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In the tradition of The Falcon and the Snowman, Stuart
Herrington, formerly the United States Army’s top coun-
terintelligence officer, brings us remarkable true stories
of catching spies, rooting out the traitors among us.
Traitors Among Us is a book that only Colonel Herrington
could have written.

From 1983 to 1993 the author occupied key opera-
tional positions in army counterintelligence, ultimately
rising to command the super-secret Foreign Counter-
intelligence Activity. FCA was responsible for pursuing
worldwide the most damaging and delicate cases of espi-
onage committed against the United States by the Soviet
Union and its surrogates. Beginning in Berlin and later
from Washington, Herrington and his agents were the
secret, front line soldiers in a “silent war” between the
United States and its communist adversaries, primarily
the Soviet Intelligence Services and the operatives of
East German State Security, the notorious Stasi.

As one follows Colonel Herrington and agents around
the world in pursuit of American traitors you gain an eye-
opening appreciation for the damage a single person can
cause to national security. Sergeant First Class Clyde
Conrad, the target of FCA's most sensitive, and ultimate-
ly infamous, investigation, was passing top-secret war
plans to the Soviets even as they were being distributed
to American commanders.

For most of its fifty years, the Cold War lived up to
its name. For Herrington and his crack team of counter-
intelligence agents, however, it was very much a hot war,
a war that has not ended with the collapse of the Soviet
Union.
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Preface

This is a story of teamwork and cooperation between counterintel-
ligence agents of the United States Army, the Central Intelligence
Agency, and the Federal Bureau of Investigation. It is also the hith-
erto untold story of how, even as the curtain descended on the long,
Cold War, American counterspies collaborated closely with German,
Swedish, Austrian, and Italian security officials to unmask traitors
among us who were selling top secret plans for the defense of Eu-
rope. These cases were run by my organization, the United States
Army Foreign Counterintelligense Activity. The spies we ultimately
netted had sold thousands of our most highly classified documents
to the Soviet Union and her Warsaw Pact surrogates from 1972 to
1988. Taken together, the haul of secrets was so voluminous, so sen-
sitive, and so strategically advantageous to Moscow that, had war bro-
ken out in Central Europe, America and her NATO allies would have
been forced to choose between capitulation or the desperate use of
nuclear weapons on German soil.

Although this recounting of the closing engagements of the
Silent War is true, it is not complete. Missing from these pages are
certain dimensions of the cases described that must remain classi-
fied. Some secrets must still be kept. The secrets omitted from this
account are relatively few, and their absence does not preclude an
accurate, meaningful telling of the story. In some few instances, for
varying reasons, I have changed the names of the players.

One motivation for writing this account of the espionage wars was
to salute the dedicated counterintelligence special agents who toiled
tirelessly for their country in an underappreciated specialty known
foryielding more criticism than kudos. The process of selecting cases
and dramatis personae to showcase was not easy. For every special
agent mentioned or featured in this account, there are hundreds of
others whose achievements merit equal recognition. Unfortunately,
the realities of the publishing business preclude a full account of
their great work. I regret that I could not honor them all.
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A number of friends assisted in ensuring that this account is as
complete and accurate as possible; too many to mention here. How-
ever, I would like to thank Walt Mueller, former U.S. Army, Europe,
liaison officer to the U.S. embassy in Bonn for his assistance during
our investigations and for his recent help in communicating with of-
ficials of the German security services whose work made the Canasta
Player case a success. Thanks also to Volkhard Wache, Manfred
Rutkowski, and Dr. Rainer Mueller for answering my transatlantic ap-
peals for help. I would also like to acknowledge the good will and
support provided to my special agents and me during our time of
need by Dr. Peter Frisch, president of the German Federal Oftice for
the Protection of the Constitution.

Thanks must also go to many professionals of the Central Intelli-
gence Agency, active and retured, for their encouragement and as-
sistance, as well as to special agents from both army counterintelli-
gence and the Federal Bureau of Investigation. I wrote this book in
the wake of their persistent words of encouragement, usually after |
had dehivered one of my marathon lectures on spv catching. “This
story needs to be told™ was their refrain.

Although this book focuses on the agents in the trenches of the
espionage wars, among whom I count myself, the reader will under-
stand that the events related in these pages could not have happened
without enlightened senior leadership in Washington. In the army,
this consisted of Secretary of the Army John O. Marsh, Lt. Gen. (ret.)
Sidney T. Weinstein, Lt. Gen. (ret.) Ed Soyster, Lt. Gen. (ret.) Ira
“Chuck™ Owens, Lt. Gen. (ret.) Charles Eichelberger, Maj. Gen.
(ret.) Stan Hyman, Maj. Gen. (ret.) Charles Scanlon, Brig. Gen. (ret.)
Larry Runyon, Brig. Gen. (ret.) Michael Schneider, Col. (ret.) Charles
Cleveland, Col. (ret.) Jim Linnon, and Mr. Tom Tavlor. No com-
mander charged with the challenges and responsibilities that I and
the agents of FCA faced could have hoped for better bosses and ad-
visers. A particular debt of gratitude is owed to General Runyon and
to Lt. Col. (ret.) Dave Owen, who together made things happen in
the headquarters of the Intelligence and Security Command during
some pretty tough tmes.

Finally, I would like to thank copyeditor Barbara Feller-Roth and
my editor at Presidio Press, E. J. McCarthy, whose encouragement
and acute editorial instuncts made this work what it is.



Introduction

For thirty years, I was privileged to serve as an army intelligence of-
ficer. Working with the finest corps of intelligence professionals to
serve any army, and often supported by our German allies, U.S.
Army counterintelligence waged an unrelenting war against our
opposition, the intelligence services of the Soviet Union, her allies,
and surrogates. Today, highly visible and often spectacular tech-
nological means dominate much of the intelligence craft. Our war
was different. My colleagues and I were Huminters, human intel-
ligence operatives, skilled in espionage and counterespionage.
Ours was a traditional, low-tech business, often called the world’s
second oldest profession. Betrayal was the coin of the realm: turn-
ing our adversary’s citizens into traitors, and preventing them
from doing the same to our people. The stakes were high for both
winner and loser.

This volume is a memoir of our war, once aptly called “the Silent
War” by President Ronald Reagan. Waged in the shadows of the Cold
War, its battles were one of the sole points of direct confrontation
between the United States and the Soviet Union. The campaign’s ob-
jective, drilled into us at places such as Fort Holabird, Maryland, Fort
Huachuca, Arizona, and Camp Perry, Virginia, was the “hostile
threat” to U.S. national security. Seismic events such as the crushing
of the 1968 Prague Spring under Soviet tank treads convinced us that
communism was a permanent feature of the international landscape.
Persuaded beyond any doubt of the inherent evil of our adversary,
we toiled in the netherworld of human intelligence that one observer
has labeled a “wilderness of mirrors.” Our mission was spy versus
counterspy, an intrigue-laden, real-life board game to which many
of the contestants became addicted.

Our superiors charged us with the mission of being the nation’s
eyes and ears in the enemy’s camp, while denying him the same ac-
cess to our secrets. We became the masters of worst-case analysis and
planning, usually taking our adversary’s strength for granted while
probing relentlessly for any weakness that might gain an advantage

1X



X TRAITORS AMONG US

for the United States in its contest with the specter of Soviet com-
munism.

Engaged as we were in the trenches of this struggle, most of us
would have to admit with some embarrassment that we somehow
failed to note the approach of the mind-numbing events that rocked
the world from 1989 to 1991. When the Berlin Wall came down and
Boris Yeltsin triumphed in Moscow, we were as surprised as anyone.
A world without Soviet communism was something that most of us
never thought we would see. The feeling was one of both exhilara-
tion and anxiety. Some harbored suspicions that it was all a gigantic
ruse. After all, they pointed out, had not Lenin warned that one day
the communists would mount a great “peace offensive” and lure the
gullible West to its doom?

Now we were forced to accept that the milieu we had known was
suddenly gone. In its place, a new, more complex world had
emerged. We would have to change. When Soviet foreign minister
Shevardnadze announced with a puckish grin in 1988, “We are go-
ing to do something that will really hurt you; we are going to remove
‘the threat,”” his words contained greater wisdom than he could have
known. When the Soviets went away, many in the West simply did not
know how to cope with new realities. Change has never been our
strong suit, in or out of military intelligence.

My journey came to an end in 1994, sparing me from many of the
painful adjustments that the next generation now confronts. No
longer “operational,” I shunned staff duty, electing instead to serve
out my remaining yea.s in the idyllic surroundings of the United
States Army War Col! ge. After twenty-six years of virtually unend-
ing adventure, [ craved th+ 1ine and perspective to reflect on that
journey. It had been a long od ssey—-irom the shadow of the Berlin
Wall to the rice paddies of Vietnam, from Heidelberg to Hanoi, from
the invasion of Manue! ' riega’s Panama to the showdown in the
Iraqi desert.

Ultimately, the ¢nc of the Cold War bequeathed to me and a
handpicked team <ne ' nal mission. In 1892, I was charged with es-
tablishing a specia: ta:! force to rzount a quest into the graveyard
of the former Sovici ' nion. The mission? Search for information on
our missing comrazies, mrisoners of war who Russian president Boris



Rolling Up the Conrad Ring X1

Yeltsin indicated might have been incarcerated in the Soviet gulag
during the long Cold War.

It was during this quest that I sat next to former KGB Colonel Vy-
acheslav Mazurov on a memorable flight from Moscow to Vladivos-
tok. As we winged our way into the Siberian night, Mazurov, em-
boldened by prodigious amounts of vodka, shared with me the KGB
view of Operation Lake Terrace, recounted in this book. It was a rare
opportunity to compare notes with a former adversary.

Most of what army counterintelligence agents did during the Cold

‘ar was shrouded in secrecy, as it had to be. For almost a half cen-
tury, silence was one of our major weapons. That was the nature of
the business. At considerable expense, we excluded our wives and
loved ones from our daily triumphs and setbacks, denying ourselves
the support and comfort that form the backbone of most normal
families. If an operation went bad, headlines often trumpeted the
news. When we won, our triumphs were almost always veiled by lay-
ers of security caveats.

The men and women of the United States Army’s Military Intel-
ligence Corps with whom I served bore that burden with the matu-
rity and class that one would expect from America’s finest. They
were, as their coat of arms advertises, “Always Out Front,” making
history. Their sacrifices and achievements during the closing years
of the Cold War have left a legacy that deserves to be documented.
Although the memories are mine, the story is theirs.



X11

TRAITORS AMONG US

The Zoltan Szabo/Clyde Conrad Espionage Organization
Four Generations of Spies

GERMANY

Eckart Steininger
approached

mid-1970s

ITALY

Thomas Mortati
Recruited 1981

Moscow KGB

BUDAPEST

Hungarian Military

GOTEBORG, SWEDEN

Sandor Kercsik

Intelligence

AUSTRIA/{GERMANY

GERMANY

Gunar Amolins
approached
mid-1970s

Zoltan Szabo
recruited 1971

recruited 1968

GOTEBORG, SWEDEN

Imre Kercsik
recruited 1980

Czech
Intelligence

GERMANY service 1982-86
Clyde Conrad g
recruited 1975

I
GERWIANY GERIANY
Kelly Warren

Roderick Ramsay
recruited 1983

I

recruited 1986

GERN

NANY

Jeff Gregory
recruited 1985

GERNIANY

Jeffrey Rondeau
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1: Operation Lake Terrace

East Berlin: Summer 1985

The operations officer of the KGB’s Karlshorst Detachment tossed
the message into a classified waste bin and scowled. Twice in one
week his superiors at the Moscow Center had laid down the law. Karls-
horst’s failure to place a new agent inside the American signals in-
telligence site in West Berlin was unacceptable.

The colonel knew that he and his men were paying the price for
success. For almost three years, fate had smiled on the men of the
KGB’s Third Chief Directorate, whose job it was to penetrate Amer-
ican intelligence units on the other side of the antifascist wall. In
1982, a brash American sergeant had literally appeared on the So-
viet doorstep and volunteered to serve as Moscow’s man in Field Sta-
tion Berlin, the high-tech electronic eavesdropping post that was the
KGB’s top-priority target. From their bases in West Berlin, the
colonel knew, the Americans and their allies were carrying out an
unrelenting intelligence collection campaign against Soviet and
Warsaw Pact forces. The field station was the enemy’s most danger-
ous unit, but the colonel and his Karlshorst team had it well cov-
ered—at least until recently.

For three years, the American sergeant had plundered the sensi-
tive facility, exchanging thousands of pages of highly classified doc-
uments for a great motivator—stacks of hundred-dollar bills. The
man, code-named Paul, was arrogant—his ego required constant
stroking—but he was bold. The operation was a KGB officer’s dream.
With each pickup of top-secret documents, the Karlshorst Detach-
ment was able to provide the Moscow Center with a clearer picture
of the remarkable capabilities that the Americans and their tech-
nology wizards had packed into the mountaintop installation.

All had benefited from the operation. The colonel and several of
his case officers had received promotions and decorations. The Cen-
ter was well pleased, and it directed its petulant carping at some other
unfortunate operational element. Technicians in the KGB’s super-
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secret Sixteenth Directorate pored over the stolen documents pro-
vided by Paul and busily pondered ways to counter the Americans’
electronic warfare systems.

Then the good life came to an abrupt halt. The Americans trans-
terred the valuable agent to a new assignment in the United States—
New Jersey, the colonel seemed to recall. There the greedy sergeant
would be controlled by KGB colleagues working under cover at the
United Nations. The transfer of their agent was traumatic for Karls-
horst. With its top-producing source gone, the detachment’s pro-
duction plummeted. Soon the Center began its incessant badgering.
Moscow analysts had become spoiled by the steady flow of secrets that
had flowed from East Berlin.

“Where is the man’s replacement?” Moscow demanded. “That
field station is your highest priority. [t must be covered. Failure is out
of the question.”

The colonel summoned his secretary, the dumpy Ukrainian wife
of one of his case officers. East Germans could not be trusted. “Tell
Kiryukhin to see me as soon as he gets in,” the colonel growled.

For several months, case officer Valery Mikhailovich Kiryukhin
had been touting his latest lead as a worthy successor to the departed
American sergeant. Tall, good looking, and given to wearing Amer-
ican jeans acquired during a tour at the Soviet Mission to the United
Nations, Kiryukhin could be unnervingly arrogant and overbearing.
“Telephone intercepts confirm that the guy is in financial trouble,”
the English-speaking Kiryukhin reported. After several preliminary
meetings with the American, Kiryukhin was supremely confident.
Like the departed Paul, his new recruit was a sergeant, and he had
already crossed the bridge by delivering some secret documents. The
cocky Kiryukhin boasted to anyone who would listen that his new
man would develop into a fine agent.

In Moscow, the Center was pleased at the prospect of renewed cov-
erage of the Teufelsberg Field Station—pleased, that is, unul
Kiryukhin was forced to admit that his gold-plated new recruit had
broken contact. No one knew why the American had failed to de-
liver the latest batch of secrets he had promised. Kiryukhin was sure
that the sergeant was still in Berlin. Perhaps the indebted soldier had
lost his nerve, he suggested.
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The colonel cursed silently as he thought to himself: The only way
to get Moscow off our backs is for Kiryukhin to force the issue with
the timid sergeant. If Valery Mikhailovich had to shower the Amer-
ican with hundred-dollar bills, then he must do so.

West Berlin: November 1985

The narrow break in the window blinds permitted only a limited view
of the dimly lit street. Passersby ambled along the sidewalk, their muf-
fled voices barely audible through the window. Berliners were en-
gaged in their favorite pastime—walking along the lakeshore. Since
before dusk, we had maintained our vigil at the window, straining to
spot a familiar figure on the street. I fidgeted and glanced at my
watch, its dial barely visible in the blacked-out room.

It was well past 7:30 p.M., the appointed time of the meeting. A
wave of pessimism swept over the occupants of our hidden observa-
tion post. Where was he? Had something unforeseen derailed the
operation? The possibility that we might be outwitted again by our
cunning adversaries was almost too painful to bear. Six months of
work for nothing.

A gentle nudge cut short these self-doubts. Something was hap-
pening. Barely visible in the darkness, the unmistakable figure of a
man on crutches lurched past the window in the direction of a
nearby lakeside restaurant—exactly as instructed. I let loose a sigh
of relief and gave the thumbs-up signal to my three companions. The
figure on crutches—our man—was quickly out of sight. Within min-
utes, he would enter the Restaurant Seeterrassen. Once inside, the
carefully coached double agent would sit facing the door as in-
structed and await his dinner partner, an English-speaking officer of
the Soviet KGB. The trap was set.

On that November evening in 1985, we were operating in the
heart of the French sector of West Berlin. Within three hundred
yards of our concealed command post, dozens of undercover Amer-
ican and French counterintelligence agents prepared to carry out
their assignments. With luck, the plan would come together. If it did,
officers in the KGB’s aggressive residenz in East Berlin would be forced
to spend the night dispatching frantic cables to the Moscow Center



6 TRAITORS AMONG US

explaining why their highly touted penetration of American intelli-
gence had suddenly blown up in their faces.

More than forty years after V-E Day, Berlin remained an occupied
city, in some ways as bitterly contested as it had been during the war.
But in 1985 the contest was not between Hitler’s war-weary legions
and advancing Allied armies. This was the Cold War. The arena was
divided Berlin, and the gladiators were the intelligence services of
the western powers and the Soviet-dominated Warsaw Pact.

Situated more than a hundred miles inside communist East Ger-
many, Berlin was surrounded by a Soviet occupation force of some
300,000 Red Army soldiers. Bequeathed to us by the politicians who
drew up the postwar map even as battles still raged, the western half
of the historic city had risen Phoenix-like from its own rubble and
ashes. As the Cold War raged, the free half of the former Nazi cap-
ital had become an insular observation post deep in our Soviet ad-
versary’s rear. Allied forces in West Berlin sat directly astride the sup-
ply lines that Moscow’s armies would depend upon in the event of
awar with the North Atlantic Treaty Organization (NATO). As a con-
sequence, the three western allies had packed their West Berlin gar-
risons with a formidable array of intelligence units, all of which spied
on the Soviets around the clock by every conceivable means, tech-
nical and human.

Among intelligence professionals, Berlin was deservedly known
as the world’s undisputed capital of espionage. Of some five thou-
sand American civilian and military personnel stationed in the city,
almost two thousand were directly engaged in intelligence and
counterintelligence duties, and they were joined by both British and
French intelligence contingents. Viewed through Moscow’s strate-
gic prisms, western intelligence agencies in Berlin loomed as a seri-
ous threat. In the event of war, our efforts would guarantee an ad-
vantage to NATO by providing early warning of Warsaw Pact
preparations. And our Soviet adversaries could not be comfortable
with the behind-the-lines mischief that we would most certainly
launch from our West Berlin bases if war were to erupt.

But this game could be played by both sides. Allied sensitive units
in West Berlin also posed a tempting intelligence collection oppor-
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tunity for the opposition. By deploying a full array of sophisticated
military and civilian intelligence collection activities in the sur-
rounded city, Washington, London, and Paris served up thousands
of targets for possible recruitment by Soviet and Warsaw Pact spy-
masters. To make matters worse (or better, if one were Soviet), be-
cause the Soviets were one of the four powers responsible for the con-
tinuing occupation of the entire city, Moscow’s operatives enjoyed
unrestricted access to West Berlin, a freedom that they exploited to
the maximum. Stark evidence of this was the presence of thousands
of Soviet and Warsaw Pact intelligence agents on both sides of the
Berlin Wall, all jousting for position in their unrelenting efforts to
penetrate American, British, and French security. For intelligence
professionals of both sides, Cold War Berlin was the place to be—
an espionage Mecca where the shadowy game of spy versus coun-
terspy was daily fare.

On this particular evening in November 1985, the drama was be-
ing played out between agents of my unit, the 766th Military Intel-
ligence Detachment, and the Karlshorst Detachment of the Soviet
KGB’s Third Chief Directorate. Earlier in the year, the KGB had
made what they believed to be a bold and successtul recruitment of
an American sergeant. For months, the East Berlin—based Soviets
had met the young noncom and plied him with cash in exchange
for classified documents, unaware that their promising new recruit
was a loyal soldier who had been under the control of American
counterintelligence from the beginning. Now it was time to end the
operation on our terms. If all went well on this chilly November
evening, army counterintelligence would deliver a strong counter-
stroke to the Soviet operation.

As agents in Berlin prepared to spring their carefully orchestrated
trap, counterintelligence staff officers in Munich, Heidelberg, and
Washington awaited the jubilant signal that would flash from the
streets of Berlin if the 766th’s plan succeeded in besting our Soviet
adversaries. The stakes of the operation were high, not the least im-
portant of which was the professional reputation of our counterin-
telligence unit. Some in our Munich headquarters had scoffed at the
plan, believing that it was not possible to put so many agents in this
small lakeside promenade undetected by the KGB’s vaunted coun-
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tersurveillance personnel. We were determined to prove them
wrong.

Our command post this evening was the darkened front room of
a nineteenth-century red brick building belonging to the West
Berlin Water Works. Gazing intently through the narrow opening in
the blinds, adrenaline pumping, I had no time to mourn the obvi-
ous—that our chilly vigil was not high on the list of activities one
might choose for a Friday night, particularly in a city famous for its
nightlife. To complicate matters, my parents were visiting from their
Florida retirement retreat. This was supposed to be a night on the
town, an excursion to Berlin’s famous Kurfurstendamm and dinner
at one of the elegant city’s five thousand restaurants.

Earlier that day, all of us involved in the operation had made po-
lite but obscure excuses to our families. Business would keep us out
late, possibly past midnight. We couldn’t tell our loved ones that
“business” was a euphemism for the Soviet KGB.

Beside me in our clammy observation post pressing a radio to his
ear was unit operations officer Bob Thayer. The thirty-eight-year-old
Thayer was the brains behind this six-month, high-stakes sting of the
KGB. If events unfolded as planned, Vasily, an English-speaking So-
viet operative, was destined to have a bad night. Crouched beside
Thayer were Maj. Bill Wetzel, a U.S. Army military police officer, and
Alain Bianchi, an agent of the French Surete. Together, we consti-
tuted the control element of a forty-person dragnet of American and
French special agents deployed in the surrounding streets and
restaurants. If Vasily took the bait and paid our agent for the secret
documents he was carrying, American and French special agents
would take the Russian into custody and swiftly cordon off the area
to trap his confederates.

We had gone to ground in the dank observation post in midafter-
noon, aided by a cooperating official of the West Berlin Water
Works who smuggled us in a closed van into the ancient pumping
station. When the German employees went home, their darkened
office became our command post.

By 1985, Bob Thayer had been operating against the KGB for fif-
teen years. A native of Sioux City, Iowa, the popular operations of-
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ficer of the 766th Military Intelligence Detachment had inaugurated
his career in 1970 as an enlisted special agent before converting to
civilian status. With service in the United States, Korea, and Panama,
Thayer knew the enemy better than any of us. Patient, methodical,
and demanding, the veteran investigator had the right stuff for duty
in West Berlin, where not a week passed without some challenge in-
volving our communist adversaries.

Years of experience had taught Thayer that Soviet countersur-
veillance agents would cautiously check out the neighborhood sev-
eral hours prior to the scheduled meeting with their agent. The KGB
men, trained to sniff out a trap, would be looking for signs of un-
usual acuvity that might indicate trouble. Outwitting the Soviets
would not be easy. Somehow, the neighborhood would have to be
saturated with special agents without leaving any telltale signs that
American counterspies were in the area. Any hint of unusual activ-
ity would be detected by the KGB men, who would alert Vasily to
abort the meeting with the American source.

Several days earlier, agents of the 766th had cased the lakeside site
and reported that the streets would be far from empty in the early
evening. Late vacationers from all over Germany were still enjoying
the resort atmosphere. This news inspired Bob Thayer. Why not rent
recreational vehicles with German license plates and park them in
the neighborhood? The RVs would blend in perfectly with the re-
sort atmosphere and provide ideal hiding places for teams of spe-
cial agents. Linked by radio communications to the command post,
agents could spring from the vehicles on command, and the RVs
could be used as roadblocks. Any Soviets trapped in the tight circle
would have no choice but to surrender.

Thayer also knew that our trained KGB adversaries’ suspicions
would be alerted if they detected too many males, particularly in
pairs, in the area of the planned meeting. This was a problem for
the 766th, which had few female agents in its ranks. The seasoned
operations officer overcame this problem by a variety of measures.
He concealed many of our male agents in the RVs. Agents assigned
to the streets and in the restaurants were a disarming mix of men
and women. Any KGB snoops looking for danger signs would see
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couples strolling on the waterfront and families with children re-
laxing in the restaurants and coffee shops of the neighborhood.
There would be no trace of grim-faced spooks lying in ambush.

To accomplish this ruse, Thayer had drafted virtually all of the
women in the unit—itranslators, secretaries, archivists, even the sup-
ply clerk—and put them on the streets with the men. Then, to guar-
antee eyes on the target, he boldly posted two 766th agents in the
restaurant where the KGB man had told his American spy to meet
him. One was a female, the other a veteran German American who
was dining with the borrowed wife and children of a colleague, en-
abling him to blend unthreateningly into the restaurant’s family
clientele. When Vasily entered the quaint Restaurant Seeterrassen,
the KGB man would have no way of knowing that the silver-haired
fellow with the attractive wife and two children in a nearby booth was
wired for communications. Special agent Hilmar Kullek’s mission
was critical. The moment he saw our agent pass an envelope to the
Russian, Kullek would sound the alert and the trap would be sprung.

Thus the stage was set for what would become known in the an-
nals of the Silent War as Operation Lake Terrace. If all went ac-
cording to Bob Thayer’s plan, the arrest and humiliation of Vasily
and his colleagues would send a clear signal to Moscow that Ameri-
can soldiers were not for sale, contrary to the teachings as taught in
the KGB’s training institute. At the same time, photos of the appre-
hended Soviets would provide convincing proof that the hostile in-
telligence threat to U.S. forces in Berlin was alive and well.

In Moscow, Mikhail Gorbachev had just taken the first steps down
the road of glasnost that would lead to the end of the Cold War. But
on the streets of West Berlin, the battle of wits between American
and Soviet intelligence services continued unabated.



2: The Road to Berlin

This was my second tour as a military intelligence (MI) officer in West
Berlin. In 1968, as a captain assigned under cover to a human in-
telligence (HUMINT) unit, I was part of a team of intelligence offi-
cers whose mission was to recruit Soviet and Warsaw Pact citizens to
betray their countries’ secrets. Because West Berlin was a crossroads
for citizens of Eastern European countries, hunting was always good
for the 430th Military Intelligence Battalion. Couriers, low-level ob-
servation agents, even an occasional principal agent, who might re-
cruit others to the cause, were our stock-in-trade. In the days before
sophisticated satellites, an agent who could ride a bus past a Soviet
garrison and count the tanks in the parking areas was worth the time,
risk, and effort to recruit.

That initial tour in Berlin had been a moving experience. Young,
idealistic, and in search of a career that measured up to the ideals
of my liberal arts education, I felt that duty in Berlin resonated from
the beginning. Like most Americans who made pilgrimages to the
historic city, I was shaken deeply by its stark isolation and hated wall.
But I couldn’t avoid being seduced by West Berlin’s beauty and
friendly, pro-American population. Orchestrating espionage against
the communists was heady stuff, and our cause was just. One needed
only to glance across the wall or read the newspapers to see the drab
fate that communism offered.

Not only was the cause just, the duty was exciting. In August 1968,
Red Army tank units garrisoned around Berlin had suddenly disap-
peared from their installations—mobilized for “exercises,” accord-
ing to our Russian counterparts. As American and allied intelligence
units frantically employed all available agents and technical capa-
bilities to locate the missing Russians, Soviet and Warsaw Pact forces
stormed across the Czech frontier.

I was the Berlin Command’s staff duty officer that night. When
the alert was sounded from our Heidelberg headquarters, I notified
the command group, then watched in awe as grim-faced generals
and colonels assembled in the command’s subterranean operations

11



12 TRAITORS AMONG US

center. Other than a symbolic alert of our small garrison (one rein-
forced tank company—thirty tanks—and three infantry battalions),
there was little anyone could do other than watch helplessly as
Moscow’s forces wrote the final bloody chapter to Alexander
Dubcek’s Prague Spring.

At one point, an alarming report hit the wire. A Soviet armored
unit was heading for the inter-German border. Everyone held his
breath. Were the leaders in the Kremlin crazy enough to start World
War III under the cover of the Prague operation? The report was
quickly discredited, but the lesson was not lost. We lived in an ex-
posed, dangerous environment, and the Russians were playing for
keeps. As Moscow’s legions ruthlessly mopped up resistance in
Prague, we monitored the piteous, unanswered appeals for help that
the beleaguered Czechs broadcast on clandestine radio transmitters.
(“This is Free Prague. They are killing us. Please help.”)

But there was no help. The hapless Czechs learned the hard way—
as had their Hungarian neighbors twelve years earlier—that all the
hoopla in the West about rolling back communism was just that:
cheap talk and political posturing. Refugees from the Soviet crack-
down streamed into Austria and Germany.

With the flood of displaced Czechs came bounuful operatonal
opportunities for the Berlin intelligence community. In the months
following the August invasion, we busied ourselves with countless
refugee debriefings of those Czechs fortunate enough to escape the
Soviet blitzkrieg, always on the alert for someone who knew some-
one. Did the retired Czech engineer sitting across the table perhaps
have a son who had remained behind in Praguer Might the young
man be of draft age and likely to be inducted into the disaffected
Czech army? And had the gentleman worked out ways to commu-
nicate with his son? Moscow’s heavv-handed treatment of its ally had
offered up a treasure trove of operational leads for us—thousands
of angry, dispossessed men and women who might lead us to some-
one with “placement and access™ (our jargon) to key military targets
behind the Iron Curtain.

Shortly after the subduing of the Czechs, the army sent me to the
Bavarian village of Oberammergau to study the German language,
for which I had some affinity. Eventually, I learned German well. By
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the time my tour in Berlin ended in December 1969, I had become
a card-carrying Germanophile. More importantly, although I initially
didn’t realize it, was the fact that I was hooked on a career in mili-
tary intelligence. At age twenty-eight, I had adapted effortlessly to
the intelligence business, and the army had plans for me. Vietnam
was beckoning.

By 1969, the American people were all but unanimous in their re-
jection of the Vietnam War. The surprise attacks during Tet of 1968
and the resulting bloodletting portended an eventual stalemate, if
not defeat. President Johnson, worn down and demoralized, had al-
ready retired to his Texas ranch. His successor, Richard Nixon,
promised the electorate that he would end U.S. involvement in the
unpopular war. Disinclined to volunteer for what seemed to be a lost
cause, I departed Berlin and separated from active duty at the end
of 1969. My boss and mentor, Maj. Tom Dillon, strove in vain to
change my mind, bluntly telling me that I would not find anything
in civilian life that could compare to a career in military intelligence.

Dillon was correct. Within seven months, I was back in uniform,
having volunteered for duty in Vietnam as the price of readmission
into the ranks of military intelligence. Private industry could not
compete with the excitement and sense of purpose of a military ca-
reer. I had found my calling.

The Vietnam phase of my career lasted the better part of four
years. Two of those years were spent in a remote Vietnamese province
near the Cambodian border ferreting out the communist agents
who made up the Vietcong’s shadow government. (This story is
recounted in Stalking the Vietcong: Inside Operation Phoenix, Presidio
Press, 1997.)

Vietnam was my first inside look at the netherworld of counter-
intelligence, where the intrigue of stalking Vietcong agents was al-
most addictive. Unmasking and neutralizing enemy operatives was
more satisfying than recruiting spies, although it was clear that a
grasp of recruitment techniques and espionage tradecraft made one
a far more effective spy catcher. This truism would determine the
path I would follow for the next twenty-five years.

For me, and all of us who answered the call and served in Viet-
nam, the war had an unhappy ending. In my case, almost four years
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spent in the cause of our hapless Vietnamese ally ended when I de-
parted the roof of the U.S. embassy in a Marine Corps evacuation
helicopter on April 30, 1975, at 5:30 A.M., scant hours before the
North Vietnamese Army entered Saigon and renamed it Ho Chi
Minh City. (This 1s related in Peace with Honor? An American Reports
on Vietnam, 1973—1975, Presidio Press, 1983.)

Eightyears transpired between the fall of Saigon and my spy-catch-
ing assignment in West Berlin. As a German linguist with operational
experience in both Berlin and Vietnam, I was qualified for the sen-
sitive post in spite of my lack of formal counterintelligence school-
ing. Not that there was much serious competition from my fellow of-
ficers. Spy catching was widely regarded as a career dead end. Few
MI careerists were willing to risk the lower promotion rates associ-
ated with the Silent War.

This all mattered little to me. Command of the 766th Military In-
telligence Detachment meant an opportunity to return to Berlin,
where I had friends in the intelligence community and which held
nothing but fond memories of the halcyon days of the 1960s. But
most importantly, for anvone who thirsted for the chance to prac-
tice the craft of intelligence in a challenging and difficult operational
environment, literally surrounded by the opposition, Berlin was the
place to be.



3: The KGB Strikes

By the time we set up our 1985 stakeout in the French sector, I had
been in command of the 766th Military Intelligence Detachment for
more than two years. The detachment traced its lineage to the
army’s Counterintelligence Corps (CIC) in the victorious summer
of 1945. For almost fifty years, until its deactivation at the end of the
Cold War, the 766th’s principal mission had remained constant: De-
tectand foil the attempts of our communist adversaries to turn Amer-
ican soldiers into traitors.

Ours was a war waged in the shadows. The agents of the 766th
were key players in a game known irreverently as “the world’s sec-
ond oldest profession.” But regardless of what one chose to call it,
espionage and counterespionage was a fascinating business. The
stakes were high, the mission a worthy one, and all of us loved its
thrills.

These were fast-paced years, packed with a daily regime of intrigue
as we jousted with the Soviet intelligence services (the KGB and the
GRU—Soviet military intelligence), the East German State Security
Service (MfS, or Stasi), the Czech STB, and the Polish SB. In the early
years after V-E Day, assassinations and kidnappings by Soviet agents
were not unusual. By the waning days of the Cold War, the rules were
more civilized but the game was the same: Penetrate the enemy’s
units by recruiting his most vulnerable soldiers. Operation Lake Ter-
race was but one example of our stock-in-trade, recounted here in
detail because it was, in many ways, a microcosm of what we faced
in Berlin’s contested environment.

The events that led to our vigil in the West Berlin Water Works
that chilly November evening in 1985 had begun six months earlier.
The KGB moved the first pawn.

A young American soldier, SSgt. Lowry Wilcox, had received sev-
eral phone calls from an auto finance company in the United States.
The sergeant’s car payment was overdue, a polite voice reminded
him. Naturally, the finance company did not want to involve his com-
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mander. Was there a problem, or could he send the payment
promptly? Wilcox assured his creditors that he had experienced a
temporary problem but he would pay up soon. It was the kind of con-
versation that happened almost daily to underpaid GlIs stationed
around the world.

But this conversation was different. Crouched at a console on the
communist side of the Berlin Wall, a Soviet KGB signals intelligence
technician was listening.

The American sergeant was serving in West Berlin in one of the
command’s most sensitive communications sites, Field Station
Berlin. Perched on the peak of the Teufelsberg, a small mountain
formed from the rubble of the bombed-out city in 1945, the field sta-
tion was the highest point in West Berlin. Festooned with antenna
arrays and domes, Wilcox’s unit was one of the Soviet intelligence
service’s priority targets. When one of the field station’s soldiers had
a conversation with a creditor, the KGB paid attention.

Every day, thousands of long-distance telephone calls from the
United States and Europe were beamed through the airwaves to re-
cipients in West Berlin. Sophisticated computer consoles in East
Berlin, many of them embargoed American and Japanese technol-
ogy purchased for the Soviets and East Germans by front companies,
intercepted each call. To accomplish this, agents of the KGB's Sig-
nals Directorate programmed phone numbers of interest into their
consoles. When a targeted phone rang in the home of a soldier as-
signed to a sensitive job in Berlin, Soviet ears were alert for any clues
that the American might be in trouble.

Each day, the Soviet signals intelligence unit could cull these tar-
geted conversations from the daily harvest of intercepts and pass
them on to KGB translators. Intercepts revealing well-placed Amer-
icans with personal problems were fed to KGB case officers (human
intelligence recruiters).

The rest was simple. English-speaking KGB ofticers would assess
the target’s problem, which was often financial, then contact the
needy soldier with an attractive “business proposition.” In Staff
Sergeant Wilcox's case, this entire process took less than a week.
Years of practice had forged a close supporting relationship between
Soviet signals intelligence units and the KGB's aggressive recruiters,
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Within days of receiving the finance company’s final warning,
Sergeant Wilcox’s home phone rang once again. The caller, speak-
ing accented English, identified himself cryptically as Mr. Fisher, a
“friend of a friend” of Wilcox’s family. Fisher was direct. He under-
stood that the sergeant was a talented fellow who might be interested
in a lucrative business opportunity. Could the two of them get to-
gether the following evening to discuss the venture? Wilcox, whose
alertness exceeded his financial management skills, was instantly sus-
picious. Nonetheless, he played along. By the end of the conversa-
tion, the two men had agreed to meet the following evening at a ho-
tel near Berlin’s fashionable Kurfurstendamm in the British sector.
Before hanging up, Fisher cautioned Wilcox to keep their business
confidential, a telltale feature of Soviet intelligence modus operandi.

As it happened, one of Wilcox’s neighbors was a special agent in
the 766th Military Intelligence Detachment. The staff sergeant re-
called the security briefing that he had received upon arrival in
Berlin and promptly sought out his neighbor. Wilcox’s description
of Fisher’s cryptic offer, the man’s accent, his insistence on secrecy,
and the recent phone call about an overdue car payment all added
up to a classic Soviet approach. It was all there: Soldier assigned to
a sensitive unit; financial troubles aired on the phone; and a gener-
ous stranger offering a tempting and timely opportunity to rake in
some quick cash.

To the seasoned Bob Thayer, the Wilcox encounter was a category
I case, meaning that it was almost surely the real thing: a contact ini-
tiated by an agent of a hostile intelligence service. Thankfully, other
than our agent, the sergeant had told no one about his encounter.
Secrecy had been maintained, making Fisher’s phone call a viable
opportunity to mount a secret operation to turn the tables on our
Soviet adversaries.

To do this, the staff sergeant would have to agree to be a double
agent. If willing, Wilcox would be coached by army counterintelli-
gence to play along with Fisher. The goal would be to draw the Russ-
1an into a relationship that Thayer and his agents would control, to
set the stage for a headline-making apprehension of Fisher. To out-
fox the KGB, Wilcox would have to be carefully coached. Although
he would have to appear to Fisher and his superiors as a greedy, dis-
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loyal American, he dare notappear too anxious. Nor could the debt-
ridden sergeant display a lack of the normal human fears and inhi-
bitions of someone involved in the betrayal of his country. The penal-
ties for espionage were severe.

This was dicey business, and our KGB opponents were trained to
detectsuch ruses. For the operation to succeed, the American agent
would have to be bold and quick witted. Thayer’s case agent dis-
creetly checked out Wilcox. Was the young sergeant the sort of man
who could be mentored successtully to play this role? Feedback ob-
tained by the case agent was positive. Wilcox was a solid citizen with
above-average smarts and a clean military record. Had the assessment
been negative, or had Wilcox shown little inclination to volunteer
for the planned sting, he would have been instructed to sever all con-
tact with Fisher. But the sergeant had impressed our case agent as a
quick-thinking noncom who could follow instructions. Equally im-
portant, he was ready, though not eager, to participate.

Agents prepared the nervous young sergeant for what might oc-
cur when he met Fisher. The caller would almost certainly abandon
his flimsy cover and announce himself to be a Soviet. This would be
a “cold pitch.” As such, we warned our volunteer, he could expect
to be put under immediate pressure at this initial meeting. The man
would probably attempt to lure Wilcox to East Berlin, either in a So-
viet diplomatic vehicle or via the subway. Even though the KGB
worked with impunity in West Berlin, Moscow’s operatives were more
comfortable on their side of the Berlin Wall. Agents also warned
Wilcox that the Russian might urge him to go immediately to Teufels-
berg and steal some classified documents. If this happened, the So-
viet would probably argue that it was necessary as “a show of good
faith—so I can convince my boss that you are for real.”

The 766th agents advised their new man that he could expect
quick money to be waved in his face, which he was authorized to ac-
cept. But under no circumstances, agents warned, was he to travel
to East Berlin, nor was he to agree to visit his unit for a nocturnal
theft of sensitive documents. To ease his fears, Wilcox’s case officer
provided the sergeant with plausible reasons he could give for re-
fusal.

All of these preparations took place within twenty-four hours of
Fisher’s phone call. Meanwhile, Bob Thayer overcame the army’s
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primitive secure communications and coaxed permission for the op-
eration from our headquarters—often a greater challenge than
dealing with the Soviets. With but a few hours until the appointed
meeting, the courageous but nervous sergeant was dispatched to
meet the furtive Mr. Fisher.

Our hastily trained recruit would be on his own. Certain that
Fisher’s Soviet comrades would be out in force on a countersurveil-
lance effort, Thayer had elected not to shadow Wilcox. The 766th
was blessed with talented agents who regularly practiced the difficult
art of discreet physical surveillance under Bob Thayer’s tutelage, but
a spontaneous surveillance of this all-important first meeting would
be risky. Better to let the sergeant attend the meeting “clean” as a
way of convincing the Soviets that he had not reported Fisher’s
phone call to the authorities. As a consequence, agents would have
to rely on Wilcox to report on his encounter with Fisher.

Trust played a major role in such operations. If the Soviets man-
aged to intimidate our man and spirit him into East Berlin, he might
be interrogated by a trained Soviet communications specialist about
the field station. If that happened, the operation would be an instant
success for Moscow. Worse yet, the inexperienced Wilcox might lose
his nerve and comply with a Soviet demand that he go to Teufels-
berg and steal a stack of top-secret documents to prove that he was
a genuine traitor. In either case, I chided Bob Thayer, he and I could
open a used car lot in Paducah, Kentucky, because our careers in mil-
itary intelligence would be over.

Several hours after the scheduled meeting, Wilcox called from a
neighbor’s apartment. In Berlin, it was not unheard of for the KGB
to follow their man after such a meeting, looking for some sign that
he might actually be under American control. Soviet surveillance
personnel would likely be watching the sergeant’s every move on the
homeward trip to the American sector. Had he stopped to make a
call from a phone booth (a sure sign of control) or, worse, if he had
gone directly to the headquarters compound, where numerous
American intelligence units were located, the KGB would terminate
the operation.

“Everything is okay,” Wilcox assured his case agent in a voice qua-
vering with unconcealed excitement. “But you were right—he was a
Russian, and he tried to get me to go through the wall.”
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Later, at his debriefing, Wilcox related the details of his first en-
counter with the KGB. He had shown up at the hotel, taken a seat
on the outdoor terrace, and ordered a beer. Within minutes, a tall,
dark-haired man dressed casually in jeans and a Members Only jacket
approached and inquired if he was “Sergeant Wilcox.” Wilcox nod-
ded, and the man strode off, indicating that Wilcox should accom-
pany him. The pair walked a short distance to one of Berlin’s many
small plazas and sat down on a park bench.

“My name is Vasily,” the tall stranger began, “and I am a Soviet of-
ficer.” Wilcox’s throat was dry. Before he said a word, Vasily contin-
ued. “I have a car nearby, and I want you to go with me to East Berlin
where we can speak freely.”

The sergeant shook his head in unfeigned fear. “I'm afraid to go
over there,” he told the Russian. “If I get caught, my career will be
ruined and I'll go to jail.”

Vasily pushed. “No, it’s not like you think. We won’t go through
Checkpoint Charlie. We'll go through a checkpoint where there are
no MPs. I'll give you a wig, so no one will recognize you. Believe me,
we’ll be safer over there than on this side.”

Wilcox remembered his instructions and shook his head. The So-
viet relented, then fired off a barrage of questions about the noncom'’s
unit—nothing extremely sensitive but sufficient to confirm that he
had the right man, someone with the required placement and access
to secrets who would make a good recruit. What was the classification
of the documents in the sergeant’s office? Could he manage to smug-
gle some of them out the door? How much longer did the sergeant
have in Berlin? The conversation was short and hurried, the classic
“cold pitch.” No gentle lead-in, no lengthy assessment, just a blunt
invitation: “You have something we need, and we have something you
need,” as if the discussion concerned the purchase of a pair of slacks.
“This is business, nothing more. What do you think?”

That was it. Our agent nodded his agreement, stammered some-
thing about how careful they would have to be, and promised to “get
something” from his workplace. Vasily assured his new recruit that
security would be uppermost, then insisted one final time that his
superiors were expecting the two in East Berlin. Wilcox again de-
murred. It was too dangerous.
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The tall KGB officer accepted the sergeant’s refusal without fur-
ther argument and passed him an envelope—"“from my bosses, as a
show of good faith.” The envelope contained a thin stack of crisp
hundred-dollar bills, more than enough to cover Wilcox’s delinquent
car payment. The officer sternly cautioned the sergeant not to tell
his wife or anyone else about their business, then provided his new
recruit with the time and place of their next meeting, two weeks in
the future. In the meantime, he reminded Wilcox sternly, “You know
what we want.”

The stunned sergeant related this story to his case agent with some
amazement, almost as if it had happened to someone else. He
couldn’t get over the fact that virtually everything that his 766th con-
tact forecast had transpired, almost as if American counterintelli-
gence had written the script for the Soviet, right down to the clumsy
gambit to get him into East Berlin.

The fact that Wilcox had not been caught off-guard gave him con-
fidence in his American case agent. This would pay great dividends,
for the two men would see alot of each other in the coming months.
If the case conformed to the KGB’s modus operandi, Vasily would
continue to meet his new recruit in the West but would press the
sergeant to accompany him into East Berlin. Not only that, the Rus-
sians would expect impressive production from their spy—stacks of
highly classified documents from the field station. Because we could
not permit this, the sting would have a relatively brief life span. A
genuine spy would agree to the East Berlin trip and provide his So-
viet masters stacks of classified documents. If our man was a good
actor, we might fool Vasily for a few months, but no longer.

Experience also taught that the operation would take an in-
creasing share of Wilcox’s free time, although the dedicated sergeant
would not be permitted to keep the money he earned from his So-
viet contacts. We could thus expect problems as the months passed,
not the least of which would be a troubled wife’s discomfort over
whatever it was that her husband was doing at night, and the need
for the sergeant to obtain time off from work to lead his double life.
All were common problems that cropped up during such operations.
Fortunately for the 766th, Lowry Wilcox was a level-headed soldier
who adopted a positive, uncomplaining attitude throughout. His
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wife, whom we eventually took into our confidence, was supportive,
as was his commander at Teufelsberg.

