist governor received 70 percent of the vote. I finished
third with a mere 7 percent, compared to the 57 percent I had won
just two years before. Since less than 50 percent of the voters had
turned out, the election was declared invalid and rescheduled for the
spring of 1993. But I had learned my lesson and was not about to run
for office again, at least not in Krasnodar. Now I had no choice but to
intensify my business involvement, though Russian politics did not
inspire much confidence in my business projects.

In 1993 I watched with dismay as Russia became increasingly par-
alyzed by a power struggle between Yeltsin and his opponents, parlia-
ment chairman Ruslan Khasbulatov and Vice President Rutskoi. That
September, Russia’s political conflict reached the breaking point when
Yeltsin disbanded the Russian parliament. On October 3, our worst
fears came true as armed followers of Rutskoi and the parliament
rampaged through Moscow’s streets, killing policemen and citizens.
Believing that the armed revolt against Yeltsin had begun, Rutskoi and
Khasbulatov called on followers to seize the central TV tower in
Moscow and storm the Kremlin. That night—a Sunday—dozens died
and more than one hundred were injured as pro-Yeltsin troops fought
off an attack on the television center.

The Russian president and his top military commanders had no
choice but to quell this rebellion. The next morning I, along with the
rest of the world, watched in amazement as Russian tanks pounded
the White House. It was a shocking and humiliating spectacle, but I
felt Yeltsin had been given no choice; I only wished that he had acted
more forcefully against his opponents months earlier. With the taking
of the White House and the arrest of Rutskoi, Khasbulatov, and other
leaders of the revolt, Yeltsin had done militarily what he had been
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unable to do politically—crush the opposition. I didn’t like the meth-
ods, but I was not unhappy with the result. Over the spring and sum-
mer of 1993, it had become increasingly clear that the Communist
and nationalist opposition had one overriding goal: to depose Yeltsin
by any means, roll back reforms, recreate an autocratic Russian gov-
ernment and, if possible, reinstate the Soviet Union. The men who
tried to pull off the October 1993 uprising were not unlike those who
carried out the August 1991 coup and—thank God—utterly incom-
petent. Yeltsin was lucky that his opponents were so mediocre.

Within months, however, we seemed to be sliding back into law-
lessness and conflict. In February 1994, I was stunned when the newly
elected Russian parliament (featuring the nationalist and KGB crea-
ture Vladimir Zhirinovsky) voted to grant amnesty to not only Khas-
bulatov and Rutskoi but also the motley crew that pulled off the coup
of August 1991. Nothing could have more sharply underscored the
lawlessness that plagued Russian society. So, I had to live with new re-
alities and look for new opportunities. In the first year of Yeltsin’s rule,
I was contacted by a guy who introduced himself as a senior adviser to
the chief of Yeltsin’s administration. I had met the chief earlier
through my friends in the Moscow Party apparatus and we spent one
evening together drinking and dancing. On behalf of the administra-
tion, this adviser, a recent graduate of the Moscow Institute of Inter-
national relations, specializing in world finance, suggested that I
become chairman of a major bank attached to his office. I declined,
explaining that I had no knowledge or experience of banking. But I
agreed to work as a consultant who would promote international con-
tacts and carry out specific missions for the bank.

At that time I also resumed my relationship with the French and
worked with them until I left for the United States in 1995 after Ros-
net struck a deal with AT&T, the prestigious U.S. telecommunications
company. Our relations with AT&T had begun to unfold a year earlier,
and I played an important role in the negotiations which culminated
in a major agreement signed in Moscow. On the U.S. side, AT&T was
represented by several individuals, including the vice president of the
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company and a former U.S. Senate aide, Paul Joyal, who would later
become my partner in the Russian-American joint venture Intercon.
A graduate of Catholic University based in Washington, D.C., Joyal
asked me if I would be interested in teaching for one semester in
America and simultaneously consulting for AT&T on marketing
prospects in Russia and the former Soviet republics. With Rosnet
growing ever more dependent on KGB support in external relations,
especially with Western European telecommunication companies, I
felt that my absence for a few months would not hurt the company’s
interests. My boss did not object, and in late 1993 I landed at Wash-
ington’s Dulles airport to take up a new assignment in the United
States—teaching and consulting.