The operation dragged on through the early summer of 1985.
Vasily pursued Wilcox aggressively, coaxing and urging the nervous
sergeant to steal more and better classified documents from his work-
place. Additional envelopes of hundred-dollar bills materialized as
an incentive for production. At one point, Vasily admonished his new
agent that the documents he was providing weren’t worth the money
Moscow was paying. The Soviets were acting in character.

Then the KGB threw a curveball. In a departure from the usual
script, the Soviet urged Wilcox to steal “the good stuff,” putitin an
envelope, and deposititin the slightly open window of a Soviet-built
Lada sedan. Vasily provided the noncommissioned officer with a map
of the exact location where the car would be parked, in the Brinsh
sector near the Funkturm.

“Drop off the documents and keep walking,” Vasily instructed.
“We'll pay vou later, after my superiors have evaluated the docu-
ments.”

This was an unwelcome development. From the beginning, the ob-
jective of the operaton had been to apprehend Vasily in the act of
accepting classified documents from his American recruit. By into-
ducing the Lada vehicle, the cautious Russian had just removed him-
self from the equation. If the KGB officer was no longer going to ac-
cept stolen secrets during face-to-face meetings, how could we arrest
him? Morale sank among those of us in the detachment who knew
of the highly compartmented operaton. This hitherto unseen Soviet
ploy had all the earmarks of a KGB effort to avoid a trap, despite our
best efforts to convince Moscow that Wilcox was a genuine traitor.

On the other hand, why shouldn’t Vasily smell a trapz Our
sergeant could not be permitted to steal wholesale quanutes of
highly classificd documents from his workplace. We were thus con-
fined to a stalling tactic, doling out barely classified documents to
keep the Russian on the hook while we busied ourselves choreo-
graphing the arrest scene and obtaining approvals for each move
from higher headquarters. It was a delicate balancing act that Thayer
could not sustain for long. Vasily knew that Lowry Wilcox’s moun-
taintop workplace was awash with top-secret documents, and that the
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field station’s security was lax. Sooner or later, the seasoned KGB of-
ficer or his superiors would realize that the man’s failure to deliver
“the good stuff” could mean only one thing: The sergeant was un-
der the control of American counterintelligence.

Twice in the past nine years, Soviet KGB operatives had been suc-
cessfully mousetrapped in Berlin under circumstances strikingly
similar to those of the Wilcox case. In both instances, Moscow had
approached American soldiers from intelligence units and offered
dollars for documents. Each man had agreed to spy for Moscow while
covertly cooperating with agents of the 766th. Both operations
ended with humiliating apprehensions of Soviet officers on the
streets—caught red-handed, as it were, in the act of meeting their
“spy” to exchange documents for money. One had to wonder: With
such a history, why would the KGB bite again?

In truth, the Russians had little to lose. By relentlessly approach-
ing soldiers with access to secrets and promising them stacks of hun-
dred-dollar bills to commit espionage, the law of averages was
Moscow’s ally. Some soldiers were bound to bite. Of those who took
the bait, many might report the approach and come under Ameri-
can control, but others would be genuine traitors. If the KGB’s cost
of doing business was an occasional bad headline and a few embar-
rassed agents, wasn’t this well worth the results? After all, the “take”
in stolen secrets provided insights into the inner workings of the
American intelligence community. Because KGB officers carried
cover documents that identified them as diplomatically immune So-
viet embassy personnel, the worst that could happen was a brief de-
tention (measured in hours, not days). True, the professional in-
centives to avoid this humiliation were strong. In the paranoid ranks
of the KGB, detention by the Americans, however brief, could cast
a permanent shadow over an officer’s reliability. Nonetheless, the
Moscow Center considered its operations to penetrate our intelli-
gence community as well worth the risk.

Soviet defectors had told their interrogators what KGB trainers
taught about Americans. New KGB officers were imbued with the
credo that virtually any American noncommissioned officer (NCO)
could be bought if you offered him three times his annual salary. Of-

-ficers, too, could be won over, the KGB assured its trainees, but with
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far more difficulty. Officers were better educated and better paid and
came from the reactionary circles of American society. Underpaid
sergeants with daily access to secrets were the best targets, KGB train-
ers preached—and they were correct.

One former KGB operative told his American debriefers that KGB
trainers taught the acronym MICE in classes on recruitment ap-
proaches to Americans; MICE stood for money, ideology. corruption,
coercion, and ego. “We were told that if an American professed a be-
lief in our ideology, we should reject him as a likely provocateur [dou-
ble agent],” the defector explained. “We did not expect the capital-
ist Americans to accept our ideology. Our trainers emphasized that
money was the proven path to obtain the loyalty of most Americans.”

The 766th operations officer Bob Thayer was hoping that Vasily
saw the incarnation of this principle in Lowry Wilcox. The cash-
strapped staff sergeant had dutifully provided classified material in
exchange for money and expressed his willingness to go for “the big
score” at work. Unul Vasily's introducton of the car trick, the oper-
ation had been on track. We struggled in vain to come up with a way
to outsmart the Russian on this one, but without results. Neither 1
nor Thayer could think of a way to put us back on track—defined
as a resumption of face-to-face meetings between our bogus traitor
and Vasily. If Wilcox put classified documents into that Lada, we were
marching to the beat of Moscow’s music.

Perhaps Don, our Central Intelligence Agency (CIA) counterpart,
could offer advice. 1 strolled the short distance to the rear of the
Berlin headquarters compound and entered the heawvily secured
building that housed the agency’s Berlin base. Seated on the couch
in Don’s well-appointed olfice, surrounded by stereo music to foil
electronic eavesdropping, I described our dilemma and reviewed the
options. Impatent for a successful climax to the case, I favored a
heavy-handed approach. Why not instruct Wilcox to comply with
Vasily’s instructions and drop the documents in the car—then ap-
prehend whoever showed up to drive it away? Any Soviet would do.

Don shook his head. “They'll claim it was a provocation, and all
you'll get is egg on your face, because there will be those out there
who will believe it,” he counseled. “You need to stick to vour origi-
nal objective, even if it means passing on this event.”
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The CIA officer’s counsel was unwelcome. We had set our sights
on an arrest, and nothing less would do, even if the best we could
do was the arrest of a Soviet driver. At least the Russian would be ap-
prehended in the act of conveying stolen secrets.

Don disagreed. “Be patient. They’'re not going to let loose of your
man if he fails to dump the stuff in that car,” he advised. “They’ll
come sniffing back, and then you can have it your way.”

Don’s arguments were persuasive, but putting the whole opera-
tion on hold and risking the loss of the opportunity to outwit the So-
viets was distasteful. As an operation progressed, it was common to
see the various moves and countermoves as a game. Unless great self-
discipline could be maintained, pride and ego could cloud judgment
and spell defeat. I was falling into that trap, propelled by an over-
powering desire to post Vasily’s name in the unit trophy case beside
the names of KGB officers who had been apprehended in the past.

Bob Thayer sided with Don on this one, and Thayer was an op-
erations officer whom a commander ignored at his peril. Not only
was he more experienced than I, he was usually right. Not with-
out misgivings, I relented. At their next meeting, Thayer’s case
agent instructed the plucky Sergeant Wilcox not to follow Vasily’s
instructions. We would not permit the KGB to control the opera-
tion. The next move was thus up to Vasily. If he wanted his newly
recruited spy to hand over additional secrets, he would have to meet
him in person.

Disappointed, I privately concluded that we had seen the last of
Vasily, and got on with other business.



4: Business as Usual

Like detective work, counterintelligence is often embellished by out-
siders who write about it. In novels and movies, the life of a coun-
terspy is most often depicted as glamorous and riskv—a derring-do
existence replete with intrigue, violence, and high drama. Real
counterintelhigence agents, like their law enforcement counterparts,
know better. Much of the daily fare of the average agent revolves
around the routine and the mundane. Surveillance operations,
furtive contacts with agents, and dramatic arrest scenes are the ex-
ception; records checks, interviews, and endless report writing are
the norm. Legions of counterintelligence agents served during the
Cold War. Most never caught a single spy, and only a small number
ever directy confronted our communist adversaries. Of those for-
tunate enough to do so, manv did it in West Berlin.

Counterintelligence duty in West Berlin approached the over-
drawn characterizations of the novelist. There was no shortage of
business in the city’s intrigue-laden environment. Each day in the
766th MI Detachment brought with it a menu of opportunities and
choices, any one of which could quickly transform itself into an op-
erational trinumph or mushroom mto an embarrassing catastrophe.
Thanks largely to the efforts of a smart operations officer and his
enthusiastic agents, between 1983 and 1986 triumphs outhum-
bered catastrophes. But in the latter category, the case of special
agent B. J. Conlin stands out.

Sergeant First Class Conlin arrived in West Berlin in September
1983. Fresh from a delicate assignment in Washington, D.C., the
thirty-vear-old NCO showed up unexpectedly on our unit doorstep.
This was somewhat unusual, but the new noncom had come from
an undercover assignment where his move to Germany could have
been handled outside of normal personnel channels. Conlin pro-
duced movement orders assigning him to Berlin, and evervone
knew that the personnel system was far from perfect. Pleased at our

good fortune to obtain the services of a relatively senior agent, we
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notified our Munich headquarters of Conlin’s somewhat unortho-
dox arrival and put him to work.

Almost immediately, disquieting things began to happen. A loner
with a Barry Manilow hairstyle, Conlin elected to rent a bachelor
apartment in a German neighborhood. The 766th’s agents were a
tight group during their off-duty hours, but B. J. kept to himself.
Soon Bob Thayer began to receive disturbing reports. Special agent
Conlin was spending far too many hours perched on a bar stool in
Berlin’s Checkpoint Noncommissioned Officers’ Club. Thayer
sought me out and reminded me of his initial reaction to B. J. Within
days of the man’s arrival, Bob had screwed his face into a distasteful
smirk and delivered his first take on the new guy from Washington:
“Sir, I don’t know about B. J.,” he warned. “There’s something there
I just can’t put my finger on, but I’'m not comfortable with him.”
From that day on, Thayer had kept close tabs on B. ]J. Conlin.

Bob’s instincts were borne out. Within a month, B. J. passed out
as he departed the NCO club bar. Confronted in my office the
following day, Conlin denied that he had an alcohol problem
but “volunteered” on my urging to seek assistance. Going by the
book, we sent him to a high-speed, army-run detox course in Bad
Canstadt, Germany. The 766th’s mission included the scrutiny of
American soldiers to determine if they could be trusted with se-
crets. The unit could not afford to harbor an unreformed alco-
holic in its ranks.

B. J. was gone for more than a month. An important part of the
man’s therapy, counselors informed me, was an assurance from me
that he would be returned to duty upon graduation. I was willing to
do my part, although giving an alcoholic a sensitive job in a unit such
as ours didn’t make a lot of sense, then or now. Nonetheless, when
B.J. returned to Berlin, a job was waiting for him. I hedged our bets
by one cautious measure. B. ]J.’s new supervisor would be special
agent Al Thornton, a veteran chief warrant ofticer who happened
to be a Mormon. If B. J. were to relapse, Chief Thornton would eas-
ily sniff out the problem. Should this occur, it was our responsibility
to muster B. J. out of the army as a rehabilitative failure.

Within a few weeks, Thornton was camped on my desk with a look
on his face as if he’d just smelled dog manure. “Sir,” he reported,
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“B. J.’s drinking again. He’s coming to work late, and I can smell the
alcohol on his breath.”

Confronted with his supervisor’s suspicions, B. J. emphatically de-
nied taking a drink. “I've still got my marbles, sir,” he insisted,
proudly displaying a pair of marbles given him upon graduation
from the detox school. (Counselors had instructed each graduate
to carry the marbles as a reminder that one drink constituted “los-
ing one’s marbles.”)

[ instructed Chief Thornton to await the next occasion when B. J.
arrived late to work with an obvious hangover, at which time we would
order the first sergeant to escort him to the hospital for an immedi-
ate blood-alcohol test. If the results were positive for alcohol, SFC B.
J. Conlin would be put on the fast track to civilian life. It was a sound
plan, and would have worked.

Trouble struck before we could execute the plan. In December
1983, German authoritues notified the MPs that an American had
been found unconscious on the streetat dawn. The man’s name was
Conlin, and he had apparently passed out sometime in the middle
of the night after a drinking binge.

We learned of the problem on a Saturday. Conlin, the MPs told
our duty agent, had been aken to the Marun Luther Clinic. After
alerting Bob Thaver, I drove the few short blocks from my home to
the clinic.

B. ]J. was lving on a gurney in the emergency room, his chin and
hands bleeding from a three-point landing. A somber German po-
liceman and a grinning MP corporal leered at the prosurate figure
on the gurney as I introduced myself as the man’s commander.

Conlin was clad in jeans, under which he had donned a pair of
smoke gray lady’s panty hose. Setting off his outfit was a pink shirt,
unbuttoned to midtorso, and a black motorcycle jacket with silver
studs. To complete his getup, B. J. had atfixed exaggerated false fin-
gernails—painted shocking purple—on both hands. The sergeant’s
skin was deathly pale, beads of sweat shone on his forehead, and he
was staring at the ceiling in a near comalike state. The stench of sweat
and alcohol emanating from him was sickening.

“Some kind ol special operation, sir?” the MP grinned, barely able
to keep his composure. Unamused, I threatened the corporal with
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dire consequences if he told anyone at the provost marshal’s office
what he had seen—knowing that he couldn’t wait to spread the
word about the kinky spook on the gurney (which is just what he
did). I reached inside B. ].’s jacket. Sure enough, he was carrying
his special agent’s badge and credentials, a serious offense when off-
duty.

Disgusted, I called Bob Thayer, arranged for the man’s transport
to our military hospital, and contacted the army lawyer who sup-
ported our detachment. I wanted a blood-alcohol test done imme-
diately on B. J. and permission to search his apartment. Everything
about the strange creature on that gurney cried out for immediate
scrutiny of his loner lifestyle. If the sergeant’s idea of fun was to cruise
around Berlin on a Friday night in drag in an alcoholic haze, God
only knew what we might find in his quarters. To make matters worse,
agents who recovered B. J.’s black Trans Am from a downtown park-
ing lot discovered a folder containing a classified document on the
front seat.

Within an hour, Bob Thayer and I, accompanied by a Berlin po-
lice officer, entered the apartment in Zehlendorf that B. J. called
home. The search proved to be a mind-numbing expedition into
Conlin’s weird world. As we uncovered item after item that bespoke
of B. J.’s kinky off-duty lifestyle, Thayer and I shook our heads. The
man was a sergeant first class in the U.S. Army and a special agent
in army counterintelligence, yet he had somehow detected and ex-
ploited every fault in the system that existed to keep people like him
out of our ranks.

Paperwork recovered in the apartment established that B. J. was
a career drunk whose alcohol problem had been tolerated in prior
assignments. Conlin had obviously removed the documents from his
medical records while in transit to Berlin. Later, we learned that
while assigned in Washington, B. J. had wrecked a government
sedan after a heavy drinking bout. The event was swept under the
rug, and he was able to retain his top-secret security clearance.

B. J. was an espionage freak. His apartment contained a disturb-
ing collection of James Bond memorabilia, including an entire al-
bum of Sean Connery photos that he had taken in darkened the-
aters. Confiscated audiotapes led to the discovery that B. J. had
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installed a clandestine taping system in his Trans Am and had secretly
taped conversations with his passengers.

B. J. was the universal man. His wide-ranging interests included
an eclectic collection of magazines depicting transvestite sex, sado-
masochistic sex, kinky sex, animal sex, and everyday, garden-variety
sex. Had there been such a thing as vegetable sex or mineral sex,
B. J. probably would have had magazines on those subjects as well.
The twisted sergeant’s collection of panty hose, cosmetics, and gir-
dles was second to none among our male agents. Carefully secreted
in a locked attaché case were two loaded, unregistered weapons. B. |.
rounded out his all-American profile with a German girlfriend, In-
grid, who came complete with lefust ties and a criminal record.

Bob Thaver discovered a cigar box that portended real trouble.
In it was a bewildering and illegal collection of cover documenta-
tnon—dozens of military and civibhan 1D cards. many already lami-
nated, adorned with his picture and a fictitous name. Conlin could
be a full colonel, a captain, a senior civilian, or whatever merely by
reaching into his magic cigar box. Credit cards and driver’s licenses
supported each identity. Cover documentaton of this sort was sup-
posed to be tightly controlled by the unit that B. J. had just departed.

Bob Thaver thumbed through the documents. “B. J. was a busy
boy in Washington, sir,” he quipped with a sardonic grin. Later, we
learned that Conlin had created the computer program in Wash-
ington that was used to keep track of all cover documentaton.

B. J.’s uniforms and other military equipment were concealed in
a locked cupboard. His landlord and German girlfriend later con-
firmed that he had told them he worked in the American consulate.
In the German neighborhood, the American with the modish hair-
stvle was known as “the diplomat.” No one knew that he was a
sergeant in the U.S. Army.

Conlin’s apartment vielded other telling and disturbing docu-
ments. Among them was a bar bill. Within hours of his release from
the alcohol detox course, B. |. had celebrated his graduation with
five martinis at the nearby Holiday Inn bar.

Other papers advertised B. J.'s imaginative approach to manag-
ing his military carcer. One document testified that he had reenlisted
in the army prior to his Berlin assignment and collected several thou-
sand dollars in reenlistment bonus money. Additional papers made
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it clear that the wily sergeant had then doctored his finance records
and managed to delete all references to the reenlistment and the
bonus, thus clearing the way for his prompt separation from active
duty, money and all.

But most disquieting of all was an ominous cache of papers and
rubber stamrps. B. J. had collected stamps that would enable him to
mark documents as confidential, secret, or top secret. He also had
amassed a sizeable stockpile of security cover sheets that were rou-
tinely attached to classified documents, as well as a diverse library of
letterhead stationery. These materials were a forger’s dream. With
them, B. J. could create bogus classified documents not only from
the Department of the Army but also from other services, and even
the U.S. Congress.

Together with a small amount of genuine classified documents,
these finds escalated the strange sergeant’s breaches of conduct into
a more serious matter. Because he was on the verge of leaving the
army, it appeared likely that, at a minimum, the kinky agent was plan-
ning to establish a “paper mill”’—espionage slang for someone who
creates bogus classified documents and sells them to the highest bid-
der for profit. In West Berlin, where B. J. planned to remain upon
discharge, willing buyers were plentiful.

Major General James Boatner, the U.S. commander in Berlin, was
displeased. Fixing me with a stern gaze, Boatner vented. How could
the 766th have harbored such a weirdo? Were we not the
guardians—counterintelligence special agents whose sole purpose
was to prevent such things?

I gamely (and lamely) tried to persuade the general that we ac-
tually deserved credit for unmasking the weird agent. After all, Con-
lin had come to us from Washington, where he had lived out his fan-
tasies and carried on unscathed and undiscovered. In fact, hidden
papers found in his apartment told it all: The devious sergeant had
so smoothly snookered his superiors in Washington that he had man-
aged to promote himself and forge orders assigning him to his unit
of choice in Berlin. That explained the unexpected arrival that had
so perplexed us.

After consulting with army lawyers, we decided to court-martial
B. J. At the hospital, we shackled him to his bed and posted an armed
agent outside his door. The wall and East Berlin were but ten min-
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utes away, and there was no doubt that the man was a flight risk.
Within a week, the lawyers compiled so many charges against the
strange noncom that it took me thirty minutes to read them to him
in his jail cell. Shocked, B. J. adopted a new defensive tactic, feign-
ing insanity and claiming that he was hearing voices in his molars.

This novel twist led to a medical evacuation to Walter Reed Army
Medical Center—in custody—followed by a pathetic, months-long
war of attrition waged by B. J. against the unfortunate shrinks. Every
time therapists would declare him recovered and prepare to ship
him back to Berlin to face his court-martial, the shrewd NCO would
recoil in horror. Within hours, a chorus of voices in his molars would
be again tormenting him. After several months of this sham, the slip-
pery agent outlasted the Walter Reed staff and was mustered out of
the army (with a temporary medical disability). Meanwhile, back in
Berlin, we were left to pick up the pieces of our unit's reputation for
excellence.

To this day, when the saga of B. ]J. Conlin comes up, Bob Thaver
grins and reminds all present that he was the first to suspect that
something was not quite right.

While I was mired in the muck spawned by the B. J. problem, Bob
Thayer fielded many of the daily operatonal balls that wvpified life
in the 766th. Many of these challenges appeared at the Clay Kaserne
front gate. Hence the name walk-ins. A walk-in was anvone who
showed up and requested the gate guard to put him in touch with
an American intelligence service. The pettioner might ask to see the
CIA or some other specific unit, but no matter. Regardless of whom
a walk-in wished to see, standard operating procedure in the Berlin
intelligence community dictated that debriefers from the 766th MI
Detachment would handle the inital contact. Counterintelligence
agents would then differentate between intelligence nuisances
(strange types who would pop out of the woodwork with some
bizarre story; B. J. would have qualified), provocateurs (or “dan-
gles”)—people dispatched by the Soviets or another opposition ser-
vices to confuse or otherwise occupy us, and genuine operational op-
portunities, such as a defector. On any given day, one never knew
who might walk in.
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One of the more legendary walk-ins showed up in the late 1960s;
he was a furtive, graying man who urgently needed to speak to the
Amerikanischen Geheimdeinst (American Secret Service). Speaking in
conspiratorial tones and clutching a sealed pouch to his breast, the
visitor assured the duty agent that he had obtained highly classified
material of great interest. The material was streng geheim (top secret)
he insisted, and could be shown only to the “highest authority.” The
766th duty agent nodded understandingly and summoned his line
SUPETrVisor.

Satisfied, the visitor unwrapped the pouch while his debriefers
held their breath in anticipation of some stunning intelligence coup
(Soviet war plans would have sufficed). With a flourish, the walk-in
proudly produced his crown jewels—a dozen eight-by-ten glossy pho-
tographs of Adolf Hitler and other Nazi Party luminaries. Like many
walk-ins, the visitor was over the edge. Agents politely accepted the
proffered photos, thanked him for his vigilance, and added his name
to the growing “intelligence nuisance list” that we kept in common
with our British and French allies.

But it was not always this way. On yet another day, a young and ex-
tremely nervous Czech, accompanied by his wife and infant child,
approached the guard and insisted that he had to meet with the
American CIA. Within minutes the visitor was seated in our de-
brieting room.

His name was Alexander, the visitor informed the interviewing
agent. “You should remember me,” he continued. “I visited you once
before and you sent me away.”

A quick check of our central records confirmed Alexander’s story.
Many months earlier, when he was a student in Prague, the young
Czech had indeed walked in and requested asylum in the United
States. Annotated on the file card prepared at the time by our agent
was the cryptic note that Alexander had seemed sincere but naive.
He had been politely told that admission to the United States could
not be obtained merely for the asking. Resettlement in the United
States would be possible only if he were to possess some significant
intelligence information that would tempt the American authorities.

Reminded of this, the young Czech beamed triumphantly. “In-
deed,” he confirmed, “that is what you told me. And I have taken
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your advice. I now have brought you significant intelligence.” He was,
he announced dramatically, an officer in the STB, the Czechoslova-
kian State Security Service. Having just served a tour in Warsaw,
Poland, he was now on orders to an assignment in his country’s em-
bassy in a faraway Asian capital.

Alexander repeated his plea for asyvlum. He hated the communists
and wished to defect. “You told me to come back when I had some-
thing significant,” he repeated, “so here I am.” His decision to de-
fect was irrevocable, Alexander argued emotionally, which was why
he had brought his wife and child with him. To establish his cre-
dentials, the young officer clutched an attach¢ case stuffed with clas-
sified documents. This time around, he insisted, we could not turn
him away.

A quick glance at the contents of the case confirmed that the vis-
itor was cither the real thing or a well-planned provocation. Alexan-
der’s collection of sensitive documents included multiple passports
in different names, his Czech State Security Service identity card, and
Acroflot tickets to Moscow. In Moscow, he explained, he was sched-
uled to pay a haison visit to the KGB “friends™ before resuming his
journey to Asia.

Alexander’s pilgrimage to our front door coincided with a period
of great turmoil in Poland, which was threatened with a Soviet in-
vasion. The Polish communists had declared martal law and were
ruthlessly suppressing all dissident elements. A Polish Catholic
priest had recently been murdered by Polish security agents, and
the Solidarity Union was in the middle of its epic struggle with the
communists. Amid these tensions and events, Alexander’s recent
service in Warsaw with his Polish comrades could constitute an in-
telhigence windfall. We copied his documents and turned him over
to our CIA colleagues. They would check his story, scrutinize his
bona fides, and process his request for asvlum if he withstood their
rigorous vetting.

Weeks later, we learned that Alexander had passed muster. He had
brought a wealth of information with him on the situation in Poland
and Czechoslovakia. This tmely contribution earned him his long-
standing goal: resettlement in the United States. Alexander's case
was a classic example of why all walk-ins had to be taken seriously
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until proven otherwise. In his case, our efforts had yielded a genuine
defector.

Another walk-in case began in much the same way but led to a dra-
matically different outcome. The affair began with the interview of
a lanky Austrian construction worker, Ernst Fessl. Like the others,
Fessl showed up at the gate of the Berlin headquarters compound
and asked to speak to a representative of the American security ser-
vice. During an interview with one of our senior agents who had han-
dled hundreds of walk-ins, the twenty-nine-year-old Austrian con-
fided that he was in trouble and needed advice.

As Fessl told it, while he was working for an Austrian construction
firm in East Berlin, an officer of the Soviet KGB attempted to recruit
him as a spy. The Russian, Fessl insisted, had been extremely per-
sistent, badgering him until he finally accepted recruitment.

The unsophisticated Austrian elaborated. The KGB had pursued
him because he was a citizen of a neutral country who could travel
to the West without arousing suspicion. Fessl apologetically admit-
ted that he had performed various low-level casing missions in West
Berlin for his KGB masters—test missions, he called them. But, the
Austrian added, he was fed up with the shabby treatment that he was
receiving from Alexei, his Soviet case officer. Denouncing Alexei as
abusive, arrogant, and cheap, Fessl vowed that he wanted no more
to do with the Russian.

Then came an offer. Fessl expressed a sincere desire to atone for
his past, assuring the interviewing agent that he would tell us any-
thing we wanted to know about his KGB affiliations, after which he
merely wished to move on with his life. Then, almost as an after-
thought, the Austrian dropped a tantalizing fact. Within a few days,
he told his interviewer, he was supposed to meet Alexei in East Berlin.
But, Fessl declared, his jaw set, he had no intention of keeping the
appointment with the “KGB swine.”

At first glance, it looked like a fine opportunity to get into the
KGB'’s knickers. Fessl was already on Moscow’s payroll and made no
secret of his disaffection with Alexei. Because he had already ac-
complished low-level missions in West Berlin, who knew what tasks
the KGB might entrust him with in the future? With luck, the Sovi-
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ets might use Fessl to meet American spies or pay him to service dead
letter drops—hiding places for the clandestine passage of documents
from an agent to his handler. If we could recruit the Austrian and
convince him to continue meeting Alexel, great benefits might flow
from the arrangement, not the least of which could be a tip-off to a
disloyal American. Recruit a spy to catch a spy was the name of the
game. This was spy versus counterspy at its best. Or was itz

It all looked quite tempting, but the experienced agent who was
dealing with Fessl had a bad feeling about the Austrian: nothing spe-
cific that he could identify, just a vague sense that this one looked
almost too textbook perfect to be true. Not out of generosity, we pro-
vided Fessl a comfortable place to stay and a companmon while we
reassessed his statements and summoned a polygrapher. At a mini-
mum, the Austrian had already admitted to spving for the KGB
against the Berlin allies. If he was genuine, of course, this could be
forgiven. But if he failed screening, he was subject to arrest for es-
pionage. The polvgraph was essential in such a case. Under no cir-
cumstances would we attempt to recruit Fessl and dispatch him to
meet the KGB without first assuring ourselves that he was not a dan-
gle, approaching us on orders from the Soviets.

Later that week, Ernst Fessl's world collapsed. When the polyg-
rapher asked the Austrian if anyvone had coached him to approach
U.S. intelligence with his “1 hate the Russians™ story, the needle on
the hie detector registered jumps that looked like an eight on the.
Richter scale. Shortlv thereafter, the tearful, would-be double agent
confessed. He had not been completely honest with us, Fessl
moaned. It was true, he confided, that he had performed low-level
missions for Alexer. However, the despondent Austrian added,
slumping in his chair, the KGB officer had concocted the rest of the
Story.

At a sate house in the Karlshorst secton of East Berlin, the KGB
had primed Fessl for his mission. After rehearsing him in his lines,
Alexel instructed the naive Austrian to contact the Americans in their
Clayallee headquarters and tell them of his disenchanument with the
KGB. The Soviet had exuded confidence. Once he had told his story,
Alexei cooed, the Americans would take the bait and recruit him,
Fessl was told to accept recrmmtment and report back to Fast Berlin,
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“Pay close attention to details,” Alexei had directed. “We will want
to know who talked to you, what they looked like, what they said, and
what instructions they gave you.”

The hapless Fessl recalled bitterly that Alexei had not warned him
about the polygraph, or the kinds of tough questions the Americans
might ask. According to the Russian, Fessl whined, it was all supposed
to have been so easy.

This was a cheap, low-risk operation for the KGB. The young
bumpkin from a neutral country was expendable. If he performed
well and the Americans recruited him, Alexei would have a window
into the American counterintelligence unit. Through their new
agent, the KGB could also manipulate us by providing bogus infor-
mation to shape our perceptions and lead us down false, time-con-
suming investigative paths.

Late that evening, we turned over a tearful Ernst Fessl to the West
Berlin police. The Austrian was convicted of violating Allied Kom-
mandantura Law and served a short sentence in a West Berlin jail.
Thanks to an alert veteran agent and a skilled polygrapher, a Soviet
dangle operation had failed.

Some of the 766th’s missions were mundane and unappealing to
enthusiastic young agents who had signed up for counterintelligence
duties with visions of stealthy investigations and exciting double
agent operations. At the head of this list was the conduct of routine
background investigations. The 766th had an entire section devoted
to personnel security investigations (PSI), standard background
checks that were carried out to either grant or renew the security
clearances of American military personnel. Occasionally, a back-
ground investigation would uncover derogatory information on a
soldier that might result in the suspension or revocation of a secu-
rity clearance. But more often than not, these background checks—
as important as they were—were dull and routine.

In one memorable background investigation in 1982, special
agent Ron Sidwell encountered a not-uncommon problem. The sub-
ject of the investigation was a twenty-five-year-old sergeant assigned
to Field Station Berlin. Sidwell ran the standard checks in the local
command and uncovered a problem. The sergeant, one James Hall,
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had recently bounced a few checks—unacceptable conduct for any
soldier, especially those with top-secret security clearances.

Sidwell was a promising buck sergeant who displayed the right stuff
to become a fine agent. The conservative son of an equally conserv-
atve Ohio coal miner, he exhibited tenacity, on the basketball court
and in the conduct of his duties. In 1984, Sidwell competed for the
honor of being named the 66th Military Intelligence Group’s “Sol-
dier of the Year.” He finished a close second in the grueling compe-
tinon. Miffed at being beaten out, Sidwell told the group sergeant
major that he would return. The following year, after working long

hours in boning up for the rigorous competition, he did just that
and bagged the ute. Sidwell would have made a superlauve in-
fantryman. When he set his sights on a goal, he charged.

Sidwell interviewed Sergeant Hall. a slightly rotund, cocky New
Yorker, who explained that he had experienced temporary financial
problems as the result of a recent marriage and the birth of a child.
Hall assured his interviewer that the problem was under control, now
that his parents were helping him out with expenses. It was a com-
mon difficulty. Sidwell reported that Hall had been cooperative and
provided a persuasive, positive explanation, neatly tied to a solution.
The sergeant with the sensitive position in the field staton would be
granted five additional years of top-secretaccess. On the surface, this
was a routine, normal dayv’s work for our background investigators.
But in this case, army counterintelligence and Ron Sidwell had not
heard the last of James Hall.

Another memorable and humbling experience was the case of
“the dirty Kurd.” Concerned that one of our most sensitive Ameri-
can units with a vital counterterrorism mission had been penetrated
by the Soviets, we received exceptional authority to recruit a mems-
ber of the unit to spy on his colleagues, virtually all of whom were
non-Americans. The concept was simple. We would select a mem-
ber of the targeted unit and sensitize him to the profile of a spy. Our
new recruit would passively observe his office colleagues, looking for
signs of undue affluence, unusual travel patterns, excessive curios-
ity, or other modes of behavior that might indicate hostile intelli-
gence control. Such operations were controversial and unpopular.
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Commanders of American units deeply resented the notion that MI
might recruit an agent to spy on their soldiers. But in West Berlin,
where spying by all sides was rampant, our higher headquarters had
ruled that the recruitment of a passive source to protect this unit was
a necessary evil.

By early 1983, a candidate named Ali had been selected, re-
cruited, and trained. The new recruit happened to be an Iranian
Kurd, whose selection for employment had been partially dictated
by his unique language abilities. As part of the normal vetting
process, Ali had passed a polygraph examination to determine if he
was under the control of a hostile intelligence service.

At first, all went well. Ed Simper, Ali’s case officer, met his source
regularly to provide guidance and to receive any reports that might
indicate a security problem in the man’s unit. But in the summer of
1983, shortly after I assumed command, trouble struck.

It happened during a routine meeting. Simper departed our
headquarters and traveled around the American sector to “clean”
himself (slang for detecting or shaking any possible surveillance).
Traveling at a discreet distance from Simper was special agent Gary
Pepper, a young Floridian, in one of his first street assignments to
perform countersurveillance duties. Recently graduated from coun-
terintelligence and German language training, Pepper was to de-
termine if Ed Simper or the Kurd were under surveillance by the op-
position.

The plan called for case officer Simper to meet the Kurd on the
street near the American hospital. Initially, all went well. Ed spotted
the Kurd, made eye contact, and ambled in the direction of the Al-
tensteiner Krug restaurant. Ali followed.

But as the two men walked along the tree-shaded street, trouble
reared its head. Observing the pair from a discreet distance, Gary
Pepper noticed something odd. A tall blond male was walking be-
hind Simper, but the man had a newspaper open and seemed to be
reading it. Pepper did a double take. No one walks on a busy side-
walk while reading a newspaper. When Ed crossed the street, so did
the blond stranger. Pepper momentarily lost sight of the man but
knew that Simper and his agent had entered the restaurant. The man
with the newspaper was nowhere in sight.
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Pepper remembered his training. Entering the restaurant, he took
the only unoccupied seat at the bar. Seated directly on his right was
the guy who read the newspaper while walking.

As Pepper later recounted, the man nodded a cordial greeting,
then turned his attention to a napkin on the bar, on which he seemed
to be doodling. Pepper surveved the interior of the small neigh-
borhood restaurant. Case officer Simper and his agent sat at a table
in the rear of the crowded room deeply engaged in conversation.

Pepper stole a glance at his neighbor’s napkin and caught his
breath. Something was seriously wrong. The stranger’s doodling con-
sisted of a hasty sketch of the dining room, with small circles repre-
senting each table. On the circle representing Ed Simper’s table, the
man had marked an X. Clearly the operation had been compro-
mised and the meeting was under surveillance.

Suspending disbelief, Pepper moved quickly to the men’s room,
which took him past his colleague’s table. A danger signal had been
agreed upon before the operation. If Pepper detected surveillance
of the meeting, he was to approach Simper and make eye contact.
As the young agent passed Simper, he stared straight into the older
man’s eyes. The veteran agent scowled but reacted immediately, pay-
ing the bill and departing. Agent Al left separately, followed by the
mysterious doodler. As Pepper made his way back to headquarters,
he feltsick, certain that Simper would be furious at the interruption
by a novice agent who was sceing things.

But this was not a case of a green agent with a vivid imagination.
There was simply no innocent explanation for Pepper’s insistence
that the man at the bar had sketched the meeting site and high-
lighted case agent Simper’s table. The episode in the Altenstemer
Krug restaurant triggered an intense investigation to determine
which intelligence agency had attached itself to the operation.
Could the curious stranger have been an agent of the Soviets or the
East Germans? Was Ali a double agentin the employ of Moscow or
East Berlin? Or was the Kurd clean, and a hostile agent had attached
himself to Simper when he departed his Clavallee officez Standard
tradecraft procedures required 766th agents to “dry clean™ them-
selves en route to meetings by following circuitous routes and em-
ploving a variety of proven countersurveillance measures. Nonethe-
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less, a determined Soviet could have defeated Simper’s efforts to
shake any possible tails.

The resulting investigation culminated in a new polygraph ex-
amination of our Kurdish source; he failed miserably. Ali, who had
been recruited to sniff out possible hostile agents in his unit, was him-
self an agent. The Kurd tearfully confessed after failing his second
lie detector test, explaining that he had approached the Israeli em-
bassy in Bonn some weeks prior to his employment in West Berlin
to request assistance in obtaining West German asylum for a fellow
Kurd. The opportunistic Israelis responded by offering a bargain. If
Ali would provide any information he might pick up among his Mid-
dle Eastern friends that portended a threat to Israeli property or cit-
izens, the Israelis would weigh in with the Germans on behalf of his
friend.

Weeks later, Ali accepted employment with the Americans. When
he informed his Israeli case officer that he was now working for the
Americans and had been granted access to secret information, the
Israeli declared their formal relationship at an end, explaining that
his country was an ally of Washington. Tel Aviv’s man added one pro-
viso. If Ali encountered information that portended terrorist attacks
against Israeli interests, he should feel free to report it. The Kurd
consented and returned to his American office. The 766th had un-
knowingly recruited an Israeli agent.

The whole affair was not only embarrassing, but it showed a ma-
jor weakness. Because Ali was asked on his preemployment poly-
graph examination if he was in the employ of a hostile intelligence
agency, he was able to reply in the negative and fly through the ex-
amination. After all, the Israelis were not hostile to the United States.
Had the Kurd originally been asked if he was in the employ of any
other intelligence service (as he was after the restaurant incident),
his deception would have been detected.

The case of the “dirty Kurd” caused us to rethink our security
screening procedures. A time-consuming damage assessment had to
be done to determine what information he might have passed to his
Israeli case officer, and the hapless and repentant Ali had to be re-
leased from his position. As for the Israelis, they had fallen into the
operation by chance, and with anti-Israeli terrorism in Europe ram-
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pantin the early 1980s, Tel Aviv could be excused for expressing in-
terestin any information that might warn of a terrorist attack against
their citizens. Someone at echelons above Berlin might have told the
Mossad that their efforts were not appreciated, but for us the case
was just another reminder that counterintelligence in West Berlin
was the real thing. We had been lucky on this one, thanks to Gary
Pepper’s alertness.

A stark reminder of what was at stake in West Berlin occurred on
March 24, 1985. In the East German town of Ludwigslust, some sev-
enty miles northwest of Berlin, a Russian sentry shot and killed a U.S.
Army intelligence officer as he attempted to photograph Soviet tanks
in their sheds. The officer, thirty-seven-vear-old Maj. Arthur D.
“Nick” Nicholson, was assigned to the United States Military Liaison
Mission (USMLM), which had its headquarters in West Berlin.

Called “the Mission™ by those of us in the intelligence community,
the USMLM had the charter under a 1947 agreement between the
victorious Allies to travel around East Germany, ostensibly conduct-
ing “liaison™ with the Soviets. Actually, like its Soviet counterpart or-
ganization in West Germany, the Mission conducted low-level, eves-
on-the-target collection against Soviet and East German armed
forces. Cruising around East Germany in specially equipped, high-
powered vehicles was often risky and hair-raising business for the Mis-
sion’s determined tour officers and their gutsy NCO drivers. A typ-
ical tour involved carefully planned routes that would enable the
observer to check on the status of key Soviet and East German mil-
itary units. If a tempting collection opportunity were encountered,
such as the chance to photograph or “requisiion™ a key piece of So-
viet military equipment, so much the better. During the Cold War,
the ability of the Mission's officers to prowl about East Germany had
developed into an important part of NATO's early warning capabil-
ity. If Soviet units were out of their garrisons and it was not the usual
time for an exercise, Indications and Warning analysts in Heidelberg
needed to know what they were up to. Year after vear, the best an-
swers to these questons came from the Mission.

In late December 1984, tour officer Nick Nicholson had pulled
off one of the Mission’s more spectacular intelligence coups, the de-
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tails of which were later uncovered and printed by the New York Times.
Taking advantage of lax security on New Year’s Eve, Nicholson boldly
entered an unguarded Soviet tank warehouse in Ludwigslust and
clambered into a first-line T-72 tank. When the gutsy major re-
turned to West Berlin, he brought with him a series of valuable pho-
tographs that laid bare some of the new tank’s secrets.

On a quiet Sunday afternoon several months later, when Nichol-
son attempted to repeat the feat, Soviet security was not as lax. A sen-
try, apparently unseen by Nicholson’s driver-lookout, burst out of a
nearby tree line and killed the major.

When the news broke of the March 24 shooting, I received a
phone call from my Munich headquarters, directing me to link up
with Col. Roland Lajoie, Major Nicholson’s commander. My mission
was to conduct a debriefing of Sgt. Jesse Schatz, Nicholson’s driver,
who had been detained by the Soviets for several hours after the in-
cident. “Find out what happened,” Col. Bob Wheeler directed, “and
get your report on the wire as soon as possible.” The report was to
be sent to the 66th Military Intelligence Group in Munich; to the
army’s European headquarters in Heidelberg; to Lt. Gen. William
Odom, the army’s senior intelligence officer in the Pentagon; and
to the White House Situation Room.

Sergeant Schatz was a deeply shaken young man, struggling to
keep from choking up as he described the tragedy. The shooting had
taken place at around 3:30 Sunday afternoon, he reported. Major
Nicholson had felt that security at the Ludwigslust facility would be
lax. It would be a good time to check out the warehouses. The ma-
jor had climbed out of their four-wheel-drive vehicle and left Schatz
at the wheel as a lookout. Following standard collection procedures,
Schatz opened the vehicle’s sunroof and stood up to get a better view
of the nearby tree line.

As Major Nicholson approached the doors of the tank ware-
house, camera in hand, a Red Army sentry emerged from the trees,
shouted, and opened fire—all within seconds. Schatz yelled a warn-
ing to Nicholson, then dropped down and jammed the vehicle into
reverse to close the distance between the two. Nicholson sprinted a
few paces toward the approaching vehicle, but the Soviet soldier’s
aim was good. A bullet from the AK-47 rifle entered the major’s
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chest—a mortal wound. Schatz grabbed a first-aid kit and moved to
help his fallen officer, but the excited sentry waved him off at gun-
point. Forced back into the vehicle, the frightened and distraught
NCO watched helplessly as other soldiers arrived on the scene. Even
though one Soviet soldier carried a first-aid kit, no one examined
the stricken major until more than two hours after the shots were
fired.

Schatz, Colonel Lajoie, and Nicholson’s comrades in the USMLM
were devastated by the tragedy, as was the entire Berlin garrison. Mis-
sion tour officers knew their area of operations well, including
which Soviet installations had tight or lax security. Ludwigslust was
a safe bet to be a soft target on a Sunday. To encounter a Soviet sen-
try there on a Sunday afternoon who had shoot-to-kill orders some-
how didn’t track. Either the unfortunate officer was the victim of
abysmal bad luck, or someone had ordered the Soviet commander
to tighten up his security.

I dispatched my report to Washington and gneved with the rest
of the Berlin garrison at a memorial service for the popular officer,
unaware that almost five years later my agents and I would stumble
onto the missing link that explained the Nicholson tragedy.



5: Springing the Trap

As the summer of 1985 raced past, it appeared that the KGB had in-
deed given up their pursuit of Sgt. Lowry Wilcox. By late July, there
was still no sign of Vasily. I bemoaned our bad luck to Thayer. We
should have instructed Wilcox to dump some classified documents
in the Soviet car and put the habeas grabus on the driver, I groused.
We would not hear from Vasily again. Opportunity had beckoned,
and we had blinked.

But Moscow had big plans for Lowry Wilcox. As Berlin’s idyllic
summer came to an end, Vasily suddenly called the noncom at his
home and set up a meeting, acting as if nothing had happened. Don,
the CIA base chief, and Bob Thayer had been correct. The opera-
tion was back on track. We threw ourselves into the task of steering
it toward our desired endgame—a dramatic arrest of KGB operatives.

The KGB would take but one more bite at the apple. This time
around, Thayer was certain that Vasily would expect Wilcox to de-
liver highly classified documents—material that was simply too sen-
sitive to consider giving away, even in support of an operation such
as ours.

Therein resided our dilemma. Any KGB officer with half a brain
would look at the material the young sergeant was peddling and
know that the man was not genuine. A real spy assigned to Field Sta-
tion Berlin would be able to harvest a cornucopia of classified secrets.

We instructed our man to play up his need for cash and renew his
pledge to Vasily. He would go for the big score at work and deliver
it at their next meeting.

The two met in a small park in the British sector. Vasily was
chummy, revealing that he had even roamed the grounds of the re-
cent German American Volksfest in hopes of bumping into Wilcox.
The KGB man complained about the sergeant’s no-show earlier in
the year and once again reminded him that he must deliver mater-
ial of greater value. Moscow would not dispense hundred-dollar bills
for low-level classified documents.

45
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The well-coached NCO replied with an Academy Award—caliber
performance. The break in the operation had given him time 1o
think, he told Vasily, and he was now determined to go for the gold.
Pleased, Vasily suggested that the two meet in early November at the
Lake Terrace restaurant, a popular locale located on the lakefront
in the French sector. Wilcox was to smuggle a large quantity of highly
classified documents out of the field station and bring them to the
meeting.

Our KGB adversaries had done their homework well. By choos-
ing the French sector for the meeting, they greatly complicated the
role of American counterintelligence, which normally avoided that
part of West Berlin. The long-anticipated arrest operation would
have to be coordinated with the French. Fortunately, our detach-
ment enjoyed a close social and professional relationship with the
French military counterintelligence service and public safety offi-
cials. Nine years carlier, during Operation Beau Geste, 766th agents
and their French counterparts had apprehended four Soviet officers
in the act of meeting an American double agent. History was re-
peating itself.

Nonetheless, Vasily’s choice of a restaurant in our ally’s territory
was unwelcome news. Not that we didn’t vrust the French: we did—
to a point. But we didn’t fully trust anvbody in West Berlin, a men-
tality that i1s common to counterintelligence professionals. The
766th routinely compartmented our operations from the French,
Germans, Briush, and other American units. Even within our own
detachment, only a selected few were aware of the Wilcox case. That
was the nature of the business. One indiscreet word, a single leak to
the Soviets or the East Germans, and our laboriously orchestrated
operation would fail.

To optimize security, Bob Thaver recommended that we invite the
French public safety officer, Alam Bianchi, to our unit and request
his cooperation in the sting. Experience taught that Bianchi's su-
perior, the French commandant, would probably have to consult
Paris. Veteran agents recalled that Soviet officers arrested during the
1976 Beau Geste operation had immediately demanded to speak
with a French officer. It was essential to have French security agents
on the streets with us when Vasily was grabbed.
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At this critical juncture, I departed Berlin for a long-planned va-
cation to Switzerland, a timely absence that would spare Bob Thayer
the agony of my compulsive second-guessing as he wrestled with the
details and coordination of the plan. It also provided a fortuitous op-
portunity for us to deceive the Soviets. Prior to departing the city for
Switzerland, I called our headquarters in Munich and Heidelberg
on an open phone line and announced that all was quiet in the city.
My parents were in town, I explained, and I was on my way to Switzer-
land for a week and would return on November 7 (which was one
day prior to the planned apprehension). These calls, we felt certain,
would be intercepted, translated, and provided to Vasily. Hopefully,
they would reassure the KGB that the 766th MI Detachment was bliss-
fully unaware of their recruitment of Sergeant Wilcox.

During my absence, Thayer encountered yet another obstacle.
Whether deliberately or by accident, Vasily had chosen a date to meet
Wilcox that coincided with the visit of French president Mitterrand
to West Berlin. Security measures for the president would fully en-
gage all French security forces as well as a large part of the German
police in the French sector, all of which might reduce Vasily’s risks.
But the really bad news was conveyed apologetically by Bianchi. The
French garrison commander would not sanction an apprehension
of any Soviets in his sector while President Mitterrand was in town.

The French decision posed a problem that could derail the en-
tire plan. Our case agent would now have to instruct Sergeant
Wilcox to skip the planned Wednesday night meeting and attend in-
stead the prearranged alternate meeting two days later. (Vasily had
followed standard espionage modus operandi and set up a primary
and an alternate meeting time with Wilcox. The primary meeting
time was Wednesday evening. If, for any reason, the sergeant was un-
able to make this meeting, the KGB man instructed him to show up
at the same place at the same time, forty-eight hours later.)

Not that we couldn’t adjust our plan—we could—but it was a sec-
ond-best way to go. Wilcox had already been a no-show earlier in the
vear when he had failed to drop documents in the Soviet sedan. If
the American agent was a no-show for the second time, would the
KGB reappear two nights later or would the Moscow Center write
off the operation as a bad bet? And if our man succeeded in meet-
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ing Vasily at the alternate time, what convincing excuse could he of-
fer to explain ‘his failure to appear at the primary meeting?

While I basked in the autumn sun in Gstaad, Switzerland, Bob
crossed this and other bridges too numerous to mention in this ac-
count. To add to his already formidable challenge, Thayer labored
under continuous second-guessing from a cheeky headquarters type
in Munich—a lieutenant who suffered from delusions that he was a
qualified operations officer. Thayer overcame these and other ob-
stacles, but the novice lieutenant’s persistent coaching was distract-
ing.

By the time I returned to Berlin, Thayer’s nicotine intake had dou-
bled, but a viable plan was in place. All necessary approvals to ap-
prehend Vasily and his KGB colleagues had been obtained. But for
one sticky question, Operation Lake Terrace was ready to execute.

The challenge was how to defuse any blowback caused by the need
for our agent to skip the primary meeting. Vasily would certainly be
uneasy about this and predictably unhappy at having hovered
around the meeting site for an agent who failed to show. To allay the
Russian’s suspicions, we needed to dream up a credible explanation
for Sergeant Wilcox’s failure to show up on Wednesday evening.

Bob Thayer had a suggestion. What if our'man were to suffer a
“sports accident” and appear at the alternate meeting with his ankle
in a cast? Would not Vasily’s countersurveillance comrades observe
him arriving on crutches and deduce the reason for his Wednesday
no-show? Bob thought so. If Wilcox arrived on crutches, any suspi-
cions that Vasily might harbor about the reason for his no-show at
the primary meeting time would be allayed. The bulky Wilcox with
his dark mustache looked more like a pizza chef than an olympic ath-
lete, but Thayer considered the plan a plausible gambit.

I thought it more than merely plausible; it was a stroke of genius.
Even a pizza chef could get injured at a picnic. Not only that, because
we had excellent contacts in the Berlin Army Hospital, the ruse was
casily achievable. A discreet contact with one of the doctors and
everything was arranged. The physician placed a cast on Lowry
Wilcox’s left ankle and issued him a pair of crutches. Staff Sergeant
Wilcox would hobble to the meeting on crutches, pass his Soviet con-
tact a stack of secret documents, and accept another wad of hundred-
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dollar bills. As the pair consummated the deal, Thayer’s men would
spring the trap.

[ glanced at my watch. It was almost 8:00 p.M., more than thirty
minutes since Wilcox had lurched past on his way to the restaurant.
Bob clutched the radio expectantly, listening for the alertsignal that
our agent in the restaurant would broadcast to trigger the arrest. All
agents were operating on strict radio silence since deploying to the
neighborhood earlier in the afternoon. The detachment’s low-tech
army radios were not secure, and Soviet countersurveillance mea-
sures sometimes included a search of the bands for radio chatter that
might portend danger. Only when Vasily and our man had ex-
changed documents for money would the radios be used to coordi-
nate the resulting dragnet.

Specially organized teams would cordon off the area, block access
to the subway, and commence a 100 percent ID check of everyone
within the target area. Only by these tactics could we ferret out
Vasily’s lookouts and apprehend them. If the exchange took place
in the restaurant, the Soviet would be apprehended as soon as he
stepped out the door, thereby sparing diners a disruptive scene.
Should the KGB man steer our agent outdoors to conduct business,
agents sitting in window seats in nearby coffeehouses would be able
to observe and report on the two men’s direction of movement.

Bob Thayer again peered nervously through the opening in the
curtain. We’d thought of everything, it seemed, but something had
obviously gone wrong. No one fitting Vasily’s description (six foot
three, clean shaven, and uncommonly handsome for a Russian) had
passed by our vantage point, and the silence from the restaurant was
ominous. Gradually, we succumbed to pessimism. The KGB men
must have sniffed out something that alarmed them, despite all our
efforts.

Sitting in our dismal pumping station command post, we wallowed
in a sense of helplessness, frustration, and disappointment. In
hushed tones, Thayer and I discussed our options, determined to
wait at least one hour beyond the meeting time. If by then Vasily had
not made his move, the 766th contingent would depart the area qui-
etly in small groups, just in case the Soviets had aborted the meet-
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ing butlingered in the neighborhood to see if they could spot some-
thing that might confirm their suspicions.

We did just that. When 9:00 .M. came and went with no signs of
Vasily, we wrote off the operation. Thayer, Major Wetzel, Bianchi, and
I slipped out of the water works building and headed home.

Cruising down Berlin’s Avus Autobahn in the direction of the
American sector, I reviewed our preparations for the evening, par-
ticularly the operational security measures built into the plan to
avoid tipping off the Soviets. I couldn’t think of a place where we
had erred, but I knew that the odds against success of such opera-
tions in Berlin were relatively high. Had someone made a single in-
discreet comment on the telephone? Was there a penetrator in the
French sector, perhaps in Alain’s office? Or could there be a low-level
observation agentin any of the several places in the American head-
quarters where we had been directed to coordinate the operation?
Or the unthinkable: Did we have a mole in the 766th MI Detachment
iself?

Bob Thayer also drove home in a deep funk, cursing our bad luck
and dreading the thought of facing the second-guessers in our Mu-
nich headquarters.

But the evening was young. As Thaver and I licked our wounds,
stunning events were occurring on the ground. Their operations of-
ficer and commander may have written off the operation, but the
agents of the 766th MI Detachment did not give up so easily. The
Soviet KGB was indeed in the area.

Apparently Vasily had shown up for the meeting but taken a route
to the restaurant that did not pass by our pumping station command
post. Then the cautious Soviet officer decided not to enter the restau-
rant. This was not uncommon for the KGB. A case officer would of-
ten tell his agent to meet him at a specific location, with no inten-
tion of actually meeting there. Instead, the KGB man would imtercept
the agentas he approached the planned meeting site and spirit him
to some other location. Business would be transacted as quickly as
possible. The KGB knew that the time of greatest risk was when agent
and case officer were face-to-face.

Vasily sat patiently and unnoticed on an outdoor park bench that
offered a view of the restaurant’s exit. Our restaurant lookout never
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spotted the Russian. From his vantage point, as from ours in the wa-
ter works, Vasily was a no-show. Eventually, some time after Bob
Thayer and I departed the neighborhood, Wilcox tired of waiting
and began to lumber on his crutches in the direction of the nearby
parking lot. As the sergeant approached his car, Vasily overtook him.
The KGB officer had decided to conduct a hasty exchange of doc-
uments and money right there in the parking lot.

This situation had all the makings of a disaster. Vasily was about
to exchange envelopes with Wilcox and slip out of the area unmo-
lested. If the Soviet KGB were to obtain the documents carried by
the sergeant, we were all in trouble, for the secrets Wilcox carried
that night were genuine and sensitive. We had been given permis-
sion to use the documents only as props in an apprehension situa-
tion, with the clear understanding that they would be recovered
within seconds of being passed to the KGB. Headquarters had been
adamant. The Soviets could not be permitted to leave the scene with
these documents.

Thayer had arranged to use genuine classified documents because
there was a slight chance that the operation might bag a Soviet who
did not have diplomatic immunity. In such a case, the spy could be
tried in a Berlin court for espionage. To ensure successful prosecu-
tion, attorneys advised, it was important that the secrets purchased
by the Soviet agent be genuine and damaging.

Enter Lady Luck, in the form of special agent Jodene Thayer
(Bob’s wife) and her partner, Rick Shelton. By sheer happenstance,
the two agents were moving from their posts along the waterfront
promenade and approaching the parking lot. Special agent Thayer
looked up and spotted something strange. Standing in the un-
lighted parking lot engaged in conversation were two men—a tall
stranger and a shorter man on crutches.

Thayer did a double take. “Rick,” she exclaimed, “look at that. It’s
our man, and that must be Vasily. The thing’s going down right in
front of us.” The two agents broke into a sprint, heading straight for
the parking lot, while Shelton broadcast the alert on his radio. In
seconds, the pair confronted Wilcox and the startled Russian, who
had just passed an envelope of cash to the American. Vasily turned
and made a move to escape.
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“Stop,” Thayer called out. “You're our prisoner.” Rick Shelton
moved around the Russian to block his departure. Vasily shoved the
stocky agent and snarled, “Get out of my way.” Jodene Thayer, a
diminutive five-footer, grabbed the huge Russian by the right wrist
and commanded, “You stop that. You're under apprehension.” The
surly KGB officer growled, then attempted to discreetly drop the en-
velope containing the incriminating documents into the dirt. Thayer
observed his ploy.

“Thatwon’twork,” she barked. Then, with her hand still clamped
on the Russian’s wrist, Thayer bent down to retrieve the envelope,
forcing the tall Russian to bend at the waist. It was, her partner later
related, a ludicrous sight. The ninety-eight-pound Thayer main-
tained her death grip on the strapping Russian’s wrist, refusing to
let him go untl reinforcements arrived. Vasily, nonplussed by this
humiliating development, made no further effort to flee.

As this memorable scene unfolded, detachment personnel re-
acted to the radio alert, regrouped, and executed their assigned
tasks. Within minutes they had cordoned oft the area, blocked ac-
cess to the subway station, and established checkpoints. This done,
French and American counterspies began to screen the identty doc-
uments of several hundred people caughtin their net. A curious Ger-
man police officer happened on the scene and offered his assistance.

Within an hour, the search teams had netted two more Soviet of-
ficers. The first was spotted hurrving out of the area in the direction
of the subway. At the command, “Awsweiss Bitte, " he produced a doc-
ument asserting that he was a “second secretary”™ in the embassy of
the USSR in East Berlin. The Russian submitted without bluster and
was politely detained. Certain that there had o be atleast one other
KGB man, agents searched the neighborhood methodically.

Special agent Garland Marks, a college-educated North Carolin-
1an, noticed a stocky male sitting quietly on a park bench. The man
was calmly reading a German newspaper. To Marks, there was some-
thing incongruous about his calm disinterest in all the excitement.
When Marks politely requested the bystander’s identity documents,
the “German” smirked and produced Soviet diplomatic papers.
Agents now had bagged three Russians. Members of the search team
located a Russian-built Lada sedan parked nearby and obtained the
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keys from one of Vasily’s comrades. Then, triumphant, the group
placed their prisoners in separate vehicles and convoyed to the
American sector, with an American agent behind the wheel of the
tinny Russian car.

My home phone rang at almost 11:00 p.M. It was Bob Thayer. “Sir,
you're not going to believe it,” he crowed. “They got Vasily and at
least one other. It went down after we left, and they’re on their way
to the Clay compound.”

At the Clayallee headquarters, the count was up to three Russians
in custody and one Lada sedan captured in action. The three sullen
Russians were escorted into separate rooms and left to contemplate
their situation. Triumphant agents described the events by the lake-
side. The documents were safe—that was welcome news—and the
envelope that Vasily had passed to Sergeant Wilcox contained a mere
two hundred dollars. Later, in the Russian’s wallet, we discovered
three hundred dollars in additional U.S. currency, all in the KGB’s
preferred form of payment—hundred-dollar bills. Vasily appeared
to be playing an old trick. Having given two hundred dollars to
Wilcox, he could report to his superiors that he had paid the agent
five hundred dollars, and pocket the difference.

The KGB man’s diplomatic documents identified him as Valery
Mikhailovich Kiryukhin, a forty-four-year-old officer who held the
rank of second secretary in the USSR embassy in East Berlin. One
of Kiryukhin’s lookouts was identified as Anatoly Viktorovich Aga-
fonov, thirty-six. Agafonov’s documents proclaimed him to be an at-
taché in the East Berlin embassy. The third KGB prisoner produced
documents advertising himself as Vyacheslav Londovich Latyshev, a
forty-seven-year-old officer also assigned as a second secretary in
Moscow’s East Berlin embassy.

In the trunk of the Lada sedan, searchers discovered several bags
of new clothing and other items purchased earlier that day at West
Berlin’s Kaufhof department store. The KGB men had taken ad-
vantage of their travel privileges to buy western goods for their wives.
Subway tickets made it clear that two of the men had crossed into
West Berlin on the S-Bahn, while the third had driven the Lada
through a checkpoint and linked up with his comrades. The times
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recorded on the subway tickets and store receipts told us that the
KGB men had probably visited the lakeside meeting site by midafter-
noon to check it out.

Vasily was surly and carefully programmed, demanding to see an
officer of the USSR embassy and loudly protesting “this illegal and
improper interference with his right as a Soviet citizen to freedom
of movement in all of Berlin.” This was all in Russian, not the fluent
English he had displayed to Staff Sergeant Wilcox.

Long-established procedures existed for orchestrating such de-
tentions. A foreign—service officer of the U.S. Mission would call the
Soviet embassy in East Berhin and imform his Russian counterpart
that we had three of their officers in custody who had engaged in
misconduct. Would the Russians please send someone to pick up the
truant officersz

As a State Deparument officer made the required call, we con-
ducted some final business.

The detachment photographer took a picture of all three de-
tainees for posterity—over their protests. Then the three KGB offi-
cers were cach privately interviewed. After being reminded that the
evening's events did not bode well for their career advancement, all
were offered the chance to throw in their lot with the West.

Moscow’s men had three options: Accept the offer and defect on
the spot, accept the offer but return o East Berlin and work clan-
destinely for the U.S. government, or decline.

Had Kiryukhin, Agatonov, and Latyshev known what was going to
happen to Soviet communism and the KGB within five vears, they
might have responded differently. However, no one, least of all this
trio, could have foreseen the total collapse of the Soviet Union and
the disgrace of the KGB.

All three Russians declined the offer to defect. One agonized over
the decision. Under different circumstances, he explained, he would
like to live in America and take his children to Disney World, but he
couldn’t bear to leave his family. Vasily was arrogant and blunt. "Get
fucked,” he told his interrogator in well-enunciated English.

More than an hour after notification, a grim-faced Soviet consular
officer armrived to accept release of the erstwhile spies. Kiryukhin
managed a touch of bravado as he suolled to the Lada, grinning and
calling back to our small group, "Bye, guys.”
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Thatwas Operation Lake Terrace. Six months of tough, satisfying
work had yielded six hours of drama, excitement, and a small vic-
tory over the opposition that would barely merit a footnote in the
history of the Cold War. Our proud agents would be deeply disap-
pointed by the press guidance from the U.S. embassy in Bonn, which
instructed the Berlin Command to play down our victory over the
Soviet KGB. President Reagan was soon to have a summit conference
with Mikhail Gorbacheyv, and the Department of State deemed it un-
seemly for us to gloat over the Russians’ embarrassment at such a
time. The following day, a cryptic story appeared in The Stars and
Stripes, briefly relating that several Soviets had been detained as they
attempted to meet a soldier assigned to Field Station Berlin. That
was 1t.

Ultimately, SSgt. Lowry Wilcox and the agents involved in the op-
eration received medals for their efforts. Each citation was carefully
written to avoid the usual enigmatic prose that told the reader noth-
ing about what had actually happened. Veterans of Operation Lake
Terrace each have a citation lauding them for personally partici-
pating in the apprehension of three Soviet KGB agents on the
streets of West Berlin—something that their parents, spouses, chil-
dren, and grandchildren can read years later and understand what
their loved ones had actually done.

Records checks revealed KGB agent Valery Kiryukhin (Vasily) to
be an officer who had served in the KGB’s First Chief Directorate.
This was the elite of the KGB, manned by talented, language-trained
recruiters who served in Soviet embassies throughout the world.
Kiryukhin, we determined, had once served a tour in the Soviet Mis-
sion to the United Nations in New York City, which accounted for
his mastery of colloquial English. The intelligence windfall that a re-
cruitment of Sergeant Wilcox would yield had prompted the Sovi-
ets to bring in a high-powered English speaker to run the operation.
Normally, our KGB adversaries in West Berlin were from the KGB’s
Third Chief Directorate, men whose mission was to protect Soviet
forces in East Berlin and East Germany from American intelligence
collection efforts. Third Chief Directorate agents were generally less
sophisticated and experienced in dealing with Americans than their
colleagues in the First Directorate.
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Later that month, Alain Bianchi and the team of French agents
who had joined us on the streets arrived at the headquarters of the
766th MI Detachment. With some ceremony, I produced a wood box
containing a two-liter bottle of fine French Armagnac. Presented to
our unit in 1976 by the French after the Operation Beau Geste ar-
rests, the bottle came with a set of instructions atfixed to its box. Writ-
ten by the colonel who had commanded the 766th at that time, the
letter charged future American commanders to preserve it until the
next successful U.S.-French operation against the Soviets. At that
time, the author directed, “Open the bottle, consume it in good fel-
lowship with our French comrades, and noufy the undersigned that
‘the bottle is empty.” This will tell me that we got the bastards one
more time.” Ever mindful of the importance of tradition, we ac-
complished that final mission, pronouncing toast after toast to
French American amity, to Sergeant Wilcox, and to the streetagents
who had saved the day by their alertness.

Glowing with a sense of accomplishment and victory on that
cheerful day in November 1985, none of us would have been so up-
beat had we known that in foiling one attempt to penetrate the se-
crets of the field staton, we had missed another. It would be three
vears before we would realize this, when a case erupted whose sig-
nificance would dwarf Operaton Lake Terrace.



6: Berlin’'s Own Meister

Love, greed, jealousy, and sex played roles in many of our cases. But
in no case were all of these ingredients more present than the case
of Huseyin Yildirim, “the Meister.” And in no case were the conse-
quences so protracted and damaging.

The case commenced in 1982 with an ominous tip from the West
Berlin Staatschutz, or security police. A jailed former American sol-
dier named Jackson was leveling serious charges against two other
persons. An agent from the 766th Military Intelligence Detachment
responded and interviewed the man in jail. Jackson, an African
American in his late twenties, was serving time for burglary. Invok-
ing patriotism as his motive, he told our agent a sinister story.

A woman named Ella Pettway, Jackson related, had betrayed some
of the secrets of Field Station Berlin to the East Germans. Pettway, he
elaborated, was his ex-girlfriend and a former field station soldier who
had separated from the army and remained in Berlin. According to
Jackson, Ella Pettway had been taken across the Berlin Wall to meet
the East Germans by a Turk who worked as a mechanic-instructor in
the American command’s auto craft shop. The mechanic, Jackson de-
clared, was actually a communist agent on the payroll of the East Ger-
man State Security Service. The Turk had delivered Pettway to the
East Germans for an interrogation about her sensitive duties in the
field station. Pettway, Jackson insisted, had been kicked out of the
army and was shacked up with the Turk. Jackson knew the Turk only
by his nickname, “the Meister.” The Meister, he alleged, would do any-
thing for money.

If true, Jackson’s allegations were grave, further evidence of the
unabating attack of the opposition against the secrets of the moun-
taintop field station, the same unit to which Sergeant Wilcox was as-
signed.

Despite Jackson’s patriotic protestations, agents had to question
his motives for denouncing Ella Pettway and the Turk to army coun-
terintelligence in vestigators. In a convoluted series of events, Jack-
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son, Pettway, the Turk, and several other characters had been in-
volved in a series of shenanigans, including smuggling and black
marketing of artifacts and gems from Africa, and an underground
pipeline of pornography to Turkey. Apart from that, the Turk ap-
peared to have stolen Jackson’s girlfriend.

Investigators quickly divined that the Meister was one Huseyin
Yildirim, the popular head instructor at the army’s auto craft shop,
where members of the military could service their own cars with the
advantage of army-provided tools and expert advice. The craft shop
was situated on Andrews Barracks, where soldiers assigned to Field
Station Berlin were billeted. It was an ideal location for the East Ger-
mans to place an agent.

Yildirim, a preliminary investigation revealed, was a hardworking,
cheerful fellow who was known for his uncanny mechanical abilities
and who displayed a penchant for off-duty wheeling and dealing. He
had been working at the craft shop since 1979.

The agents who conducted the investigation discovered that al-
though Yildirim was married to a Turkish woman, he had indeed car-
ried on an extramarital affair with Ella Pettway. In fact, investigators
confirmed, Pettway had been living with the jailed Jackson until they
had a falling out, at least partially due to a budding relationship be-
tween her and Yildirim. Inquiries revealed that Ella Pettway had been
assigned to the field station. As a single parent with a wild teenaged
daughter and a prodigious alcohol problem, Ella had been mustered
out of the army for unsuitability before taking up with Yildirim. Af-
ter breaking up with Jackson, Pettway accused him of stealing her
sterco, which was how the man came to be in a German jail. To the
mvestigating agents, these circumstances cast doubt on Jackson's
credibility.

As an American civilian living overseas, Ella was technically not
within the jurisdiction of army counterintelligence to vestigate,
even though she was a recent veteran. Yildirim, however, worked for
the U.S. command and was fair game. Agents summoned the fifty-
two-year-old Turk for an interview.

The Meister showed up eager to cooperate. His debniefers got to
the point. Did Yildirim know Ella Pettway? Had he taken her to East
Berlin, and what did he have to say about Jackson's allegations? The
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affable Turk reacted with what appeared to be genuine outrage and
hurt at the idea that he would commit such a disloyal act. He loved
America, the Turk declared. He would never betray her.

Yildirim openly discussed his relationship with Ella, admitting with
aroguish grin that he was married but that the Pettway affair was just
that—an affair. He passionately denied ever having taken Ella, or any-
one else, to meet anyone in East Germany. The Turk insisted that
he was a fervent anticommunist. Jackson, he accused, was slander-
ing him out of jealousy. The man was no more than a common thief
who wanted to get even with Ella for having him thrown in jail. Hand
clutched over his heart, in a voice quaking with emotion, Yildirim
repeated his vow that he loved America and could never do such a
thing. He reminded the agents that he been working for the Amer-
ican command since 1979, and his record was excellent. Without hes-
itation, he agreed to submit to a polygraph examination to prove his
truthfulness.

With the exception of several ill-fated smuggling ventures, Yil-
dirim’s record was clean. Still, these were petty offenses, and such
peccadilloes were not uncommon among Berlin’s large Turkish
community. Petty smuggling was one thing; espionage was something
quite different.

With Jackson’s motives thus impugned and Yildirim falling all over
himself to cooperate in a polygraph exam, the case was quietly closed
by Bob Thayer’s predecessor. Yildirim was not polygraphed, and
agents never spoke with his alleged coconspirator, Pettway. Had they,
agents reasoned, Ella would have certainly denied Jackson’s allega-
tions, and then what? The case looked like a dog, in the vernacular
of the detachment’s Munich headquarters, and it was closed. We
would have cause to explain this decision in the future.

Months later, I undertook the restoration of a Volkswagen in the
auto craft shop in my spare time. As I wrestled with a particularly stub-
born bolt, one of the shop’s instructors intervened. “Watch me,” he
counseled, then sharply rapped the top of the bolt with a hammer.
“Now you try again; it be okay,” he said with a grin. I applied the
wrench and twisted; the bolt turned. “You see,” he said, laughing,
“very easy; just must think.” I thanked the fellow, who I learned from
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the sergeant in the next bay was the Meister, a craft shop institution
who could accomplish anything with tools.

For the next three months, with the Meister’s help, I completed
a total restoration of the car, working four and five nights a week. If
there was a problem, the cheerful Meister was always available to as-
sist. He was a colorful fellow with a genuine talent for anything me-
chanical. At one point, he proudly showed me his scrapbook, which
contained an article about him that had appeared in the Berlin Ob-
server, the command newspaper. “Berlin’s own Meister,” the article
touted, had once been an artillery officer in the Turkish army. Well
liked by all, Huseyin Yildirim was a registered auto mechanic with a
Meister’s certification, trained by the Mercedes-Benz firm. Also in-
cluded in the scrapbook were a number of letters from officers and
NCOs of the command, testifying about the Meister’s good deeds to
all. “Maybe some day you write one for me?” the Turk suggested with
his winning grin.

On another occasion, the Meister approached me in an ebullient
mood. “I got great chance to make money, much money,” he an-
nounced. “You look.” Unfolding a thick towel, the Turk displayed a
pair of primitive iron heads that had the look of African artifacts.
“Very valuable, from museum, worth lots of money,” he assured me,
as if extending an oblique invitation for me to either buy them or
assist in their disposal.

“Meister, where did you get these thingsz™ I asked.

The Turk flashed a mischievous grin, signaling that I didn’t want
to hear the answer.

“Meister, I don’t ever want to see these things again. You're going
to get yourself in trouble,” I admonished. Undaunted, the Turk
rolled up the ugly items and stashed them in the trunk of his rust-
ing Mercedes.

At work that week, I mentioned the Meister to several of the
agents. One told me, “Hey, sir, you know we once had a case on him,
don’tyou?” Surprised, I raised an eyebrow and shook my head. Later,
I called for the case file and scanned it, nodding knowingly at the
accounts of the Meister’s wheeling and dealing. Noting only that
the case was closed after Jackson’s allegations were discredited, I'sent
the dossier back to the repository and thought no more about it.
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Each time I visited the auto craft shop, the Meister was attentive
and eager to assist. From the other mechanics, I learned that some
hard feelings existed over the Turk’s self-promoting ways, in partic-
ular his habit of soliciting letters of praise from officers whom he had
assisted. So, when the Meister revived his request for a testimonial
letter, I wrote instead a letter to the craft shop’s supervisor naming
not only Yildirim but also his coworkers who had assisted me. The
Meister was disappointed, but I told him that the letter was fair and
that it did not put him in a compromising position with his fellow
workers.

Later that week, the doorbell rang at my home. It was the Meis-
ter, dropping by to present me with a small block of lucite in which
a single dollar bill was encased. A little gift, he said with a grin. “Just
want say, thank you.”

Several months passed before I again encountered the Meister.
The little man bounced up to me with good news, his ill-fitting
toupee askew. He had a girlfriend, a “very rich lady from Florida,”
and had recently traveled to Clearwater to meet her. The Meister had
always proclaimed that his life’s dream was to go to America. I could
see what was going through his mind and told him so.

The Turk grinned. “No, she love me too much. Maybe I go
Florida for good.” The Meister flashed his characteristic grin.

“Ifyou do,” I replied, “with your skills, you can get rich fixing Mer-
cedes cars over there.”

“She verrrry rich,” he intoned. “Her husband die.”

[ knew what this one was all about. The Meister’s new girlfriend
most certainly looked good on her blue American passport. The in-
corrigible Turk’s dream—a ticket to America.

Several weeks later, I again encountered the Meister working in
the craft shop on a small car with a German license plate. This was
odd because only GIs’ cars were supposed to be worked on in the
facility. A dumpy woman who appeared to be in her sixties hovered
near the car. The Meister looked up and waved, beckoning me to
COIMe Over.

“This Peggy, my friend,” he explained cheerfully. “She live near
Clearwater, in Florida.” I greeted the woman politely, marveling to
myself at the sacrifices the Meister was willing to make for a ticket to
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the United States. The matronly Peggy Bie, widow of a retired U.S.
Air Force officer, seemed to be somewhat befuddled but cordial
enough. She was apparently studying music in Berlin. The Meister
had indeed found a live one.

Some weeks later, as the holidays approached, our doorbell rang.
[t was almost nine o’clock in the evening, and we were not expect-
ing guests. While my wife escaped to put on a robe, I opened the
door. It was the Meister, Peggy, and a nice-looking voung man in his
twenties. Peggy’s son was in town, and the couple had just dropped
by to introduce him. I invited them in, somewhat taken aback by
their late appearance at the door but determined to be cordial.
Within a few minutes, my wife joined us. Peggy’s son was impressive,
a graduate of Yale University. [ offered refreshments, we made small
talk, and the Meister presented us with a small gift, nicely wrapped,
“for holiday.” Peggy waxed enthusiastically about a planned trip to
Florida, and I repeated to her the advice I had given the Meister—
that a man of his talent could make a fortune in the Sunshine State
by opening his own Mercedes repair business.

Clearly mesmernized by the Turk, Peggv Bie nestled up to him on
the couch, casting occasional admiring glances in his direction,
which the Meister sheepishly returned. It was difficult to keep a
straight face, the way the Turk was playing the gullible woman and
grinning at me, telegraphing the message that this was his trophy.
As for their untimely visit, this was the second ume the Meister had
popped in uninvited. He's a Turk, 1 explained to my wife later, and
hasn’t mastered our social graces.

That was the last time I saw Yildirim in Berlin. Within a month or
two, in my visit to the craft shop, the mechanics told me that the Meis-
ter had resigned, abandoned his Turkish family, and gone to Florida
with Peggy. I chuckled at the thought of the crafty Turk with a Florida
tan, charming Florida’s Mercedes-driving senior citizens and raking
in piles of cash. I did not expect to see him again.









7: FCA

By the summer of 1986, I had spent eight years in Germany, five of
them in the shadow of the Berlin Wall. The expectations of excite-
ment and intrigue at the helm of army counterintelligence that had
lured me back to the famous city had been generously fulfilled. In
the wake of Operation Lake Terrace and other operational achieve-
ments, the 766th Military Intelligence Detachment was widely re-
garded as the best counterintelligence outfit in Europe. Don, our
loyal CIA base chief, took the unusual step of recommending to the
army that the unit be cited for its unprecedented string of successes.
Among the many American and allied intelligence agencies in the
city, the detachment was regarded as a competent, reliable team
player, a notable achievement in a profession where parochial turf
wars are not unknown. We were proud that our unit had juggled
many sensitive balls since 1983 without dropping any, at least that
we knew of at the time.

Operation Lake Terrace had taught us that there was no substi-
tute for smart, well-trained agents when locking horns with the KGB.
The after-action assessment of the operation told the tale. The KGB
agent Vasily and his two comrades were lieutenant colonels in their
midforties who had worked the streets for an average of more than
fifteen years. The special agents who bested them were kids by com-
parison. Many were in their early twenties, fresh from training and
serving in their first operational assignments. True, they had one of
the best mentors in the business in Bob Thayer, but Bob himself was
but thirty-eight at the time.

Yet that’s the way it was for the duration of the Cold War. Our So-
viet adversary routinely overmatched us in resources—human and
material. A host of seasoned KGB and GRU field-grade officers op-
erated against our small band of youthful special agents, many of
whom wore the three stripes of a buck sergeant on those rare occa-
sions when they donned their uniforms. These were unfavorable
odds for a small band of spy catchers responsible for the defense
of a critical, heavily targeted bastion such as West Berlin. It was an
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imbalance that led to serious consequences for national security—
consequences that would surface in a pair of stunning cases re-
counted later in this book.

Washington bestowed the Department of the Army’s Superior
Unit Award on the detachment, the first military intelligence unit
to be so honored. In July 1986, I departed West Berlin with the sat-
isfaction that comes from having been the captain of a winning team
and a conviction that I had found my calling in the counterintelli-
gence field.

Command of another counterintelligence unit beckoned. To
lock in the assignment, I declined consideration for battalion-level
command, a critical career milestone all but essential to ensure pro-
motion to full colonel. Conventional wisdom held this decision to
be career suicide. But as one of the few intelligence officers of my
rank to cling to a field that was widely regarded as a career dead end,
I had set the stage for almost ten years in command of counterin-
telligence units at what turned out to be the vortex of the most ex-
citing and explosive counterespionage operations of the Cold War.

Fort Meade, Maryland: July 1986

Compared to stalking the KGB on the darkened streets of Berlin,
counterintelligence duty at Fort Meade was tame. I served in the
famed 902d Military Intelligence Group (the Deuce), which had a
proud tradition of its own. My new command was one of the 902d’s
subordinate units, the Operations Security Support Detachment,
known simply as OSD. Commanding this litde-known but highly spe-
cialized unit demanded an entirely different mind-set and array of
skills than did Berlin’s vaunted 766th MID.

The OSD mission was relatively mundane. During the Cold War,
the army research and development community had spawned a host
of special access programs. Called SAPS, or black programs, these
were typically sophisticated weapons development projects on the
cutting edge of technology. Black programs were funded with
monies that were nota part of the unclassified (“white”) defense bud-
getand were generally regarded as the army’s most sensitive projects.
Knowledge of them was tightly limited.
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Counterintelligence (CI) agents in OSD ensured that each pro-
gram manager in the so-called “black world” established and fol-
lowed stringent security requirements. In Berlin, Cl agents were spy
catchers; in the 902d, the sixty members of OSD were known as
Opsecers, an acronym fashioned from operations security.

Their job was often frustrating. As the army’s security watchdogs,
OSD agents had to goad their industry and government clients into
elaborate security measures that were costly in both time and
money—unwelcome in a highly competitive research and develop-
ment world where the most visible litmus test of a program’s success
was staying on schedule and within budget.

To further complicate matters, our mission, called Opsec Support,
was widely denigrated by the mainstream counterintelligence com-
munity, to whom counterespionage (spy catching) was the only real
CI work. Still worse, although one might think that the enemy
would have been the Soviets and other foreign intelligence services,
itsoon became apparent that the greatest threat to the secrets of the
black world was not agents of the nefarious KGB but the enterpris-
ing American media. During the eighteen months I commanded
OSD, we had more than a few bad days because some aggressive in-
vestigative reporter at the New York Times or the Philadelphia Inquirer
had stumbled onto one of our programs and exposed it in print.

The media regarded the Pentagon’s secret programs as fair game
in their righteous quest to expose fraud, waste, and abuse. But to the
Cold Warriors of OSD, a reporter who blew a sensitive program in
the Sunday edition was an unpatriotic nuisance who thought noth-
ing of serving up his nation’s secrets to the Soviets—all for a byline.

Because of the sensitivity of black programs, we were directly re-
sponsible to the vice chief of staff of the army. If one of our sensitive
programs (I was “read on”—granted access—to thirty-five) made it
into print, we would have to respond to a four-star general. At the
time, the “vice” was the brilliant, ascerbic, and feared Maxwell Thur-
man, unaffectionately nicknamed Mad Max. An Orville Reden-
bacher look-alike, General Thurman was probably the smartest of-
ficer of any rank on active duty in the army. He was also a
fire-breathing workaholic, legendary for his demanding nature and
intolerance of mistakes. As a result, life as commander of the Opsec
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Support Detachment could be characterized much as one pundit
once described life in combat—long periods of boredom punctuated
by brief moments of stark terror (usually when something went
wrong that could not be kept from General Thurman). Still, as in
Berlin, the detachment was blessed with a stable of quality agents,
military and civilian. I survived initial entry shock and settled into a
professionally satistying eighteen-month command tour.

Although a sojourn into the world of black programs was a broad-
ening experience, it lacked the intrigue and magnetism of spy catch-
ing. In counterespionage, the thrll of the hunt dominated. Success
could be easily measured by the unit's box score against the oppo-
sition. The hardworking agents in the Opsec Support Detachment
were engaged in a mission that was the equivalent of preventive med-
icine. If they were successful in pushing their prescription of en-
hanced security defenses, it would be far more difficult for our ad-
versaries to place a human agent into one of the army’s black
programs.

It was a vital mission, but I had been spoiled by duty in West Berhin.
Outwitting Vasily and his comrades was far more exciting than serv-
ing as the black world’s security watchdog. Spy catching was the
surgery of counterintelligence. When preventive medicine failed, the
foreign agents who infected our units had to be identfied and re-
moved like the tumors they were. A single disloval soldier with ac-
cess to sensitive secrets could cost our government bilhions of dol-
lars in damages and raise the cost of victory in the event of a conflict.
Recalling Operation Lake Terrace, it was not lost on any ol us what
the consequences would have been had not Sergeant Wilcox re-
ported the KGB's approach. The sergeant’s unit, Field Station Berlin,
represented an investment of hundreds of millions of dollars in state-
of-the-art technology. Soviet penetration of its secrets would have
been a disaster for national security.

In August 1987, I was selected for promotion to colonel in spite
of my narrow specialization in counterintelligence. The impending
promotion required that I relinquish command of the Opsec Sup-
port Detachment and find a job that required a full colonel. The
question was, where? Most positions for a bird colonel in my field
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were staff billets at major headquarters, duty for which I lacked the
patience. With silver eagles on my shoulders, there was only one truly
operational job—commander of the army’s elite Foreign Counter-
intelligence Activity, known in the business as FCA.

Headquartered conveniently on Fort Meade, FCA was a secretive
outfit whose members cultivated and relished the unit’s elite image.
Established in the early 1970s as the Special Operations Detachment
(SOD), the unit was renowned for its counterespionage successes
and known as a protective organization that almost never admitted
outsiders into its ranks. What little I knew about FCA came to me via
Bob Thayer, who had been an FCA investigator prior to his tour in
Berlin. The unit’s commander, Col. Bob Lunt, was a respected vet-
eran with almost thirty years of experience in human intelligence
and counterintelligence. Lunt, it was rumored, was contemplating
retirement.

The FCA operations officer was a controversial, entrenched lieu-
tenant colonel named Noel Jones. Jones had served an unheard-of
fourteen consecutive years in the organization, acquiring along the
way a reputation for brilliance and heavy-handed leadership. Ob-
sessed with compartmentation and elitism, Jones tolerated no one
who was not absolutely loyal to him. He was wily, aggressive, and en-
dowed with formidable operational instincts; even the man’s nu-
merous detractors admitted that his talent and hard work had played
a major role in making the Foreign Counterintelligence Activity the
best unit of its kind in the Department of Defense.

But Jones had been permitted to homestead in his powerful po-
sition too long. Never a team player, he had come to consider him-
self as omniscient and infallible, a mind-set reinforced by the hard-
core group of sycophantic supporters with whom he surrounded
himself. Worse, he trusted no one, saw hostile intelligence penetra-
tions everywhere, and had come to regard his own higher head-
quarters, his sister units, and other civilian intelligence agencies with
arrogance, distrust, and disdain. It was not an uncommon profile;
the CIA had endured the same problem during the long reign of its
brilliant but paranoid counterintelligence czar James Jesus Angleton.

The civilian deputy commander of FCA in late 1987 was a hulk-
ing six-foot-four-inch, 250-pound Pennsylvania Dutchman from Har-
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risburg, Bob Bell. Like me, Bell was a member of the “Berlin Mafia,”
those of us who had cut our teeth in the Divided City in the 1960s
and returned there for repeated tours of duty. The outspoken Bell
had departed Berlin a year sooner than Iand been assigned directly
to FCA, where he had promptly locked horns with its imperious op-
erations officer. As I discreetly sniffed out the chances of landing the
FCA position, Bob offered little encouragement. Noel Jones, he ad-
vised, would oppose any candidate for the plum job who was an out-
sider. With fourteen vears in place, Bob warned, the cagey operations
officer had cemented powerful contacts in high places and accu-
mulated markers that he could redeem if threatened. Jones was a
survivor, a powerful force deemed by most observers to be all but un-
touchable. Everyone knew that the hard-nosed officer had more than
once defeated those who had tried over the vears to dislodge him
from his throne at FCA. Under these circumstances, I harbored no
illusions that I might be selected 1o replace Bob Lunt, whose retire-
ment was imminent.

But there were other powerful forces at work. The Intelligence and
Security Command’s commanding general, Maj. Gen. Ed Soyster, and
his deputy, Brig. Gen. Chuck Owens, had become disenchanted with
the growing arrogance and elitism that had overtaken FCA. Opera-
tionally, the unit was the army’s counterintelligence flagship. The gen-
erals were determined to turn it around.

Within a month, General Owens took me aside at a change-of-
command ceremony with good news. General Soyster had named
me as the new commander of FCAL T was to report to the unitin Jan-
uary (1988).

By selecting me for the coveted command, the generals were send-
ing asignal. Outsiders are usually broughtin to clean house. Rumors
proliferated that I was under orders to solve the problem of the
homesteading operations officer. They were accurate. As one with a
reputation for collegiality, I had my orders: “Bring FCA back into the
army” while not hurting operations.

The commander of the Foreign Counterintelligence Activity con-
trolled counterintelligence operations and investigations through-
out the world, with operational teams deploved around the world,
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Counterespionage cases handled by the unitwere the most sensitive
in the army. At any one time, there might be several hundred army
investigations under way in the world. Only a handful—those with
the greatest sensitivity—were conducted by the Foreign Counterin-
telligence Activity.

A comprehensive account of FCA successes would be a highly clas-
sified book in itself, even today, long after the denouement of the
Cold War. In its brief history, the secretive unit had a record of
achievements against foreign intelligence services that is unequalled
in the annals of military intelligence history.

Most of the exploits of the Foreign Counterintelligence Activity
occurred in the quiet shadows of the Cold War. An exception was a
case known as Landlord Paper, which made a rare media splash. The
drama occurred in 1982, when FCA agents and their FBI partners
orchestrated the arrest in Augusta, Georgia, of Otto Attila Gilbert,
an agent of the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service. Gilbert, a
courier for the Hungarians, was caught in the act of purchasing mil-
itary secrets from a U.S. Army warrant officer whom Budapest be-
lieved to be a traitor. Actually, the man was a double agent recruited
years earlier by FCA. Newspaper coverage of the arrest depicted it
as another example of the vigilant FBI at work, which it was—to an
extent. Behind the headlines, however, was the signature of the For-
eign Counterintelligence Activity, which had set the stage for the
arrest.

The case began in the mid-1970s when army chief warrant officer
Janos Smolka, a Hungarian American stationed in Germany, traveled
to Budapest to visit his mother. During the visit, the Hungarian Mil-
itary Intelligence Service approached Smolka with a tempting offer.
If he would agree to provide U.S. and NATO secrets, the Budapest
government would pay good money and ensure VIP treatment for
his aging mother. The approach was consistent with the modus
operandi of the Hungarians, who were known in American coun-
terintelligence circles to favor recruitment of their own nationals.

The conscientious Smolka was a military police investigator. He
promptly reported the incident to his local army counterintelligence
field office. Army regulations made it mandatory to report any con-
tact with a national of a communist bloc country, even if no approach
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to commit espionage was tendered. In this case, there was no ambi-
guity. Smolka had been “cold-pitched.”

Budapest’s blatant approach posed an operational opportunity.
Foreign Counterintelligence Activity agents assessed Smolka and
liked what they saw. From that point on, after careful vetting, Janos
Smolka served as a double agent, accepting recruitment and pro-
viding classified information in exchange for money, all under the
watchful tutelage of seasoned FCA case officers. By the early 1980s,
his case officer was special agent Norman Runk.

Himself a chief warrant officer, Runk was one of FCA’s shrewdest
operators. With his family roots in Germany, Runk was born in Bal-
timore in early 1945. The son of a skilled die-setter, Runk graduated
from high school and joined the army, justin tme for Lyndon John-
son’s buildup of American forces in Vietnam.

By the time he met Smolka in 1980, Runk was a veteran of fifteen
vears’ service—fifteen vears into which he had crammed a liftetume
of adventure. By his thirtieth birthday, the street-smart agent had
risen through the ranks and been appointed a warrant officer. He
had conducted investigations in the United States, spooked around
Thailand for more than a year, recruited spies in Germany, and tu-
tored double agents on four continents. Along the way, Runk also
served a wartime tour in Vietnam with the 5th Special Forces Group,
during which he ran agents into Cambodia to surveil the Ho Chi
Minh trail.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity case officers ran Smolka
much like the 766th ran SSgt. Lowry Wilcox in West Berlin during
Operation Lake Terrace. While assigned in Europe, Smolka delivered
sixteen rolls of film to the Hungarians, for which he received $3,000.
Then Budapest offered him $100,000 to provide cryptographic ma-
terials and classihed informaton on certain weapons systems. Smolka
played along.

By 1981, Smolka was stationed at the army’s Criminal Investiga-
ton Laboratory on Fort Gordon, in Georgia. There he continued
to communicate with his Hungarian spymasters by mailing coded
postcards to cutout addresses in Austria. The orchestrated treason
continued, although the case was now run jointly by Norman Runk
and an FBI opposite number. In April 1982, Runk and the FBI de-
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cided to use Smolka to lure a Hungarian courtier to the United States.
To do this, Smolka would have to persuade his Hungarian handlers
that he had obtained a load of secrets but could not get away from
his new job to travel to Hungary.

Budapest took the bait and dispatched a courier. The meeting
spot would be at the base of the Confederate War Memorial in down-
town Augusta, Georgia. The unfortunate courier was Otto Gilbert.
Gilbert, a native Hungarian, was a naturalized U.S. citizen who nor-
mally drove a cab in New York City.