Paul Joyal turned out to be a loyal partner and a good friend.
Within months we became fully operational as the consulting com-
pany Intercon. Our ties with AT&T and Russian telecommunications
converted our company into a Russian outlet in the United States. The
U.S. interests were fully represented by Paul. Through his connections
at Catholic University, I received a temporary position as a professor
of contemporary Russian history. Three times a week I would be en-
gaged at the university with lectures and seminars. Some of my lec-
tures were open to the general public, and within weeks I met
distinguished representatives of the U.S. intelligence community.
Among them was former CIA director Richard Helms. He attended
two of my lectures, talked to me afterward, and then invited my wife
and me to dinner at his home. For nearly ten years after that, we
would meet regularly. The last time I saw him was at a prestigious
club in the Washington area. He looked frail and exhausted. He died a
few weeks later, and I went to his funeral to pay my respects to the
outstanding American intelligence officer.

Before I met Helms I was lucky to become friendly with yet an-
other remarkable man, former CIA director William Colby. During
one of my first trips abroad after I became People’s Deputy of the
USSR, I got acquainted with Colby at a seminar in Berlin devoted to
the problems of international terrorism. Colby invited me to join him
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at a nearby restaurant, and the next day we were both interviewed in
Treptow Park by German television. As we walked in the park and an-
swered questions on camera, our interviewer asked me pointedly,
“What do you think of Mr. Colby as a former leading figure in U.S. in-
telligence?” It was May 1991, and the KGB still exercised full control of
the USSR. Yet my answer was unequivocal and defiant. “Had I had a
choice in my earlier life, I would have gladly worked under Mr. Colby
rather than under KGB Chairman Kryuchkov.”

Colby traveled to Russia in late 1991 and this time I hosted him at
a dinner in my home. We would become friends and collaborators in
a Hollywood-produced videogame, Spycraft. Colby’s untimely death
shocked me. We had planned to meet at his country home on the
Chesapeake Bay in a week or so. I lost a friend whom I deeply re-
spected and trusted.

I knew that many people in the intelligence community disliked
Colby, largely because of his testimony on Capitol Hill in which he
had disclosed some “family” secrets to U.S. legislators. When I talked
to Colby about his problems, he readily admitted that. I’ll never forget
what he told me: “We belong to a very special part of the federal gov-
ernment. We are a supersecret agency, but when I face the elected rep-
resentatives of the American people, I have no right to lie. I work for
the people of my country, not some corporation. I have no right to lie
to them.”

My business tour of America ended in the summer of 1994. I en-
joyed my new engagements. I was well treated both by the people and
the authorities. Russia continued to be a major attraction from both
economic and political perspectives. The tragic events of 1993 marred
the optimistic view of Russia’s progress toward democracy, but did
not radically change the Western assessment of developments in the
country.

In 1994, St. Martin’s Press published my book in the United
States—the same year it went on sale in the United Kingdom under a
different title. In 1995, the original version of my book in Russian fi-
nally appeared in bookstores in Russia. My Moscow editors had
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warned me that they had to substantially abridge my manuscript be-
cause it contained sensitive material which could lead to legal or other
problems with the authorities. But I was happy anyway.

That year I celebrated my sixtieth birthday at the Rossia nightclub
in downtown Moscow. With some four dozen friends attending the
event, I felt as confident as ever. The future looked bright to me. But
several months later, on the eve of the new year, the Russian army in-
vaded rebellious Chechnya, trying to restore absolute rule in this au-
tonomous republic in the North Caucasus. Russian Defense Minister
Pavel Grachev boasted, “We will crush the rebels in a few days with a
regiment of our troops.”

A week later, the Russian military adventure turned into a fiasco.
The Russian army was routed and withdrew. Yeltsin would admit later
that the invasion of Chechnya was the worst mistake of his presi-
dency. The events in Chechnya made me feel sick, and I could not re-
main silent. I worked with a number of Russian politicians to
organize a rally in Moscow protesting Yeltsin’s adventurism. And it
was a flop. Some two hundred Muscovites turned up at the meeting
shouting, “Hands off Chechnya! Give them freedom!” Compared to
huge demonstrations in Gorbachev’s era and in the aftermath of the
armed uprising in 1993, the antiwar rally was a failure. The mood of
the nation had changed. Few people were now interested in anything
but their own survival.