Runk’s instincts told him that the impending visit of a Hungarian
courier posed yet another opportunity. In his view, FCA should per-
mit the courier to make the pickup, then shadow him from Augusta
to wherever he might go in the United States, thus possibly ident-
fying other agents. It was the classic stuff of the double-agent game:
Orchestrate a controlled espionage drama in order to smoke out
how our adversaries recruited and ran American traitors, then use
this valuable information to identify other spies.

But Runk was overruled. As the meeting approached, he learned
that Noel Jones and the FBI had decided to arrest the Hungarian
courier as soon as he accepted the documents. Runk protested. Not
only did this course of action forfeit the opportunity to learn more
about the courier’s contacts, but it would have devastating impact-
on the faithful Smolka, who would never be allowed to visit his
mother in Budapest once the Hungarians awoke to the news of the
arrest. Runk was told that he didn’t know the whole story, that there
was a higher priority. Apparently, there was a supersecret investiga-
tion under way in Europe that had the highest national priority. In
support of this case, it was vital to capture a Hungarian and inter-
rogate him. Runk was tersely informed that he had no need to know
about the mystery investigation.

Otto Attila Gilbert, unaware of the great debate over his fate, ar-
rived in Augusta and met Janos Smolka at the Civil War memorial
as planned. As soon as he exchanged an envelope containing $4,000
for a package of classified documents, the FBI pounced. For his es-
pionage, Gilbert was sentenced to fifteen years in prison. Attempts
to interrogate him for clues to unlock the secret investigation failed.
Norman Runk could not have known it at the time, but the investi-
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gation so cryptically described by his superiors would one day change
his life.

With Otto Gilbert behind bars, Runk and the FCA, quiet profes-
sionals, slipped into the shadows while the FBI accepted well-earned
public kudos for the joint operation. That was vintage FCA. Within
the counterintelligence community and the senior army leadership,
where 1t counted, evervone knew that the elite unit had performed
with its usual brilliance.

In the fall of 1983, FCA agents got their man under bizarre and
unorthodox circumstances.

The case revolved around the mysterious disappearance and ap-
parent death of a soldier assigned to Field Station Sinop in Turkey,
a sister unit of Field Station Berlin. Duty at the isolated mountain-
top site could be lonesome and nerve wracking. Combating stress
and boredom was always a major leadership challenge for whomever
commanded at Sinop.

[n late September 1983, Sgt. Dennis Bray approached his superi-
ors. “l can’t take it here anymore,” the distressed noncom com-
plained. “This place is driving me crazy.” Efforts to placate the rat-
tHed NCO were unsuccessful. Bray was inconsolable and threatened
o go AWOL

privy to sensitive secrets. The colonel who commanded the unit

a sertous matter for soldiers whose duties made them

granted the stressed-out soldier a special morale and welfare leave
to recharge his batteries.

Bray signed out on leave for a vacation in the United States and
did not return. This made the missing sergeant a KAWOL. army-
speak for knowledgeable AWOL., a missing soldier with secrets in his
head. The alert went out, and it was soon determined that Bray had
gone fishing on Little Cayman Island in the Caribbean.

Officials in the British West Indies reported that a man fitting
Bray's description had rented a boat, gone fishing, and failed to re-
turn. The United States Coast Guard discovered Brav's rubber boat
fHoating inside the coral reet that surrounds Little Cayman Island.
[ts occupant, the Coast Guard concluded, had fallen overboard and
no doubt been eaten by sharks that infested the warm waters. What
the sharks hadn’t eaten, Coast Guard and Island officials speculated,
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was probably at the bottom of the two-thousand-foot-deep Yucatian
trench, on the far side of the reef.

When news of the mysterious disappearance reached Washington,
the generals summoned the FCA commander. There was something
fishy about the whole affair, senior officers believed. The Foreign
Counterintelligence Activity must “get someone down there and take
a look.”

Special agent Dave Guethlein drew the unusual mission. The
thirty-year-old Guethlein was a Cincinnati German who had been a
counterintelligence agent since his 1972 enlistment. The six-foot-
three warrant officer was an excellent choice for the unorthodox
challenge. After a decade of duty in Japan, Germany, and the United
States, Guethlein was a no-nonsense, methodical investigator known
for his thorough, persistent approach. He and his partner, special
agent Stan Nemitz, were not averse to tackling a challenge in the
Caribbean. Within hours, the selfless pair had booked a flight to Ja-
maica.

In Jamaica, Guethlein and Nemitz were astounded at the frantic
activity on an island known to be a sleepy resort. At the U.S. embassy,
the defense attaché—a colonel—was unenthusiastic about the two
spooks’ mission. The United States had just invaded the island of
Grenada, and American troops were in a fierce battle with armed
Cubans at an airfield they had been building for Grenada’s neo-
Marxist government.

“I’d advise you to postpone your mission and hole up in a hotel
here,” the colonel warned. “We’ve got a report that the Cubans have
offered a hundred-thousand-dollar reward for anyone who can make
a hit on an American in the Caribbean.”

Guethlein and Nemitz were not intimidated. The pair had orders
to proceed to the Grand Caymans. Taking a sabbatical in Jamaica on
the way was not part of the deal, war or no war. The following day,
the partners boarded an interisland puddle jumper and flew to Lit-
tle Cayman Island.

The pair checked in with the local constabulary, where officials
reaffirmed the assessment of the Coast Guard. They had recovered
the boat and fishing tackle. The missing sergeant was almost surely
in Davy Jones’s locker.
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Guethlein and Nemitz were unpersuaded. Armed with the ritual
suspicious nature of all successful counterintelligence agents, the
FCA men knew that Bray fit the profile of someone who might stage
his own demise. Reluctant to return to Washington empty-handed,
the two agents lingered on the tropical island, which was, after all,
not bad duty. Frequenting bars and restaurants where Bray might
have been seen (counterintelligence people make such sacrifices
regularly), they cast their investigative net widely in search of clues
to the missing soldier’s fate. v

Yet Guethlein was also plagued by doubts. If the man was so be-
set by personal problems that he had staged his own death to escape
them, was it not likely that he had already fled the island to begin a
new life in the United States? After seven days on the lush island, the
two agents reluctantly decided that it was time to return to Fort
Meade.

Hope springs eternal. The dirt road that led to the island’s small
airstrip passed by the beachfront where the missing sergeant had last
been seen. Guethlein and Nemitz drove slowly, eyes peeled in one
last attempt to locate the missing man.

The rest became the stuff of legend in the corridors of FCA. As
the two agents rounded a curve on the narrow beach road, a thin,
bearded man emerged from the foliage and darted across their path.

Both agents had studied file photos of Bray. Guethlein recalls the
encounter as if it happened yesterday. “He was dressed in a tat-
tered shirt and ragged shorts—Ilooking for all the world like a
refugee from Gilligan’s Island. T said to Stan, ‘Son of a bitch, that
looks like him.™”

Nemitz shouted at the man. "Hey, you! Bray!”

“The guy responded to his name,” Guethlein recalls with a grin.
“Then he fed us a line. He claimed to be Captain Dennis, leader of
a Special Forces A Team, and insisted excitedly that he and his team
had landed on the island, but all of his men had been wiped out.”

The two FCA men displayed their army intelligence identity doc-
uments. The game was over, they told the bearded deserter. It was
time to come home. Their man surrendered meekly, then launched
into unconvincing attempts to persuade his captors that he was suf-
fering from amnesia.
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Guethlein and Nemitz spirited their captive back to the United
States—no small achievement, because Bray had no passport or
other identity documents. Guethlein and his partner flashed their
special agent badges and mobilized all of their persuasive powers to
convince the authorities that the man was an American soldier in
their custody.

Blind luck and persistence had paid off, adding in the process yet
another chapter to the growing FCA mystique.

Bray was housed in the psychiatric ward of Walter Reed Army Med-
ical Center, where he played cat and mouse with the hospital staff
for weeks, not unlike the infamous B. J. Conlin. Doctors declared
him mentally competent but recommended his release from the
army.

With each success, FCA added to its reputation for excellence, and
the finest agents in army counterintelligence lined up for admission
to its ranks. If Berlin’s 766th MID was the best place in Europe to
lock horns with the Soviets, FCA was the unrivaled premier posting
from which one could engage our historic adversaries globally.

Bob Lunt had served more than four years at the unit’s helm. Be-
cause of FCA’s unique, specialized mission, the customary two-year
limit for commanders did not apply. I was facing four or more years
in one of army intelligence’s most coveted positions.

FCA’s homesteading operations officer recognized the handwrit-
ing on the wall and announced his retirement shortly after [ assumed
command. The generals concurred with my recommendation that
Noel Jones should be honored with the Legion of Merit. By so do-
ing, the army would acknowledge the departing officer’s many gen-
uine accomplishments while deemphasizing his problems of recent
years. It was not lost on anyone that the brilliant officer had become
entrenched and controversial because the army had permitted him
to homestead in FCA for fourteen years.



8: Canasta Player

They called it Canasta Player. Several weeks before I assumed com-
mand of FCA, Bob Lunt referred cryptically to the tightly compart-
mented invesugation. It was, he assured me in conspiratorial tones,
the most sensitive case in the history of army counterintelligence, “a
bombshell waiting to explode.”

General Owens echoed Lunt's words. I was to clear the decks and
“get ahold” of the Canasta Player case as soon as possible. The case
had grave national security implications. It required my personal at-
tention—full time, if necessary—even at the expense of other duties.

Though not yet formally briefed on the closely held case, I knew
that it was related to the urgent orders we had received in West Berlin
from our Munich headquarters three vears carlier. The 766th MID
had been directed to give up two of its best agents to a “sensitive pro-
ject.” Bob Thayer and I were told that we had no need to know fur-
ther details. Scuttlebutt had 1t that the agents would serve on a spe-
cial investigative team searching for a spy who was selling war plans
to the Soviets.

I also knew that one of the agents we had dispatched from Berlin,
Gary Pepper, had been continually laboring away on the investiga-
tion since 1985 from a secret base somewhere in Germany.

As I would soon learn, Canasta Player was the most sensitve se-
cret in the U.S. Army. Not only that, but the case was about to take
a dramatic turn that would propel the agents of the Foreign Coun-
terintetligence Activity, the FBI, the CIA, and West German security
officials on a journey that would shake up NATO, dominate the net-
work news, and make the cover of Newsweek magazine.

The case we called Canasta Player traces its roots to the October
1956 Hungarian Revolution. At the time, I was an impressionable
teenager in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, watching sympathetcally as the
people of Hungary made their vain bid to shake off Soviet domina-
ton. When surprised Red Army commanders were forced by the
Freedom Fighters to retreat from the city amid a shower of Molotov
cocktails, we applauded the Hungarians™ bravery. Then came the So-
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viet betrayal and counterattack, followed by poignant images of
frightened and forlorn Hungarians fleeing over the famous Bridge
at Andau into neutral Austria and lonely exile.

Among the refugees who reached sanctuary in Austria were Louis
and Clair Szabo and their eighteen-year-old son, Zoltan. By the
spring of 1957, the Szabos, like many displaced Hungarians, had mi-
grated to the United States. The family settled near Plainfield, New
Jersey. There, while the homesick senior Szabos dreamed of re-
turning to their beloved Hungary, son Zoltan learned English with
commendable speed.

Butin 1959, twenty-year-old Zoltan ran afoul of the law. The trans-
gression was not major. The inventive Hungarian had embraced cap-
italism and was caught fabricating and selling near-perfect cardboard
counterfeits of New Jersey license plates. This brush with the au-
thorities propelled the teenager into a new life as a soldier in the U.S.
Army.

The talented emigré adapted well to the army, which shipped him
to Germany. Comfortable in his native Europe, Zoltan Szabo per-
fected his command of German and English. During his off-duty
hours, the handsome soldier soon linked up with a twenty-two-year-
old refugee from East Germany, Renate Jaschke, who had settled in
Landshut, Bavaria. Daughter Andrea was born in the fall of 1960, and
the couple married the following spring. In late 1961, a son was born.

Zoltan Szabo was assigned to a subordinate unit of the army’s 8th
Infantry Division. The alert noncom showed such promise that he
was recommended for commissioning. By now a U.S. citizen, Staff
Sergeant Szabo attended officer candidate school and was commis-
sioned a second lieutenant in the armor branch in 1967.

The war in Vietnam was raging. The young tanker rose with
wartime speed to the rank of captain and served a combat tour in
Vietnam. Decorated with a silver star for bravery under fire, Captain
Szabo returned to duty in Germany. With combat experience and a
silver star on his chest, his career seemed to be on track.

Then came a humiliating setback. Like thousands of other Viet-
nam-era officers who lacked a college education, the decorated cap-
tain was caught up in an army-wide, post-Vietnam reduction in force
(RIF). Ordered in 1973 to separate from active duty, Szabo complied.
Because of his enlisted service, he was permitted to reenter active
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duty and serve as a noncommissioned officer. The diligent soldier,
once again a staff sergeant, returned to duty in the 8th Infantry Di-
vision, where he was assigned to the G-3 staff section. In 1979,
Zoltan Szabo retired after twenty years of active duty. By then di-
vorced from Renate, he settled in Austria, close to his parents, who
had moved from New Jersey to a corner of Austria near their beloved
homeland.

Ironically, the soldier who had entered the army under a legal
cloud ended his career the same way. By retirement tume, Staff
Sergeant Szabo had come to the attention of the army’s Criminal In-
vestigation Division for the black marketing of GI gasoline ration
coupons. Perhaps out of respect for his Vietnam heroism, the army
gave Szabo a break. After spending his final two years of active duty
in the post housing office, and with a service record clouded by no
fewer than three Artcle 15 disciplinary actions for various petty of-
fenses, Zoltan Szabo was permitted to retire honorably and draw the
pension of his officer rank. He had spent most of his twenty-vear ca-
reer in Germany.

Career patterns such as Szabo’s were not uncommon during the
Cold War, particularly for soldiers with German wives. The U.S. Army
had more than 200,000 troops in Germany, many of whom adjusted
readily to the beer and hospitality, not to mention the sheer enjoy-

ment of life in historic old Europe—a life lived at bargain basement
prices, thanks to army housing and a strong American dollar. The
Hungarian American’s proclivity to homestead in Germany thus
failed to arouse the suspicions of his superiors.

But Zoltan Szabo had a secret. The seemingly passionate ant-
communist Hungarian American was actually a recruited and trained
agent of the MNVK/2, the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service.
Since 1972, he had been delivering classified documents to his Hun-
garian masters. Sometimes Szabo would make his deliveries through
a courier who would meet him in Germany to exchange documents
for money; on other occasions he would make a quick drive to the
Austrian cites of Innsbruck, Salzburg, or Vienna to meet with his
communist agent handlers. Periodically, Szabo would travel dis-
creetly to Hungary to meet with officers of the Center. Hungarian
Tokay wines, fine cuisine, and a stunningly beautiful woman became
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a part of Zoltan’s secret life, as did the use of a villa on picturesque
Lake Balaton, courtesy of Budapest’s privileged intelligence service.

The bold and quick-thinking Zoltan was good at what he did. The
cascade of documents he was looting from the G-3 of the 8th Infantry
Division made a strong impression on his Hungarian superiors, who
shared with Moscow all secrets provided by the star agent. Soviet KGB
officers were impressed. Clearly, the Hungarians had landed a big
fish who enjoyed access to the crown jewels—U.S. and NATO war
plans. Soon, Szabo was selected and trained to serve as one of Bu-
dapest’s principal agents. His new job was to spot, assess, and recruit
other disaffected or greedy U.S. and NATO military personnel. Ur-
bane, wily, and perceptive, Zoltan Szabo was a perfect choice to troll
for soldiers who had access to military secrets and would bend the
rules to generate extra cash.

Szabo’s double life commenced in late 1971, during what was in-
tended to be a carefree vacation. When the young armor officer took
his German wife and young children on a trip to Lake Balaton in his
native Hungary, agents of the Hungarian Military Intelligence Ser-
vice accosted him and accused him of being an agent of the Amer-
ican CIA. Szabo hotly denied the allegation. The Hungarian inter-
viewer shifted gears. Over a bottle of wine, he reminded Szabo of his
duty to his homeland and gauged the captain’s reactions. The as-
sessment was positive. Officers of the MNVK/2 decided that he was
an excellent candidate for espionage who should be courted.

Within a few weeks, Zoltan’s parents informed him that a former
Hungarian schoolmate wished to meet him in Austria. When Zoltan
arrived at the meeting, he found himself face-to-face with Budapest’s
agents once again. This time the Hungarians made Szabo an at-
tractive offer. In exchange for his agreement to provide classified
documents, the Hungarians would shower the young officer with
more money than he had ever seen. At the same time, Hungarian
spymasters would arrange for preferential treatment for his home-
sick parents, who were contemplating repatriation to their native
country.

Budapest’s cold pitch to Zoltan Szabo was a classic example of the
espionage art. Spot a target with access to the enemy’s secrets, then
uncover and exploit a motivation that would incline the person to
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acceptrecruitiment. Money and loyalty to his parents would motivate
Szabo initially. Later, after the humiliating loss of his officer rank,
ego and revenge would play a role.

Zoltan Szabo performed brilliantly for his Hungarian masters for
sixteen years. Until his retirement in 1979, he personally delivered
thousands of pages of classified documents stolen from under the
noses of his trusting superiors, a record that one Hungarian intelli-
gence officer described as unequalled. But more importantly, the in-
ventive and resourceful operative developed into a skilled principal
agent, aggressively spotting and recruiting fellow soldiers for mem-
bership in Budapest’s growing stable of disloyal Americans. The en-
terprising teenager from New Jersey eventually spawned an espi-
onage ring that penetrated the innermost military secrets of the
United States and her NATO allies, a ring that ultimately grew to four
generations. Zoltan Szabo’s espionage empire operated with im-
punity from 1972 to 1988, and its full dimensions are not known to
this day. It was these fruits of Szabo’s labor that Gary Pepper and
eventually the entire Foreign Counterintelligence Activity would
seek to identfy and neutralize in the case known as Canasta Player.

Another teenager caught up in the 1956 exodus from Hungary
was Sandor Kercsik. Sixteen-year-old Sandor, an intense and serious
fellow, fled the bloody chaos without his parents and younger
brother, Imre, who remained in Hungary. Sandor’s path to freedom
ended in Sweden. There the hardworking, bright emigré was able
to obtain Swedish citizenship and pursue his ambition of becoming
a physician. To continue his medical education, the newly minted
Swedish citizen elected to study in his native Budapest.

By 1967, the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service turned its at-
tention to Sandor. As a citizen of a neutral country in a Europe di-
vided by the passions of the Cold War, the aspiring young doctor was
a perfect candidate for recruitment as a legal traveler, someone who
could flash a neutral passport and move freely between NATO and
Warsaw Pact countries.

Today, Kercsik insists that he declined the Hungarian service’s first
recruitment approach. Then the Hungarians played the family card.
If he would agree to spy for his native country, his mother, who was
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in ill health, would receive preferential medical treatment. Sandor
accepted the offer but insisted that he never be tasked to operate
against his adopted country of Sweden.

The new recruit served initially as a clandestine courier, a link be-
tween agents who were stealing NATO secrets in Germany and their
Hungarian controllers in Budapest. If a Hungarian mole in the U.S.
Army had a stash of stolen secret documents for delivery, Sandor
(code name Alex) would receive an encoded message from Budapest
on his shortwave radio. The physician would meet the agent and de-
liver the booty to the Hungarians, often serving as Budapest’s pay-
master.

Like Zoltan Szabo, whom he would ultimately meetin 1971, San-
dor Kercsik performed yeoman duty for the Hungarians. From 1967
to 1988, the Swedish Hungarian physician made hundreds of trips
as Budapest’s bagman, giving him access to many of the Hungarian
service’s most successful penetrations of NATO. Money, privileges,
and recognition as a hero of the socialist cause were his. But most
importantly, Sandor’s dedicated service to his native country made
life tolerable for his family under Hungary’s austere, Soviet-domi-
nated system.

One of Sandor’s most tangible rewards for his double life came
when the Hungarian intelligence service supported the emigration
to Sweden of his younger brother, Imre. Like Sandor, Imre learned
that favors from the Budapest government had a price. By the early
1980s, having followed in his older sibling’s footsteps and attended
medical school in Budapest, the young physician had also obtained
Swedish citizenship. In late 1980, Imre Kerscik was recruited by the
MNVK/2 to serve as a support agent. The Center provided him the
code name Viktor.

Both brothers married and settled in Goteborg, Sweden, where
they practiced internal medicine at a local clinic and became re-
spected members of the community. Imre embraced his adopted
country, even joining the Swedish army as a reservist. But during
their off-duty hours, the two decrypted coded instructions received
by radio from Budapest and regularly shuttled between Sweden, Ger-
many, and Austria—key links in a ring that was engaged in an un-
precedented looting of NATO secrets.
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In the spring of 1987, none of this was known to the U.S. gov-
ernment. Sandor Kercsik was in his twentieth vear as one of Bu-
dapest’s agents, brother Imre had served almost seven years, and
Zoltan Szabo had been betraying secrets since 1972. By following
time-tested rules of espionage tradecraft and exploiting weaknesses
in the American army’s security practices, the operatives of the
MNVK/2 had covered their tracks well.

Had it not been for our colleagues in the Central Intelligence
Agency, itis likely that the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service’s
landmark penetration of NATO would never have been unmasked.
Understanding how the CIA stumbled onto the trail of bewrayal in
Central Europe and provided army counterintelligence the tip that
led to the Canasta Player investigation requires a journey back to the
year 1978.

The latter half of the 1970s was a bad time for the United States
and its allies. The Cold War raged unabated. Soviet advisers and their
Cuban surrogates were deeply involved in penetrating the African
subcontinent, and the paranoid Kremlin leadership was about to
make a fateful decision to invade neighboring Afghanistan. At home,
the American people remained in a depressed, wound-licking mode
in the wake of our humiliation in Vietnam. Morale in America’s “hol-
low army” was at an all-time low as the Departmentof Delense strug-
gled with its historic but faltering conversion to an all-volunteer
force. Soon, the shah of Iran would be sweptaside, our embassy staff
in Teheran taken hostage, and America’s weaknesses further ex-
posed by a bungled hostage rescue attempt in the Iranian desert.

It was against this backdrop that CIA sources behind the Iron
Curtain provided their American agent handlers some alarming
news. Your military in Europe is penetrated, the agency’s sources
warned, possibly at a very high level. The spy in your ranks, agents
confided to their CIA masters, is someone who has access to top-
secret war plans and other documents. Your most sensitive military
secrets are being delivered regularly to the Hungarian Military In-
telligence Service.

Due to strict compartmentation, the CIA’s sources did not have
access to the American traitor’s identity, but they were able to pro-
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vide tidbits of information that might assist in unmasking the spy.
Budapest’s agent, they explained, was delivering large quantities of
war plans, measured by the kilogram. The Hungarian service was in
turn sharing the take with their Soviet ally. In fact, one source con-
fided, the stolen documents are so impressive that the Soviet air force
attach¢ in Budapest—a GRU officer—was flying each haul directly
to Moscow for evaluation. Another source pointed out that the op-
eration had been going on for many years. Yet another source re-
vealed a particularly disturbing morsel: On one occasion, allegedly
in the spring of 1978, the spy had been paid an unprecedented
$50,000 for a single document, thought to have been the plan for a
war in Central Europe. In Moscow, the CIA sources advised omi-
nously, the Hungarian penetration was regarded as the most lucra-
tive espionage success in Europe since the end of World War II.

Senior agency officials realized the importance of their agents’
warnings and brought the grave news to the Department of Defense
in 1978, cautiously withholding any information that could endan-
ger their well-placed sources. The agency tip led to what would ul-
timately become the longest-running, most sensitive, most tightly
compartmented, and costliest counterespionage investigation in
history. If the agency’s spies were correct, NATO’s ability to defend
Western Europe against the Soviets and their Warsaw Pact allies was
in jeopardy.

Outgunned by armor-heavy Soviet formations in Central Europe,
allied forces were committed to a defensive strategy. To prevail, it was
essential that NATO dominate the key terrain, receive timely intelli-
gence to identify the attacker’s main effort, and be able to quickly shift
U.S. and NATO units to repel the onslaught. Successful execution of
this strategy would be dangerously undermined if the Soviet com-
mander had read the NATO plans before the first shot was fired.

The agency’s warnings portended catastrophe. Armed with such
information and convinced that they might prevail, the Soviets
might be tempted to attack in Central Europe. From the highest lev-
els of the Department of Defense, the order was given: Unmask the
alleged spy and put him out of business.

Army counterintelligence established a special investigating team
in Europe to uncover the mole. Because it was by no means certain
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that the spy was a soldier, agents of the air force’s Office of Special
InvestigationsA (OSI) opened their own case.

Even though the CIA’s sources had warned of a possible high-level
penetration, investigators knew that the traitor could be someone
in the ranks. Whoever the spy was, he or she had regular access 1o
large quantities of sensitive documents and had apparently managed
to serve continuously in Europe for years. In the American military,
this sketchy profile was inconsistent with a high-ranking officer. Of-
ficers are under considerable career pressure to accept new assign-
ments every three vears. Noncommissioned officers remain on sta-
tion longer and perform much of the hands-on work, including the
securing and handling of classified documents.

The investigation was initally given the code name Canfield
Score. For several years, frustrated agents in Europe struggled in a
fruidess needle-in-a-havstack hunt. In any investigation where the
subject or target is unknown (CI agents call such cases “unsubs™),
success requires great patience. Profiling is utilized, whereby inves-
tigators seek to identify a set of facts or assumptions (a profile) about
the target in order to whittle down the list of possible suspects.

In the Canficld Score investigation, agents were cursed with the
worst possible set of circumstances. Facts about their target were few:
a penetrator in Europe who was giving the Hungarians large quan-
ttes of sensitive documents during the 1970s in exchange for big
money. Such a profile was too thin and fit too many possible candi-
dates to vield success. The small cell of agents who wrestled with the
frustrating investigation were further hamstrung by the need to keep
the very existence of the investigation a closely guarded secret. Pro-
tection of the CIA sources was of paramount importance. Under
such constraints, the Canfield Score case went nowhere. The possi-
bles who could have fit the sketchy profile numbered in the tens of
thousands, overwhelming the few investigators allocated to the case.
By the early 1980s, even as Cold War tensions escalated, the hunt for
the elusive Hungarian mole was relegated to the “too tough™ box.



9: The CIA Comes Through

The Canfield Score case file would surely have lain forgotten in a safe
in Germany were it not for the actions of two men in the tight cir-
cle of those who were aware of its existence. One of them was a ca-
reer CIA intelligence officer, Gardner R. “Gus” Hathaway. A native
Virginian, Hathaway was no stranger to the U.S. military. After en-
listing in the army immediately after his 1943 high school gradua-
tion, he had fought with the 14th Armored Division in southern
France and received a battletield commission. When the unit was de-
mobilized in 1946, he entered the University of Virginia, graduating
in 1950 with a major in history. Along the way, Hathaway spent one
summer studying French at the University of Geneva, where he
demonstrated a formidable capability to master foreign languages.
Over the years, he would study and master German, Russian, Polish,
Spanish, and Portuguese.

Hathaway recalls that his original ambition was to become an at-
torney, to which end he enrolled in the University of Virginia’s pres-
tigious law school. But when the Korean War broke out, the twenty-
five-year-old veteran heard the call of public service. Dropping out
of law school, he applied for career service in the CIA and the FBI.
The CIA saw great potential in a former combat arms officer with
overseas experience and a flair for languages. By October 1951, the
agency hired Gus Hathaway as a paramilitary officer and sent him
Lo paratrooper training.

During the next thirty-five years, Hathaway made a career out of
working the Soviet target, not as a paramilitary but as a career case
officer and operations officer. Serving ten years in Germany, nine
years in Latin America, and four years in the Soviet Union, he es-
tablished a reputation for excellence that placed him at the top of
a highly competitive peer group. His overseas postings ultimately in-
cluded two of the most coveted Cold War outposts: chief of station
(COS) Bonn and COS Moscow.

87



88 TRAITORS AMONG US

At CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia, Hathaway made his
name in the agency’s power base, the Directorate of Operations, serv-
ing as a branch chief in the Latin America Division, as operations
officer of the SE (Soviet/East Europe) Division, and finally, in what
some regarded as the most influential job in the Operations Direc-
torate, chief of the powerful Soviet/East Europe Division.

Gus Hathaway was also one of a small number of senior agency
officials whose appreciation of counterintelligence had survived the
demoralizing witch hunts of the infamous James Jesus Angleton, the
brilliant but paranoid CIA counterintelligence chief who had all but
torn the agency apart in his quest to uncover a high-level mole he
believed the Soviets had placed in Langley. In January 1985, when
Hathaway returned from Bonn, the veteran sixty-year-old operator
was asked by CIA director William Casey to assume responsibility for
the agency’s counterintelligence staff.

Hathaway knew that counterintelligence was seen as a career-
killing, backwater discipline. In the CIA, recruitments were the coin
of the realm. Spy catching did not lead to a seventh-floor office.
Nonetheless, ever the soldier, he accepted the new challenge and
took over the agency's counterintelligence staff in March 1985. Dur-
ing his five-year tenure, he would be promoted to associate director
of operations for counterintelligence, establish a Counterintelli-
gence Center, and inaugurate the long-overdue and painful rebirth
of counterintelligence i the CIA.

Hathaway’s low-powered counterintelligence staff was in sham-
bles. Counterintelligence staffers had been excluded from sensitive
cases being run in the Directorate of Operations by the Soviet/East
Europe Division. Within the SE empire, no fewer than three sources
were feeding their CIA case officers information on the Hungarian
penetration in Europe. Having served in Moscow and Bonn, and as
SE Division chief himself, Hathaway was struck by one thing: Fear-
ful of endangering their sources, cautious CIA operators were reti-
cent to share everything they were learning about the penetration
with army counterintelligence investigators.

Armed with his long operational experience and a fraternal ap-
proach to dealing with the military counterintelligence community,
Hathaway breathed life into the stalled investigation. The leads, he
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argued forcefully to agency officers in the closemouthed SE Division,
were not a cleverly contrived Soviet provocation. They came from
more than one source and had the ring of truth. Worst of all, they
indicated that the disloyal American had been operating for more
than a decade. The spy, Hathaway urged, could be identified only if
the agency fully shared its information with army counterintelligence
investigators.

Although Hathaway was certain that this could be done without
endangering the agency’s sources, he met resistance from officers
in the SE Division. Wielding the powers of his associate director’s po-
sition, he refused to back down. If the CIA doled out bits and pieces
of the lead information, he declared, the army would never identify
the traitor.

Fortunately, the determined insider had the necessary credentials
to silence his critics. At a meeting with Col. Bob Lunt shortly after
assuming leadership of the agency’s CI staff, Hathaway made a
promise. He would personally ensure that ail relevant information
in the hands of the CIA would be shared with FCA so that Lunt’s in-
vestigators could identify the penetrator.

As his initial contribution to this goal, Hathaway caused a thor-
ough review of all information bearing on the alleged spy that could
be gleaned from CIA contact reports. If any information that could
assist military investigators to profile and ultimately identify the spy
was being held back by the CIA, he wanted to know about it.

As Gus Hathaway was reviving interest in the investigation in the
corridors of the CIA, across the Potomac River in his Pentagon E-Ring
office, Lt. Gen. William E. Odom, the army’s senior intelligence of-
ficer, was doing the same thing. Odom was a brilliant officer. Like Gus
Hathaway, he had made a career of studying the Soviets. By the time
he became the army’s assistant chief of staff for intelligence in 1981,
Odom had an impressive service record, including tours in Germany
and the Soviet Union as well as a four-year stint in the White House
as military assistant to the president’s assistant for National Security
Affairs, Zbigniew Brzezinski. The West Point graduate’s impressive re-
sume also touted a Columbia University PhD, mastery of the Russian
language, and a list of publications that was the envy of many self-
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respecting politucal scientists. By any measure, the gifted three-star
general was one of the U.S. government’'s premier strategists and
Kremlinologists.

When he took the job, Odom asked a time-honored Pentagon
question: “What could blow up on myv watchz" Surveving his staft, he
made an assessment not unlike that of Gus Hathaway. The counter-
intelligence section, Odom remembers, “resembled a geriatric
ward.” When staffers informed him that the CIA had locked onto a
hemorrhage of war plans in Europe that army counterintelligence
had been unable to stop, the three star recalls that he “went up in
smoke.”

“I knew things were bad in Germany,” he remembers, “but not that
bad. I was determined to get it fixed before apprising Army Chief of
Staft John Wickham, but the CI folks kept giving me pessimistic as-
sessments emphasizing how tough the case was to crack.”

After being told at least twice that the search for the elusive spy
was next to impossible, Odom decided that he had no choice but to
ratchet up the pressure on the counterinteligence community. He
began by warning Army Chiet of Stalf Wickham that the war plans
in Europe were being betraved. Wickham reacted with predictable
displeasure: The situnation was unthinkable; fix it

“I had to introduce some theater,” Odom explains, “to get the
message across o the counterintelligence people that I wanted the
case tackled with reckless abandon. This was not something that
could be approached as routine business: this was about our war
plans and the lives of American soldiers.”

On January 7, 1985, General Odom summoned Col. Bob Lunt to
his spacious office. If there was a spy selling our war plans in Ger-
many, the general intoned gravely, 1t was unconscionable that the
case was not the top priority of army countermtelligence. If the CI
people in Europe had written off the investigation as too tough, then
the Foreign Counterintelligence Actuvity must resurrect it and pur-
sue the leads until the traitor had been exposed and put out of busi-
ness. There could be no question of a shortage of resources, the -
patient Odom continued. The Foreign Counterintelligence Activity
and its parent headquarters, the Intelhgence and Security Com-
mand, must conduct the investigation on a priority basis, throwing
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all necessary resources at it. If Lunt encountered any problems, he
should make them known to Odom personally.

Odom’s theater had the desired impact. Bob Lunt left the de-
manding general’s office infused with a sense of urgency. By now the
spy had been providing war plans to the Hungarians for a decade or
longer. The treachery simply had to be stopped. Failure to do so
would entail great risk should a war ever break out in Central Eu-
rope.

Odom’s marching orders to Bob Lunt coincided with Gus Hath-
away’s similar efforts in the CIA. With this strong backing, the case
was reborn, with the Foreign Counterintelligence Activity at the
helm. The search for the Hungarian mole was given a new name,
Canasta Player.

Lunt promptly formed a dedicated investigative team at FCA’s Fort
Meade, Maryland, headquarters. Special agent Al Eways, a charter
member of the Canasta Player team, recalls the day.

“Lunt sent the word down that several of us should wrap up what-
ever we were doing and get ready for a new challenge. We trooped
up to the director’s office, where we were briefed on the CIA leads.
Then Colonel Lunt charged us with a single mission: ‘Identify the
spy in Europe or come back and tell me you can’t do it.””

The FCA men reviewed all that had been done by their unsuc-
cessful predecessors. Lunt knew that his agents would operate with
one distinct advantage over the European-based agents who had ini-
tially tackled the case. With FCA on the hook to solve the case, close
liaison between the CIA, the senior army leadership, and the FCA
commander would ensure the kind of emphasis and resources that
were needed. The Foreign Counterintelligence Activity was the only
unit in army counterintelligence with worldwide capabilities, sea-
soned agents who could execute a case that would require a long-
haul approach, and access to a bushel of the taxpayers’ money.

In 1985, the stalled case began to move. At CIA, Gus Hathaway
drafted two talented and experienced officers, Martha Graves and
John Whiteley, and charged them to roll up their sleeves and assist
army investigators. Graves and Whiteley had both enjoyed exciting
careers during the Cold War. The top-priority counterintelligence
case would be their final challenge before retirement, and the two
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tackled it with a passion. If FCA investigators required assistance
in Germany or elsewhere—Graves and Whitelev would do whatever
was required to make it happen. Working long hours, Whiteley,
Graves, and Hathaway identified additonal facts from agency
sources that they believed would be helpful to the FCA invesugators.
These included recently obtained lists of documents that the CIA
sources had idenufied as being part of the betraved material. The
lists might enable military mvesugators to deduce the unit or head-
quarters from which the documents had been stolen.

Hathaway overruled the persistent arguments of some agency of-
ficers that the investugation could jeopardize the lives of their sources
and passed the important lists and other information to FCA inves-
tgators. One of the new clues was a sobering but potenually usetul
tudbit: One agency source had confided in his CIA contact that the
original American spyv had been at his work for so long that he was
“onice.” Army investugators interpreted this to mean that the origi-
nal spv might have retred and recruited his successor. Agents could
be looking for a pair of traitors.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators were dismaved
at the lists of betraved documents, at least six of which were secret
and top-secretwar plans. One enoy jarred evervone who saw iz “ULS.
Army FEurope Operations Plan 4102, with Annexes.” Oplan 4102 1n
this form was a top-secret road map tor the vansiion from peace to
war by the U.S. Army in Europe. [t described i microdetail how the
European-statoned anny would react, almost hourly, to a Warsaw Pact
attack across the inter-German border, to imclude detailed plans tor
bringing i reinforcements from the United States, equipping them,
and putting them under NATO command. During my 1980-81 ser-
vice as a war plans officer in the army’s Heidelberg headquarters,
copies of this document were numbered and keptin a vault

These revelanons confirmed evervone's worst fears: The spy or
spies had access to the crown jewels and had no compunctions about
marketing them o Budapest. Armed with this Kind of information,
Warsaw Pact commanders could anticipate and counter NATO'S
transition to a war-highting posture. Bob Lunt’s small team ol inves-
tgators realized more than ever that they were plaving a high-stakes

game.
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In Washington, the list of betrayed documents was shown only to
the small circle of senior army officials who were aware of the exis-
tence of the closely held Canasta Player investigation. Inevitably, pres-
sure began to mount on Bob Lunt to identify the traitor. General
Glenn T. Ots, the commander of all U.S. Army forces in Europe, was
briefed in his Heidelberg office by Bob Lunt, at the direction of the
secretary of the army. It was Otis and his NATO allies who would have
to fight disadvantaged in the event that war broke out.

Ous, a popular officer known for his unflappable nature, reacted
with cool professionalism when told that his war plans were being
passed regularly to the Soviets. He would cooperate fully with the in-
vestigation, he pledged, although he was not personally familiar with
the methodology and difficulties in ferreting out such a mole. How-
ever, the laid-back four-star general also told Bob Lunt that he ex-
pected a maximum effort to put an end to the hemorrhage of clas-
sified documents—the sooner, the better.

At Fort Meade, the Canasta Player team reviewed the new lists of
betrayed documents and redoubled its efforts to refine and narrow
the profile of the unidentified traitor.

The spy, the team members decided, was most likely a noncom-
missioned officer. If he had indeed pocketed a stunning $50,000 in
1978 for a single document, the target could also be someone whose
personal finances might reflect sudden wealth.

Based upon the betrayed documents on the CIA-provided lists, the
culprit was probably in the army and most likely assigned to a divi-
sion or higher-level headquarters in Europe, where he enjoyed ac-
cess to war plans. The list of compromised documents was still too
short and random to provide a clue concerning the traitor’s actual
duty location.

Still, the list did suggest yet another possible element of the pro-
file: the spy’s duty position within his organization. Because some of
the compromised documents were winding up in Moscow within one
to two months of their publication, it was clear that the mole enjoyed
ready and unrestricted access to war plans. This suggested to inves-
tigators that their target might well be serving on a G-3 (Operations
and Plans) staff, a G-2 (Intelligence) staff, or some similar position
in a major headquarters.
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To flesh out the new profile, FCA investigators drew on their con-
siderable institutional knowledge of the Hungarian intelligence ser-
vice—extensive data accumulated since the 1950s that described how
the Hungarians actually conducted espionage operations to pene-
trate the U.S. Army. The data in question had been painstakingly ac-
cumulated from counterintelligence operations targeted against
the Hungarians (such as the Gilbert case, described earlier) as well
as from debriefings of captured spies and defectors.

The evidence suggested that the Hungarian service’s modus
operandi was somewhat rigid. Budapest favored the recruitment of
ethnic Hungarans. Once a recruitment was made, Hungarian agent
handlers preferred to meet their agent in neutral Austria. Contacts
with sources stationed in Germany would be conducted via radio or
through a courier. Two possible elements of the new profile could
thus be Hungarian ethnicity and travel to Austria.

By 1985, the FCA team was looking for a Hungarian American
NCO who was currently serving on active duty on the war planning
staff of high-level headquarters. Their man would have more money
than his salary would normally provide, and he would have served
continuously in Europe since the early to mid-1970s. Weekends
would find him traveling often to neutral Austria.

Lunt’s investigators, who by now included Eways, special agent
Dave Groff, and special agent Al Puromaki, knew that any or all of
the elements of their profile could be false, but at least the profile
provided a starting point. Still, even with this detailed profile, in-
vestigators faced a daunting challenge. Since the early 1970s, some
twenty-five to thirty thousand soldiers—thousands of whom were
NCOs—had served in Germany in duty positions with access to such
documents. Determining who these people were, where they might
be in 1985, and whether or not they met other elements of the pro-
file was formidable in the days before the proliferation of automated
systems.

Even a task as seemingly simple as determining possible Hun-
garian ethnic background was easier said than done. If a soldier was
born in Hungary, that fact would appear at a certain place in his
records. But if the soldier was not born in Hungary but his father
was Hungarian, investigators were reduced to the crude and unre-



The Clyde Conrad Investigation 95

liable method of searching for Hungarian-looking names. Worse vet,
if a soldier’s mother was Hungarian and his father’s name was, say,
O'Brien, FCA investigators had no easy way of detecting the Hun-
garian background on his maternal side. Clearly, Hungarian eth-
nicity was not a promising road to identify the traitor.

Month after tedious month, the persistent FCA agents worked
long hours exploring every possible avenue that might lead to their
man. By late 1985, the Fort Meade office was supplemented by an
office in Germany, where much of the data required for the man-
hunt was available. It was to this cell that Bob Thayer and I had dis-
patched special agent Gary Pepper from the 766th in Berlin.

Twenty-six-year-old Sgt.Gary Pepper was serving his first tour as
a special agent but had already demonstrated uncommon alertness.
It had been Pepper who spotted the Israeli surveillance of the meet-
ing with the “dirty Kurd” in Berlin—an alert performance that led
to the unmasking of a penetration of one of Berlin’s most sensitive
units. Pepper, a graduate of Florida State University, had been a
criminology major who enlisted in the army because he wanted to
catch spies. The son of a career infantryman who had fought in
Korea before himself becoming a counterintelligence agent, the
promising investigator was a handsome six-footer with a thick
mane of brown hair and a mustache. Before arriving in West
Berlin, the native of Winter Park, Florida, had attended the De-
fense Language Institute in California for an intensive course in
German. Had Bob Thayer and I known in 1985 when we dis-
patched Pepper from West Berlin that he was destined to play a cen-
tral role in a history-making investigation for the next thirteen
years—with startling results—it would have made his loss from West
Berlin more palatable.

In FCA’s new German office, Pepper and his colleagues were
forced to carry out every investigative step behind a cloak of secrecy.
Only a handful of senior officers in Europe knew about the existence
of the case. And the FCA team could not count upon help from our
West German allies, who knew nothing about the CIA-inspired case.
Consequently, many nominally simple tasks, such as checks of per-
sonnel records or license plates, had to be carried outin a piecemeal,
discreet manner that would not attract attention.
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More than, one dry hole was tapped by investigators. Because it
was possible that the spy had recruited his replacement, agents pos-
tulated that he might have attempted to recruit a loyal soldier who
could have reported the approach. Exhaustive analysis was done of
hundreds of reports of suspicious contacts that had been rendered
over the years by security-conscious soldiers, in hopes that the spy
had slipped up at some point in time. The reports revealed nothing.
Whoever the spy was, he had apparently not made a mismove.

These same files were also examined for any evidence that some-
one might have noticed and reported a fellow soldier who was dis-
playing sudden undue affluence. This, too, led nowhere.

Persistent FCA investigators tried yet another approach. They re-
trieved all known information dealing with each espionage case in
which the Hungarians were involved since the early 1970s and
searched for clues to the spy’s location. Theoretically, they rea-
soned, it might be possible to deduce the spy’s unit of assignment
by examining the kinds of questions and taskings that Budapest had
levied on other agents. It would have been significant, for example,
if Hungarian agent handlers expressed no interest in Heidelberg,
even though logic would argue that the home of the Headquarters,
U.S. Army, Europe, should have been a priority target. Lack of in-
terest in an otherwise lucrative target could be an indicator that Bu-
dapest or Moscow already had a productive agent there. This ap-
proach, too, yielded the frustrated sleuths nothing.

Undaunted, the Canasta Player team went back to the tedious,
largely manual task of screening hundreds of unit rosters and re-
constructing rosters of those who had served in positions where they
would have had access to the kinds of documents that CIA sources
identified. If the profile was valid and the spy was a sergeant who had
homesteaded for years in a sensitive position, this tack was most likely
to produce results.

At Fort Meade, Col. Bob Lunt could report to his superiors only
that his agents were deep into the tedious, step-by-step methodol-
ogy that was the nature of unknown-subject investigations. The vet-
eran colonel, who had spent his entire career in the human intelli-
gence business, was confident that patience and hard work would
eventually pay off. But by the end of 1985, the bottom line of his
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progress reports was negative. Lots of time, money, and effort ex-
pended, but no spy.

At CIA headquarters, Gus Hathaway kept Canasta Player from
dropping off the radar screen. Throughout 1984 and continuing
into 1985, CIA sources behind the Iron Curtain began to respond
to taskings from their American masters. Additional facts sur-
rounding the elusive American traitor began to trickle in.

Newer, more comprehensive lists of stolen documents surfaced,
lists that became the Rosetta stone that would eventually enable in-
vestigators to unlock the Canasta Player mystery. Once again the lists
evoked a collective gasp from the small circle of knowledgeable se-
nior officials in Washington. The dates of the betrayed documents
confirmed everyone’s worst fears: The espionage had commenced
in the early 1970s and was continuing in the mid-1980s. Analysis of
the new lists revealed another alarming fact. In some cases, each time
a war plan was revised, copies of the changes were being promptly
passed to the Hungarians, who were reading them at the same time
as U.S. field commanders (and passing them to Moscow). Still worse,
the spy—or his replacement, if he had indeed recruited his re-
placement—continued to enjoy apparently unrestricted access to vir-
tually the entire family of secret and top-secret war plans. Most alarm-
ing was the revelation that the betrayed documents included a
number of highly sensitive and current plans that laid out the
wartime general defense plans (GDPs) of many of the army’s Euro-
pean-based combat units. For example, the CIA lists made it clear
that the 1982 GDP for V Corps (Oplan 33001) and its 1984 rewrite
were already on file in Moscow.