On May 1, the traditional Soviet and Russian holiday, I walked near
the Kremlin wall toward the National Hotel, where I was supposed to
have lunch with a foreign correspondent. In the distance I saw a huge
crowd of demonstrators under red banners pouring into the square
next to the Kremlin. A young man, apparently one of the demonstra-
tors, was walking toward me and stopped suddenly when he recog-
nized me. He came close to me and hissed, “You traitor. I'll kill you
now.” He started fumbling in his pockets and I immediately under-
stood that he was deadly serious.

My first reaction was to strike him, but he looked stronger and
huskier than I. So I engaged him in a conversation.
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“Whom did I betray?” I asked as calmly as I could. “I have always
been and remain loyal to my people.”

“You betrayed our cause, our leader Stalin,” he responded, looking
furtively around.

“But I admired Stalin when I was young,” I replied, also looking
around for help.

A hundred yards away I saw a policeman walking in our direction.
“Here comes a policeman,” I said. The man saw him too and hurried
away.

That evening I told my wife about the encounter near the Kremlin
walls. She was scared. She told me she had received several anony-
mous telephone calls in the past months with curses and threats, but
she never told anyone about them. For the first time since August
1991, I felt uneasy.

The solution to my new problems came soon from the United
States. In August 1995, a contract was signed in Moscow to launch
Rosnet International JSC.

On October 3 of that year, with a three-year contract in my pocket,
I arrived in the United States as a Russian partner of AT&T. I never
thought that my temporary status would transform into a new life. In
Russia I left many friends, bittersweet memories, lots of property and
personal belongings. I did not plan to stay in America beyond the
contract obligations.

Yes, I felt disillusioned over Russia’s progress toward democracy.
Yes, I felt betrayed like millions of my countrymen by Yeltsin’s bun-
gled reforms, by the ineptitude, corruption, and lies of the new
regime. But I intended to return and contribute to Russia’s eventual
rebirth, help resolve her staggering problems. I remained an optimist,
and to those who persisted in seeing a gloomy future for Russia, I
could only say, Look how far we have come since 1985, when Mikhail
Gorbachev took power. In the space of a decade, the Soviet and Russ-
ian people have broken free of the bloodiest totalitarian system the
world has ever seen. We have reversed nearly seventy-five years of ter-
rifyingly centralized rule and have begun to dismantle the gigantic
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contraption that was the Soviet economy. We are creating a market
economy, albeit one that is often wild, unprincipled, and infiltrated by
the Mafia. And despite a history of centuries of autocratic rule, be it
under the czars or the Bolsheviks, we have been trying to build a real
democracy with a new constitution, legislature, and balance of pow-
ers. In short, we have been trying—in the space of a decade or two—
to do something that has taken countries like America centuries to
accomplish. It is a process that is at once ugly and inspiring. I am sure
it will not be completed in my lifetime, but I am equally sure that in
the years to come Russia will be a democratic and increasingly pros-
perous state.

My life and career paralleled the arc of my country’s rise and fall
and rebirth. I am amazed at how far we have come. During events of
the twentieth century—World War I, the Russian Revolution, the
civil war, the Stalin terror, and World War II—roughly 75 million
Soviets perished by war, in famine, or at the hands of the state. I was
born one-third of the way through that bloody century in the midst
of Stalin’s repression, and grew up a loyal son of the Communist
regime. As a boy, I worshiped Stalin. As a young man, I was so
moved by Communist ideals that I furiously shook the pear tree of a
doctor who dared to charge her patients for her services. As a young
KGB officer, I went off to America, convinced that our leaders and
our ideals would one day allow us to overcome our tragic past and
create a society even more remarkable than the one I saw in the
United States.

I wised up, of course. Khrushchev’s ouster in 1964, the Czech inva-
sion of 1968, the increasing senility of our leaders—all of it cooled my
ardor for our Communist system. But I remained faithful to my
homeland and retained the hope that we would one day reform Soviet
Communism. I took pride in my work, for thousands of other KGB
officers and I were locked in an all-consuming, global struggle with
the CIA. I hunkered down at intelligence headquarters in Yasenovo,
working twelve hours a day and trying not to pay too much attention
to the growing signs of decay and discontent in my country.
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Looking back, I have few regrets. I didn’t choose where I was born,
and I grew up and thrived in Stalin’s brave new world. I dedicated my-
self to that world and its vision of the future. And when I, along with
millions of others, finally decided to fight against everything we had
grown up with, I hardly saw it as an act of betrayal. For the simple fact
was that the system and its leaders had betrayed us. We had believed
fervently and had worked tirelessly to create the “shining future” our
leaders constantly dangled before us. Slowly, however, we came to un-
derstand that the system sucked more and more out of us and gave lit-
tle in return. It was an inhuman creation. In the mid-1980s, the
country and I woke up and realized that the old order had to go. First
we shed our illusions. Then we shed our fear. Finally, we shed the sys-
tem itself. I am proud to have played a role in toppling it.
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Washington in October is gorgeous: balmy air, colorful autumn
leaves, spacious avenues, and squares filled with diverse crowds of re-
laxed, friendly people. All my life I lived in big cities, and when I came
to Washington for the first time in the middle of the 1960s I was
struck by its provincial character. But the nation’s capital has been
transformed dramatically since those days, and so have L.

In 1995, our office representing Russian telecommunications sys-
tems and AT&T was located a few hundred yards from the White
House in an old-fashioned, well-maintained building. From a rented
apartment near George Washington University I would walk every
morning to my new workplace.

From the moment I moved into my new environment I regained
the sense of security and confidence I had been losing in my home-
land. Americans’ interest in Russian affairs was quite high in the mid-
1990s. The dramatic transformation of Russia’s economic and
political life inspired high hopes in the West. It is no wonder that soon
I found myself in the company of experts on Russia’s evolution as a
democratic society. Our company, Intercon, published a daily report
on Russia and the former republics of the USSR, and we had a grow-
ing number of subscribers to our product. I contributed a monthly
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column in which I expressed my personal opinion on events in Russia
and the political figures behind them.

In 1999, after AT&T suffered some losses in the wake of the eco-
nomic and financial meltdown in Russia, Intercon reduced its activity
sharply.

By that time I had been already involved with the Center for Coun-
terintelligence and Security Studies based in Alexandria, Virginia, a
private company dedicated to teaching U.S. government employees
the essentials and tradecraft of espionage, counterintelligence, coun-
terterrorism, security, and related geopolitical topics.

In a few years I would be invited to join the board of directors of a
unique world institution, the International Spy Museum. My experi-
ence helped give millions of museum visitors insight into the role of
intelligence in protecting national security of the United States.

In the late 1990s, despite growing hostility in the Moscow media, I
remained in good standing with the official Russian establishment. I
did not shun Russian diplomatic and military representatives in
Washington, attended receptions at the embassy, met ambassadors
and senior diplomats from Armenia, Georgia, Uzbekistan, Ukraine,
and the Baltic States. Yuri Ushakov, the new Russian ambassador, in-
vited me to his residence and we agreed to meet privately on a regular
basis. But a month or so later, he abruptly cancelled our meetings. I
learned from other Russian officials that Moscow had ordered him to
end all contacts with me. By that time Vladimir Putin had moved into
the Kremlin, and the KGB was now playing a decisive role in the af-
fairs of state.

Signals from Moscow indicated clearly that I'd better stick to my
business in the United States. Disturbing changes had taken place
in Russia since Putin took over in 2000, but the worst was yet to
come.

The year 2001 was the most depressing one in my life.

The arrival of the new millennium inspired new hopes and antici-
pations. None of that came true.
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On May 1 my dear mother passed away in Moscow. She was nearly
ninety-one. I could not go to Russia to say farewell to her, and my
daughter Svetlana had to take care of everything.

On September 11, I watched the Twin Towers of the World Trade
Center fall, the televised tragedy of destruction, suffering, grief, and
wrath. The savage assault on America irrevocably changed the world,
jolting millions of people out of complacency brought about by the
end of the cold war.

On December 20, my beloved wife Ludmilla, my trusted friend and
confidante for nearly fifty years, died of cancer. She passed away
peacefully in her sleep after the best doctors in America spent six
months trying to save her.

I invited a dozen of our closest friends and neighbors to the fu-
neral. Some fifty showed up to express their condolences and support.

On Christmas Eve I felt devastated. I did not return telephone calls
and withdrew from all social events. I did not want to talk to anyone.
I was totally depressed.

After a while I began to recover. One has to go on living and grap-
ple with new realities, stand up against all odds, and keep going until
one’s own time comes to die.

These thoughts would often come to mind during long flights as I
traveled around the country. Once in the fall of 2002, as I was flying
from Los Angeles to Detroit, I was again immersed in these rumina-
tions but suddenly felt a sense of relief. I was on my way home from
Hollywood, where I had met distinguished representatives of the
movie world of yesteryear.