The documents that outlined the GDPs of each army unit in Eu-
rope were distinctively labeled as the 33001 series. These plans were
indeed the crown jewels; they contained nothing less than precise
descriptions of where each unit would go upon the outbreak of war
and how individual combat units would use the hills and valleys of
the rugged West German terrain to conduct the defense in depth of
their respective sectors.

The realization that the spy had compromised the wartime de-
fensive plans of the U.S. Army corps responsible for the NATO de-
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fense against,a Warsaw Pact thrust through the famed Fulda Gap
caused FCA investigators to shake their heads. What kind of a sol-
dier would sell the enemy a document that revealed the very spot
on the map where he himself would be located in the event of war?

Once our CIA colleagues began to recover lists of betrayed doc-
uments in earnest, the overworked and frustrated FCA investigators
in Germany and Fort Meade began to make headway in their quest.
It appeared all but certain that the spy was assigned somewhere in
the U.S. Army’s V Corps, which had its headquarters in Frankfurt.
Directly south of the V Corps arca of operations, with its headquar-
ters in Stuttgart, was VII Corps, which was assigned responsibility for
defending against a Warsaw Pact attack that might be mounted out
of southern East Germany and neighboring Czechoslovakia. Al-
though some of the betrayed war plans dealt with U.S. units in VII
Corps, most could be traced to V Corps and its two subordinate di-
visions, the 3d Armored Division and the twenty-thousand-man 8th
Infantry Division, headquartered west of Frankfurt in the town of
Bad Kreuznach.

Eways, Groff, Puromaki, and Pepper further refined their profile.
The date on at least one of the compromised war plans told investi-
gators that the betrayals were continuing into 1985. Agents pored
over unit rosters and personnel records looking for an NCO, as-
signed somewhere in 'V Corps, possibly in the 3d Armored Division,
the 8th Infantry Division, or one of a number of corps support units.
Their man would probably be assigned to a headquarters staff ele-
ment where he would have access to top-secret war plans. His per-
sonnel file would no doubt reflect a pattern of repeated assignments
in Germany, and it would not be a surprise if he were to have an eth-
nic Hungarian background. The hunt was narrowing.
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Special agent Al Puromaki had worked on the Canasta Player in-
vestigation for what seemed to him like his whole life. A senior war-
rant officer with almost twenty years in the army, Puromaki had been
with the team through its darker days as it sifted through thousands
of pages of unit rosters and personnel files in a vain attempt to iden-
tify a spy who team members were not even certain at the time was
still actively engaged in espionage. A serious, conscientious agent of
Finnish ancestry, Puromaki usually kept to himself, frequently work-
ing long nighttime and weekend hours on what had become almost
an obsession to him. More than anyone on the Canasta Player team,
the dedicated officer put himself under considerable pressure to
achieve a breakthrough on the case. Like his teammates, the soft-
spoken agent knew the stakes for which they were playing. The case
had been under way in one form or another for almost eight years
at a cost of God knew how much. Their target was certainly one of
the most damaging traitors of the Cold War, and careers were tied
up in the quest to bring him to justice.

Under such circumstances, it was little wonder that Puromaki and
his colleagues were skittish. All knew that one poorly thought out
move or a single careless breach of security could tip off their man,
who would surely flee to the safety of Budapest, leaving FCA and
army counterintelligence with egg on their collective faces. Such a
disaster had recently befallen the FBI in its investigation of CIA trai-
tor Edward LLee Howard, who had managed to slip the noose of an
FBI surveillance and flee to Moscow. The lesson of this embarrass-
ment haunted everyone involved in the Canasta Player investigation.

By January 1986, Puromaki, Gary Pepper, and two other agents
in their Wiesbaden office had been systematically plugging away for
months on the profiling approach. Having determined which units
in Europe would have maintained copies of all known betrayed doc-
uments, the FCA men had laboriously accumulated rosters of all sol-
diers who had served in those units during the time frame of the
most recent security hemorrhages—from 1982 to 1984. The result-

99
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ing lists were then further refined and reduced by eliminating sol-
diers who had not served in staff sections where they would have had
unlimited access to war plans. Persons remaining on the list were des-
ignated priority-one candidates. All such candidates were then sub-
jected to detailed scrutiny, beginning with a careful screening of their
military records. This tedious approach was a calculated, logical, and
methodical process that took Puromaki and the men in Wiesbaden
six months to pursue.

The effort paid off. Late one evening, as Al Puromaki reviewed
the personnel files of soldiers assigned in the mid-1980s to the Bad
Kreuznach headquarters of the 8th Infantry Division, the veteran
agent thumbed through the records file of an NCO. Puromaki
scanned the sergeant’s assignment history and paused. No doubt
about it, the taciturn agent mused, this guy has been a regular in Ger-
many. Puromaki reread the sergeant’s record of assignments, then
nodded his head slowly. “I'll bet this is our man,” he announced tri-
umphantly to his office mates. His words marked the end of an eight-
year hunt.

The NCO whose record Puromaki held was SFC Clyde Lee Con-
rad. When Conrad’s name “popped” and agents put their new sus-
pect under the microscope, things began to fall quickly into place.
Conrad was born in 1947 in Bergholz, Ohio, and had entered the
army in 1965, shortly before his eighteenth birthday. A file photo
showed a handsome, pleasant-looking man with a round face,
topped by a close-cropped mane of salt and pepper hair. Thumbing
through the file, Puromaki was surprised. Judging by his record,
Conrad was a “water walker,” a top-notch NCO. Clyde Conrad had
established a reputation as a talented noncommissioned officer who
was clearly blessed with strong leadership qualities, an efficient work
ethic, and other traits that guaranteed success in the structured en-
vironment of the U.S. Army.

Puromaki also noted that Conrad, an infantryman, had served
twenty years of active duty, including a tour in Vietnam, and risen to
the rank of sergeant first class before retiring just four months ear-
lier, in August 1985, at the age of thirty-eight. The retired NCO’s
records also revealed that his GT score, the army equivalent of the
IQ test, was in the high 120s. Clyde Conrad was one smart fellow.
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But 1t was Conrad’s assignment record that caused Puromaki’s
pulse to pound. After completing basic training in the United States,
Conrad had spent almost his entire career in Germany, and most of
that in the Sth Infantry Division. His final assignment prior to re-
turement had been as the noncommissioned officer in charge
(NCOIC) of the division’s G-3 War Plans section. In fact, Puromaki
noted, Conrad had served almost sixteen vears of his twenty-year ca-
reer in Germany, most of it in the 8th Infanury Division, where he
had become an institution in the unit’s Bad Kreuznach headquar-
ters. Not only that, from the late 1970s to his 1985 retirement, the
sergeant had served in duty positions where he had direct access to
the war plans that appeared on the CIA lists.

There was more. Conrad had been assigned to stateside units
three times since 1967—at Fort Bragg in North Carolina; Fort Cai-
son in Colorado: and Fort Ord in California, where he had attended
German language school in Monterey. In each case, the record re-
vealed, Conrad had cut short his tour and returned to duty in Ger-
many, each time to the 8th Infantry Division and its stock of sensi-
tive war plans.

Clearly, the Ohioan fit several elements of the profile: an NCO;
someone who had homesteaded in Germany; a person who had oc-
cupied a headquarters staff assignment within V Corps; and some-
one who had served in a position with access to the kind of secrets
that were showing up in Budapest.

Additional, thorough records checks and other standard coun-
terintelligence investigative measures were now warranted, to in-
clude discreetinterviews with persons who might shed light on the
retired sergeant’s activities. If Conrad was the long-sought-after spy,
an intensive look at his finances, travel, personal associations, and
acuvities would probably unmask him. Because such investigative
techniques were intrusive in nature, the Wiesbaden team and FCA
headquarters submitted detailed justifications to show probable
cause and obtain permission to probe deeply into their new sus-
pect’s activities and lifestyle. Armed with the go-ahead, FCA agents
in Germany and the United States began to circle their target, tak-
ing great care to do nothing that might alert Conrad and cause him
to flee.
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Unul his August 1985 reurement, Conrad had been a key player
in the Bad Kreuznach headquarters. Hardworking and well liked, the
popular NCO had earned the nickname “Mr. Plans™ out of respect
for his unequalled knowledge of the unit’'s war plans. Trusted and
respected, Sergeant First Class Conrad was a mentor to the younger
soldiers in the headquarters, an NCO who had made himself so in-
dispensable to his superiors that they more than once intervened to
shield him from the usual rotations to the United States. When the
division deployed to the field for war games. the German-speaking
Conrad could be counted upon to make gasthaus reservations for the
staff. If an officer forgot to bring an item to the field, no problem;
Sergeant First Class Conrad could be counted on to have a private
stock of essentials. When the unit was i garrison, soldiers noted,
Clyde was a dedicated, hardworking NCO, almost to the point of be-
ing a workaholic. One officer told agents that he had repeatedly ad-
mired Conrad’s work ethic.

“Clyde was always in the office, day and night, typing. copying, and
doing all of the paperwork that makes a plans shop tck.” the man
told agents.

Clyde Conrad had made himself the institutonal memory of the
War Plans section. In most U.S. Army divisions, captains and majors
authored the war plans. But in Bad Kreuznach, with Conrad’s un-
matched knowledge of the division’s mission and its area of opera-
tions, he often wrote the plans.

“SFC Conrad was principally responsible for the preparation of a
significant change of the Division's wartime defensive plan,” wrote
one officer in Conrad’s glowing annual efficiency report.

Another rating officer trumpeted Conrad’s virtues in an eth-
ciency report that was destined to be read one day in a court of law:
“An absolutely outstanding NCO . . . An administrative genius . . .
possesses outstanding leadership qualities; leads by example: inspires
his subordinates and successfully trains them.” A major enthused,
“During a shortage of officers, Conrad took over all responsibilities
of the Assistant G-3 Plans Officer and handled this job for more than
four months in an outstanding manner.”

And i August 1983, a licutenant colonel passed this judgment
on the FCA suspect:
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SFC Conrad’s performance of duty was outstanding. His
knowledge of operations planning, document procedures, and
the creation of plans and orders is the best that I have seen. In
the entire corps, he is recognized as the expert for the General
Defense plans as well as for the plans of higher, subordinate,
and neighboring units. SFC Conrad regularly carries out de-
manding and independent work, his best successes being in the
carrying out of complex staff deployments that demand ini-
tiative, judgment, and an understanding of human nature. His
knowledge of division-level operations and his fluent German
language have been of inestimable value in the cooperation
with our German allies.

As the War Plans NCOIC, investigators learned, Conrad had
served as the G-3 top-secret-document custodian continuously from
March 1978 until his 1985 retirement. Scanning Conrad’s efficiency
reports, Puromaki and his men noted an entry in the duty descrip-
tion section of a 1983 report: “SFC Conrad controls and is respon-
sible for approximately 1000 top secret, secret, and confidential doc-
uments of the G-3 section.” Investigators marveled when they
uncovered an entry revealing that Conrad was also assigned as the
“Document Reproduction Control NCO.” This was almost too much.
Not only was the veteran NCO the watchdog of his duty section’s clas-
sified documents, he was also the person who was supposed to
guard against unauthorized copying. Puromaki and his coworkers
shook their collective heads. If Clyde Lee Conrad was indeed the
long-sought-after traitor, the man had been the proverbial fox in the
chicken coop.

Conrad’s personal life also raised eyebrows. A bachelor until age
twenty-two, in 1969 he married Annja Brennan, a German woman
who was on the rebound from marriage to another American. Seven
years older than Clyde, Annja had two daughters, Heidi and Sonja.
Almost overnight, Clyde Conrad the carefree bachelor was respon-
sible for a family of four. In 1975, the family grew to five with the birth
of the couple’s son, Andre.

Because of Clyde’s continuous assignments in Bad Kreuznach, the
Conrad family enjoyed a measure of stability denied to most army
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families. Both daughters graduated from the Department of Defense
high school in Bad Kreuznach. Initally, Conrad and his instant fam-
ily lived in an army-provided stairwell apartment. Money was tight,
and the hardworking Annja took on demeaning work scrubbing
stairwells to supplement the family income. More than one person
recalled that “poor Clyde” never seemed to have any money. On
more than one occasion, Conrad’s superiors had to counsel the
young sergeant aboutletters of indebtedness mailed by his creditors
to his commander. Sometimes, one soldier related, the affable
NCO’s friends would spot him a few bucks so he could attend peri-
odic headquarters social gatherings.

But in the mid-1970s, several observers remarked, the Conrad
family seemed to suddenly prosper. One woman who had attended
high school with the Conrad girls recalled the envy she had felt for
Heidi and Sonja. The two Conrad girls always seemed to wear the
best and most fashionable clothes. After the birth of son Andre in
1975, Annja no longer did the backbreaking putzfrau chores. Clvde,
once so strapped for cash that he couldn’t buy a round at the bar,
became an enthusiastic coin collector. Agents located witnesses who
revealed more than one occasion after 1975 when Conrad proudly
showed off an impressive collection of gold Krugerrands, touting it
to one man as “the best in Europe.” Others reported that, at one
point in the late 1970s, the family appeared to have tapped into a
source of elegant oil paintings in the Netherlands. By 1980, Conrad
and his family had rented one of the nicer homes in the quaint, wine-
producing village of Bosenheim, just outside of Bad Kreuznach.
There, village women buzzed about Annja’s costly collection of
Hummel figurines and her impressive gold jewelry. The Bosenhenm
rumor mill had it that Annja had somehow gotten a lot of money
from her millionaire ex—father-in-law. More than one source de-
scribed the Conrad’s new furnishings and decorations as “lavish.”

Checks of Conrad’s finances were revealing. Between December
1985 and February 1986, the recently redred sergeant had deposited
$24,000 in cash to his local bank account, carefully dividing the sum
into three deposits, each in an amount less than $10,000. Splitting
up the sum ensured that the bank did not report the deposits to the
Internal Revenue Service, often a dead giveaway of illegal income.
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Investigators noted that the retired sergeant’s monthly take-home
pension was $764, hardly sufticient to live well on the expensive Ger-
man economy. Yet since his retirement in late summer 1985, Clyde
had not taken on another job and Annja remained unemployed. De-
spite this, the family paid $400 monthly rent on the Bosenheim
house. Parked in the driveway were two cars—Clyde’s new Audi
sedan and a Volkswagen for Annja with her initials in gold on the
doors. Even more intriguing, FCA agents learned, in early 1986 an
administrative error occurred in the office that dispenses military
pension checks. For several months, Clyde Conrad’s monthly re-
tirement checks were not sent to his bank. Most military retirees
would have complained promptly, but not Conrad, who apparently
did not notice the problem for months. Clearly, the Conrads were
not living from paycheck to paycheck and were able to maintain a
comfortable lifestyle in spite of the sharp drop in income that went
along with retirement.

Conrad’s travels also proved to be a fruitful avenue of inquiry.
Noting from his leave records that he rarely traveled to his home-
town of Sebring, Ohio, agents keyed on a trip he had taken in mid-
1978 to attend a class reunion. Recalling the CIA source’s tip that
the mystery spy had been paid $50,000 for a single document in
early 1978, FCA investigators spent countless hours screening the
contents of dusty cartons of U.S. Customs Service landing cards
stored in a basement room in New York’s World Trade Center build-
ing. Landing cards are filled out by all arriving international pas-
sengers upon landing in the United States. In 1978, all travelers were
required to declare whether or not they were bringing in sizeable
amounts of cash or other negotiable instruments. If Conrad had
suddenly hitit big in Germany, perhaps he had carried some of his
booty to the States.

Shuffling through the thousands of cards from the time of the sus-
pect’s 1978 leave, the persistent Al Eways finally hit paydirt. On a card
filled out by Conrad, the man who had recently been so down and
out that his wife had resorted to scrubbing floors declared that he
was bringing “$10,000 cash” into the United States.

This discovery, combined with the piecemeal bank deposits, was
as close to a financial smoking gun as Eways and his FCA colleagues
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could uncover. Even though Conrad was taking precautions to con-
ceal his income, an unexplained $34,000 made it all but certain that,
beginning in 1975, their suspect had another source of income.
Whether the supplemental income was legal (an inheritance, for ex-
ample) or was from the Hungarian intelligence service or some other
illegal activity required further investigation.

Another dimension of the FCA profile—the Hungarian connec-
tion—initially scemed not to fit Conrad. Delving into the man’s fam-
ily background, mvestigators determined that the recently retired
sergeant had ancestors who came to the United States from Czecho-
slovakia. There were no family ties to Hungary that would have made
him a priority target of Budapest's Military Intelligence Service.

Then, while scanning Conrad’s efficiency reports, agents noticed
that his supervisor in Bad Kreuznach during 1975 and 1976 had been
a senior NCO named Zoltan Szabo. The name Szabo, Hungarian for
tailor, is common in Hungary. This connection between Clyde Con-
rad and ethnic Hungarian Zoltan Szabo unlocked yet another key
picce of the Canasta Player puzzle.

Zoltan Szabo was no stranger to Puromaki and his men. As a for-
mer Hungarian American soldier whose security dossier contained
an unsubstanuated allegation that he was a Hungarian agent, Szabo,
long since retired, had not made the FCA list of priority-one suspects
because it seemed clear that he could not be the spy who was ped-
dling secrets in the 1980s. Yet Zoltan Szabo, like Clyde Conrad, had
homesteaded for years in the Sth Infantry Division, initially as an of-
ficer, then later, after the post-Vietnam cutbacks, as an NCO. Equally
intriguing was the discovery that Szabo had worked in the G-3 staff
section, where, like Conrad, he had enjoved access to sensitive war
plans. According to his service record, Zoltan Szabo had retired from
active duty in 1979, six vears before Conrad.

Puromaki and Pepper dug deeper. The more they probed, the
clearer it became that Zoltan Szabo fit elements of the profile of the
original spy derived from the CIA’s 1978 tip. This realization begged
two questions. Was it possible that the retired Szabo was the original
traitor, the spy who CIA sources had said was “on ice™ And could
Szabo have recruited his subordinate, Conrad, to serve as his re-
placement?
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Agents discovered yet another tantalizing fact. Since his 1979 re-
tirement after twenty years of active duty, Zoltan Szabo had lived ex-
clusively in neutral Austria, far from the reach of American law en-
forcement authorities. Equally interesting to FCA investigators was
the discovery that Zoltan Szabo was living with his second wife in the
small Austrian village of Weiden am See, a few kilometers from the
Hungarian border. His bride, Ilona, was a dark-tressed, strikingly
beautiful Hungarian folk opera singer who it was said he had met in
Budapest. These revelations catapulted Szabo into instant celebrity
status among the army investigators, who now had a second strong
suspect. Years of hard work were finally paying off.



11: David

Colonel Bob Lunt and Gus Hathaway had developed close ties as
Lunt’s investigators pursued clues provided by the CIA. From 1985
on, the FCA director’s weekly routine included a visit to Hathaway
at his Langley office, where he made sure that the CIA official was
kept current on the progress of the investigation. Soon after Al Puro-
maki’s identification of Clyde Conrad, Lunt apprised Hathaway that
the sergeant at the 8th Infantry Division was a good candidate for
the long-sought traitor. Nonetheless, the FCA director added, con-
siderable investigative spadework now faced his agents in Germany.
Making the case for espionage was no simple feat.

Unbeknownst to Lunt, as his investigators focused on suspects
Conrad and Szabo, the CIA was engaged in a bold and delicate op-
eration in Europe. If it succeeded, the agency might well be able to
break the Canasta Player case wide open with a single stroke. The
agency’s operation was a gamble, but with NATO's war plans being
funneled to the Soviets, this was a time for risk.

The operation, code-named Dawvid, began in April 1936 when an
envelope addressed to the CIA arrived in the mail at the U.S. em-
bassy in Vienna. This was not an uncommon occurrence. People with
various agendas were always writing to the CIA or appearing at the
gates of American embassies with urgent mformation to mmpart.
Some letters were bona fide, others were dispatched by scamsters and
crazies, but all reached the desk of a professional intelligence offi-
cer whose job it was to sort them out.

The contents of this particular envelope captured the attention
of agency officers. A brief letter, written in Hungarian by a man who
signed his name David, contained an offer of cooperation. David ex-
plained that he was an officer in the Hungarian intelligence service
who was willing to do business with the CIA. David claimed to have
a friend, also a Hunganran intelligence officer, who was interested
in resettling in the West. In exchange for money and a guarantee of
eventual resettlement in the West, David and his unnamed friend
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would provide information to the Americans concerning a pene-
tration agent in Europe being run by the Hungarian intelligence ser-
vice. As proof of this claim, David enclosed extracts from some clas-
sified documents that Budapest was collecting from their American
agent. Check them out, David advised, and if you are interested in
doing business, place a “lost dog” ad in the Frankfurter Allgemeine
Zeitung. The ad should be in the name of Alfred Martin, David in-
structed, and contain a phone number that he could call to arrange
a meeting with agency officers.

Hungarian-speaking CIA agents examined the letter and de-
clared it to be written by a native Hungarian. At the agency’s Lang-
ley headquarters, officers in the Soviet/East Europe Division were
divided in their opinions about the validity of the overture. At its
worst, David’s offer could be a scam or a Hungarian-orchestrated
provocation. It could also be a solid-gold opportunity to unmask the
target of the Canasta Player investigation. Colonel Bob Lunt’s army
mvestigators were making progress in the elusive case, but the
prospects of a bold breakthrough were tempting.

David had enclosed cryptic extracts from nine secret documents
in his offer of cooperation. Agency officers decided to ask the army
to evaluate them. Without revealing their source, CIA officers passed
the extracts to FCA with an agency request for assistance in deter-
mining their origin and validity. If the nine items were genuine and
sensitive, this could mean that the David overture posed the possi-
bility of a CIA recruitment of a high-level officer of the Hungarian
service. In such cases, strict rules of compartmentation governed.
Army investigators had no need to know how the CIA had acquired
the nine pieces of information.

The Canasta Player team in Europe quickly determined that four
of the CIA-provided items had originated in the G-3 of the 8th In-
fantry Division, probably from the Emergency Action Console
(EAC), the division’s operational nerve center. The EAC was a re-
stricted-access vault within the G-3 that handled the division’s most
sensitive communications, including those related to nuclear-release
procedures. To agents Gary Pepper and Al Puromaki, the fact that
such items had recently fallen into the hands of the CIA reinforced
their conviction that the 8th Infantry Division was penetrated. Un-
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aware of the details surrounding the David operation, the FCA in-
vestigators reported their findings to the CIA. The secret documents
were genuine, recent, and highly sensitive, and stemmed in part from
the 8th Infantry Division headquarters.

One of the documents provided by David bore a 1986 date. Clyde
Conrad had retired in 1985. Agency officers realized that if David’s
alleged penetrator was the long-sought Canasta Player target, and if
Conrad was a spy, this could mean that before he retired, Mr. Plans
had recruited an operative in the division G-3 who could assist him
in looting the division’s secrets. Keeping the possibility of penetrat-
ing the Hungarian service through David strictly compartmented,
CIA officers did not share this possibility with FCA investigators.

In Langley, the army feedback was decisive. Agency officers in Eu-
rope were given authorization to contact David. An ad was placed in
the newspaper, which resulted in telephone contact between a Hun-
garian-speaking CIA officer and David. At the outset, David made it
clear that he and his friend needed money as a sign of the CIA’s sin-
cerity and willingness to pay for their risks. A meeting in Zurich,
Switzerland, was arranged for mid-May 1986. David insuructed the
CIA to dispatch an officer to a spotin a city park. The officer, David
isisted, must be unaccompanied. David described a specific loca-
ton in the park where a red bicycle would be found. At a precisely
dictated hour, David instructed, the CIA man should drop a parcel
containing cash beside the bicycle and depart the area. No face-to-
face meeting would occur.

At this meeting, a CIA officer appeared at the Swiss meeting site,
located the red bicycle, and delivered an envelope containing
100,000 German marks
Bonn and Vienna, agency officers, anucipating a possible meeting
with David and his friend, awaited a call. Days passed with no word

at the tme approximately $45,000. In

from the mysterious Hungarian.

In Langley, a highly charged debate ensued. It was one thing to
take risks to unmask the Hungarian penetraton, Gus Hathaway ar-
gued, but to hand over large amounts of cash to someone who
wouldn’t even let his agency contact see him was ludicrous. Hath-
away’s CI staff was not running the David operation. That was the
job of SE Division. Nonetheless, the veteran operator opposed the
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degree of risk being taken with large amounts of cash. There was
nothing wrong with going for a possible high-level recruitment, he
argued, but it was essential that officers remain skeptical and avoid
foolish actions. To Gus Hathaway, whose commitment to Canasta
Player was total, handing over cash to a red bicycle failed these tests.

Between May and November 1986, David regularly communicated
with CIA officers in Europe by telephone and mail. In every com-
munication, the elusive Hungarian dangled the possibility that his
colleague might accept CIA recruitment and assist in unmasking a
dangerous American spy. Ultimately, in their efforts to orchestrate
a face-to-face meeting with David’s alleged friend, frustrated CIA of-
ficers made a total of five meetings in Switzerland with David, dur-
ing three of which no one laid eyes on the Hungarian’s face. In July,
agency officers deposited a cash-filled pouch behind a stone wall in
Lucerne, but they failed to meet David. Six weeks later, at a surreal-
istic meeting on a bridge in Zurich, a CIA officer was approached
from the rear and instructed to gaze over the water and not turn
around. More money was passed to David, once again without see-
ing him.

In October, in an underground shopping area in Zurich, the CIA
once again met David. This time the brief meeting was face-to-face,
and David was told that the CIA was not satisfied with the progress
of the operation. Patience in headquarters was wearing thin. David
was informed that it was essential that he arrange a personal meet-
ing with his friend, during which he and CIA officers could discuss
his future. By November 1986, after one additional brief meeting
next to a bank in Lucerne, the CIA had passed a total of 210,000
deutsche marks to the mysterious Hungarian, more than $100,000.
At the Lucerne meeting, David’s CIA contact made a final appeal.
David would have to arrange a meeting with his friend soon. Oth-
erwise, it would no longer be possible to continue the contact.

David was never heard from again. Agency officers placed addi-
tional lost dog ads in the newspaper from Alfred Martin, but David
did not rise to the bait. The smooth-talking Hungarian had simply
disappeared, taking more than $100,000 with him. In Bonn and in
Langley, the failed operation generated heated disagreement. Either
David was a phony who had neatly swindled the CIA, or the Hun-
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garian’s overtures to the Americans had been detected by his service,
in which case he and his unnamed friend were in mortal peril. Ei-
ther way, the agency’s high-stakes gamble to recruit a Hungarian in-
telligence officer who might crack the Canasta Player investigation
had failed. In Washington and in Germany, FCA personnel were not
told of the ill-fated operation. Army investigators would ultimately
learn about the caper, but their information would come from an
unlikely source.

During 1986, while CIA officers were attempting to meet David’s
disaffected friend, Al Puromaki’s hunch about the retired sergeant
named Conrad was panning out. Agents noted that Conrad had
clected to retire and settle in Germany, a not uncommon choice at
the time for a German-speaking NCO with a German wife. By itself,
Conrad’s marathon homesteading in Germany was hardly unprece-
dented among the NCO corps and could be innocently explained.

Yet there were alternative, more sinister explanations for Conrad’s
affinity for Germany and his failure to seek out a civitian job with the
U.S. Army in nearby Bad Kreuznach. Perhaps Clyde had not sought
a postretirement job because he already had one, as an agent of Bu-
dapest. Furthermore, if he was a Hungarian agent, a preference for
duty in Germany could be interpreted as a business decision. Like
Willi Sutton, who quipped that he had robbed banks because “that’s
where the money is,” Conrad’s affinity for the Sth Infantry Division
could signify that he was crouched on a soft espionage target. The
Sth Infantry Division War Pians office in Bad Kreuznach’s Rose Bar-
racks was “where the secrets are.”

Not only that, by settling in Germany, severing all ties to the U.S,
military, and avoiding travel to the United States, Conrad was plac-
ing himself safely out of reach of American civilian and military law
enforcement authorities. As an American private citzen living n
Germany with no ties to the military, he was subject to German law,
which since World War II had been notoriously lement on persons
convicted of espionage. True, there was an extradition treaty between
the United States and Germany, but the treaty specifically exempted
political crimes. At the top of the list of such crimes was espionage.
If Conrad had spied, he had made safe choices in retirement. (It was
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Al Puromaki’s identification of Conrad in early 1986 moved the
Canasta Player investigation into a new phase. In Washington, the
electrifving news quickly translated into one key question: How
soon can we take him down? Shortly after Conrad was identified as
the top suspect, Col. Bob Lunt summoned Puromaki, Al Eways, and
Dave Groff into his office. Eways recalls Lunt’s words:

“My first order was to find the spy or tell me you can’tdo it,” Lunt
reminded the three men. *Now I'll give you your second order. |
agree that Conrad is our man, but you must prove it.”

At the point in any investigation when the question of proof sur-
faces, a true counterintelligence professional knows thatit’s time to
get the lawyers involved. Once investigators have their man in the
crosshairs, and every instinct says that the suspectis “dirty,” the real
investigation has just begun. Intuitve knowledge thata personis en-
gaged in espionage simply does not suffice when the objective is a
military or civilian courtroom. To bring a case such as Canasta
Player to a successful conclusion, hard, irrefutable evidence is re-
quired. Such evidence consists not merely of suspicious circum-
stances that point to espionage but of facts that prove the elements
of the crime; for example, did the suspect knowingly betray classi-
fied defense information to agents of a foreign power for personal
gain with the knowledge that this would harm the United States of
America or benefit the foreign power:

Now that the target had been isolated, it was time for Bob Lunt’s
men to develop the case along these lines. When and where had Con-
rad given classified information to an agent of a foreign power for
personal gain, in the knowledge that this act was harmful to the na-
tional security of the United States? What specific material had he
betrayed? To which foreign power? And where was the money he had
gained from his actions? Collecting sufficient facts to establish a case
for espionage that would survive in a court of law was a tall order.

To complicate matters, Bob Lunt and his agents faced a difficult
operational problem. Was the suspect operating alone, or did he
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have confederates? Failure to ask this question and pay attention to
the answer could result in a premature move to arrest Conrad, only
to learn that he was part of a network that a measure of patience
and guile could have exposed. At a minimum, agents suspected,
there were actually two suspects—Conrad and Szabo—although
Szabo was out of reach in demilitarized, neutral Austria. In Ger-
many, where hundreds of thousands of Americans were stationed,
FCA investigators could sleuth about discreetly behind the backs of
our German allies. In Austria, American agents would stand out un-
acceptably, and each investigative action would constitute a viola-
tion of Austria’s neutrality.

It took considerable leadership on the part of Bob Lunt and his
FCA team to ensure that no rush to judgment on the case took place.
Heeding the advice of military attorneys, Lunt recognized that the
next challenge was to cautiously circle the target and collect infor-
mation that would make the case for espionage. It was a delicate bal-
ancing act. All future investigative measures had to be carefully
planned to avoid alerting Conrad, yet it was necessary that investi-
gators move closer to their suspect to uncover the required infor-
mation, all the while without apprising our German allies.

Lunt also quickly learned that advice was not to be scarce from
this point on. The dramatic identification of Conrad after so many
years of frustrating searching had catapulted the case into promi-
nence, even though it remained the most compartmented investi-
gation under way in the army. Prominence is the correct word; the
small circle of knowledgeable officials included the secretary of the
army, the chief of statf of the army (four stars), the army’s deputy
chief of staff for intelligence (three stars), the judge advocate gen-
eral of the army (two stars), the commander in chief, U.S. Army, Eu-
rope (four stars), and the commanding general, V Corps, in Frank-
furt (a three-star general named Colin Powell). Regular progress
reports on the sensitive case to the senior leadership became manda-
tory, usually provided face-to-face. Foreign Counterintelligence Ac-
tivity agents were told that Secretary of Defense Richard Cheney had
made President Bush aware of their investigation.

Meanwhile, FCA investigators around the world began to dis-
creetly interview persons who the records reflected had served with
Conrad. It was a dicey but necessary approach, given the fact that no
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one had a clue at the time whether Conrad had managed to recruit
some of his coworkers. During these interviews, agents concentrated
on reconstructing Conrad’s activities prior to his retirement. With
whom did he seem to be close in the division headquarters? Did he
travel on weekends? Did he appear to have any non-American
friends? What about his financial situation?

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators operated with
the burden that one bad decision or a single unlucky break could
blow the case. The worst nightmare was that one of the interviewees
might be in league with Conrad. Should that occur, agents knew,
Conrad would get a phone call telling him that the spooks were ask-
ing questions about him. Within hours of such a call, the retired
sergeant could be out of reach in Austria or Hungary.

But luck seemed 1o be with Bob Lunt and his men. Around the
world, investigators conducted dozens of interviews with veterans
of duty in the 8th Infantry Division’s Bad Kreuznach headquarters.
Interviewing agents did their best to obscure their focus by avoid-
ing up-front, blunt inquiries concerning Conrad himself. These ef-
forts gradually permitted FCA investigators to bring the retired
sergeant into focus. Above all, one question haunted agents. How
could a soldier whose personnel records portrayed him as a “water
walker”™ possibly be responsible for the worst treachery against the
army since World War II? Something simply did notadd up, at least
on the surface.

But the more agents delved into Conrad’s career through the eves
of his fellow soldiers, the more they realized that the talented non-
commissioned officer had lived a double life. Sergeant First Class
Conrad might have appeared to his superiors as the model NCO,
but the face that “Old Clyde”™ put on for his fellow soldiers was
quite different. Conrad, agents learned, was a skilled and chansmatic
chameleon.

Interviewed in Arizona, MSgt. Danny Wilson recalled an en-
counter with Conrad in the mid-1970s. Wilson was assigned at the
time to the 8th Infantry Division, where he had come to admire and
respect Clyde Conrad. He and Conrad were participating in a field
training exercise, Wilson recalled, when the two had taken a break
under a tree.
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Conrad had raised an inquisitive eyebrow and asked, “Danny, are
you an honest man?”

The soldier hesitated momentarily, then nodded.

Conrad’s voice betrayed disappointment. “Oh,” he said simply, fol-
lowed by an uncomfortable silence.

Wilson was curious. “What would you have said if I had answered
differently?” he queried Conrad.

“Well,” Conrad replied, “I would have offered you a way to make
some easy money, a thousand or so a month.” To earn this princely
sum, Conrad added, all his friend would have to do was transport
money to various European cities and service bank accounts.

The young soldier thought for a moment, then asked if the ac-
tivity was legal.

Conrad demurred. “There are ways to make money, and then
there are other ways,” he replied cryptically, clearly implying that the
offer involved something illegal.

Danny Wilson was a religious family man for whom the notion of
jeopardizing his career for easy money was out of the question, even
if the offer came from someone whom he regarded as a friend and
role model.

“I just figured that Old Clyde had something going, like almost
everyone else at that time in the army,” the sergeant recalled sheep-
ishly to investigators as he admitted that he had not reported Con-
rad’s approach to anyone in his chain of command.

Master Sergeant Danny Wilson was not the only soldier who re-
called being tempted by Conrad with an offer to make easy money
in some unspecified enterprise. Several others described similar ex-
periences. Sometime in the mid- to late 1970s, soldiers reported,
Conrad had enticed them with a “business opportunity,” usually hav-
ing something to do with unspecified, travel-related tasks involving
some sort of “deliveries.” None of the soldiers reported Conrad’s
overtures, but all insisted that they had declined the offer. One sol-
dier opined that he believed that Conrad was smuggling East Ger-
mans into West Germany for profit. Another stated that she believed
that Conrad was involved in either black marketing or narcotics. A
third soldier said that he recalled Clyde boasting about some sort of
“organization” that he had going, in which good money could be
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made. All of the interviewees insisted that Clvde had never men-
tioned espionage.

Several soldiers recalled that Conrad’s mentor and close friend
during the 1970s had been a sergeant named Zoltan Szabo, who had
retired and departed Bad Kreuznach some years back. Sources also
named a number of younger soldiers who seemed to hang around
with Conrad. Most were lower ranking enlisted people who were
known to work for Conrad in the G-3 or who socialized with the pop-
ular sergeant. Some soldiers told investigators that the self-confident
Conrad had played a father-figure role for a tight circle of young en-
listed protégés. Their names were added to the growing list of sol-
diers and former soldiers who would have to be carefully looked at
as possible coconspirators.

The allegations that Conrad was actively seeking recruits for some
sort of lucrauive enterprise were significant. Having identified several
soldiers who had rejected Conrad’s overtures, overburdened FCA in-
vestigators had to assume that Conrad had probably been success-
ful with an unknown number of others. On everyone’s lips were two
questions: How many did Conrad approach, and how many had suc-
cumbed to his tempting offers of big money? Common sense sug-
gested that the answers to these questions would not be good. The
army of the 1970s was a hollow, dispirited force in which drug use
was common. Recruits for illegal activities that promised quick cash
would not be difficult to locate. If Zoltan Szabo was the progenitor
of the espionage ring, and Clyde Lee Conrad his protégé, itwas likely
that the ring had entered its third generation.

[t all made sense. Particularly by 1985, Conrad would have seen
an insider—because after

the urgency of recruiting a confederate
his planned August retirement he would no longer enjoy direct ac-
cess to classified documents. If the veteran sergeant had succeeded
in recruiting one or more of the young soldiers who had worked with
him, the espionage within the division headquarters might be con-
tinuing. This meant that investigators would have to target the Sth
Infantry Division’s Bad Kreuznach headquarters as well as Conrad
himself. The only safe assumption was that Clyde, like Szabo before
him, had recruited his replacement (if indeed Szabo was involved,
which at this point in the case was sheer speculation, however much
it scemed to make sense).
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With the identification of Clyde Conrad as the principal suspect,
the director of the Foreign Counterintelligence Activity was drawn
more and more to the center of a major interagency effort. The once
low-profile investigation was about to mushroom into a complex en-
deavor that would demand close coordination with the FBI, the CIA,
the Pentagon, and the Department of Justice, not to mention FCA’s
parent headquarters, the Intelligence and Security Command. At the
same time, careful guidance and direction had to be developed and
provided to FCA investigators in their Wiesbaden offices. From this
point on, the center of gravity of the investigation would be in Ger-
many as the circle around Conrad was tightened.

Bob Lunt had his work cut out for him. Running an investigation
in Germany from his Fort Meade headquarters was a tall order, but
the veteran colonel had broad shoulders.

In Wiesbaden, leadership of the FCA team rotated between agents
Puromaki, Eways, and Groff in two-month intervals, an awkward
arrangement that was not conducive to continuity but permitted
cach agent a break from hotel living. Life in a Wiesbaden hotel was
particularly hard on Al Puromaki, whose dedication to the case was
total but who deeply missed quality time with his young son in Mary-
land. Nonetheless, Puromaki and his colleagues set about the risky
and difficult business of stalking their target, a task rendered more
complex by the fact that the team was operating on foreign soil, with-
out the knowledge or permission of our West German ally.

Ever since the end of World War II and the division of Germany,
American intelligence and counterintelligence agencies had oper-
ated under the assumption that the West German government was
deeply penetrated by the Soviet-trained and supported East German
intelligence service—the Ministry of State Security (MfS). Bilateral
intelligence relationships with our German counterparts existed but
were always clouded by security concerns on our part. Periodically,
embarrassing spy cases at the highest levels of the Bonn government
would make the headlines, reminding us that our West German al-
lies had their own special problem. Operationally, this meant that it
was not prudent to share major secrets with the Germans. The
Canasta Player case was thus pursued unilaterally, without the assis-
tance that the German Federal Office for the Protection of the Con-
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stitution (called the BfV) or the Federal Criminal Office (the BKA)
could have provided. To have told the West Germans about the case
when the original tips came to the CIA in the late 1970s would have
endangered the case and the agency’s well-placed sources.

But for FCA special agents, this restriction meant that many of the
investigative arrows that would normally be in their quiver were miss-
ing. If Conrad lived in the United States, a judge’s permission could
have been obtained to tap his telephone, and the postal service could
have provided information on his correspondence. In Germany,
such measures were impossible without German cooperation. De-
prived of a full range of investigative capabilities, the Wiesbaden
team was forced to settle on less intrusive measures.

The FCA team mounted a discreet, intermittent surveillance of
Conrad’s home in Bosenheim. Random drive-bys of the house might
develop useful information on their suspect’s comings and goings.
Additionally, by keeping track of the license tag numbers of cars
parked at the Conrad home, Gary Pepper and his teammates were
able to develop a list of the retired sergeant’s visitors.

Risks were taken. Conrad was well known and popular in the Bad
Kreuznach area, but agents nonetheless selectively interviewed local
people. Care was taken to put “smoke” around the real target of such
interviews, which meant that inquiries had to be cautiously struc-
tured. When conducting records checks, an investigator might re-
quest access to twenty personnel records when in fact only one of
the twenty files was of interest.

Gradually, the real Clyde Conrad was coming into focus. Skilled
at his job and well liked, Clyde was also a heavy beer drinker with a
strong competitive drive and was known to be fond of pool, poker,
and fast driving. Since retirement, he had maintained ties with se-
nior NCOs in the division headquarters, primarily through an in-
formal poker club that convened periodically for an evening of male
bonding. These revelations made Lunt’s men even more skittish, cer-
tain that Conrad had eyes and ears everywhere in Bad Kreuznach.

To establish who on the division staft might still be close to their
chief suspect—and who therefore might be in league with him—
an attempt was made to penetrate the headquarters with an un-
dercover agent. Hoping that a trained agent might be able to spot






13: Mr. Plans

Clyde Conrad popped open another beer and took a long swallow.
Atage thirty-nine, he had been retired less than a year. His Swiss bank
accounts were bulging with cash, a new car sat in the driveway, and
his collection of gold coins was stashed in a safe place. In spite of
this, Clyde couldn’t shake a sense of depression and foreboding.
Every day, it seemed, his sagging morale plummeted in an unarrested
free fall.

>art of the problem was the adjustment to reured life. For years
he had been the respected boss of the division’s War Plans shop. Of-
ficers came and went, but Clyde Conrad was the constant. Non-
commissioned officers really did run the army, Conrad believed,
among other things because they were willing to work hard—and,
in his case, because he was smarter than the parade of mediocre of-
ficers who trooped in and out of the division G-3 office, lingering
just long enough to punch their tickets before skating away to an-
other, ill-deserved promotion. No doubt aboutit, Conrad mused, he
had been the real power in the G-3 shop. After all, had not more than
one gullible colonel or general intervened with Washington over the
years to keep the indispensable Mr. Plans in Bad Kreuznachz

Now, as he approached the first anniversary of his returement,
Conrad reflected sadly on his dull life, a humdrum existence devoid
of the excitement and prestge that came from being the top dog
in the headquarters and the secret superstar of Budapest's stable
of spies.

To make matters worse, Clyde recalled bitterly, his carefully laid
plan for an exciting, lucrative retirement had been derailed. The en-
terprise that he had envisioned would keep him in the fast lane af-
ter retirement had gone sour. First there was that fool Rod, who got
himself caught up in the drug screening. All the hard work invested
to mold the brilliant voung soldier into a first-class espionage recruit
had turned to instant shit. Now his talented protége was uscless, a
civilian living somewhere in Florida, probably frying his brain with
drugs and doing flunky work for slave wages. Dumb shit.
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Conrad grimaced, thinking of all the chips he had cashed in to
get Rod accepted for duty in the War Plans shop at the army’s Eu-
ropean headquarters in Heidelberg. It had been the perfect arrange-
ment. Rod could have done the actual collection while Clyde the
superstar managed relations with Budapest. In Heidelberg, a well-
trained spy would be like a kid in a candy store. With Rod in the
G-3 vault, Clyde’s prospects for earning big money from the Hun-
garians were even greater than in Bad Kreuznach. Now, with Rod out
of the army and several other promising prospects gone on to duty
in the States, Clyde was in a deep funk, wallowing in self-pity. Even
an idiot knows that a spy without access to classified documents is
useless, he bemoaned. Maybe it had been a big mistake to retire.

Conrad tossed the empty beer bottle into the trash and popped
open another. A year ago, things had looked so good. Rod had
brought a retirement gift to the small flat in Bad Kreuznach that Con-
rad rented for the business. The apartment served as a convenient
safe site for the storage and processing of stolen documents. Clyde
smiled as he recalled the young soldier’s gesture. The cocky sergeant
had sauntered into the apartment sweating so hard that his granny
glasses were fogged. Slung over his back was an entire duffel bag full
of stolen documents—“the mother lode,” Rod had called it with a
broad grin. Conrad chuckled. The thing must have weighed a hun-
dred pounds. It took balls for Rod to heist that much stuff in broad
daylight and lug it out of the headquarters all by himself. The bag’s
stash of secrets could be parceled out for years to Clyde’s Hungar-
ian case officer, Miklos. Nothing to it, Clyde laughed to himself. Just
tell the gullible Hunky that I've got a comrade on the inside, then
palm the stuff off piecemeal, changing the dates on selected docu-
ments to convince Budapest that it was the latest stuff. Budapest
would have paid good money for Rod’s mother lode, Conrad sighed,
which was why he had laboriously squirreled away an entire five-
drawer filing cabinet of such material before retiring, even before
Rod produced the duffel bag of stolen secrets.

But now, even that backup plan was in jeopardy. Ominous things
were occurring, Conrad sensed—dangerous things—and the
thought of what might happen frightened and depressed him. It
started with the alert from the wife of one of his poker buddies. The
woman, who lived around the corner in Bosenheim, worked at the
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local military banking facility. A few months ago, she came home
from work and told Conrad’s wife, Annja, that some investigator type
had come in to do finance checks on a list of soldiers. This was not
unusual, the neighbor pointed out. Records checks were a routine
eventat the bank, and she would have thought nothing of it had she
not noticed that Clyde’s name was on the list. From experience, An-
nja’s friend knew that such checks were done on active-duty soldiers
only when the army was conducting a routine background investi-
gation or when someone was in trouble. So why was her retired
friend on the list? the woman wondered. Had Clyde gotten tired of
hanging around the house and applied for a civilian job? she asked
Annja over coffee.

Conrad swore silently to himself and swilled down a huge mouth-
ful of beer. One of the reasons he had decided to retire was to avoid
justsuch scrutiny. His decade-long relationship with Miklos and the
Center in Budapest had been exciting and lucrative, but everything
had 1ts limits. It was time to retire, step back, and adopta new, safer
approach to “the business.” Inserting a mole in Heidelberg had
been a stroke of genius. The real risks of the business were taken
by the guy who had to smuggle documents out of his workplace.
With good training, Rod would have been a natural for this role.
All Clyde would have had to do was keep Miklos happy and rake in
the payments. Conrad grimaced. If Rod hadn’t screwed up, he re-
minded himself for the twenteth time, little Clyde Conrad from Se-
bring, Ohio, would have already been well on the way to making his
second million.

Now the tip from Annja’s friend at the bank had plunged him into
depression. As the weeks passed, he could almost see his rugged, salt-
and-pepper hair turn snow white. Every unexpected visitor caused
him to catch his breath, certain that it was only a matter of time be-
fore a knock on the door would signal the end of his exciting dou-
ble life.

And exciting it had been. Conrad had to keep from laughing out
loud every time he had walked into a roomful of people at work,
knowing that he was something special, that he had a secret life that
would astonish everyone if they knew. There was something unique
and invigorating about having such a secret, having power and con-
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trol over your life while lesser men who lacked boldness and vision
stll imped along from paycheck to paycheck.

Since 1975, Clvde had basked in this intoxicating knowledge. His
status as Budapest’s superstar reminded him every day that he was
smarter than his college-educated superiors, and it provided the con-
tinuous, satisfying awareness that he was living a profitable double
life right under evervone’s nose.

Then came a second shock. Annja’s ex-husband, that drunk Bren-
nan, called his daughter Sonja in California and told the poor girl
that the feds were after her stepfather. Two guys in civihian clothes
had flashed official-looking ID and asked twenty questions, some of
them about Clyde. Alarmed and confused, Sonja immediately called
her mother in Bad Kreuznach and relayed her father’s drunken ram-
blings. Annja managed to soothe Sonja’s fears before hanging up,
but she trembled as she shared the disturbing news with her hus-
band. Clyde kept his cool, outwardly. It was probably the IRS, he told
Annja. Don’t panic.

But privately, Clyde knew that this was serious. Had something
gone wrong to tup off the authorities? Maybe Szabo has thrown me
to the wolves, Conrad thought, recalling their many business dif-
ferences that had eventually led to a cooling of the long friendship.
Clyde still thought that Szabo was too cautious. The older man could
be counted on to shrink from Conrad’s bold schemes, brainstorms
that usually involved outwitting the Americans and Budapest to in-
crease profits. No, Conrad thought, Szabo was safe. The greedy Hun-
garian is so deep into the business that he’s not going to talk to any-
one. The guy’s got money, vacation houses, a beautiful wife, and VIP
privileges in Hungary, all from the business. On top of that, Conrad
thought with a laugh, justlike me he’s collecting military retirement
pay from Uncle Sam. No, Clyde reassured himself, no reason to
worry about Szabo; he’s got too much to lose.

But the more Clyde thought about it, the more he couldn’t shake
a haunting feeling that something was wrong—very wrong. Perhaps
Rod had slipped up and was in trouble with the law. Drugs again?
Could he be trusted to keep his mouth shut? Swilling down yet an-
other beer, Clyde decided that important precautions were in order.
What would happen to him if agents raided his house in Bosenheim?
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In the basement, searchers would easily locate the small room that
contained his stash of classified war plans, an array of expensive
photo equipment, and other espionage paraphernalia accumulated
over the years. Still worse, there would be no way to explain the short-
wave radio, not to mention the cipher keys stashed elsewhere in the
house. Then there was the computer with dozens of floppy discs
loaded with electronic images of all the goodies that had gone to Bu-
dapest for the past ten years. Conrad groaned. Then they'd home
in on the money, the financial statements from five Swiss banks, the
gold coin collection, and more.

Fortified by another beer, Clyde carefully and methodically began
to clear the decks for any contingency. Should the worst occur, it was
vital that the house be clean and that arrangements exist so that An-
nja and eleven-year-old Andre would not have to worry about money.
Clyde rebuked himself. Don’t overrcact; these are merely precau-
tions. The Americans can’t touch me here in Germany, and if the
Germans should knock at the door, the worst I might get from them
is an eighteen-month sentence, a mere tap on the wrist.

Still, just to be on the safe side, Clvde decided to make some pru-
dentadjustments. The Bosenheim house had 1o be clean. Better safe
than sorry.



14: Stalking the Target

In Wiesbaden, FCA agents struggled throughout 1986 to close the
ring around Conrad. After the aborted attempt to place a source in
the division headquarters, no one seemed to have a good idea of how
to get close to their target. True, the dozens of interviews conducted
around the world had filled in many gaps concerning Conrad’s char-
acter and personal associations, above all with the shadowy Zoltan
Szabo. Most importantly, agents had amassed persuasive information
about the retired NCO’s aggressive attempts over the years to recruit
soldiers as workers in some kind of business that yielded good prof-
its. But in spite of this, headquarters in Fort Meade reminded Al
Puromaki and his Wiesbaden agents that they had uncovered few
hard facts that could be converted to evidence in a court of law that
would persuade a jury that Clyde Lee Conrad was a spy for the Hun-
garian Military Intelligence Service. If he was, lawyers asked, where
were the Hungarians? Where was the money? Who could stand up
and testify to the treason? Everything in Puromaki’s bones told him
that Conrad was their man, but how to prove it?

Phase one of the Canasta Player investigation had consisted of
identifying a suspect. Because of the needle-in-a-haystack character
of the dragnet, no one in the Pentagon had crouched on FCA’s back
to produce instant results. Now phase two, stalking the target, had
commenced, and officials in Washington were becoming less for-
giving. Pressure mounted to show progress toward neutralization of
Conrad while FCA investigators wrestled with their dilemma. Every-
one wanted to close in on Conrad, but the bold action that the sit-
uation seemed to demand was fraught with the danger that a mis-
move could alert Clyde and propel him into sanctuary behind the
Iron Curtain.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators in Wiesbaden
continued their cautious approach to the case. In April 1986, their
patient stalking paid off. During a routine Saturday afternoon drive-
by of Conrad’s Bosenheim home, Gary Pepper circled the corner lot
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on Elfelderstrasse. Conrad’s driveway was directly across from the vil-
lage swimming pool. The silver Audi was in its usual place, but be-
side 1t was an unfamiliar car with a Munich license plate. Clyde had
company—cither somecone from Munich or someone with a rental
car, many of which were registered in Munich. The voung agent
madc a second pass by the property, his heart pounding. Perhaps the
car belonged to Zoltan Szabo, he thought. Ever since the idenufi-
cation of Conrad, Pepper and his colleagues had speculated that a
conspiracy might exist involving Conrad and Szabo, but no one had
been able to establish that the two men had been in touch since
Szabo’s 1979 retirement. The car was a white Opel, and Pepper was
able to jot down its complete tag number. Later that night, a third
pass on the house established that the visitor was stll there. It ap-
peared that Conrad’s guest was staving the night.

No one had better contacts in Munich than Al Ewavs, who had
worked for vears as an intelligence liaison officer in Bavaria. Cash-
ing in a chip with a former German colleague, Eways was able to in-
conspicuously trace the mysterv car in a matter of days. As Pepper
had suspected, the Opel was a rental car. It had been leased on Fri-
day at the Munich airport. In a signilicant investugative coup, Eways
had even managed to obtain a copy of the car’'s rental contract. The
document contained a watershed clue. The Opel had been rented
by Dr. Sandor Keresik, who histed himself as having been born in 1940
in Budapest, Hungary, with a current address in Goteborg, Sweden.
Between the time the car was rented on Friday nnul it was tirmed in
two davs later, it had been driven 1,500 kilometers. Had the white
Opel been rented by Zoltan Szabo, Pepper and his teammates would
have been ecstatic. Buta Hunganan physician from Sweden was even
better. Gary Pepper recalled the reacton in Wiesbaden: “The reve-
ladons from the rental contract obtained by Al Ewavs screamed
‘courter’ to all of us.”

Agents homed in on the new lead. Cantious inquiries by CIA col-
leagues in Sweden revealed that Sandor Keresik was a Hungaran-
born physician who pracuced internal medicine m Goteborg, a port
citv west of Stockholm. A naturalized Swedish citizen, the forv-cight-
vear-old doctor had emigrated from Hungary in October 1956 10 the

wake of the abortve Hungarian Revolution. Agents were also able
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to determine that Sandor Kercsik had a younger brother, Imre,
thirty-four, who was also a physician. He, too, lived and practiced
medicine in Goteborg.

Records of the credit card used by Sandor Kercsik to rent the Opel
established that the Kercsik brothers were frequent travelers, rou-
tinely flying in and out of Frankfurt and Munich and leasing vehi-
cles upon their arrival. The itineraries of the brothers were reveal-
ing. Both regularly flew a circuit from Goteborg to Frankfurt or
Munich, with frequent connecting flights to Vienna and Budapest.
Veteran agents recognized this travel pattern as consistent with a
clandestine courier, a support agent who could be the link between
Clyde Conrad and his Hungarian masters. In status-conscious Eu-
rope, with the highly respected title of doctor on their neutral
Swedish passports, the brothers would be able to travel between East
and West without raising suspicions. If the Kercsiks were couriers,
Budapest had chosen well.

Yet one perplexing detail bothered Al Eways. Sandor Kercsik had
stayed overnight at the Conrad residence. Eways, a Palestinian Amer-
ican with more than twenty years of service in Germany, knew that
all intelligence services followed strict operational practices de-
signed to minimize security risks—collectively labeled “tradecraft.”
A central principle of intelligence tradecraft that ensured security
was called compartmentation. To the maximum extent possible,
members of an espionage conspiracy were kept in the dark about
the organization in which they played a role. Couriers simply did not
drive to an agent’s home and spend the night, or atleast they weren’t
supposed to. In Eways’s book, Sandor Kercsik was a courier; of that
he felt certain. As for the overnight visit, he thought with a grin, the
guy’s breaking the rules.

Like everything in the Canasta Player case, the breakthrough in
Wiesbaden was shrouded in ambiguity. Still, everyone in Washing-
ton sensed that, somehow, Sandor Kercsik’s Hungarian background
could not be a coincidence, any more than Conrad’s relationship
with Zoltan Szabo was. Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investi-
gators were certain that, like the enigmatic Zoltan Szabo, the Swedish
Hungarian doctors were the sought-after Hungarian connection.

Bob Lunt decided to act. Recalling that his agents’ interviews had
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uncovered a number of soldiers who had been approached by Con-
rad with an offer to make some extra money, Lunt reached into his
extensive operational experience and produced a bold stroke. Why
not select one of these soldiers, check him out carefully, then recruit
him? The Foreign Counterintelligence Activity could then arrange
for him to be transferred to Germany, with instructions to reestab-
lish contact with his old friend and comrade, Clyde.

Lunt explained it this way. Conrad would approach a soldier with
an illegal offer only after assessing his potential recruit and con-
cluding that he was worth the risk. If his target declined recruitment
but did not report the illegal approach, as required by regulations,
Conrad’s trust in the person would be reinforced. Clearly, Conrad
would reason, here was a person who would wink at a rule.

With this in mind, Lunt counseled, could not Conrad be tempted
to reapproach a soldier who had not taken the bait when originally
pitched? Now retired and deprived of direct access to classified in-
formation, Conrad would need active-duty confederates to steal se-
crets for him. Why not put such a person in our suspect’s path and
see if he takes the bait?

Should the gambit succeed, Lunt reasoned, FCA would open a win-
dow through which Clyde Lee Conrad could be scrutinized from all

angles—money, activities, travel, and associations. The idea was gutsy
but fraught with risk. If Conrad saw through the ploy, he might
promptly seek refuge in Hungary. Lunt told his investigators that they
would have to minimize this risk by selecting the right man for the
job. If invesugators did their work well and Conrad fell into the trap,
he might even recruit the FCA source. If this happened, Wiesbaden
investigators would be calling the shots, well positioned to provide
answers to the legion of questions that demanding Department of Jus-
tice attorneys insisted were a precondition to arrest and prosecution.
Lunt’s idea made a lot of sense, particularly because no one had
a better idea. The case was stalled, and patience in some quarters
was wearing thin. Inside the Beltway, it was being said that FCA
seemed unable to figure out how to wrap up the investigation.
Agents chose MSgt. Danny Wilson to play the key role. In the ten
years since Conrad had asked him if he was an honest man, Wilson,
now in his early forties, had seen his career blossom. When Bob
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Lunt’s investigators located him, the senior NCO was stationed at
Fort Huachuca in Arizona, where he was serving on the faculty at the
army’s Intelligence Center and School. Since the 1970s, Wilson had
maintained occasional contact with Conrad, for whom he retained
considerable admiration.

After departing Bad Kreuznach, the bright, smooth-talking Texan
had been retrained as a counterintelligence special agent. His mem-
ories of Conrad were positive. Like many of the young soldiers in the
division headquarters at the time, Danny Wilson had developed a re-
spect bordering on reverence for Mr. Plans. Clyde, Wilson told FCA
agents, had all but run the G-3 shop and was a revered role model
for the younger soldiers.

Agents contacted Wilson and interviewed him once again about
his associations with Conrad. The master sergeant proved to be
quick witted and intelligent, with an aura of self-confidence that bor-
dered on cockiness. But cocky or not, Danny Wilson was a man of
deep principles who displayed an impressive talent for thinking on
his feet. Based on this preliminary assessment, investigators arranged
to have the master sergeant take a polygraph examination. The sole
purpose was to reassure agents that their candidate for recruitment
was providing a faithful account of Conrad’s approach in the mid-
1970s. It was essential to confirm that Wilson had been entirely truth-
ful when he stated that Conrad had not mentioned espionage, and
that he had rejected Clyde’s offer. If the master sergeant was to be
used as baitin a trap to snare his former friend, he had to be squeaky
clean. After being told only that he was being considered for partic-
ipation in a special project, the NCO willingly took and passed the
polygraph exam.

Things now moved quickly. Wilson was told that his friend Clyde
Conrad was suspected of espionage and that he had been selected
to prove or disprove these suspicions. The master sergeant was in-
credulous.

“No way, not Clyde,” he insisted vehemently. The deeply princi-
pled career sergeant simply could not believe that his former buddy
and role model was capable of such betrayal. Wilson was adamant,
telling FCA agents Eways and Puromaki that Clyde Conrad was not
the kind of person who would do such a thing.
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Puromaki and Eways reassured Wilson that Conrad was only a sus-
pect, telling the master sergeant that his cooperation could be crit-
ical to clearing his friend. Their message to Danny Wilson was per-
suasive. “If you're correct and Conrad is clean, the best way to prove
itis for you to assist us.”

Danny Wilson signed up for the mission, which was purely vol-
untary, clearly convinced that this was exactly what would happen.
Now a recruited source of U.S. intelligence, he was given the code
name Controlled Source 170 (CS 170). Henceforth, in all opera-
tional and investigative reports, his name would not appear.

In volunteering to work with FCA, the veteran master sergeant
signed up for an onerous mission. First, he and his family would have
to agree to move from the United States to Germany. Once he had
succeeded in reestablishing contact with Clyde Conrad, the investi-
gation could be expected to take on alife of its own. As the key man
in the operation to expose or clear Conrad, Wilson would have to
submit unquestioningly to his FCA case officer’s instructions. If the
plan worked and Conrad took the bait, the role of Controlled
Source 170 would require the feisty master sergeant to lead a com-
plex and demanding double life, always at the beck and call of Con-
rad and his FCA case officer. This was the reality of life as a so-called
double agent, which is what Danny Wilson would become in the
event that Conrad responded as hoped and recruited his old friend
to join him as a spy for the Hungarians.

In its simplest form, a double agent works for two intelligence ser-
vices at the same time, with only one of the services understanding
this. If Danny Wilson, under the clandestine control of FCA, began
to pass documents to the Hungarians through Clyde Conrad, he
would qualify for this exotic appellation. But unlike the glamorous,
exciting images in espionage fiction, the work of a double agent is
tedious, demanding, and lonely. Risks are taken, it is true, but the
double agent of the 1980s carried no Walther PPK. As for the bevy
of beautiful women who grace the lives of James Bond, in Danny Wil-
son’s world the femme fatale was his wife. Shut out from the secrets
of her spouse’s conspiratonial career, Shirley Wilson would sustain
him as best she could.






15: Playing to an Empty House

Bob Lunt’s gamble paid off. The recruitment of Danny Wilson
proved to be a decisive turning point in the Canasta Player investi-
gation.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators arranged for
their new recruit to be reassigned from Arizona to Stuttgart, Ger-
many, in early 1987. There, the master sergeant was assigned to the
527th Military Intelligence Battalion, with duties at its Stuttgart of-
fice. From his home to Conrad’s haunts in the Bad Kreuznach area
was more than a two-hour drive.

The Canasta Playver investigation remained the single most re-
stricted case in the army. Parucularly in Europe, where the home-
steading Conrad seemed to have connections everywhere, even the
fact that such an invesugation was under way had to be closely held
to ensure that neither Budapest nor suspect Conrad became aware
of the FCA effort to put the ring out of business.

A certain amount ol intelhgence tradecraft training was necessary,
although farless than would have been required if Danny Wilson had
not already been a trained special agent. An important element of
that training dealt with technmques for keeping his dual life a secret
from supeniors, fellow soldiers, and, most importantly, from Clyde
Conrad.

Gary Pepper would serve as Danny Wilson's case officer. Pepper
explained to the brash master sergeant that Conrad. if he were in-
deed an agent of the Hungarians, would have received considerable
training himself in communications and surveillance detection. Ex-
treme care would thus have to be taken to keep their relatonship
clandestine. Wilson would be schooled in basic countersurveillance
measures. Meetings between Pepper and Wilson would be discreet
and conducted during weekends or evenings. Long hours were 1in
store for both men.

In April 1987, the FCA team in Wiesbaden orchestrated the long-
awaited approach to reinsert Danny Wilson into Clvde Conrad’s
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world. Taking a cue from Wilson, agents opted for a natural and di-
rect approach. The gutsy master sergeant would drive to Bosenheim
and pay a surprise visit on old friends Clyde and Annja. From there,
Wilson was to let things take their course. A cover story was devel-
oped that Wilson could use to explain his sudden appearance in Ger-
many. But most importantly, Pepper urged, Danny should be relaxed
and natural. He shouldn’t push it.

Wilson drove to Bosenheim and knocked on the door of Elfelder-
strasse 16. Annja Conrad opened the door, greeted Danny with a
hug, and called out, “Clyde, come see who’s here.”

When Conrad appeared, Danny stuck out his hand and called out,
“Hi, Clyde, how you doin’?”

Conrad blanched. There was no backslapping greeting or hearty
handshake for an old friend. Instead, he stared at Wilson for an in-
stant before speaking in a tense voice.

“Are you here on your own, or did they send you?”

Now it was Wilson’s turn to be taken aback. Unaware of the rea-
son for his friend’s lukewarm reception, the agile agent didn’t miss
a beat as he launched into his cover story.

“What do you mean, Clyde? Of course I'm here on my own. I’ve
been sent over from the States on a three-month temporary assign-
ment. Just thought I'd drop by and check in, that’s all. You gonna
invite me in for a beer or not?”

Conrad seemed to snap out of whatever was troubling him. He
invited Wilson into the house and liberated two bottles of beer from
the refrigerator. The two men relaxed in Annja’s overdecorated liv-
ing room.

Wilson explained his three-month assignment. He had been sent
to Germany to assist the 527th Military Intelligence Battalion in a
rewrite of its war plans. Conrad perked up. Before Wilson departed,
Clyde made it clear that the two should keep in touch. Danny Wil-
son returned to Stuttgart with the sense that everything had gone
well, still convinced that Clyde was no spy.

As time passed, Controlled Source 170 succeeded in ingratiating
himself with Conrad, a process that went more quickly because of
the two men’s former association. The glib Wilson salted his con-
versation with cynical remarks about how tough things were at his



136 TRAITORS AMONG US

duty station in Stuttgart, how dumb his officers were, and how fed
up he was with the system—themes carefully calculated to appeal to
Conrad.

Conrad apparently liked what he was hearing. Danny Wilson and
he seemed to have a lot in common. Danny, Conrad sensed, had fi-
nally realized that the whole army thing was a big game, orchestrated
and coached by egotistical officers and other lifers for their own grat-
ification, all at the expense of the enlisted men. As the friendship
matured, Conrad warmed up perceptibly. The more Danny bitched
about the hassles of army life, the more Clyde realized that the reap-
pearance of his former friend was a timely piece of good fortune.

This was the critical point in the Wilson gambit. Agents banked
on Conrad taking the bait. After all, Danny was a stand-up guy, not
a snitch.

Bob Lunt’s agents also gambled on a phenomenon that is com-
mon to people who are willing to betray their country—what some
call the “playing-to-an-empty-house syndrome.” Spies almost always
think they are something special. When someone such as Clyde Con-
rad looks 1in the mirror, he sees the world’s cleverest, boldest, and
most enterprising fellow. Entering a crowded room, the Clyde Con-
rads of the world gaze on the assembled masses with pity: These are
the ordinary slobs who don’t have a clue about how one makes it big
in life. Only he, the spy who leads an adventure-laden, dual life, has
overcome the odds and broken the code thatleads to riches and ful-
fillment.

But the ego that breeds disloyal and conspiratorial behavior de-
mands recognition. A spy who had amassed a fortune as a commu-
nist agent might be seized with an irresistible urge to share his big
secret with someone. The frustration of playing to an empty house
can be overwhelming, yet the spy realizes that the rules of the espi-
onage game and the consequences of breaking those rules are seri-
ous business.

As luck would have it, when Danny Wilson appeared on Clyde
Conrad’s doorstep in 1987, his old friend was in the throes of this
dilemma. In Clyde Lee Conrad’s mind, his secret achievements were
crying out for recognition and appreciation. Recently retired, de-
prived of direct access to the classified material that had become
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his financial mainstay, and haunted by fears that he was about to be
arrested, Conrad was deserving of the nickname I eventually gave
him—"the once and future spy.” Torn between an almost paralyz-
ing fear of arrest and a compulsive desire to resume his ego-grati-
fying status as the pride of Budapest’s agent stable, Conrad needed
a new friend and accomplice, someone in whom he could confide,
someone who could reinforce his exalted self-image. The Foreign
Counterintelligence Activity provided that friend by delivering
Danny Wilson.

The two men’s friendship reblossomed with astonishing speed.
Soon Conrad was offering up cryptic comments about the great op-
portunities that were out there for a man with Wilson’s smarts. Ten
years earlier, when Conrad started down this road, Danny Wilson
had turned him off. This time around, the Texan played along, nod-
ding understandingly. Conrad caught the signals and began to talk
guardedly about his money-making enterprise. Clyde chuckled as
he described himself as a highly successful independent informa-
tion broker. Each time the pair met, Clyde became more explicit,
sometimes emboldened by the prodigious quantities of beer he reg-
ularly consumed.

Conrad bombarded Wilson with tutorials about his philosophy of
life, insisting that he was “totally apolitical” when it came to the con-
frontation between the Free World and communism. Danny should
remember that whatever sins Washington laid at the feet of the Krem-
lin were no worse than what our own country had done in Vietnam.
Clyde solemnly told Wilson that he had taken his son, Andre, to West
Berlin. As they stood on a platform gazing into East Berlin, Clyde
asked the boy if he knew the difference between the people on each
side of the wall. When Andre demurred, Clyde replied, “Nothing.
Absolutely nothing,” and urged the eleven year old to remember that
all political systems were equally bad; none was any better or any
worse than any other.

Like a broken record, Clyde drove home his message to Danny.
There was a real opportunity for apolitical information brokers.
Nothing was more valuable in the world than information—not gold,
not diamonds, nothing. Besides, Clyde said with a grin, “They’re
gonna get it anyway, so why don’t we take advantage of it?”
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By early summer 1987, Danny Wilson could no longer avoid the
truth. His buddy Clyde—his role model, Mr. Plans—was indeed a spy
for the communists. Not only that, it appeared that Conrad, having
confided in him, was on the verge of a recruitment pitch. The real-
ization was a victory for the case but deeply depressing to the decent
and disillusioned Wilson.

During one strange conversation, Conrad became maudlin and
rambled on drunkenly. “You don’t know how much it means to me
that you came along when vou did, Danny. You saved my life.”

Wilson reported the cryptic remark. No one knew at the time ex-
acdy what Conrad was talking about, but if he was feeling indebted
to the FCA double agent, so much the better. The plan was coming
together.

Throughout the summer of 1987, Conrad spoke of his double life
with astonishing candor, openly boasting that he had made a fortune
selling secrets to the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service before
his retirement. For vears, Clyde mused, he had given the Hungari-
ans “whatever they wanted™ from the safes of the S8th Infanury Divi-
sion. Budapest, he was certain, had passed the plundered documents
to Moscow. Conrad added with unmistakable pride that until a re-
centspate of problems with Budapest, he was so highly regarded be-
hind the Iron Curtain that his Hungarian case officer had been
awarded a medal by the Soviets.

Retirement had been a difficult adjustment, Conrad observed. But
now that Danny had reentered his life, he was determined to mend
fences with Budapest and resume his career as an agent. Zolian
Szabo had gotten him started in the business in the mid-1970s be-
fore retiring from active duty four vears later, he explained. The two
friends, Conrad admited, had eventually had a falling out over how
to deal with the Hungarians. Szabo was Budapest's cautious, com-
phantservant, Clyde noted with disdain. Budapest, he groused, had
its fair share of unimaginatve, umid souls, men who sometumes
farled 1o appreciate his bold, innovauve approach to the business.

Conrad was proud of his achievements, telling Wilson that before
his retrement he had been “the best in the business.” Since then,
he boasted, he had devoted considerable tme to developing a vision
for a computer-age spyv ring. With Wilson on board, Clyde prattled
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on enthusiastically, there was nothing that they couldn’t achieve. Big
money was there for the taking. To underscore his point, Conrad
confided that he had salted away more than two million marks of his
espionage earnings (approximately $1.5 million) in safe-deposit
boxes in various Swiss banks.

Clyde showed Danny a Casio pocket calculator. The device, he ex-
plained, could store information in an encrypted compartment that
no one could access without the password. While demonstrating the
Casio, he revealed its password, which the alert master sergeant mem-
orized. (The password, which would one day be useful, was Damian,
the middle name of Conrad’s son, Andre.) Indicating a small hole
in the calculator’s case, Conrad said that in an emergency he could
zero out the secret compartment by merely inserting the tip of a ball-
point pen. Wilson, Clyde instructed, should acquire a Casio exactly
like his. Inside the Casio’s encrypted vault, Clyde volunteered, was
the phone number of his Hungarian case officer, Miklos, as well as
phone numbers of the Center in Budapest.

Danny Wilson was blessed with a keen memory. After each
marathon session with Clyde, he was able to provide Gary Pepper
with an almost verbatim account of Conrad’s revelations. Pepper, in
turn, documented the unfolding story in a series of startling contact
reports. In Washington, the small circle of people authorized access
to the investigation were amazed. The objectives, which had seemed
risky and ambitious at the outset, were being fulfilled at a remark-
able pace. Conrad’s bold recitation of his career as a spy for Budapest
to an FCA agent was nothing less than astounding.

To some observers, it all made sense. By exploiting their under-
standing of the mind-set of the average spy, FCA investigators had
brilliantly smoked out one of the worst traitors of the Cold War. But
others scoffed at the fantastic stories that Wilson attributed to Con-
rad. If Conrad were such a successful secret agent, why would he take
the risks involved with baring his soul to Danny Wilson? Some argued
that the retired sergeant was making it all up to impress his protégé.

During one meeting, after consuming his usual beer ration in a
Bad Kreuznach gasthaus, Conrad wrote several phone numbers on
a coaster and passed it to Danny. The numbers, he confided, were
those of the Hungarian and Czechoslovakian security services as well
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as the personél extension of a high-ranking Hungarian case officer.
To further impress his recruit, Conrad opened yet another window
on hissecretlife, confiding that he and Zoltan Szabo had sometimes
doubled their return on stolen documents by peddling the same ma-
terial to the Czech and Hungarian intelligence services. As Conrad
made these startling admissions, a tape recorder concealed on Wil-
son’s body preserved them.

Approvals to wire Wilson had been obtained in Washington. By the
summer of 1987, sufficient probable cause pointing to Clyde Conrad’s
espionage existed to justify this investigative measure. Danny Wilson
understood the risks of wearing the device but undertook them un-
complainingly. During the Bad Kreuznach meeting, the gambit
almost blew the entire mvestigation. As Clvde and Danny ambled
down a pedestrian-only shopping concourse, the cigarette pack-sized
cassette recorder came untaped from Wilson's sweaty thigh and be-
gan to travel down his leg. The quick-thinking NCO didn’t panic.
Telling Clvde that he had to relieve himself, Wilson slipped into a
nearby alley and hasuly refastened the traitorous machine. The
comical episode makes a good war story now, but for Wilson it was a
near miss. What if the beer-swilling Conrad had decided that he, too,
needed to take a leak? Wilson faithfully reported his close call and
turned the beer coaster over to Gary, who gleefully added it to the
growing list of items that would someday be used in a court of law
against Conrad. When the telephone numbers were traced, they
proved to be exactly what Conrad said they were.

The egoustical Conrad could not resist sharing vet another juicy
fact with Wilson. Because he was Budapest's star agent, Clvde
boasted, the Hungarians had recently set up an emergency escape
plan. If he were in danger of compromise, the silver-haired spy elab-
orated in a low voice, he would be spirted to Hungary via an un-
derground escape railroad that led through Denmark and Finland.

On another occasion, waxing sentimentally over a beer atone of
his favorite watering holes, Conrad revealed an almost unbelievable
episode. In 1986, his fertile mind had exploded with one of his most
cunning brainstorms. Why not further multiply the earnings of the
business by selling stolen secrets back to the Americans? Doing it
had been casy, Clyde said with a grin. Last year, he and a Hungar-
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ian accomplice had contacted the CIA. His {friend had posed as a
disaffected Hungarian intelligence officer whose colleague was in-
terested in defecting. The CIA had jumped at the chance for a re-
cruitment, Clyde said. He and his friend had managed to string
along the agency clowns for six months and take them for a small
fortune before backing out undetected. Later, Conrad said with a
frown, Zoltan Szabo had learned of the freelance operation and
blown the whistle in Budapest, creating problems with the Center.
It was typical Szabo, Conrad quipped: overly cautious and always
looking out for himself.

Wilson dutifully shared Conrad’s latest revelation with Gary Pep-
per, who reported it to FCA headquarters in Washington. When Bob
Lunt passed the news to the CIA, the impact was explosive. The David
affair, which the agency had embraced as a long-shot opportunity to
identify the spy in Europe, had been a scam all along. The news was
embarrassing, but the unmasking of the truth behind David’s over-
ture to the CIA went a long way to establish the credibility of FCA
agent Wilson. After Wilson solved the David mystery, people in
Washington paid closer attention to his accounts of Clyde Conrad’s
revelations.

By July 1987, Conrad openly urged Wilson to sign on to his envi-
sioned high-tech spy venture. To join the team, Clyde told his friend,
it would be necessary to impress Budapest. To do this, Conrad coun-
seled, Wilson would have to do something that would show a com-
mitment. In Clyde’s lexicon, this meant that Wilson had to cross the
espionage Rubicon by stealing classified documents from his office
at the 527th Military Intelligence Battalion in Stuttgart.

Conrad had it all mapped out. Danny would steal some docu-
ments and Clyde would pass them to the Hungarians with the an-
nouncement that he had acquired a valuable new source. It would
take some weeks for Budapest to evaluate the material, he explained,
but if Danny provided good stuff, Budapest would bless the recruit-
ment and welcome him on board. The key was the commitment.

In Wiesbaden and Washington, Wilson’s successful manipulation
of Conrad was vindication of the FCA approach to the case. When
Wiesbaden agents reported that Conrad had finally abandoned all
caution and asked CS 170 to steal classified documents, Washington






16: The Play Within a Play

Bob Lunt was right. Canasta Player was a ticking time bomb. When
I pinned on silver eagles and assumed command of FCA in January
1988, the case was ready to blow. Zoltan Szabo had been located in
neutral Austria and identified as the progenitor of the ring. Clyde
Lee Conrad had been uncovered as the elusive spy with intellectual,
but not legal, certitude. Danny Wilson, Controlled Source 170, had
wormed his way into Conrad’s confidence and accepted his mentor’s
recruitment overture to join him in an information-age spy ring. Al-
ready, Wilson had made four deliveries of secrets to Clyde for trans-
mittal to the Hungarians.

Two years had already passed since special agent Al Puromaki
pointed to Conrad’s name on a roster and declared that the recently
retired sergeant was the elusive spy. Almost ten years had elapsed
since the original CIA warning to the Pentagon that an American
traitor was peddling NATO’s most sensitive war plans to the Hun-
garians.

In Wiesbaden, an exhausted Al Puromaki presided over a weary
team of investigators and a small surveillance element. Frustrated by
the difficulties of communicating with their headquarters in Fort
Meade, and overworked and in constant fear of a compromising
mismove, Puromaki, Gary Pepper, and their Wiesbaden teammates
were understandably fatigued. Foreign Counterintelligence Activity’s
veteran deputy commander, Bob Bell, was deeply concerned about
the situation in Germany. Now that we had the perpetrator in our
sights, patience was growing thinner in Washington and Europe.
How much longer could Conrad be permitted to walk the streets?
Bob pointed out that some people had begun to cynically opine that
“FCA folks are making a career out of this case.”

I didn’t doubt that Bob was on the mark, but when Al Eways and
his partner, Chet Boleski, explained the case to me, it was clear that
we faced a serious dilemma. Although everyone was certain that Con-
rad was the spy and that it was time to take him down, no one had
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any brilliant ideas about how to wrap up the case. Worse yet, it was
not possible to review the standard investigative plan that underpins
each counterintelligence case: There was none. Canasta Player was
being run on the fly, with too many hands stirring the pot. There had
been a clear goal when investigators recruited MSgt. Danny Wilson
and reassigned him to Europe: Put an agent out there whom Con-
rad would trust and possibly recruit. But once that milestone had
been achieved, no one seemed to know where to go next.

The FBI and the Department of Justice believed that the only way
the army could collect the information needed to successfully pros-
ecute Conrad was to request West German assistance in the case. In
their view, a partnership with the Germans would enable us to tap
Conrad’s phone, surveil him full-time, and obtain answers to the
many unanswered questions essential to obtaining an indictment
and subsequent conviction in a U.S. court.

Seasoned attorneys from the Internal Security Section of the De-
partment of Justice (DOJ) visited FCA’s Fort Meade headquarters to
plead their case soon after my assumption of command. The DOJ
men were accompanied by FBI agents who were working the bu-
reau’s piece of the complex investigation—at the tme a single spin-
off case on an ex-soldier thought to have been recruited by Conrad
during his service in Bad Kreuznach. The message of the FBI and
Departient of Justice attorneys was clear: It was all well and good
to get Clyde Conrad to take the baitand recruit Danny Wilson as his
agent, but this activity, the “FCA-orchestrated dance™ between Con-
rad and Wilson, was not the big case. The real issue was Conrad and
his unnamed accomplices and what they had done together from the
1970s to the present. Department of Justice agents were politely skep-
tical. The Conrad-Wilson relationship, thev admonished, was a sub-
plot, a play within a play that could distract us from our real objec-
tive—Conrad’s espionage for the Hungarians. It was a compelling
observation.

Department of Justice attorney John Dion put it well: “You don’t
want to arrest Conrad, who might be the worst Army spy since World
War I, and prosecute him for this flimsy relationship with Danny Wil-
son. You want to get the guy on the bigger crime of giving away the
war plans for the defense of Europe.”
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The FBI-DOJ] visitors advocated the immediate establishment of
a formal Canasta Player steering committee in Washington. Mem-
bership, they urged, should be limited to the army as the lead
agency in the case; to the FBI, which would conduct all stateside spin-
off cases dealing with former soldiers; and to the Department of Jus-
tice, whose advice was essential if we ever expected to see Clyde Lee
Conrad in a federal courtroom. Once again, DO]J attorney John
Dion’s voice was the most persuasive: Ill-considered investigative
measures could harm our chances for an eventual indictment and
conviction.

“If you have a choice of two ways to achieve a given investigative
objective,” the Justice Department attorney elaborated, “one of
those techniques might play well in a courtroom, while the other
could be impeached by a smart defense attorney. We’re not trying
to run your case for you, but we are asking for the chance to make
timely input that will make our job easier later on.”

These were sound arguments. Who wanted to do a bush-league
investigation that no self-respecting prosecutor would touch? After
all, wasn’t obtaining an indictment and conviction the desired
endgame?

But there was a serious problem with this otherwise reasonable
proposal. It lacked any mention of a role for our CIA colleagues,
without whom there would have been no investigation. I had already
visited Gus Hathaway and knew that the CIA was continuing to pro-
vide valuable advice and assistance to FCA on all sorts of important
case-related matters. The CIA had continuing equities in the inves-
tigation, not the least of which was a valid interest in protecting their
sources. Equally important to the investigation were the agency’s
well-placed contacts and other capabilities in Germany that the FBI
and army intelligence lacked.

When I pointed this out, the DOJ and FBI visitors remonstrated
strongly. Both agencies were uncomfortable with any CIA role in the
proposed steering committee, something that will come as no sur-
prise to anyone with Washington experience. Our Department of Jus-
tice colleagues placed a premium on openness and legality. Poten-
tially, anything we did in the investigation, and anyone who played
a role in the case, was subject to scrutiny at some future date in the
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unforgiving light of a U.S. courtroom. The CIA certainly did not ad-
vocate a rogue investigation, but its culture was of necessity secre-
tive. Espionage, after all, was illegal in most nations of the world, even
though all nations practice it. To the average CIA officer, a court-
room was a place to be avoided. Consequently. the Deparument of
Justice viewed fooling around with the secretive CIA as anathema,
Just as our CIA friends felt that testifying in open court was hardly a
career-cnhancing endeavor for anvone whose profession depends
upon anonymity. As for the FBI, its agents were not prone to demon-
strate overflowing affection for the CIA in 1988.

A team plaver by nature, I was receiving a baptism in inside-the-
Beltway politics. My preference was to avoid taking sides in an issue
that was at least partially rooted in parochialism, but this was not pos-
sible. Having politely heard the arguments made by my visitors, I ex-
pressed the view that Canasta Player was a joint endeavor. A steering
group made sense o improve communications and develop smart
courses of acuon. But army counterintelligence insisted that the
steering group include all agencies with an equity in the case—the
U.S. Army, FBI, Departmentof Justice, and the CIA. It was nota pop-
ular ruling with my visitors.

Within a few weeks of assuming command, I traveled to Germany
to visit the Wiesbaden team and to chair a full-dress meetng of all
partes who were participating in any aspect of Canasta Plaver. Par-
tucipants included Washington- and European-based representa-
tives of the FBI, CIA, Department of Justice, FCA, and U.S. Army,
Europe.

The strategy session convened in the U.S. embassy on the banks
of the Rhine River in Bonn, Germany. Arraved around the intimi-
dating expanse of the embassy's conference table and in chairs lin-
ing the room’s perimeter sat more than twenty attendees. Most of
the meeting was devoted to a discussion of strategy and support-re-
lated 1ssues, most of which were routine and uncontroversial.

The nadir of the conference occurred when the FBI and the De-
partment of Justice tabled their proposal to bring the Germans into
the close-hold investigation. To move the case along, they argued,
German investigative assistance was essential. Unassisted by German
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investigative agencies, the army would never collect the information
required for an indictment.

I had given this matter considerable thought since it surfaced in
Washington several weeks earlier. The FBI and Justice Department
officers were correct in one sense. German involvement would yield
a tap on Conrad’s telephone and access to investigative resources
that would facilitate collection of the information required to wrap
up the investigation. But the risks of sharing the case with our Ger-
man allies far outweighed the possible gains.

Gus Hathaway and I had each spent years in Germany. Both of us
shared a great deal of respect for our German colleagues. But real-
ity was reality. The Germans were penetrated. We could not enlist
them as partners in the case at this time unless we were willing to ac-
cept the very real possibility that the case’s existence would become
known to the East Germans, who would warn the Soviets or the Hun-
garians. Determined not to budge on this vital issue, I closed the dis-
cussion after fifteen minutes of animated but polarized exchange.
Canasta Player would remain a unilateral, U.S.-only investigation for
the foreseeable future. The time might come when confiding in the
Bonn government would be necessary, but that time had not arrived.
The ruling was not welcomed by our FBI and Department of Justice
partners, butit was the correct decision, as events would later prove.



17: Legendary

Clyde Conrad was a dynamo of activity. Resurrected from depression
and lethargy by the windfall appearance of a new recruit, the reju-
venated spy affixed himself to MSgt. Danny Wilson like a pilot fish.
Once Wilson had crossed the line and coughed up secrets from his
unit’s safes, Conrad began to summon his protégé to frequent meet-
ings, during which he would ramble nostalgically about past espi-
onage glories and hold forth on his brainchild—the creation of a
ring of high-tech agents. To surveil Conrad’s increasingly frequent
meetings with Wilson, FCA agents were reinforced with agents from
Lt. Col. Jack Hammond’s German-based 527th Military Intelligence
Battalion.

On February 3, 1988, Danny Wilson met with Clyde Conrad and
handed over a thick bundle of classified documents for passage to
Budapest. Another dip into his unit’s safe was vital, Clvde had told
Danny, because Budapest was not vet convinced that the new recruit
was for real. Wilson feigned anger over Budapest's vote of no-confi-
dence. "What does a guy have 1o do to become accepted?” he com-
plained. He had made his commitment more than six months ago,
Danny reminded Clyde, yet Budapest was stilll waftling. Didn’t they
know the risks he was taking and the penalw if he were caught?

Wilson’s angry words were intended to put Conrad under pres-
sure. The deeper he could become embroiled in Conrad’s conspir-
acy, the more he could learn, all of which would be reported to Gary
Pepper. Impatience with Budapest's lukewarm reaction to his com-
mitment was natural. Danny needed some sign of encouragement
that his risks were appreciated.

Conrad was apologetic. Danny shouldn’t worry. He was a mem-
ber of the team, even if Budapest was slow to show its appreciation.

Clyde thumbed through the latest stack of secret documents and
grinned.

“These look great,” he enthused. “It’s time for you to meet one
of my friends.” The friend was courier Imre Kercesik. Within minutes,
with Wilson at his side, Conrad dialed Kercsik’s number in Goteborg
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in a clear attempt to signal Danny that he was indeed a trusted mem-
ber of the team.

A meeting was arranged. In ten days, Danny, Clyde, and Imre Kerc-
sik would rendezvous in the Mainz Hilton Hotel. Wilson was finally
going to have a glimpse into the business through the eyes of one
of its Hungarian participants.

This significant development, which was flashed to headquarters
in Fort Meade, generated a frantic reaction. The Department of Jus-
tice had repeatedly emphasized how important it was to the case to
catch Conrad in the act of meeting with agents of a foreign power.
A surveillance of the planned meeting in Mainz might accomplish
this goal. To complete the task, it was essential to further reinforce
the surveillance team in Wiesbaden.

Within twenty-four hours, twelve volunteers were identified at Fort
Meade and dispatched to Germany, all equipped with surveillance
radios and wearing European-manufactured clothing that would
blend into the surroundings in the riverside German city. Pat Grif-
fin, FCA’s miracle-working budget officer, seemed to produce money
from thin air for the high-cost deployment. During the next six
months, Griffin would conjure up more than $850,000 of unpro-
grammed dollars to finance the finale of Canasta Player.

In Wiesbaden, Gary Pepper coached his agent as the day of the
meeting approached. Foreign Counterintelligence Activity techni-
cal wizard Dick Bankston outfitted Wilson with a miniature micro-
phone and a tiny, low-powered radio frequency (RF) transmitter. The
microphone, concealed in Wilson’s clothes, would pick up conver-
sation and beam it a short distance to an agent carrying a tape
recorder. As the time of the meeting approached, FCA surveillance
personnel flooded the area around the modern hotel. Among them
were agents bearing still and video cameras.

On February 13, 1988, Wilson showed up at the Hilton carrying
secret documents that Conrad could pass to the Hungarian. With
counterintelligence agents blanketing the area, Conrad and his
new recruit entered the hotel’s ground-floor cocktail lounge, The
Bistro.

Clyde introduced Danny Wilson to a tall, slim, dark-haired man.
A Buddy Holly doppelganger in horn-rimmed glasses, Imre Kercsik
grinned and shook Wilson’s hand.



150 TRAITORS AMONG US

For the next several hours, the trio sat at a table and chatted. A
raucous Fasching celebration was under way in the lounge, which
was packed with revelers, many in wild costumes, most of them drink-
ing heavily. Imre and Conrad were clearly close friends, Wilson noted
as the two spies consumed impressive quantities of wine and beer.
The more Conrad and Kercsik drank, the bolder their reminiscences
about life as secret agents of Budapest became. Obviously intent on
mmpressing Wilson with their exciting and lucrative clandestine lives,
Conrad and his sidekick from Sweden swapped stories of their es-
pionage exploits. As the pair rambled on, the RF transmitter con-
cealed on Danny Wilson beamed their words to a tape recorder car-
ried by special agent Meg Reilly. Because of the short range of the
device, Reilly had been directed to get as close as possible to the con-
spirators. This she did, finding a chair so close to Conrad that Clvde
was later heard on the tape commenting about the good-looking
woman at the next table.

Some of the two men's revelations were new; some Wilson had
heard before. Zoltan Szabo, Conrad and Imre Kercesik revealed, held
the rank of colonel in the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service.
Szabo had indeed brought Conrad into the business in the 1970s and
mentored him, but their relationship had cooled after Szabo had in-
formed Budapest about Clvde’s freelancing. Conrad had first met
Sandor Kercsik at the time of his recruitment, when Budapest as-
signed the elder physician as his courier. Later, Imre followed in his
brother’s footsteps to become Conrad’s courier. Imre boasted that
his brother had been working for the Hungarians for the better part
of two decades. Both men talked openly about Conrad’s Hungarian
case officer, Miklos.

But the high point of the meeting was when Conrad, in his cups,
goaded Imre Kercsik: “Go on, Imre, tell Danny what they think of
me in Budapest.”

The Hungarian smiled. “Why, that’s casy, Clyde. In Budapest, |
hear what they say about vou. You're the best since World War 11—
vou're legendary.”

Before the meeting ended, Conrad furavely slipped a parcel of
classified documents into courier Imre Kercsik's shoulder bag.
Danny had come through again.
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It would be satistying to gloat about how perfectly FCA surveil-
lance agents captured the compromising Mainz rendezvous in liv-
ing color, but this was reality, not Hollywood. In spite of the presence
of agents with still and video cameras, none of the surveillance pho-
tography proved usable. Investigators obtained pictures of feet, legs,
the ceiling, and neighboring customers, all of it useless. Fortunately,
Danny Wilson’s hidden transmitter had picked up key parts of Con-
rad and Imre Kercsik’s espionage braggadocio, in spite of the
Fasching blowout under way in the bar and Clyde Conrad’s soft voice.