The vitality of America’s cultural life, often underestimated or mis-
represented abroad, reinvigorated me. Politicians never really excited
me, but creative people always did.

As my spirits revived, my circle of friends started to widen. Many
were former Soviet citizens who emigrated and settled in America
after the demise of the USSR—musicians, artists, architects, scientists,
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engineers. I became popular with the Russian émigré community in
Baltimore. I participated regularly in Russian-language TV and radio
programs in New York, talking about recent Russian history and cur-
rent events.

It was the Russian community that helped me fully resurrect my
heart and desire for life. At a dinner party in Virginia I met Olga, a
biology professor who had come to the United States years before. I
was enchanted not only by her looks and wit, but also by her knowl-
edge of literature and art. I never thought it would happen again, but
I truly found a kindred soul. I fell in love. It turned out that I knew
Olga’s father, a popular Russian fiction writer, and I had met him
several times in Leningrad in the 1980s. At some point Olga’s mother
came to Washington from St. Petersburg and blessed our union. We
married a few months later.

My relationship with Olga did not distract me from my public en-
gagements. As time went by, I grew even more critical of what was
happening in Russia. In my public pronouncements I never minced
words about Putin’s regime and the counterrevolutionary nature of
his rule, and the feedback from my Russian audiences was heart-
warming and encouraging.

Then one day I received a call from the Russian consulate in
Washington asking me to come to the office to sign a document.
When I inquired about the nature of the document, the consular of-
ficial declined to provide specifics and again demanded that I ap-
pear at the consulate. I refused, suggesting the document be mailed
to my office. When I finally saw the document, I realized what it was
all about. Moscow wanted me to fly back to Russia for interrogation.
I was again charged with treason. My immediate response to the
subpoena was a public statement in which I denied the accusations
and promised to put the document on display at the International
Spy Museum.

The charges were totally unfounded. When in 1990 I faced similar
accusations, they at least made some sense. After all, the Soviet KGB
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was still very much alive, and my public attacks on it were viewed as a
brazen effort to discredit the sanctity of the mainstay of the system.

But New Russia, which I had tried to help build as a democratic
state! How can they charge me with treason? I was stunned. I never
had illusions about President Putin, and when he called me “traitor”
I responded by calling him “war criminal.” But I still believed that
Russian justice and the legal system were beyond the Kremlin’s dic-
tate. I was wrong.

At the end of June, just two days before the old Soviet criminal
code, which permitted trials in absentia, was to be replaced by the
Russian one free of that provision, at a secret court session attended
by a judge, a government prosecutor, and a court-appointed lawyer, I
was sentenced to fifteen years in jail without confiscation of property.
The latter favor was granted at the request of the prosecutor, who said
that the crime I had committed was not motivated by financial or ma-
terial considerations. My lawyer, whom I never heard of, made a pub-
lic statement after the trial: “I read all volumes of Mr. Kalugin’s case
and found no proof of his guilt. All charges against him are based on
rumors, innuendos, and reports in the media.”

With my fate in Russia sealed, I applied for political asylum and
U.S. citizenship. My status as a permanent resident and my reputation
as a public figure who had openly challenged the cruelest organiza-
tion in the world made me hope that my request would be granted. In
August 2003 I became a citizen of the United States.

My joy over my new status was boundless. I belonged now to the
millions of people of this great nation who can say, “I am proud to be
an American.”

A few days later, on my birthday, I threw a big party at the Univer-
sity Club building next to the Russian ambassador’s residence. It was
a great event attended by nearly a hundred guests. Hosted by Ralph
Hostetter, a businessman who had become one of my most trusted
and respected confidants, the party was a tremendous success. I was
nearly tearful when I finally took the floor. In my remarks I said,
“When I was a young man I never doubted that the Soviet system set
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the model of the future of humanity. To protect and promote that
model, based on social justice, equality, and freedom, was my sacred
duty and conviction. It took a lifetime to understand that even the no-
blest ideals and aspirations, built on the corpses of millions of people,
are doomed. But I am not disillusioned. I have lived long enough in
this country to realize that with all its flaws, imperfections, and prob-
lems, the United States today represents the future of humanity,
where equal rights, ethnic and racial diversities, conflicting political
views and differences of faith, are respected and protected. That’s
what we stand for. United.”