These audiotapes produced valuable information. The chummy
bragging session between Clyde Conrad and Imre Kercsik rein-
forced the picture of the Szabo-Conrad conspiracy that Danny Wil-
son had been reporting since the summer of 1987—a significant
contribution to the case. Nonetheless, I could not ignore the disap-
pointing results of the technical surveillance of the Mainz meeting.
If we were to document Conrad’s espionage as the Washington
lawyers were demanding, our agents urgently needed training in
clandestine photography. Taking pictures with small cameras con-
cealed in purses or attaché cases was a demanding skill that required
trained agents with an aptitude for the techniques.

Weaknesses such as this could not be permitted to plague the
investigation. We turned to our FBI partners for training support.
Within days, special agent Joe Avigone, the FBI's premier expert in
clandestine photography, arrived in Wiesbaden. Each day, the skilled
agent patiently spent hours with the FCA surveillance team, which
by now numbered more than two dozen people. After demonstrat-
ing the correct techniques, Avigone would turn his students loose
on the streets of Wiesbaden to take practice rolls of film. Then the
FBI expert selected those agents whose pictures demonstrated
promise. Finalists received additional training and practice. In the
future, they would be our dedicated photographers.

The challenge of mounting effective surveillance operations was
significant. In 1987, FCA had established army counterintelligence’s
first permanent surveillance team and received valuable start-up
training from the British Strategic Intelligence Wing in Ashford, Eng-
land. Our skilled British cousins, with extensive experience in North-






18: I've Got a Guy in 'V Corps

Clyde Conrad was driving Danny Wilson crazy. Once Clyde had his
claws sunk deeply into the master sergeant, his greed escalated. Each
time the hapless Wilson received a cryptic phone call from his new
mentor summoning him to yetanother meeting, it meant long hours
behind the wheel of a car. And, because the hard-pressed master
sergeant was our man as well, each rendezvous with Conrad could
become three meetings. Typically, Wilson would first meet with
Gary to plan his actions for the Conrad meeting. Then he would
meet with Conrad in long, tedious sessions during which Clyde the
Glide would drink beer and talk incessantly in a soft voice. Afterward,
there would be a debriefing with case officer Pepper. It was a man-
kiiling pace that Pepper and Wilson were to maintain for almost eigh-
teen months.

Shortly after the meeting in the Mainz Hilton, the phone in Danny
Wilson’s Stuttgart quarters rang. It was Clyde.

“Good news,” Conrad announced cheerfully. “Meet me next
Wednesday [February 26] at the Heidelberger Hauptbahnhof, the
main railroad station in Heidelberg.”

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators in Wiesbaden
reacted to Wilson’s alert. Was Conrad about to introduce Wilson to
his Hungarian case officer, Miklos? Once again, the cool Wilson ar-
rived in Heidelberg wearing a microphone and tape recorder, while
FCA surveillance agents hovered near the gray stone railroad station.

Conrad arrived in his silver Audi after another breathtaking run
down the autobahn at almost 200 kilometers per hour (close to 125
miles per hour). The conspirators linked up in front of the railroad
station and went to a nearby Chinese restaurant for lunch. No Hun-
garian joined the pair.

Clyde was upbeat. Sucking down his first beer, he grinned at Wil-
son. Someone in Budapest had finally made a decision. Danny was
on board.
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“Congratulations,” he gushed. “They liked the stuff vou provided.
You’re a member of the team now, with a starting salary of fifty thou-
sand deutsche marks a year.” A beaming Conrad slid a white enve-
lope across the table. “Here’s the first ten thousand on account.”

Wilson pocketed the envelope as the silver-haired spy continued
to speak.

“There are some things they want vou to try and obtain,” Clyde
explained as he passed Wilson a piece of paper the size of a three-
by-five card. It was a neatly printed wish list, beginning with two doc-
uments. One was the secret war plan (Oplan 33001) for Danny’s unit,
the 527th Military Intelligence Battalion; the other was a request for
the battalion’s classified document accountability record. The latter
document amounted to a shopping list, a menu that would tell the
Hungarans which sensitive documents were available for theft from
Wilson’s unit. Other entries on the list included “Battalion cooper-
atton and collaboration with CIA, FBI, BND, MAD” (the latter two
being West German intelligence and security organizations) and
“Structure of the battalion, organization, strength.” The final entry
on the list was a request that Wilson reveal the targets of his unit’s
current counterintelligence investigations.

This tasking by Budapest was particularly noteworthy. Conrad and
the Hungarians surely saw a major advantage in the recruitment of
Danny Wilson. After all, what better place to have a source than in
the local army counterintelligence unitz The new recruit could
serve a valuable function by revealing which Americans were sus-

pected of dislovalty—a perfect safety net to protect Warsaw Pact
agent operations. Small wonder that once Conrad got over his ini-
tial frightat secing Wilson on his doorstep, he decided that the reap-
pearance i Germany of his former comrade was a godsend. Con-
rad the spy had recruited a spy catcher.

Conrad handed Wilson a second list.

“These are things that they want me to get. You can keep itin case
you can pick one of them up.”

Danny Wilson glanced at the list on the card and caught his
breath. Included on the list of ten documents were secret and top-
secret war plans that he recognized as some of the most sensitive se-
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crets of the American military in Europe. Conrad took a large swal-
low of beer, lowered his voice, and dropped the bomb.

“I've got a guy in V Corps who is going to get me some of these

C C C
in a couple of weeks.”

Wilson, knowing immediately how critical this tidbit would be to
Gary and his people, shot Clyde a wide grin. “I've really got to hand
it to you, Clyde. You never cease to amaze me.”

Conrad beamed and rewarded himself by ordering yet another
beer.

Shortly after the Heidelberg meeting, a somber Danny Wilson
turned over the two lists to Gary Pepper. They were sobering proof
that his old friend Clyde was not only a spy but a serious threat to
the entire defense of Europe. Wiesbaden agents copied the originals,
prepared chain-of-custody documents, and bagged the incriminat-
ing lists for possible future use as evidence in a court of law. The orig-
inals were brought by courier to Washington. There, FBI laboratory
experts quickly concluded that both documents were printed on wa-
ter-soluble paper consistent with that used by the Soviets and other
Warsaw Pact intelligence services. (The paper dissolves almost in-
stantly in the mouth or when thrown in a toilet.) The fact that the
wish lists were written on this type of paper, in a style consistent with
that of a European drafter (December was abbreviated “Dez” instead
of “Dec,” for example), indicated that the lists were probably pro-
vided by Budapest, as Conrad had claimed. Had Conrad himself
made up the lists to impress Wilson, it was unlikely that they would
have shown this oddity.

There was jubilation in Wiesbaden and Washington. Foreign
Counterintelligence Activity’s controlled source had pulled it off.
Danny Wilson was now a recruited agent of the Hungarian Military
Intelligence Service. That was the good news. But the challenge was
to cope with the bad news, and it was truly bad news. Conrad seemed
to have succeeded in recruiting a well-placed confederate, possibly
in the Frankfurt headquarters of V Corps. I would have to report this
development to Gen. Glenn T. Otis, the four star who commanded
the U.S. Army in Europe.






19: Clyde

Spring 1988

Clyde Conrad took a big swallow of beer, then resumed his attack
on the keyboard of his Apple computer. The more he dwelled on
the shabby treatment he was getting from Budapest, the more he was
tempted to tell Miklos and his bosses to go to hell. Couldn’t the fools
see the opportunity that was staring them in the face? By now, his
boy Danny had provided classified documents no fewer than five
times. Conrad reflected bitterly on the fact that more than six
months had elapsed since Danny Wilson made the big commitment.
Six months, yet still no feedback or money was forthcoming from
Budapest.

This is no way to run a business, Clyde grumbled to himself as he
banged angrily on the keyboard. Why should I have to keep paying
Danny out of my own pocket to keep him on the hook? The guy is
perfect for a key role in the new network, a controller who can ac-
tually recruit new sources. Don’t those idiots appreciate how hard
it is to locate and cultivate someone with the smarts and nerve to
function in that role? Clyde knew that his only recourse was to go
over the stubborn Miklos’s head, and that’s what he was doing.

Someone in Budapest has to know what a break it was to latch onto
Danny and how shitty he’s being treated, Clyde muttered. Miklos has
lost his nerve, and that’s that. He sees MI double agents behind every
door. Yeah, Danny’s an MI guy, but that’s the beauty of it. The boy
is our ace in the hole, our safety net, a master sergeant sitting in a
counterintelligence unit where he can provide early warning if
something goes wrong. That clown Miklos just doesn’t get it, Clyde
moaned as he punished the Apple’s keyboard. He ought to know that
I'm too experienced to be taken in. Danny’s for real, and with his
gift of gab and access to the good stuff, he’ll make us all rich.

Clyde put the finishing touches on an emotional letter to the Cen-
ter. The text was blunt and uncompromising. Budapest needed to
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have it laid out in spades, Conrad felt. The letter did just that, doc-
umenting in strong words the shameful lack of response to Wilson’s
obvious contributions. He owed it to Danny to make his case to Mik-
los’s superiors. Who could blame Danny for complaining? I asked
him to make a commitment, and he did, Clyde recalled. I'd be pissed
and ready to quit, too, if I were in his boots.

Conrad proofread his letter to Budapest, his eyes falling on the
key paragraph that described the problems he was having with Mik-
los as he attempted to keep the increasingly impatient Danny Wil-
son on the hook.

The guidance that I gave to the individual was to provide
something—anything, so long as it was classified. I told him this
would show good intent and get things started. He would get
a little money and we would have a basis for operating. He said
no, this wasn’t just a small shipment but also represented a com-
mitment on his part and that he wanted to see a commitment
on your part. | told him no problem, everything would be OK.
This guidance was based on personal historical data. I know ex-
actly what I received and what I provided the first time, which
was nothing classified. Your representative’s response was to say
itwasn’t worth anything and there was no payment and no com-
mitment. THIS PASSIVE OPPOSITION SERVED NO PUR-
POSE EXCEPT TO DAMAGE MY CREDIBILITY WITH THE
SOURCE. Something [ must maintain if I want to do business.

Conrad recalled nostalgically his start in the business. Szabo, who
at the time was his supervisor in the headquarters, had begun to
speak coyly of an opportunity to do some “good business.” Conrad
chuckled, recalling how easily he had guessed what Zoltan was lead-
ing up to and how he had let the older man play his hand. Sure, he
told Szabo, he was amenable in principle to any proposition that in-
volved a chance to earn some extra cash. In the late autumn of 1975,
Szabo suggested a meeting with an unidentified friend who could
provide more details about a lucrative second career. Conrad read-
ily agreed.

Clyde could still picture the booth in a gasthaus in nearby Gau-
Bickelheim. There was Szabo, all business, with his usual thin smile,
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introducing Clyde to Sandor Kercsik, code-named Alex. As the
three men dined and drank, Szabo and Kercsik popped the ques-
tion without great fanfare. Their business was providing classified in-
formation to the Hungarian Military Intelligence Service, and Clyde
had been evaluated as a potential bright star who would do well in
the enterprise. What did he think?

Conrad recalled how surprised the two men were at his unhesi-
tating agreement to sign up for the enterprise. When Alex bluntly
asked him what he was prepared to steal from his workplace, Conrad
had replied simply, “everything.” Clyde remembered his first opera-
tional test as if it had been last week. After lunch, Szabo and Kercsik
informed him that Budapest desired an immediate demonstration
of his sincerity and commitment. Within minutes, with Szabo at the
wheel, the pair arrived at the Rose Barracks headquarters of the di-
vision. Clyde strode boldly into the G-3 Plans section and stole a pile
of documents. It had been that simple. Sandor promptly transported
the haul to Budapest, where the Center declared its satisfaction with
the take.

That was it. Almost overnight, Clyde remembered with a smile,
he had become a recruited source in the Hungarian stable. By Jan-
uary 1976, Sandor had escorted Clyde to Innsbruck, where he had
met his first case officer, Lajos. The Hungarian had trained his new
pupil in espionage tradecraft, including surveillance and counter-
surveillance measures, clandestine communications, and agent
photography. Conrad excelled. Henceforth, Budapest instructed,
the new recruit would be known by the cover name Charlie. For this
successful recruitment, Budapest awarded the proud and satisfied
Zoltan Szabo a 25,000 deutsche mark bonus.

And well he ought to have been rewarded, Conrad thought with
a grin. As Budapest’s newest recruit, he had gone on a collection
frenzy. Those Hunkies in Budapest never knew what hit them. By
1980, the bold and diligent Charlie had stolen so many secret and
top-secret documents from his office safes that delighted officers at
the Budapest Center proudly informed Zoltan Szabo, “Conrad is the
best agent that the entire East Bloc has recruited since the Second
World War.”

With that record, Conrad reflected angrily, how could they treat
him with such disrespect on the eve of his greatest triumph? His
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brainchild, “the enterprise,” the high-tech espionage ring he would
build around himself and Wilson, would revolutionize spying for all
time. It had been a lot of work, Conrad recalled with satisfaction, but
the efforts had paid off. Even now, the plan for this history-making
ring of spies—Operations Plan 001—was nearing completion. But
if the timid bureaucrats in Budapest couldn’t open their small
minds, Conrad lamented bitterly, the opportunity of a lifetime would
elude them all.

Clyde folded the completed appeal to Budapest with satisfaction
and prepared it for dispatch. This was a desperation measure, he
knew, but he had been patient for too long. After all, how can you
run a streamlined, high-tech business if those backward jerks in Bu-
dapest can’t do better than six months’ turnaround on evaluation
and payment? If Miklos’s feelings are hurt, fuck him. I made the guy’s
career for him, he’s had months to respond, and I'm still holding
Danny’s hand and paying him out of pocket. I deserve better than
that.



West Berlin, 1986: Author and 766th MI Detachment operations officer
Bob Thayer. Thayer orchestrated Operation Lake Terrace and the
James Hall investigation.

receives a decoration from Brig. Gen. Thomas Griffin, commander,
Berlin Brigade. Colonel Tony Lackey looks on.



“Vasily,” KGB Lt. Col. Valery KGB officer Vyacheslav Londo-

Kiryukhin, detained by 766 MI vich Latyshev, detained in No-
Detachment agents in vember 1985 while serving as a
November 1985. lookout for Kiryukhin.
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KGB agent Anatoly Viktorovich Courier Sandor Kercsik serviced

Agafonov was also detained by Zoltan Szabo, Clyde Conrad,
the 766th M1 Detachment dur- and others for twenty years.

ing Operation Lake Terrace.
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Zoltan Szabo and Clyde Conrad in mid-1970s after Szabo recruited
friend Clvde to sell war plans to the Hungarians.

Vienna, June 1988: FCA surveillance photo showing Conrad meeting
with his case officer “Miklos,” Hungarian intelligence agent Andras
Berenvi, in the Gosser Beer Hall.



Ilona Szabo, the Hungarian folk Courier Imre Kercsik broke the

opera singer wife of Zoltan rules and befriended Conrad.
Szabo.
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Former paratrooper Thomas Former Sergeant Rod Ramsay,
Mortati, recruited by Szabo and arrested by the FBI in June
arrested by the Italians in 1989. 1990.
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Staff Sergeant Jeffrey Rondeau Staff Sergeant Jeff Gregory,

stole documents from the 8th arrested by FBI in April 1993;
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FBI and sentenced to 18 years.
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Kelly Church Warren, arrested August 23 1988: Arrest! Clyde
by FBI; sentenced to 25 vears. Conrad in mugshot taken by
Germans.




“Miklos,” Clyde Conrad’s
History is made. Clyde Conrad, Hunearian case officer
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minutes after receiving the first
and only life sentence for trea-
son in German history.
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June 1990: in front of courthouse in Koblenz, Germany; Conrad is sen-
tenced to life in prison. Author, Norman Runk, and Gary Pepper.



Volkhard Wache, GBA prosecu-
tor who prosecuted Clyde
Conrad.

BKA investigator Holger Klein,
who took Conrad into custody.

Manfred Rutkowski captained
the BKA investigative team.

GBA prosecutor Friederich
Hecking.



Lieutenant General
William E. Odom, without
whom the Clyde Conrad
ring would probably have
escaped justice.
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Canasta Player team in Weisbaden, Germany. Active agent on left
blurred, Norman Runk, 2d from left; Joe Herda, 4th from left; Meg
Reilly 6th from left, Dave Grof, 9th from left; Gary Pepper, top right;
Dave Guethlein, 3d from right,back; Bob Gaiter, 4th from right, back;
Mike McAdoo, 6th from right, back.



The Meister, Huseyin Yildirim,
after his arrest by the FBI.
James Hall as he was led to a Yildirim is serving life in prison.
hearing on pretrial confine-

ment at Fort Meade, Maryland,

December 1988.

The CIA team that helped break the Canasta Player case. Martha
Graves, Gus Hathaway’s secretary (who is still active and is blurred), Gus
Hathaway, and John Whiteley.



FCA agent Nick Pokrovsky receives award from CIA director William J.
Casey.
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Spring 1989: CIA headquarters, Langley, Virginia. CIA director William
Webster presents award to author and the FCA team for their tri-
umphant work in the Conrad and Hall cases. From left, Dave Owen, Jim
Whittle, Bob Thayer, Director Webster, Bob Watson, author, Norman
Runk, Bob Bell, Al Puromaki, and Gary Pepper.



20: The Full-Court Press

Within days of Conrad’s unsettling boast about his V Corps source,
I prepared to depart for Germany, Heidelberg bound. The trip’s im-
mediate purpose was to provide the commander in chief (CINC),
General Otis, a progress report on the investigation. My debut with
the powerful four star did not promise to be pleasant. I could report
progress on the investigation, but Conrad’s boast that his “V Corps
guy” was poised to deliver more war plans was a dark cloud that
would surely eclipse our hard work. The colonel from Washington
was not bearing good tidings.

The discovery by Danny Wilson that another betrayal of secrets
was imminent threatened our efforts. My superiors were urging that
we move the decade-long investigation to a rapid conclusion, but
how could we comply with this guidance when a new investigative
challenge now loomed in the form of a mole somewhere in V Corps?

How much latitude we might still have depended upon General
Otis. As commander in chief of the U.S. Army in Europe (CINC-
USAREUR), the four star was responsible for the lives of some
200,000 American soldiers in the event of war. If he were to declare
the impending betrayal of his latest war plans unacceptable and de-
mand an end to the investigation, who would argue with him? The
stakes of my briefing were thus high. Somehow, I had to obtain a
green light for one final phase of Canasta Player.

On the eve of my trip, a disquieting sense that the investigation
was bogged down had taken hold in Washington. In Wiesbaden, Al
Puromaki and his hard-pressed agents were gaining valuable insights
into Clyde Conrad’s state of mind, but events seemed to be con-
trolling the investigation. Each time Conrad would summon Danny
Wilson for a meeting, Puromaki’s Wiesbaden agents would be in hot
pursuit, always struggling to satisfy the sometimes shifting priorities
relayed from their Fort Meade headquarters. This reactive posture
and the embarrassing weaknesses in surveillance photography were
not the only problems in the investigation. Other than Conrad’s
boasts to Danny Wilson, we had still failed to link the retired sergeant
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with a known agent of a foreign power. Imre Kercsik, our Depart-
ment of Justice colleagues informed me, did not qualify. Miklos did.
Imre Kerscik and brother, Sandor, were Hungarian emigrés who car-
ried Swedish passports. Somehow, we needed to trigger a meeting
between Conrad and a card-carrying line officer of the Hungarian
Military Intelligence Service.

But most importantly, FCA investigators needed to take positive
control of the investigation and direct events along lines that satis-
fied the case’s objectives, which had now been expanded. We were
to document Conrad’s espionage to the satisfaction of the lawyers
so that he could be arrested, tried, and convicted. Along the way, we
had to uncover the mysterious V Corps mole. We needed a plan to
do this, something that would sell in Washington and Heidelberg.
If General Otis recommended an immediate end to the investiga-
tion, we were dead in the water.

At the top of the agenda had to be an escalation of the surveil-
lance effort. In spite of the FBI training, overworked surveillance
agents had struck out once again in Heidelberg with their clandes-
tine cameras. The solution, FBI trainer Avigone emphasized, was sim-
ple: “Practice, practice, practice.” It was essential to put an end to
the embarrassing strikeouw. and produce pictures of Conrad as he
pursued his clandestine contacts.

The audiotapes from the Heidelberg restaurant meeting were bet-
ter than those of the Mainz meeting, but they would have to be en-
hanced to filter out the distracting background noise. This was an-
other service that the FBI would perform.

But there was another problem with the tapes, one that could not
be fixed electronically. The difficulty was Danny Wilson, who had an
irritating habit of talking when he should have been listening. Truly
artful at getting Conrad to drop his guard and open up, the loqua-
cious master sergeant also had a penchant for interrupting at key mo-
ments when itseemed that Conrad was about to reveal something crit-
ical. Case officer Gary Pepper needed to get on top of this one,
because it was driving everyone crazy—above all, the lawyers. If Con-
rad was inclined to talk, we counseled Gary, tell Danny to let him ram-
ble. Wilson should feel free to nudge the conversation into produc-
tive directions, but he must let Clyde do most of the talking. Hours
of tapes dominated by Danny Wilson’s voice were not the objective.
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Pepper doggedly attempted to persuade Danny Wilson that si-
lence could be a virtue. Let Clyde fill the voids, Pepper urged. You
might be surprised at what he reveals. But the strong-willed Wilson
resisted. “Clyde has known me for years,” he retorted. “He knows how
I am—how I tend to dominate the conversation—and it won’t seem
natural if I suddenly change.” Pepper shrugged his shoulders. Truth
be known, he thought to himself, if we make Danny change too
much. he won’t be comfortable with the new image, and he’ll prob-
ably be less effective. Unul the end of the case, Danny Wilson did it
his wayv.

In Wiesbaden, FCA investigators prepared to escalate the investi-
gation. The plan I would carry to General Otis called for a full-court
press of Conrad in a risky attempt to smoke out any possible con-
federates. The new tactics would begin with a stepped-up, around-
the-clock surveillance of Conrad and his residence in place of the
sporadic, event-related surveillance we were currently conducting.
Allagents were briefed on the need to identify everyone whom Con-
rad contacted.

Apart from the heightened risk of detection, a surveillance of this
magnitude is extremely manpower intensive. Fifty trained agents are
required to maintain an around-the-Ciock surveillance for an ex-
tended period of time. From the ranks of the FCA and other army
intelligence units, agents packed their bags and booked flights to
Germany.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity surveillance pilot Capt. Bill
Burns deployed to Germany, bringing with him a package of tech-
nical gear and tricks that would permit close coordination with sur-
veillance agents on the ground. Nicknamed Sky King by his com-
rades, Burns would rent a suitable aircraft upon his arrival and
mount the electronics on it.

The aircraft was necessary because the village of Bosenheim was
small and isolated and because Conrad was terrorizing FCA surveil-
lance people with his reckless driving. Not only did he have an ob-
session with driving a hundred miles an hour, he was given to dou-
bling back and employing other driving gambits that agents
recognized as countersurveillance measures.

Sky King arrived in Germany and located a suitable light aircraft
at the Darmstadt Air Club. Burns and FCA technical expert Dick
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Bankston promptly festooned the rented plane with antennae and
electronic tracking equipment. As Burns took the modified craft
through its paces, Murphy’s Law took over. When the plane landed,
a metal antenna dragged along the runway and sent sparks flying.
An elderly German woman on the small airfield had been watching
the strangers tinkering with the plane and wondered what they were
doing. When the sparks began to fly, she called the local police. Ter-
rorists were operating out of the flugplatz.

German police responded to the call and confronted the hapless
pilot. Burns explained that they were U.S. Army personnel engaged
in testing new weather surveillance equipment. Mollified, the police
backed off, but not before a report of the incident traveled to the
army’s Heidelberg headquarters, where it had to be defused by in-
telligence staff officers.

In one chilling episode, with an FCA surveillance vehicle in hot
pursuit, Conrad had raced down a narrow country road and wheeled
into a gasthaus parking lot. Clamoring out of the silver Audi, Clyde
leaned against its rear fender, lit a cigarette, and stared down the
road he had just traveled. Foreign Counterintelligence Activity agent
Bob Gaiter, code-named Gator, was controlling the surveillance
from a nearby hilltop. Observing Conrad’s gambit through binocu-
lars, the Gator keyed his radio. “Don’t go down that road,” he
shouted at Conrad’s tail. The warning was received with seconds to
spare. The FCA vehicle stopped just before it would have rounded
the corner and come face-to-face with the target.

The Gator and his team were also frustrated by the fact thatit was
impossible to inconspicuously park a surveillance vehicle within vi-
sual observation of Conrad’s house. Bosenheim was a tiny village.
Strangers in unfamiliar vehicles cruising the neighborhood would
be noticed. To overcome this problem, agents had parked an empty
car at a key village intersection, with an agent concealed in the trunk.
Technicians had drilled a tiny observation hole in the car’s rear
fender, which enabled the entombed agent to observe Conrad’s dri-
veway. If Clyde climbed into the Audi, the FCA lookout would broad-
cast the alert to surveillance vehicles deployed on the outskirts of the
tiny village. But hot or cold weather made this tactic uncomfortable,
if not risky. The arrival of FCA aerial observers in Germany would
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solve this problem. With Sky King overhead, surveillance vehicles
could lurk far from Conrad’s neighborhood, awaiting an alert from
the aircraft that their target was on the move.

Another technical feature of the full-court press was a homing bea-
con. To assist in tailing the wild-driving Conrad, we secured approval
in Washington to employ an electronic tracking device. After rent-
ing an identical Audi and practicing repeatedly on it, Dick Bankston
installed the beacon on the frame of Conrad’s car. If Budapest’s star
commenced another death-defying run down the autobahn, the
beeper would provide FCA aerial observers insurance against losing
him.

As we hammered out the details of the planned full-court press,
FCA deputy director Bob Bell made the perceptive observation that
investigators actually knew little of what Conrad did when he was
not meeting with our man Wilson. Who were Conrad’s friends?
Where did he go at night? Was he traveling to other cities? Above
all, we were interested in nearby Frankfurt, which housed the V
Corps headquarters. And most vital—other than Danny Wilson, who
were Clyde’s associates? The truth was, most of what we knew about
our man was what investigators had learned from files and inter-
views, supplemented only by Danny Wilson’s reporting. What the
once and future spy was up to when he was not playing the mating
game with Gary Pepper’s source was anybody’s guess. Perhaps a sec-
ond source operation to supplement the enhanced surveillance
would open revealing additional windows into Conrad’s comings
and goings.

Conrad had repeatedly told Wilson that he was in search of new
sources. “I'm out there thrusting,” he assured his protégé. Now he
had unveiled his “V Corps guy.” Agents in Wiesbaden believed that
Clyde would direct his recruitment efforts to the unitin V Corps that
he was most familiar with, the 8th Infantry Division War Plans office
in Bad Kreuznach’s Rose Barracks. This was Conrad’s turf. It was con-
venient to Bosenheim, and no one knew better than Clyde the se-
crets that were available in the division’s safes. Al Puromaki and Gary
Pepper believed that because the 8th Infantry Division was a subor-
dinate unit of V Corps, Conrad’s “V Corps guy” could be working in
Rose Barracks. Of one thing agents were certain. If Clyde Conrad
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had indeed recruited someone in V Corps headquarters, surveillance
operations indicated that he was not meeting the mole in Frankfurt.
Based upon this logic, the Wiesbaden team stepped up its efforts to
recruit a source in Conrad’s former office. If the retired sergeant was
feeding at the 8th Infantry Division’s trough of secrets, an agent in-
side the headquarters might detect this.

Danny Wilson noted that Conrad’s behavior was sometimes bizarre
and unpredictable. Wilson told Pepper that Conrad, usually after a
few beers, became sentimental and echoed a recurring theme, emo-
tionally reminding his new protégé: “When you showed up, Danny,
you saved my life. You’ll never know how much it meant to me when
yvou came around.” He repeated, “Now that you are on board, I'm
back in form. Thanks to you, I'm out there thrusting again.”

Then Conrad would lecture Wilson on his vision for a high-tech,
information-age spy network. Stolen documents should be copied
by the use of a video camera, he preached, a far more efficient sys-
tem than a still camera or a copying machine. During one brain-
storming session, Clyde described his concept for a video camera dis-
guised as a package that could be carried into an office and used
without attracting attention. Once documents were captured on
videotape, he chortled, the tape could be mailed anywhere. Payment,
Conrad bragged, would be by electronic transfer to Swiss banks, thus
eliminating risky, face-to-face meetings. The full vision for his in-
formation-age espionage network, he told Wilson proudly, was tak-
ing shape in his home computer as Operations Plan 001.

Danny Wilson, an avid hobbyist with a gift for rebuilding clocks
and jukeboxes, worked at home to bring Clyde’s camcorder concept
to life. The prototype he delivered was ingenious. He had created a
housing into which a camcorder could be concealed, with a disguised
opening for the lens. Outwardly, the device looked like a package
destined for the post office. Wilson demonstrated his handiwork to
the enthralled Clyde. All you had to do was place the package in a
position where the camcorder could image documents that you were
reading at your desk. As you paged through the document, its con-
tents would be captured by the camcorder. Clyde was ecstatic. On
his next trip to Budapest, he would bring Danny’s device to show the
Center the inventiveness of his new recruit.
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The full-court press also required the development of a plan to
locate Conrad’s money. If he had indeed earned a fortune in his es-
pionage career, where was it? Conrad had bragged about his Swiss
bank accounts and advised Wilson thatany self-respecting spy should
have at least one,

Finally, the plan contained a gambit to catch Conrad in the com-
pany of a card-carrying Hungarian intelligence officer. On at least
two separate occasions in 1987, Clyde had taken off for Vienna to
meet Miklos, but the wily sergeant had quickly melted into the
crowds in the Austrian capital and shaken our hasty and under-
manned surveillance effort. The full-court press included a robust
surveillance team armed with the latest high-tech equipment, which
we hoped would permit the surveillance of a meeting in Austria
between Conrad and Miklos. Once again, Gary Pepper and agent
Danny Wilson would be the catalysts to make this happen. The next
time Conrad ventured to Austria, agents were determined to capture
the big event on film.

That was the plan. Its near-term goal was to smoke out Conrad’s
alleged “V Corps guy” as soon as possible. For the long term, which
certainly could not be more than six months, investigators would re-
double their efforts to collect information that Department of Jus-
tice attorneys insisted was essential to indict Clyde Conrad. Absent
this kind of detail, I reported to my superiors, the conservative De-
partment of Justice would not tackle a prosecution of Clyde Conrad.
Increasingly, its attorneys seemed to harbor a view that they would
prosecute only if the case were an airtight, guaranteed winner.

The medieval city of Heidelberg nestles on the banks of the pic-
turesque Neckar River, overlooked by the steep, wooded heights of
a small mountain known locally as the Konigstuhl, the “king’s chair.”
Known for the red sandstone ramparts of its partially destroyed cas-
tle and its picturesque, fifteenth-century Altstadt, Heidelberg was
also the location of Campbell Barracks, headquarters of the U.S.
Army, Europe, for most of the Cold War. There, in a former Wehrma-
cht kaserne that had survived Allied bombing, thousands of soldiers,
myself included, had labored over the years with the necessary staff
actions required to keep the V and VII Corps manned and ready to
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defend West Germany in the event of war with the Soviet Union and
her Warsaw Pact allies.

I negouated the sentries and antiterrorist barriers of the familiar
main gate, flanked by its distinctive granite carvings of martial fig-
ures. It had been almost five vears since I had worked on the annual
revisions of the war plans in a Campbell Barracks vault, but I recalled
enough to know that the Hungarian wish list that Conrad had just
passed to Danny Wilson would not be well received by CINC-
USAREUR.

In the CINC's plushly carpeted inner office. I introduced myself
as Bob Lunt’s replacement and moved directy to the business at
hand. On a posiuve note, I informed General Ous, there was
progress o report. I then summarized what we had learned from
Danny Wilson.

General Ous histened calmly as I turned to the bad news. Conrad
was apparently escalating his espionage. Our introduction of Danny
Wilson into the case seemed to have given the retired sergeant a new
lease on his secret-agent life. Worse, | wold the CINC, Conrad had
met our controlled source right here in Heidelberg and bragged that
he had recruited a 'V Corps guyv™ who was about to provide him with
new documents.

I handed General Ous a copy of the Hungarian wish list and
waited as he digested it At the head of the hist were two documents:
"V US Corps OPLAN 33001, GDP. 19887 and “VII U.S. Corps
OPLAN 33001, GDP, 1988.7 These were the general detense plans
of both corps. They were among the command’s most sensitive doc-
uments. Their betraval to the Warsaw Pact could cost the CINC and
his army a catastrophic defeatin the opening battles of any war. Also
on the list was "HQ USEUCOM Emergency Actuon Plan, Volumes
-V, 1 Dez 19877 Emergency action plan (EAP) documents were top
secretand dealt with nuclear release procedures in the event of war.
In the eventola NATO inability to stem a Warsaw Pactattack by con-
ventonal means, nuclear weapons were the last resort. Emergency
action plan documents provided details of this sensitive subject.

General Ous winced perceptibly as he studied the hist. Hhis brow
furrowed with concern, the four star placed the paper on the table
and gazed at me expectantly. Struggling to control my nervousness,
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I explained the planned full-court press and concluded with an ap-
peal. “Sir, no one wants to end this case more than we do, but we
have to assume that Conrad’s claim to have a V Corps source is not
empty boasting. We need time to ferret out this guy, so that when we
take Conrad down, we don’t leave his replacement in the ranks. To
do that, we need your concurrence. If we move too quickly, we might
yank out the crabgrass and leave the roots in place.”

General Ous hesitated briefly, as if he were crafting each word of
his response. Then he spoke, calmly but with determination. “The
way I see it, if he says that this guy is about to give him these docu-
ments, then they are as good as gone already. That’s done. Now we
need to get on with bringing this thing to an end. I'll support you
on this, but you and everyone in Washington have to understand that
this can’t go on much longer. You need to press as you've described,
and get on with it.”

I nodded and replied with a crisp, “Yes, sir,” assuring the general
that we were already gearing up for a maximum effort and that the
army senior leadership in the Pentagon shared his view that, one way
or another, it was time to end the case. Before I departed, General
Otus reminded me that he would give up his command by summer
and asked that I explain the investigation to his replacement, Lt.
Gen. Crosbie Saint, before his arrival in Heidelberg. He also directed
that we confide the bad news about Conrad’s alleged V Corps source
to the V Corps commander in Frankfurt.

I departed the general’s office with more than a small amount of
admiration for his patience and steady hand. A lesser man would
have taken one look at Conrad’s list and called for an immediate halt
to the case. At the same time, it was clear from the general’s words
and demeanor that his patience was not unlimited. Canasta Player
was living on borrowed time.

The full-court press we promised General Otis would be orches-
trated out of Wiesbaden. Team chief Al Puromaki, who had never
aspired to leadership of the effort, had by now worked himself to to-
tal exhaustion. By the spring of 1988, Puromaki was increasingly bur-
dened by his own private ghosts, chief among them a nagging fear
that Conrad had seen through Danny Wilson’s act from the begin-
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ning and was toving with FCA imvesugators. As we prepared to esca-
late our efforts, 1t was tume to give the hardworking and intense of-
ficer a respite. The perfect place for him was at FCA's Fort Meade
headquarters, where his keenly analvtical mind and unequalled in-
stitutional knowledge would be invaluable as we steered the unwieldy
case to closure.

The full-court press needed a floor captain. Reenergizing the ef-
fort in Europe called for a seasoned senior agent with two quali-
ties: operational experience, in the sense of running source oper-
ations of the Lake Terrace—Canasta Plaver variety, and leadership
skills.

Pressures to end the case were real, and fear of failure was pal-
pable among the members of the Wiesbaden team. The danger of
a case-fatal compromise had become parucularly acute once agents
intensified their physical surveillance of Conrad. Danny Wilson con-
tinued to boldly wear a concealed microphone and tape recorder
during his meetings with Conrad, a dangerous practice if the secu-
ritv-conscious Clyde were to suddenly decide 1o pat him down. Team
members were weary, frightened, and umid. Some agents had come
to sce Conrad as a looming, ten-foot-tall superspy with eves in the
back of his head and subsources evervwhere. The fear of a compro-
mising mistake was partcularly acute among members of the sur-
verllance team.

To address these problems, Iwas initally inclined to seck out Bob
Thaver, whose performance in Berlin had shown him to be a proven
leader with excellentoperatonal judgment. But Bob was in the mid-
dle of along-overdue sabbatical at the Defense Intelligence College
in Washington. He would not be available for duty at FCA unul later
in the vear.

Bob Bell spoke up. If what was needed at the Wiesbaden helm was
a strong, charismatic leader with solid operatonal and leadership
skills, Norman Runk, a senior agentin our Munich detachment, was
the ideal choice. If anvone could rally the exhausted Wiesbaden team
and get the case on track, Bell urged, Runk was the man.

Sull a newcomer to FCA, I was nonetheless aware of the key role
plaved by the unit in orchestraung the FBI's 1982 Augusta, Geor-
gia, arrest of Oto Auila Gilbert. The arrest had been one of the

more significant counterespionage successes of the decade, and
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Runk had featured prominently in it. Once the popular agent’s
name was tabled as a possible successor to Al Puromaki, a number
of FCA veterans enthusiastically seconded the nomination. Runk,
they advised, had the right stuff to land Clyde Conrad flopping on
the deck.

If spy novels are correct, and success in the intelligence game is
guaranteed to the faceless spook who blends comfortably into his
surroundings and attracts no attention, Norman Runk would not
qualify for spy-of-the-year honors. Stocky, bespectacled, and sport-
ing a thick brown mustache, Runk is a gregarious, upbeat presence,
the exact opposite of the inscrutable spook of espionage literature.
Blessed with a keen sense of humor and an infectious, room-filling
laugh, the veteran case officer and investigator instantly livens up
any group as soon as he enters the room. But beneath the light-
hearted, fun-loving exterior was a serious, skilled agent with a deep
sense of mission accomplishment and a personal code that em-
phasized loyalty—not only to his superiors but above all to his sub-
ordinates.

A retired warrant officer with some twenty-five years in the coun-
terespionage business, Runk had as his trademarks hard work and tak-
ing care of his people (whom he was given to calling “these kids”).
The forty-four-year-old agent was also known as a low-maintenance
professional, not a whiner who required continual stroking. Favor
Norman Runk with an occasional “well done,” keep him fueled with
prodigious portions of German food and beer, and the good-natured
agent could function tirelessly, literally eighteen hours a day, seven
days a week. With experience in Korea, Hawaii, Japan, and Germany,
Norman Runk was rightly seen as the best in our business. The tal-
ented agent’s ebullient persona and infectious laugh, even under
great pressure, made him extremely popular with our German allies.

In mid-March 1988, I flew to Munich. Runk and I promptly ad-
journed to the Forsthaus, drank some beer, and shoveled down a
heavy German meal. The chemistry between us was right. Sipping a
beer, his mustache festooned with foam, the retired warrant officer
asked questions about the case that were perceptive and on the mark.
Runk was positive, confident, and smart.

We quickly struck a deal. When I said that he would have to de-
part Munich right away—it was essential that he take the helm in
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Wiesbaden immediately—the veteran agent didn’t hesitate. The fol-
lowing day, he packed his bags and headed north to begin a suitcase
existence. His mission was unambiguous: Work toward the dav when
our counterintelligence investigators could turn the case over to law
enforcement authorities, be they German or American.

As 1s often the case in our business, Norman traveled alone. His
wife remained in Munich to care for their two-vear-old daughter. Nei-
ther wife nor daughter could be permitted to know why Norman had
suddenly been vanked away from home. This time around, he would
be gone for six months.

Before departing Germany, I met one final time with Runk, this
time in Wiesbaden. Tt was essential that the two of us be in perfect
accord on what needed to be done in the delicate case, above all the
endgame, which remained unclear. Based upon my meeting with
General Otis, it was urgent that we think about the last day of the
covert investigation and begin serious planning for the takedown of
Clyvde Lee Conrad.

Thatnight, in the ratskeller under the Wiesbaden City Hall, Runk
and I did serious damage to a wooden barrel of Wiesbadener Rats-
brau beer and enjoved the incomparable German cuisine that the
popular locale offered. Late in the evening, I sketched on a napkin
a concept for the orgamization of the growing team that Norman
would lead and scrawled some kev words of final guidance under
the diagram. “Plan for the last day of the foreign counterintelligence
covert investigation,” I wrote. "Who will do what? Where, & when?
To whom?™ As distasteful as it was, Norman and I agreed that it was
tme to think the unthinkable. United States authorites might be
unwilling or unable o arrest Conrad, forcing us to deliver the case
to our German alhies. *What roles will/must be unilateral [U.S.
only|z" I penned on the napkin. “What must be bilateral [in con-
cert with German authorites|?” By the time we found our way back
to the Hotel Am Brunnen, Norman and I were on the same sheet
of music. The case would be closed by summer’s end, one way or
another, and a role for our German allies was becoming a serious

possibility.
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Norman Runk took charge with a firm hand. From new offices in
the operations building on Wiesbaden’s sprawling air base, he and
his expanded team orchestrated the closing ring that we had
promised General Ots.

To breathe life into the surveillance effort, Runk put his faith in
a uniquely talented, gutsy special agent, Bob “Wally” Gaiter. Gator
(his code name) was a twelve-year veteran who had begun his career
as an MP before transferring into military intelligence. Like Gary
Pepper, he had made the choice with one motivation—to catch spies.
By the time he was tapped to play a key role in Canasta Player, the
thirty-two-year-old native of Brownstown, Indiana, had served almost
seven years as a counterspy in Germany, where he had earned a rep-
utation as an investigative pit bull. Of medium height, with a de-
ceptively benign baby-faced visage, the tenacious Hoosier was
schooled and experienced in advanced foreign counterintelligence
operations and surveillance techniques. Completely familiar with the
roads and terrain around Bad Kreuznach, the Gator was a sound
choice for a mission that had the potential for disaster if mishandled.

“From now on,” Norman told Gator, “the surveillance mission is
yours. You know what we need, and we both know you can produce.
Just take care of your people and keep them informed.” It was the
stuff of leadership—vintage Norman. From that day on, the cowed
and dispirited surveillance team’s morale climbed.

From my office at Fort Meade, new secure communications equip-
ment permitted support of Norman as if he were next door. When
Wiesbaden needed a legal ruling, usually on surveillance-related
questions, we could provide answers on short notice. (“Hey, boss, do
we have to install the electronic beeper on his car when it’s parked
on a public thoroughfare, or can we sneak onto his property at night
and emplace it while the Audi’s in the driveway?”) Other operational
questions continually surfaced, requiring a Washington decision.
(“Sir, the surveillance team’s sedans are getting too ‘hot’; request per-
mission to have them repainted different colors.”)

173
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For more than two years, in the name of security, agents in Wies-
baden had communicated with Fort Meade by message only, using
the CIA’s communications center at the U.S. embassy in Bonn. No
one trusted the army’s own telecommunications centers to handle
the delicate traffic. As a result, when Al Puromaki had a message for
Fort Meade, a courier had to drive more than a hundred miles to
Bonn, where the text was encrypted by the CIA station, which trans-
mitted it to agency headquarters in Langley, Virginia. An FCA liai-
son officer then picked up the traffic and couriered it to my office
at Fort Meade. Use of the open telephone from Wiesbaden to Fort
Meade was hmited to innocuous subjects only since the Soviets
monitored overseas calls.

The intensified surveillance of Clvde Conrad soon began to vield
results. Their target, agents quickly discerned, was a ureless night
owl. His usual routine was to hit the road shortly after dinner—al-
ways alone—and prowl the Century and Nahe Clubs, two popular
military watering holes in the Bad Kreuznach area. Wherever he
went, he was accompanied by Gator’s surveillance agents. At his fa-
vorite haunts, Clyde followed a standard routine. Downing beer at
his usual tempo, the reured sergeant had a penchant for playing
pool, usually for moneyv. A gregarious schmoozer, Conrad would sit
in a booth or at the bar with whomever was available, conversing in
his characteristic subdued tones.

On one occasion, an FCA surveillance agent managed to position
herself in a booth adjacent to Clyde, who had zeroed in on an at-
tractive female licutenant. Conrad literally oozed charm as he ef-
fortlessly launched into a cover story, telling the young officer that
he was a newlv arrived civilian schoolteacher who didn’t know much
about the army. Perhaps the two could get together and she could
help him acclimate to the ways of the mihitary.

Agents concluded that Conrad was trolling for recruits. Each
evening, Gator’s agents reported, Clyde the Glide would hit the
clubs, suck down a few beers, and chat with a number of people, usu-
ally ending up one-on-one, engaged in earnest conversation. To the
members of the FCA surveillance team, any one of these nocturnal
contacts might have been Conrad’s shadowy “V Corps guy.”
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Norman’s resourceful agents were able to identify everyone whom
Conrad contacted. If they were in uniform, the name tag worn by
all soldiers simplified the task. For those in civilian clothes, agents
noted their vehicle tag numbers as they departed or elicited identi-
fving information from the bartender or patrons. Gradually, the list
of the retired sergeant’s contacts and known associates expanded.
Everyone on it would have to be checked out.

[t was brutal, draining work for Gator and his stalwarts. On a typ-
ical evening, Conrad would stay out until well past midnight, then
careen home in the silver Audi with a weary and wary surveillance
team in cautious pursuit. On more than one occasion, the savvy spy
doubled back on himself in a clear attempt to detect a tail.

Another important tactic in the promised full-court press was the
development of a watchdog in the headquarters of the 8th Infantry
Division—a trusted agent whom FCA investigators could target
against Clyde Conrad. Investigators needed to know if the retired
sergeant had left a sleeper agent in his former duty section or if he
was attempting to regain access to the office’s classified document
vault by recruiting a subsource. In 1987, anticipating this require-
ment, FCA agents had spotted and recruited a senior noncommis-
sioned officer in the 8th Infantry Division’s G-3 staff section. It was
time for the man to produce.

Mike Barnes was the G-3 sergeant major, the highest ranking NCO
in the organization. Like Conrad before him, the senior noncom en-
joyed access to most of the sensitive documents that would be of in-
terest to Budapest. For security reasons, investigators recruited the
gruff sergeant major under the guise of needing a source to assist in
a security-related investigation in the headquarters. Barnes was not
told that agents suspected Clyde Conrad. Instead, he was told to keep
his eyes peeled for security problems.