With my new status as an American citizen I regained confidence in
my future. Before my treason conviction I maintained regular telephone
contacts with old friends in Moscow and St. Petersburg. Some visited me
in my home in Maryland and stayed over for a day or two. I was fully
briefed on what was going on back there. Since then contacts have be-
come sporadic. One friend, a senior official of Moscow’s prestigious
think tank, called me six months after the verdict on my case was an-
nounced. I was surprised to hear from him. I understood too well that he
would be in trouble with Russian authorities if they found out. “Don’t
worry, he said. 'm calling from Los Angeles. Your true friends never for-
get you, we love you.” I was moved. I called him back in a couple of min-
utes and we talked for at least half an hour. Talking occasionally to
friends and visitors from Russia, watching TV, diligently reading Russian
periodicals and websites, I came to comprehend better what happened
to Russia in the years since I came to the United States in 1995.

The disintegration of the Soviet Union, one of the greatest events
of the twentieth century, signified far more than the breakup of an
empire. It ended the most ambitious social and economic experiment
in the history of mankind, dashed hopes and expectations of millions
of people across the world who were fascinated by the idea of living in
paradise on earth in their lifetime. Historians may argue about the
causes of that monumental collapse, but in fact economic inefficiency,
inhumanity, and the inability of Soviet leaders to adjust to a changing
reality played a crucial role in bringing the system down.
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What has emerged from the ruins of the former “first socialist state
in the world” is a mess characterized alternately as “robber capital-
ism,” a “criminal state,” or “authoritarianism without authority.”

Knowing Russia’s turbulent and painful past, few people expected
miracles. The liberal reformers failed in their optimistic forecasts and
lost clout in the society.

Creating a democracy and a market economy to replace the bu-
reaucracy and centralism of the past proved daunting. The collapse of
the USSR put immense riches up for grabs—vast natural resources, a
sprawling manufacturing complex, and lucrative businesses from air-
lines to TV networks that the state had owned for decades.

This massive transfer of public property into private hands turned
into a vicious struggle for wealth, over which the rule of law was never
imposed. Former Party bureaucrats, factory directors, aggressive busi-
nessmen, and criminals made a grab through insider deals, bribes, or
brute force. Fearing an uncertain future, political instability, and
greedy competitors, they have chosen to invest their purloined wealth
in foreign entities or offshore banks, rather than in Russia’s economy.

The emergence of the old KGB guard, albeit a younger generation,
in the Russian political arena was the common people’s response to
lawlessness and a moral void.

The old political establishment totally discredited itself, but the
armed forces—underpaid, underhoused, demoralized—could not
offer an alternative. The Orthodox Church, recovering from decades
of dependence and servility, was still run by the hierarchs on a short
leash held by the KGB.

And here comes the man Vladimir Putin, young, sober, and sports-
manlike. He embodies the new breed of KGB, uninvolved in political
persecution and torture. He worked for the Soviet intelligence ser-
vice, romanticized and serialized in Soviet adventure books and tele-
vision programs since the end of World War II. It does not matter
that he spent years in East Germany and was deputy mayor of St. Pe-
tersburg, dealing with problems of privatization, after an unusually
early retirement from the KGB. Nor does it matter that he served
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under Pavel Borodin, chief of the Kremlin business administration, as
his deputy in charge of Russian property abroad. His boss, Borodin,
would later be charged with financial machinations in the reconstruc-
tion of the Kremlin. But who cares? Everyone has to make a living.

What matters is that Putin looks and talks like a commoner, that he
wants to restore law and order and put an end to criminal privatiza-
tion. He is nostalgic about the Soviet national anthem and the Soviet
red flag. Yes, as the chief of the Russian security service, appointed by
Yeltsin at Borodin’s suggestion, he saved Yeltsin’s family from a major
corruption scandal. But that bespeaks his dependability. Neat guy!

What the people of Russia did not foresee was that their choice,
a former lieutenant colonel from the St. Petersburg KGB field of-
fice, would bring into the Kremlin walls the hordes of hungry, low-
ranking KGB operatives whose first instinct, unrestricted by Party
discipline or Christian morals, was to grab what they obtained access
to or redistribute riches accumulated by others through the so-called
privatization.

They came late and had to act fast before their time expired. They
appointed their buddies as chiefs of security (FSB) and national po-
lice (MVD). And their protégés, instead of combating crime and pre-
venting terrorist acts, got involved in disputes between business
entities.

As one Russian observer noted, in today’s Russia there are no de-
partments; there are friends. There are no laws; there are personal
relationships. The old KGB crew moved to private companies, tak-
ing their handguns, surveillance equipment, and knowledge of how
to organize bombings, assassinations, or poisonings with them.
Their younger colleagues, now in power, cover up for them and
share the loot.

The KGB was an organization. There are no organizations in Rus-
sia now, just organized crime. Principalities and lands are handed out
in exchange for loyal services and profits. It was not Putin who set up
the system. He is just handing out land to his friends and colleagues in
order to control other principalities.
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Those who resist the order of things are in trouble. Scores of Russ-
ian legislators, journalists, and businessmen were assassinated or died
under mysterious circumstances. Others chose to seek asylum abroad,
fearing the worst. I personally knew some of these people, from
Galina Starovoitova, Sergei Yushenkov, and Yuri Schekochihin—former
members of the Russian Duma—to Vladimir Gusinsky and Boris
Berezovsky—multimillionaires and political activists. I knew Anna
Politkovskaya, a Russian journalist and human rights advocate, and
met her in Washington a few months before she was gunned down in
Moscow. I talked often on the phone to Alexander Litvinenko, a for-
mer lieutenant colonel in the FSB, and regularly read his fierce, sar-
castic attacks on Putin. When he died of poisoning, I had no doubt
that the Kremlin stood behind his assassination. Confronted with
these grim realities of Putin’s Russia, I preferred to live in America.

I do not feel nostalgic about my homeland. I have no interest in
ever going back. But I have not lost touch with Russia; part of my
family, some of my good friends are still there. I am watching Russia
from a distance and I am not indifferent to what is going on there or
may happen in years to come. Russia’s future is not a matter of private
interest. It may affect international stability and world peace; it may
affect the global environment and even the existence of our planet.
Russia is a nuclear power, and this should never be ignored. Current
developments in Russia are highly disturbing, and that brings to my
mind the prognostication of Russia’s future made by Zbigniew
Brzezinski in the early 1990s, in his book Out of Control. “In Russia
danger is unlikely to manifest itself in the shape of a resurrected com-
munism but rather as a new form of fascism. . . . Fascism is effective
in exploiting the irrational side of human nature appealing effectively
to emotions that can be galvanized through national symbols, ex-
ploiting the attraction of national power and glory, responding to
craving for discipline and uniformity. . . . Fascist nationalism becomes
the only unifying ideological alternative. . . . Russian variant of fas-
cism is unlikely to go quite as far as Nazism with its unique racial ob-
sessions. Unlike Communism or Nazism, Russian fascism would
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express itself through chauvinism rather than totalitarianism,
through statism rather than collectivism. It would be fascism as a
practice: the combination of dictatorial rule, state domination over a
partially private economy, chauvinism and emphasis on imperial
myths and missions.”

As Russia entered the twenty-first century with Putin at the helm,
she continues to live in the world of old suspicions and fears: vulner-
ability in the south, with Muslim separatist movements on the rise;
threats from the west, with NATO approaching dangerously close to
Russian borders; potential dangers in the east, with China looming as
pretender to the vast territories conquered by Russia centuries ago.
With her global power dramatically diminished, her economy depen-
dent on energy sources, the old ideology destroyed, and a moral vac-
uum deepening, Russia faces a critical choice: to return to the old
ways of ruthless dictatorship or surge forward toward truly demo-
cratic reforms. Her current ruler chooses neither. Putin prefers to stay
adrift, tightening the screws wherever he can by silencing the opposi-
tion and the independent media, without resorting openly to Stalinist
methods or declaring publicly his support for genuine democracy.

I do not know if Putin is familiar with the advice given to Napoleon
two hundred years ago: “Talk about freedom but rule with bayonets,
and remember that you cannot sit on them.”

These words hold particular significance for Kremlin rulers. The
revolutionary upheavals in Georgia, Ukraine, and Kyrgyzstan revealed
that there are limits to tolerance and patience among the people of the
former USSR. This applies to the people of Russia as well.

Fearful of internal turmoil, suspicious of both west and east, trying
desperately to find its place in the rapidly changing world, Russia suf-
fers from a sort of national schizophrenia. Putin’s response to the
malady sits well with tested traditions of Soviet times: expand the se-
curity and intelligence services, boost their morale, and keep them
proud of their glorious past. On December 20, 2003, in connection
with the security services professional holiday, President Putin said,
“For many generations of security professionals this day has become
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a symbol of courage, devotion to the cause and wholehearted service
to the benefit of the motherland.”

Flanked by Vladimir Kryuchkov, former KGB chairman and mas-
termind of the failed anti-Gorbachev coup, and dozens of decorated
veterans of the Soviet KGB, Putin felt elated. And so did his former
colleagues. For them it was a signal to unleash a new campaign against
“foreign spies” and their potential assets among liberal reformers,
members or supporters of nongovernmental organizations, intellec-
tuals, and businessmen who dare to disagree.

While making friendly gestures and references to the leaders of the
United States, France, Germany, and Italy, Putin ordered Russian in-
telligence (SVR) to intensify its operations abroad, expand its espi-
onage network in order to bolster Russia’s claims to great power
status, improve her image in the eyes of the world, and transform
Russia into a competitive force on the world markets—not in natural
resources but in manufactured goods, services, and high technology.

Many people wonder how Russian intelligence can succeed if Rus-
sia’s standing is so low in so many ways, with a discredited ideology
and an unattractive image. “No problem,” said the deputy chief of
Russian intelligence a few weeks before the attack on the United States
in September 2001. “We look for people who hate America. There are
millions of them across the globe. We use money too. And we work
with our former compatriots who are scattered around the world.
Many of them feel nostalgic about their homeland and may be willing
to contribute to Russia’s rebirth.”

When Putin came to power in 2000, he stated publicly, “Over the
years we fell prey to an illusion that we had no enemies. We paid
dearly for that” That’s Putin. And those who believe that he converted
to Western values are simply misled by Russian propaganda. Putin is
a virtual democrat, just as he is a virtual Christian. He sees the world
through his KGB prism and acts accordingly. Under him Russia will
remain on the edge of the abyss, never quite tumbling in.

Watching developments in Russia from afar, I remain intensely in-
terested in what’s going on in my new homeland. In 2004, for the first
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time, I cast my vote in a U.S. presidential election. I did not support
the military action in Iraq. As a veteran cold warrior, I prefer psycho-
logical warfare, covert actions, and back-channel negotiations—any-
thing short of war. I have always subscribed to the ancient doctrine
that to defeat the enemy without a single battle is the acme of excel-
lence in political and military strategy. To me intelligence operations
were always a battle of wits, wills, and spirits, and special operations
by the intelligence agencies must be in the forefront of our defense
policies. Since the end of the cold war U.S. intelligence has suffered se-
rious setbacks, largely due to complacency in Washington. We were
jolted back to reality by the tragic events of September 11. We must
never repeat the same mistakes. Our intelligence services must oper-
ate at all times as the front line of defense. Millions spent on intelli-
gence may save billions spent on war.

Since moving to America, I have had time to ponder the vicissi-
tudes of human existence.

I was molded by Communist ideology, but I learned early in my
youth that “the truth is rarely pure and never simple.” That came from
Oscar Wilde, one of my favorite authors. In later years I put in my
diary the words of German philosopher Immanuel Kant: “Morality
cuts the knot that a policy is unable to untie.”

In New York in the 1960s, I was fascinated by the words of Martin
Luther King, leader of the civil rights movement: “If a man has not
discovered something that he will die for, he is not fit to live. . . . Man
dies when he refuses to stand up for that which is right. A man dies
when he refuses to take a stand for that which is true.”

As the chief of Directorate K, I asked my senior representative in
Washington to frame a quotation from Benjamin Disraeli, British
prime minister in the nineteenth century: “Justice is truth in action.”
I put these inspiring words on the wall of my office in Moscow. Today
they hang in my home office in Maryland.

As T look back over my seven-plus decades, I realize that I have
changed enormously while remaining essentially the same. I lived an
exciting, purposeful life, driven by a dream that never materialized.
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Sometimes my mind wanders back to that summer, more than a
half century ago, when I was vacationing in southern Ukraine. I
chuckle when I see myself walk up to the doctor’s house and upbraid
her. How I put the fear of God into her with my talk of good and evil
and socialist justice!

Since those days, I have seen enough to make me a cynic. But I have
not lost my faith. When I contemplate that summer day in Ukraine, I
can thankfully say that the spirit of that crusading blond boy who
marched into the doctor’s garden and shook her pear tree with all his
might still lives within me.

Maryland
September 2008
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