The sergeant major was nearing the end of a distinguished career,
during which he had spent many years in the elite U.S. Army Spe-
cial Forces, to include combat tours in Vietnam. A powerfully built
man who radiated strength and authority, Mike Barnes was one of a
dying breed: the square-jawed NCO with a chest full of medals, the
old army, tough but fair—most of the time. As FCA investigators
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checked out their man, astory appeared in the Army Times. “Sergeant
Major Administers Traditional Discipline,” the article trumpeted.
Barnes, it seemed, had shaped up one of his soldiers by kicking the
man across the parade ground. Agents noted with bemusement that
the rugged sergeant major was proud of the publicity. Barnes was
most definitely one of a kind.

Mike Barnes had a German girlfriend and planned to retire in the
Bad Kreuznach area. It Conrad was looking for a well-connected con-
federate with access to the goodies prized in Budapest and Moscow,
the former Green Beret was the perfect candidate.

In October 1987, special agent Joe Herda was detailed to handle
the mercurial sergeant major. The slightly built Herda was a twenty-
five-yvear-old staft sergeant with a keen intellect and a vocabulary to
match, the sort of smart-assed, wisecracking voung soldier whom
NCOs such as Mike Barnes mastcate for lunch. Herda was a native
Alaskan, the son of a World War Il veteran of the Aleutian campaign.
In his sixth year of service as a special agent. Herda had been
warned by his office mates that Barnes was a tiger. No one “con-
trolled” Mike Barnes.

The investigation was entering a critical phase. Barnes had sall not
been told that Conrad was a target when Herda drove to Bad Kreuz-
nach to make his first meeting with the FCA source. Herda screwed
up his courage. Somehow, he had 1o keep the fire-breathing NCO
under control.

The cigar-smoking sergeant major was waiting at the pickup point
by an outdoor cigarette machine. It was raining heavilv. When Herda
pulled over, Barnes glided into the passenger seat with the agility of
a bull elephant.

The young special agent ventured a few words of nervous small
talk. It sure was one heck of a rainstorm.

Barnes jumped on the remark. “1 love the rain. Made all my com-
bat kills in Vietam in the rain.”

Herda kept his eves on the road, wondering what he had gouen
mio.

Barnes pushed a Ziploc plastic bag into Herda's hand. "Here, vou
might be mterested in this,” he quipped with a smug look on his
craggy face.
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Herda glanced at the bag. Inside was a piece of paper on which
was written the name, address, and home phone number of Clyde
Conrad. The FCA agent stared, unable to disguise his reaction, in
the process nearly crashing the German rental car. Barnes was not
supposed to know that Conrad was the target.

“What’s this? Where did you get this?”

Barnes grinned. “Just thought you might be interested in it. The
guy came into my office the other day. Told me that he’d heard I was
having supply problems and volunteered to help out.”

Herda had to ask. “Why the plastic bag, Sergeant Major?”

Barnes fired back. “Just thought you could lift some prints from
it.”

Joe Herda recovered from his shock. The street-smart NCO was
making fools of the MI spooks. So much for the smoke screen that
agents had attempted to put up in the name of security.

Herda tasked Sergeant Major Barnes to be alert for any signs that
Conrad was maintaining close contact with soldiers in his former
duty section. At the same time, the FCA investigator warned the se-
nior NCO that Clyde Conrad might approach him or one of his sol-
diers with a nebulous “business offer.”

Within a few weeks, Barnes contacted Herda. Conrad, he revealed,
had sought him out and initiated a series of probing, suspicious con-
versations. At first, Clyde had casually offered the sergeant major ad-
vice on how to approach his G-3 duties, even providing Barnes with
a notebook that included tips on most functional areas, including
the safeguarding of classified documents. Later, Barnes related,
Conrad launched into an elliptical discussion of the benefits of re-
tirement in the Bad Kreuznach area. Herda instructed the sergeant
major to cultivate the friendship and let it develop naturally. Con-
rad was sniffing the bait.

The sergeant major played his role well. Over beer and pool, Con-
rad became bolder. There was much to be said for remaining in the
Bad Kreuznach area, he pointed out, particularly for a bachelor with
a German lady friend. Big money could be made in the information
business for a man with the right connections. The patriotic and
volatile Barnes was probably capable of killing Conrad by this point,
but he controlled his anger and feigned interest. Clyde pushed.
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“You could make fifty thousand dollars, even a hundred thousand
dollars a year in the business,” he enthused, leaving no doubt what
he meant. Conrad confided that certain key documents could be
marketed to his contacts for between 50,000 and 100,000 deutsche
marks. He then told Barnes that he had an immediate requirement
from a client for the location of the new northern wartime bound-
ary of V Corps. As for army regulations concerning the security of
classified materials, Clyde declared simply, “If [ put ten thousand on
the table, you'll know what to do about those rules.”

An outraged Mike Barnes reported these developments to his FCA
case ofhicers. Things were moving rapidly. Conrad, it was clear, was
serious when he told Danny Wilson that he was reinvigorated and
“thrusting.” We had breathed life into the beast.

Even while making his pitch to Mike Barnes, Clyde continued to
call Danny Wilson at all hours, often summoning the master sergeant
to meetings with progress reports on the business. Clyde confided
to Wilson that he was putting the finishing touches on Operations
Plan 001. A key element of the concept, Conrad elaborated, was to
recruit and train field men, whose job it would be to spot and assess
recruitment targets. In the new ring, he explained, field men would
focus on the top-secret-document custodians at V and VII Corps; at
Headquarters, U.S. Army, Europe (Heidelberg); and at the Head-
quarters, U.S. European Command, in Stuttgart. (Known as EU-
COM, this was the unified command that controlled all army, navy,
and air force components in Europe.) These agents, Conrad elabo-
rated, would be the workers, the actual collectors. With his military
intelligence background, Conrad continued, Wilson would recruit
targets spotted by the field men. Then, as a controller, Danny would
function as their superior. Soon, Conrad assured Danny, he would
market his opus to Budapest. The charter members of the ring, he
noted with pride, were to be himself and Wilson. Big money was in
the offing.

In Washington, Department of Justice attorneys continued to
push theiragenda. Still at the head of their list was the need to smoke
out the elusive Miklos. Heeding this guidance, FCA deputy director
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Bob Bell contacted a colleague in a sensitive intelligence unit that
was working on a compartmented program called Maximum Mar-
vel. Explaining that we needed a classified document so enticing that
Conrad would summon Miklos to an emergency meeting, Bob ob-
tained permission to pass a message to Conrad that discussed a se-
cret shipment of material that was due to arrive in Germany within
days. A trained agent handler himself, Bob knew that any spy who
came into possession of such time-sensitive, “codeword” information
would almost surely smell a bonus payment and activate an emer-
geney meeting with his case officer.

We shipped the Maximum Marvel message to Norman in Wies-
baden. Controlled Source 170 would be center stage once more. To
kick off the gambit, Gary Pepper would instruct Danny Wilson to no-
ufy Conrad that he had latched onto something hot.

Once Wilson had passed the message, the plan was for the sur-
veillance team to track Conrad on what all hoped would be a quick
trip to meet Miklos, most likely somewhere in neutral Austria. Hope-
fully, this would enable the Gator’s people to obtain photographs of
Clyde Conrad in the act of betraying defense secrets to a known
agent of the Hungarian intelligence service. In our haste to orches-
trate this drama, we failed to discuss our choice of bait—the Maxi-
mum Marvel document—with Department of Justice attorneys. It
was a regrettable oversight for which we would pay dearly.

The plan seemed to work to near perfection at the outset. Gary
Pepper activated Danny Wilson, who contacted Conrad. The pair
met in Heidelberg, midway between Bad Kreuznach and Wilson’s
government quarters in Stuttgart. Gator and his overworked sur-
veillance personnel, on the ground and airborne, were standing by
to take up the chase.

Clyde read the Maximum Marvel message, raised his eyebrows,
and told Wilson excitedly, “You just cost me nine hours on the road.”
Bob Bell had guessed correctly. The message’s cryptic reference to
an imminent shipment of secret material from the United States to
Germany was the kind of tip that any self-respecting spy would see
as a chance to demonstrate his value. Conrad departed the meeting
site in the sitver Audi, Austria bound. Not even a blinding snowstorm
stopped him as he sped south, followed by Gator and his team. As
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the Audi streaked down the autobahn, it emanated a telltale beep-
ing sound. Overhead, FCA pilot Sky King kept pace with the target.

Experience taught us that Conrad would meet with Miklos in
Salzburg or Innsbruck. South of Munich, the Audi made a turn in
the direction of Innsbruck, where agents knew the favorite meeting
place of the Hungarian intelligence service was the Maria-Theresien
Strasse. Acting on this educated hunch, Gator had positioned a sur-
veillance cell in a rented room that commanded an excellent view
of the area. With luck, Conrad and Miklos would walk by our cam-
eras. As insurance, army counterintelligence agents with hidden
cameras patrolled the area on foot.

Conrad drove with his usual suicidal speed directly to Innsbruck,
parked the Audi, and headed for Maria-Theresien Strasse, still un-
der surveillance. There, in front of the Wienerwald restaurant,
agents observed him link up with a slim, dark-haired, bespectacled
man. The two conspirators then strolled along the busy pedestrian
shopping zone while Gator’s camera crew recorded the rendezvous
for posterity. The plan had come together almost perfectly, with one
significant exception. Surveillance team members who had been pre-
sent during the February meeting in the Mainz Hilton Hotel rec-
ognized Clvde’s Innsbruck contact as the ubiquitous courier from
Sweden, Imre Kercsik. The resulting photographs of Conrad and
Kercsik were useful, but Clyde’s ties to the shadowy Miklos remained
undocumented. Worse yet, although we didn’t know it at the ume,
our choice of the Maximum Marvel message was about to cause the
investigation to take a bizarre and unexpected turn.
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The failure to encounter Miklos in Innsbruck was frustrating, but
there was no time for wound licking. The once and future spy was
definitely out there thrusting, a veritable dynamo of energy as he
continued to prowl the Bad Kreuznach nightscene. Shortly after the
Innsbruck trip, Clyde excitedly summoned the frazzled Wilson to yet
another meeting. This time the subject was the Maximum Marvel
document.

The enterprising Conrad was obsessed with the cryptic text of the
codeword message. Although the document contained no clue to
the identity or use of the Maximum Marvel material that was being
shipped to Germany, Conrad noted that among its recipients were
an army medical command and an office at Fort Dietrich in Mary-
land, where research on chemical warfare had been conducted for
vears. This tidbit was sufficient for the greedy Clyde. Project Maxi-
mum Marvel, he concluded (erroneously), dealt with a Defense De-
partment breakthrough to combat Soviet nerve agents or it indicated
that the army had discovered a cure for influenza or AIDS. Influenza,
Conrad lectured Danny, had killed more soldiers on the battlefields
of history than had gunpowder. But whatever the Maximum Marvel
project was about, Clyde gushed, big money was involved. Visions of
fantastic riches, huge sums of money, appeared in the ambitious spy’s
mind.

Once airborne on this flight of imagination, Conrad soared to new
heights of greed. Suddenly, the opportunistic retired sergeant lost
all interest in his budding espionage Operations Plan 001. In meet-
ings with Danny Wilson, all Conrad could talk about was the eco-
nomic opportunity posed by the Maximum Marvel (MM) message.
Whatever the Maximum Marvel material was, he enthused, it was al-
most surely worth a king’s ransom. With dollar signs almost visible
in his eyes, Clyde announced to Wilson that his top priority was to
cash in on this opportunity by laying his hands on a sample of the
material, unlocking its formula, and marketing it to the highest bid-
der. An action plan to steal the sample was essential.

181
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Now we had a real problem. The entire Maximum Marvel drama
had been orchestrated to uncover a specific facet of Conrad’s espi-
onage on behalf of Budapest—the identity of Miklos. No one could
have envisioned that the nebulous message would launch the im-
petuous and greedy former sergeant on some wild, criminal enter-
prise.

Almost overnight, Conrad’s speculation about the MM material
became truth in his mind. The opportunistic ex-sergeant was con-
vinced that he had hooked into the chance of a lifetime.

During the next several weeks, Clyde Conrad became progres-
sively more obsessed with the Maximum Marvel enigma. What did
Danny think the MM project was all aboutz It had a codeword, after
all, Clyde reminded his friend, and that meant it was one of the Pen-
tagon’s biggest secrets. Had Danny seen any more classified message
traffic containing additional details about the upcoming shipment?

The more Conrad fantasized about Maximum Marvel, the more
bizarre his ideas became. During one disturbing conversation with
Wilson, he floated a sinister plan. He and Danny could somehow hi-
jack or ambush the convoy carrying the mystery shipment and steal
asample of the obviously priceless material. Or even better, if Danny
could determine the route of the convoy, he and Clyde could hide
by the side of the road and shoot at the trucks. With luck, the im-
pact of the bullets might cause some of the precious stuff to spill out
onto the highway, where it could be retrieved, preserved, and ana-
lyzed.

As Norman’s messages describing Conrad’s wild schemes arrived
in Washington, it was evident that the unscrupulous and greedy re-
tired sergeant was spinning out of control. Our Departument of Jus-
tice colleagues shook their heads in frustration and disgust and
urged us to get the investigation back on track.

I relayed the concerns of official Washington, but Norman viewed
Conrad’s obsession differently. What Department of Justice attorneys
regarded as counterproductive, Noriman saw as pure opportunity. In
his view, Conrad’s judgment had become so clouded by greed that
we could use the Maximum Marvel caper to overcome one of the
biggest obstacles of the case—our lack of jurisdiction to arrest him
in Germany. Clyde, Runk insisted, was so overwhelmed at the
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prospect of overnight millions that we could casily lure him to the
United States by convincing him through Danny Wilson that the trip
would yield access to the Maximum Marvel formula. Then the re-
tired sergeant could be neatly arrested by the FBIL

Norman argued adamantly that this was the direction we needed
to take, reminding me of our conversation in the ratskeller. Had I not
tasked him to plan for the endgame? This was, he felt, the perfect
ploy to bring Conrad before the bar of justice. Mindful of the lenient
penalties meted out by German courts for espionage, I had to admit
that Norman's aggressive approach to trick Conrad into a stateside
visit was not without merit. No one wanted to admit defeat and hand
the case to our West German allies, who might not be able to keep
it from leaking to their cousins in the East.

Norman pushed. Even if we did manage to catch Conrad in the
act of passing documents to Miklos, and uncover his ill-gotten gains
as urged by the Department of Justice, unless Clyde set foot on U.S.
soil, he could not be arrested and tried in an American courtroom.
Convinced beyond a doubt of Conrad’s guilt, the savvy agent was pos-
iuve that any American jury would convict the retired sergeant
based on what we had learned to date in the investigation.

Runk’s views were compelling. But in Washington, one had to deal
with the bureaucratic infighting that had increasingly characterized
the investigation. By May 1988, we were encountering serious prob-
lems with the Department of Justice’s hard-nosed attorneys. Their
view, which also had merit, was that we were offtrack. The entire Max-
imum Marvel affair was distracting Conrad from his espionage pur-
suits and thereby obstructing progress in our investigation. “You
don’t want Conrad plotting to steal some formula for sale to a phar-
maceutical firm,” Justice’s John Dion argued. “You want him to be
stealing military secrets and selling them to an agent of a foreign
power.” Like it or not, this was an incontestable argument. Even
though we had notintended the Maximum Marvel document to trig-
ger a Conrad-led criminal enterprise, it had happened, and our in-
vestigation was sidetracked as a result.

As the officer responsible for the success or failure of the Canasta
Player case, I knew that unless we documented Conrad’s espionage
as demanded by the Department of Justice, they wouldn’t authorize
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an arrest even if the erstwhile spy were to camp on their doorstep
on Pennsylvania Avenue at high noon. I firmly told an unhappy Nor-
man that we needed to squelch the Maximum Marvel caper—the
sooner, the better—and return to the basics.

This was easier said than done. In Germany, Maximum Marvel had
taken on a life of its own. Nothing Danny Wilson could do or say
seemed to dissuade Clyde Conrad from pursuing the instant wealth
that he had convinced himself resided in the MM formula. By mid-
May 1988, Wilson met with Gary Pepper and reported a troubling
development. Conrad had set up a summit conference in the Ger-
man city of Kiel to discuss the Maximum Marvel opportunity. The
plan was for Conrad and Wilson to drive to the North Sea port, where
they would meet with Imre and Sandor Kercsik. The Kercsiks, Con-
rad reminded Danny, were physicians. Their advice on the oppor-
tunities posed by this medical breakthrough was essential.

In late May 1988, Conrad and Danny Wilson sped north in Wil-
son’s maroon Chrysler LeBaron. Once again, FCA's technical expert
Dick Bankston had worked his magic. Knowing Conrad’s penchant
for drinking in the car and talking about his ambitions, Bankston
fitted the Chrysler with no fewer than three separate taping systems.
All Wilson had to do was throw a different switch concealed under
the dash every two hours, and every word spoken in the car would
be captured for posterity.

In Kiel, Clyde and Danny would link up with the Kercsik broth-
crs, who were taking the ferry from Sweden. As usual, the faithful
master sergeant was wearing a concealed tape recorder. The actual
meeting of the four conspirators would be covered by a handpicked
cell of FCA surveillance agents. Therr mission was to obtain ID-qual-
ity photography of the four conspirators as they discussed the Max-
imum Marvel plan.

The Kiel summit took place in a waterfront bar. By the time Con-
rad and Danny linked up with the Kercsik brothers, Conrad, having
inhaled his first beer in the car when he and Danny departed Frank-
furt, was in an expansive, talkative mood. For the first tme, Wilson
met the elder Keresik brother, Sandor, also known as Alex. He was
a squarely built, dark-looking fellow whom Clyde had more than
once described as a dangerously mean tvpe sometimes used by Bu-
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dapest as an enforcer. Unlike his high-spirited younger brother, San-
dor was serious and low-key.

Sitting around a rough-hewn wooden table, Clyde began the dis-
cussion of the Maximum Marvel project, making it clear that this op-
portunity was not to be shared with Budapest. This would be another
case of some opportunistic freelancing, the sort of activity that had
long ago led to friction between Conrad and Zoltan Szabo.

Conrad repeated his earlier discussions with Danny. This was the
opportunity of a lifetime, he told the Kercsiks. Millions might be at
stake. But success depended totally on whether they could conjure
up a foolproof plan to lay hands on the Maximum Marvel material.
Danny would be the key man, Clyde announced. With his access to
classified message traffic, only he could provide specific updates on
the impending shipment, its method and route of transport, and its
destination upon arrival in Germany. With this information, Conrad
suggested, it might be possible to intercept the convoy and obtain a
sample of the mystery material, which he insisted had to be a med-
ical breakthrough of some sort that was worth a fortune. As Clyde
rambled on, Danny Wilson realized with horror that the man was still
seriously thinking about a forceful hijacking of the Maximum Mar-
vel convoy. Not only that, the Kercsik brothers seemed to think that
the reckless scheme was a good idea.

Acting on Gary Pepper’s instructions, Danny Wilson offered no
words of encouragement that he could play such a role. It was a fluke,
he explained, that he had gotten his hands on the Maximum Mar-
vel message, a break that was unlikely to be repeated. Undaunted,
Conrad conjured up a more devious scheme.

Instead of trying to hijack the shipment to obtain a sample, why
not simply steal the Maximum Marvel formula? To accomplish this,
Clyde explained, it would be necessary to identify a person in the
United States who had access to it. Once we home in our target, he
continued, we kidnap the guy. Then we can bribe him with cash or
use drugs to force him to reveal the formula. After we've got the se-
cret, Clyde added, we’ll have to kill the prisoner in a manner that
makes it look like a terrorist act, so no one will know that the for-
mula has been compromised. Of course, Conrad concluded, as a mil-
itary intelligence guy, Danny would be the logical one to travel to the
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United States to locate and identify the target. Implied but not ex-
plicit in Conrad’s remarks was that he would then travel to the
United States to carry out the plan.

An incredulous Danny Wilson glanced at the Kercsik brothers to
sec if they would attempt to put the brakes on Clyde’s ruthless plan.
But Imre and Sandor didn’t blink an eye at the cold-blooded plot.
Wilson would later tell Gary Pepper that the three conspirators were
not just making idle conversation. Clvde Conrad, he reported, was
deadly serious and prepared to commit murder to obtain the Max-
imum Marvel formula.

Clyde pressed the two physicians. Was there a truth serum that re-
ally worked? Or was there perhaps a drug that caused so much pain
when injected that the prisoner would talk but could not be detected
in his body by an autopsyz Imre Kercsik speculated that scopolamine,
injected directly into the spine, would create unbearable pain.

Conrad and Sandor Kercsik then outlined a scenario that deeply
shook Danny Wilson. The best case would be if the bearer of the se-
cret formula was a female who had children. Kidnap the woman to-
gether with her children and the rest would be easy. Faced with
threats to the lives of her offspring, the captive mother would give
up hersecret. Once the terrified woman had coughed up the Max-
imum Marvel formula, Conrad observed nonchalantly, she and the
children would have to be eliminated. There could be no witnesses
who might warn the U.S. government that the secret formula had
been compromised. Taped securely around Wilson's thigh, a minia-
ture recorder captured the outlines of the sick plot.

As for marketing the formula, there were several possibilites, all
of them attractive. Sandor Kercsik felt certain that a Swedish phar-
maceutical firm would purchase it and the manufacturing rights for
several million deutsche marks. Conrad himself leaned toward do-
ing business with a Swiss firm, observing with a smug chuckle that
none of these schemes would in any way prevent them from a dou-
ble return on their investment. We can sell the formula to a com-
mercial firm and also to the Soviets or the Hungarians, Conrad said
with a grin. The operation had almost unlimited potenual, he
crowed.

The discussion in the Kiel bar lasted for several hours. As the con-
spirators talked, FCA agent Bob Watson deposited a bag containing
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a concealed video camera on a nearby chair. Had Watson placed the
bag on the table, the results would have been perfect. But the view
from the chair was useless, yielding table legs and lower extremities.
Fortunately, one of Watson’s colleagues had moved through the
room with a still camera rigged in an FBI-provided concealment de-
vice. This time the results were excellent. When developed, the film
included a clear photo of the four plotters. Between the tape
recorder strapped to Danny Wilson’s leg and the surveillance pho-
tos, the gruesome Kiel conference was well documented.

News of the incredible plotting in the Kiel bar bombed in official
Washington. Conrad and the Kercsik brothers had clearly flipped out
in a fit of criminal greed, and it was unsupportable to have an army-
controlled source present at meetings where plans were being made
to commit kidnapping and murder. Norman Runk had already re-
ceived marching orders to back away from Maximum Marvel but too
late to avoid the Kiel summit conference. This time, I told FCA
deputy Bob Bell, the Wiesbaden team must contrive a way to shut
down the Maximum Marvel caper.

Bell nodded but reminded me with a characteristic wink that I
would have to deal with Norman, who continued to see great op-
portunities in the Kiel plotters’ plans.

Norman and I had one final conversation on the subject. There
was no doubt in my mind that Conrad was in the grips of uncon-
trollable greed; this much of Norman’s argument I understood. The
persistent agent made his case one more time: “Boss, I'm telling you,
this thing will enable us to deliver Conrad to you at JFK Airport.” Not
only that, Norman reminded me, Maximum Marvel wasn’t a total di-
version. Had not Conrad himself alluded to selling the formula to
the communists? If that wasn’t espionage, what was? Espionage re-
lated or not, Norman pleaded, Conrad’s obsession with Maximum
Marvel was the key to arresting him.

I had little doubt that Norman, Pepper, and Danny Wilson could
manipulate the Maximum Marvel affair to deliver Clyde Conrad to
U.S. soil. But we would never agree on this one. I was in Washing-
ton, taking the heat from the lawyers, while Norman was in Wies-
baden, dedicated to the worthy goal of seeing Clyde Conrad ina U.S.
courtroom.
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We had not yet produced the overwhelming, complete details of
Conrad’s treason that Department of Justice attorneys insisted were
the minimum essential conditions to authorize an arrest. Personally,
I thought their conditions were overly demanding and probably un-
attainable, and I was not alone in this view. Tom Reilly, the senior
FBI supervisor on the case, commiserated with our plight. “This is
typical for those guys over at Justice,” he explained. “DOJ wants to
overtry the case, and if they sense that there is even a 1 percent
chance they mightlose, they won’t prosecute.” With the Department
of Justice unwilling to authorize Conrad’s arrest, it was useless to pur-
sue further operational moves to lure him to the United States.

[ issued a rare direct order to Norman. Danny Wilson must cease
all discussion of Maximum Marvel and offer no encouragement that
he might be able to undertake a trip to the United States to locate
the keeper of the formula. The Wiesbaden team must return to the
original priorities of the case, and that meant identifying Conrad’s
mysterious “V Corps guy,” smoking out details of his ill-gotten fi-
nancial gains, and capturing Miklos on film.
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In the 1930s, Soviet spymasters reaped major benefits from a wave
of idealism that swept the intellectual left in the West. Enthralled by
what they perceived to be Lenin’s and Stalin’s great social experi-
ment, naive students at Europe’s finest universities gravitated toward
communism. It was the age of the ideological spy, an era that bred
Kim Philby, the Rosenbergs, and a host of devotees to Moscow’s
cause, all in the name of world peace.

By the 1980s, few true believers graced Moscow’s spy stable. No
longer an affair of the heart to most of its practitioners, espionage
had become a business, and a most Jucrative one at that. Before he
was unmasked in 1985, reured U.S. Navy warrant officer John Walker
organized and ran an espionage ring consisting of four persons. In
cighteen years, Walker and his confederates earned an estimated
S1.1 million from Moscow. If Danny Wilson’s reporting was accurate,
Clyde Conrad and Zoltan Szabo’s enterprise had outdone even the
infamous Walker family spy ring. Bushels of money were involved in
this case, money that could be Clyde Conrad’s undoing, if investi-
gators could locate it.

Department of Justice attorneys harped incessantly on the im-
portance of identifying the money trail. It was, they urged, essential
to reconstruct Clyde Conrad’s windfall profits made since his re-
cruitment in 1975, If the retired sergeant had gone from rags to
riches, FCA sleuths needed to prove it. Like most of the investiga-
tive challenges, this one belonged to Norman Runk and his Wies-
baden stalwarts.

The methodology employed by investigators to demonstrate un-
due affluence is not complicated. Agents begin by establishing the
known legal income that the suspect earned during a stated period.
For Conrad, this was no challenge. As a noncommissioned officer
i the U.S. Army between 1975 and 1985, Conrad had a cumulative
take-home pay somewhere in the range of $200,000; this informa-
tion was no secret.

189
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Next, agents build a balance sheet listing all known assets and ex-
penditures of the suspect during the same period: rent, purchase of
an automobile, investments, valuable property (such as Conrad’s
gold coin collection), and bank balances. At the same time, investi-
gators focus on the suspect’s travel during which he might have met
an agent of a foreign power and received a significant cash payment.
Matching such travel with bank deposits made in its wake is an im-
portant part of the process. A trip to Vienna over the New Year’s hol-
iday might appear innocent, but a hefty bank deposit made on Jan-
uary 4 could shed light on the trip’s clandestine purpose.

The objectives are to correlate travel with money and also estab-
lish that the suspect’s expenditures and lifestyle far exceed his legal
income. Such was the case in the early 1990s when FBI and CIA coun-
terspies examined the finances of CIA agent Aldrich “Rick™ Ames.
Agents established that Ames had poured serious money into pur-
chasing a house and a luxury car well beyvond the means of his salary,
and his bank account reflected significant deposits that seemed con-
nected with foreign travel. Once inheritance or other legal possi-
bilities to explain the CIA officer’s income were ruled out by inves-
tigators, Ames clearly displayed what counterintelligence agents
term “undue affluence.” The most logical source of his excessive cash
flow was espionage.

It was essential to subject Conrad to this kind of scrutiny. In
Canasta Player, however, the process was complicated by the fact that
the cautious ex-sergeant had taken steps to conceal his assets. By
1986, Conrad was living modestly in Bosenheim. His local bank ac-
count had an unremarkable balance, although it did betray several
unexplained deposits. Yet more than one witness recalled that the
cash-strapped Conrad family had suddenly begun to prosper some-
time around the mid-1970s, with several eyewitnesses actually seeing
Clyde’s infamous gold coin collection that he touted as Europe’s
finest. Danny Wilson reported to Gary Pepper that Clyde had re-
peatedly boasted that he had carned a fortune during his thirteen
years of espionage, at one time mentioning a figure in excess of a
million dollars. During one meeting with Wilson, Conrad proudly
told his protégé that in addition to a monthly salary from Budapest,
he was able to earn a bonus of between 150,000 and 200,000



The Clyde Conrad Investigation 191

deutsche marks (more than $100,000) each time he provided Bu-
dapest with a current copy of the V or VII Corps general defense
plans. His ultimate goal, Clyde confided in Danny, was to score a $1
million pavment for a single delivery of secrets. As an aside, Con-
rad also confessed to Wilson that the prospect of such windfall prot-
its was the reason that he had rejected the idea of going into the drug
business or some similar illegal enterprise. The marketing of classi-
fied material, he assured his protégé, was more lucrative and far less
risky for a smart operator. Drug lords were mean SOBs.

As with many of Conrad’s revelations to Wilson, these admissions
were received in Washington with a mixture of astonishment and dis-
belief. Surely Conrad was exaggerating in order to impress his new
recruit. Espionage sometimes paid well, but the sums that Clyde was
advertising seemed out of line with what experience taught about
East Bloc pay scales for a good agent. Most of us had been astonished
at the original reportin 1978 from one CIA source who claimed that
Budapest’s agent had received $50,000 for a single document. Now
Clyde Conrad was talking about two and three times as much money
for certain key war plans.

If Clyde Conrad had indeed made this kind of money, where was
itz We had easily documented the suspect’s military earnings; now
the challenge was to cement the case for undue affluence by locat-
ing his ill-gotten gains. Uncovering a bank account or an investment
portfolio that displayed a major cash deposit following a Clyde Con-
rad venture to Austria or after he had met with the Kercsik brothers
was a sound ideal approach. Another logical first step would be to
identify the Swiss bank accounts and safe-deposit boxes that Conrad
had told Danny Wilson had been in his name as early as 1978. To ac-
complish this, Gary Pepper would coach Wilson on how to orches-
trate a trip to Switzerland.

Pepper met with Wilson to plan the move. After more than a year
of dealing with Clyde, Wilson knew the buttons to push. He assured
Pepper that he would have no difficulty in conjuring up a trip to
Switzerland. A simple appeal for help would do the job.

“I'm on board with your advice that I need to open the Swiss bank
account, Clyde,” Wilson announced to Conrad, “but I haven’t got a
clue about how to do it, or which bank is a good bank.” Clyde the
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Legend, mentor of aspiring spies, took the bait. The two agreed to
travel together to Zurich at the end of May.

Notwishing to send army surveillance agents into neutral Switzer-
land, we contented ourselves with Danny Wilson as a government wit-
ness to the trip. For insurance, technician Dick Bankston rigged a
long-playing tape recorder in a parcel that Wilson could bring along
to record Conrad’s words during the three-hour run down the
Frankfurt-Basel autobahn. It Clvde the Glide acted in character, he
would swill beer during the drive. Who knew what surprises his al-
cohol-loosened tongue might reveal:

As the two men loaded the Audi with beer and provisions, Wilson
experienced a flash of anxiety as Conrad lifted one bag and wise-
cracked about its weight. The bag contained the long-plaving tape
recorder. But soon the pair were coursing down the autobahn at
Mach speed with Conrad at the wheel, demolishing his first of many
beers. Once again, the resourceful Danny Wilson was on his own,
with instructions to get Clvde talking for the record.

In Zurich, the plan worked to near perfecuon. Conrad took his
star recruit to the Zuricher Union Bank, which he confided was one
of his own banks, and guided Wilson through the simple procedures
for opening an account and obtaining a safe-deposit box. This ac-
complished, the two walked to a nearby square, where Clvde dis-
plaved the keys to five safe-deposit boxes he maintained m various
Zurich banks. Conrad directed Wilson to wait for him in the square
and excused himself for thirty minutes to accomplish unstated busi-
ness. Certain that Clyde was on his way to service another account,
Gary Pepper’s well-coached agent prudently resisted the temptation
to play spook and follow him. The suspicious and cautious Conrad
could be testing him, he knew, or both of them could be under Hun-
garian surveillance. Better to play it safe.

If nothing ¢lse had emerged from the Zurich trip. it would have
been rated a success. Once again, the plucky Wilson had come
through. Thanks to his efforts, the Wiesbaden team had not only
identified one of Conrad’s Swiss banks but also confirmed tor any
skeptics that Clyde’s claims concerning Swiss safe-deposit boxes
were not idle boasting. The Zurich mission was a solid start at doc-
umenting Conrad’s ill-gotten gains, even though the banking secrecy
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laws in Switzerland posed a major barrier to obtaining the detailed
data we required.

But the trip was not over. As the silver Audi raced north along the
Rhine River, the Zurich mission paid a pair of handsome dividends.
Conrad, fueled as usual by beer, occupied himself during the drive
by expanding upon his favorite subject, the enterprise. As the well-
lubricated spy waxed eloquent on the brilliance of his vision for a
high-tech espionage ring, Wilson listened attentively, now and then
cooing in admiration and stoking the flames of Conrad’s well-
developed ego. Mercifully, Clyde’s obsessive preoccupation with
Maximum Marvel seemed to have receded to the back burner of his
active brain. In its place, the mercurial ex-sergeant rediscovered his
first love—espionage.

As the south German landscape flashed past, Conrad began to
tout the merits of his “V Corps guy.” The new source was a real win-
ner, he confided, someone who had the balls to serve as a first-class
operator in the new network. On top of that, the man was well
placed. He had access to highly classified documents and the smarts
to handle the risky job of actually stealing the goodies from under
the noses of his superiors. The new recruit, Conrad bragged, was a
career NCO with years of experience wearing the elite green beret
of the Special Forces. The guy had been through all of the army’s
most difficult training, Conrad explained, to include Airborne,
Ranger, and Special Forces. He’d also served multiple tours in Viet-
nam with distinction and seemed determined to retire in Germany.
As Clyde prattled on about the new recruit, Danny Wilson strove to
commit his description to memory, knowing that Gary Pepper would
want every detail and feeling certain that the concealed tape
recorder had long since run out of tape.

Conrad popped open another brew and turned the conversation
to Operations Plan 001. Producing a thick document from his bag,
Clyde identified it as a final draft of the plan. Because Danny was a
counterspy by training, Conrad directed him to scrutinize each
page of the sensitive plan to ensure that it contained no weaknesses
that could result in compromise of the envisioned agent network.

As Clyde handed Danny Wilson a copy of his much-touted espi-
onage opus, he confided one additional, priceless fact. He needed
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Danny’s assessment of the documentsoon. The reason for the dead-
line, Clyde added coyly, was that he had an appointment in Vienna
to meet Miklos. There, he explained, he would provide his Hun-
garian contact with the final version of the 001 plan. Miklos would
then deliver the plan to the Center in Budapest for a final blessing.
Once approved, Conrad beamed, the concept would become the
bible for all further operations of the new network. He and Danny
could begin to build up a network of field men and workers, stolen
documents would begin to flow to Hungary, and the money—big
money—would be electronically transferred into their accounts in
Switzerland.

As the two parted, Conrad assigned his promising new recruit one
additional mission. Danny should return to his unitin Stuttgart and
raid the safes. Clyde needed additional classified documents to
sweeten the pot for his planned meeting with Miklos. What better
way to convince the Hungarian officer that the Legend was back than
the delivery of a few [resh secrets?

Norman Runk was justifiably jubilant as he reported the results
of the Zurich trip. Danny Wilson had once again performed well,
and the stage was now sct for a meeting with Miklos. I histened with
undisguised excitement as Norman described the triumph over the
secure phone. After the dark days of the Maximum Marvel debacle,
all of us needed good news, and this was it. The Zurich trip had
moved us significantly closer to the long-anticipated day when Clyde
Conrad’s thirteen-year career of treachery could be stopped.

Norman'’s report left no doubt that Danny Wilson had outdone
himself this time. As Wilson repeated Conrad’s description of the *V
Corps guy” to Gary Pepper, the efficient master sergeant could not
know that he was describing someone with whom the Canasta Player
team was quite familiar. Pepper and Runk knew immediately that
Conrad was certainly describing FCA's other recruited source, Mike
Barnes, the sergeant major in the 8th Infantry Division headquar-
ters. (In keeping with standard tradecraft, Wiesbaden agents had
carefully compartmented the Wilson and Barnes operations. Until
the case reached its spectacular final stage, neither man knew of the
other’s relationship with FCA.)
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The confirmation that Mike Barnes was probably Conrad’s mys-
terious *V Corps guy” moved investigators a giant step closer to wrap-
ping up the investigation. General Ous and the army’s senior lead-
ership in Washington had agreed that it was unwise to terminate the
case as long as Conrad had an unidentified, disloyal soldier on his
payroll somewhere in V Corps. Now, it appeared all but certain that
Conrad’s earlier claim that he had a new source in V Corps was a
boast, almost certainly grounded in the cocky spy’s belief that he
could successfully recruit Barnes. Clyde Lee Conrad, Budapest’s
“Legend,” was in the process of relaunching his espionage career
with two fresh recruits—Danny Wilson and Mike Barnes—both of
whom were double agents under FCA control. It was a delicious
prospect.

Norman Runk and Gary Pepper had other reasons to celebrate.
Locked securely in the Wiesbaden office safe was a caretully tagged
and bagged copy of Clyde’s espionage Operations Plan 001, almost
certainly traceable to the man’s home computer, and equally likely
to have his fingerprints on it.

The acquisition of this plan was a major investigative success. The
fifty-page road map for treason was surely destined to be a center-
piece in any prosecution of Conrad. Its acquisition by Danny Wilson
constituted complete vindication of his role as an FCA source. For
more than a year, the dedicated master sergeant had met with Con-
rad and faithfully related the often bizarre things that his old friend
revealed. In Washington, the more far-fetched the master sergeant’s
reports scemed, the greater the tendency to disbelieve or dismiss
them. To one degree or another, everyone, myself included, had got-
ten into the second-guessing mode that haunts most counterintelli-
gence operations, where healthy skepticism flirts daily with paranoia.

Part of the problem was what one could call the too-good-to-be-
true syndrome, and part of it was a gut feeling shared by many that
Conrad was surely too smart to be so easily taken in by our opera-
tions against him. The cerebral Al Puromaki, who had been with the
case from the beginning, had all but convinced himself that the wily
Conrad was in the driver’s seat. Conrad, he suspected, had known
that Wilson was a double agent from the beginning. Could the ma-
nipulative retired sergeant be playing with us, cynically using Wilson
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to shower investigators with false information and keep us chasing
our tails, all the while confident that he was immune from arrest and
prosecution in his overseas returement havenr

By the summer of 1988, only in Wiesbaden could one find nearly
unbridled confidence in Danny Wilson. Gary Pepper and Norman
Runk stood by their man. In Washington, I tried to be objective, but
it was casy to argue that the Wiesbaden guvs were too close to the
problem and were committing the cardinal sin of human intelli-

gence—falling in love with one’s agent.

But when Wilson produced a copy of the plan that Conrad had
been trumpeting about for a vear, even those who harbored the most
nagging doubts about the case were impressed. The incriminating
blueprint tor high-tech spying conformed in every detail to the re-
porting that Danny Wilson had been rendering for months.

Rivaling this achievement was Wilson's alert that Clvde would soon
travel to Vienna for a mectng with Miklos. This up presented in-
vestigators with the possibility of catching the spy from Bosenheim
in the act of meetung an agent of a foreign power, without which we
had no hopes tor an arrest and prosecution.

The results of the Zurich trip revived my flagging confidence that
we could ever achieve the difficult agenda being urged on us by the
Department of Justice. Persistence was paving dividends. Like Nor-
man Runk and everv agent on his team, I dreamed of the dav when
a judge would eveball Conrad and inform him that he would be
spending the rest of his hife in prison. Even more appealing was the
realization that a change in the espionage statute during the Rea-
gan administration now permited the death penalwy tor spies who
betrayed war plans. It Norman's tecam could prove that Conrad had
indeced given his masters in Budapest “evervihing,” the foriv-one-vear-
old retred NCO might be the first test case of the revised statute,

Planning for the Vienna showdown went into high gear. Conrad
could not be permitted to ship the noose in Vienna's crowded surecets,
as he had twice done in 1987, To lay the foundanons for success, -
vestigators needed details of the planned tip.

Gary Pepper metwith Danny Wilson to prime him for the Key ren-

dezvous with Conrad. The Texan's mission was to ferret out Clvde's
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travel plans. Gator and his small army of surveillance specialists had
by now been shadowing Conrad almost without respite for ten
weeks, pulling twelve-hour shifts, seven days a week. Now the bleary-
eyed agents of the surveillance team would again be center stage.
Well briefed by Norman on the progress of the investigation, the
Gator’s people understood the stakes of a Vienna deployment and
were ready to dig deep to end Clyde Conrad’s career as a secret
agent.

Wilson delivered yet again. During a brief meeting with Clyde to
pass a pile of classified documents that Clyde would use to impress
Miklos, the FCA agent artfully elicited the day and time that Conrad
planned to take the train to Vienna. Armed with this information,
Norman Runk and the Gator crafted plans for a foolproof surveil-
lance operation.

For counterspies, the adage that a picture is worth a thousand
words is gospel. A clear image of Clyde Conrad hobnobbing with
Miklos might enable our CIA partners to identify the Hungarian
from their biographic-photo files of known foreign intelligence per-
sonnel. That done, we were confident, Department of Justice and
Pentagon attorneys would agree that the case was strong enough to
Jjustify Conrad’s arrest and indictment. Whether this would be done
by civilian or military authorities was a matter for the attorneys to
determine.



24: Compromise

In late May 1988, as FCA investigators planned the Vienna surveil-
lance, someone approached New York Times reporter Jeff Gerth at a
Washington luncheon. Had Gerth heard that there was a major es-
pionage investigation under way in Europer Apparently, the tupster
confided, some retred military folks were spving for the Bulgarians.
Gerth listened attentively. At the Times, a good spy story was always
popular with his editors. But the source had provided no details, just
the cryptic fact that there was a big case under way. The lead was tan-
talizing, Gerth decided, but it would have to be checked out care-
fully. Gerth was one of Washington's best-connected reporters; if the

tp were true, someone in his Rolodex would know about it.

By the summer of 1988, as the pace of Canasta Plaver escalated
and the investugation moved mexorably toward denouement, the
number of people in Washington and Europe who were granted ac-
cess to the tughtly compartmented case had mushroomed. This ac-
count of the investigation focuses on where the real action was—in
Germany with Norman Runk and his team. Butin Washington, or-
chestrating the complex case was a consuming, full-time job. Each
day was a burcaucratic and operational roller coaster ride punctu-
ated by multuagency steering group meetings, conferences with
army attorneys, meetings with senior officers, briefings to the sec-
retary of the army or other VIPs, and regular strategy sessions in the
Pentagon chaired by the army’s ranking intelligence oftficer, a
quick-thinking, demanding three-star general named Sidney T.
“Tom™ Weinstein. At all such forums, my job was to provide senior
officers a status report—where we were in the case, where we were
going, and how we proposed to get there.

The meetings in General Weinstein's E-Ring office are particularly
memorable. On the average, there were twelve to fifteen people pre-
sent, including no fewer than four attorneys representing the differ-
ent levels of the chain of command, the Oftice of the Army General
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Counsel, and the Office of the Army Judge Advocate General. Some
might characterize the meetings as intrusive micromanagement, but
not me. On the contrary, the sessions were a useful opportunity to
enlist support from key senior officers and to elicit advice on a host
of issues that surfaced as we moved in fits and starts toward whatever
the endgame might be. Involving the senior army leadership in this
final eight months of the decade-long investigation made consider-
able sense to me at the time, and it still does. Nonetheless, the de-
mands of this schedule were great, and the formidable number of
people who had been granted access to the sensitive case would have
been alarming to my predecessor. Jokingly, I began to refer to a law
of inverse security. (In Washington, the greater the sensitivity of a se-
cret, the greater the number of people who feel they have a right to
know it.) Ultimately, we paid a price for this.

The shoe fell in early June 1988. It was the forty-fourth anniver-
sary of D day, and I had just checked into a hotel room in Killeen,
Texas, outside the gates of the army’s sprawling Fort Hood. A red
blinking light on the telephone beckoned. Foreign Counterintelli-
gence Activity national liaison officer Jim Whittle had left a message.
“Call the office on a secure line, sir. Something’s up.”

The purpose of the Texas sojourn was to meet with Lt. Gen. Cros-
bie Saint, the outgoing commander of the army’s III Corps, who
would soon replace Gen. Glenn Otis as the commander, U.S. Army,
Europe. My job was to meet privately with the Fort Hood-based gen-
eral, inform him that his war plans had been betrayed by Clyde Con-
rad and Zoltan Szabo, and explain what army counterintelligence
was doing about it. Saint, one of the army’s most aggressive war fight-
ers, was not likely to welcome such news. To prepare him for the visit,
Washington had asked him to grant me a private office call.

I'located a secure phone and contacted Fort Meade. Jim Whittle
picked up the phone. A native of Richland, Washington, Whittle was
aveteran of almost twenty years of service, including a Vietnam tour
as an infantry platoon sergeant in the Americal Division. Since the
end of the Vietnam War, he had served as a counterintelligence spe-
cial agent in Germany, Turkey, and the United States. With a back-
ground as a case officer and a technician (electronic eavesdropping
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and related skills), Whittle occupied one of our unit’'s most vital jobs.
As the FCA national liaison officer, he was the director’s daily eves
and ears with the national agencies without whom we could not func-
tion. Although his principal duty was the coordinaton of delicate
matters with our interagency partners, Jim had an instinctive gift for
schmoozing, which made the veteran chief warrant officer perfectly
cast to be my eves and ears in Washington. Dailv, Whittle visited with
officers of the IFBI, the CIA, and other natonal-level agencies with
whom we mamtained close ves, alwavs on the alert for scutdebun
that might enhance our ability to get the job done. As the pace of
the Canasta Plaver investigation escalated, Jim had become the
proverbial indispensable man.

Whittle minced no words. He had just come back from his daily
trip to CIA headquarters. We had a serious problen.

“Sir, Fhope vou're sitting down,” he began gravely. “The New York
Times has tound out about Canasta Plaver.”

I couldn’t believe 1. Perhaps the rushing noise in the secure
phone had garbled his words. "Say again, Jim.” | replied, hoping that
I had misheard him.

But 1t was true. Whitde had just learned m Langlev that New York
Tiomes reporter Jelt Gerth had contacted Bill Baker, the CIA public
affairs officer (PAO). The Tiomes, Gerth confided. was aware that a
major spy case was under way in Europe involving reuared military
members selling secrets to the Bulgarnans, Could Baker contirm this?

Baker told Gerth that he knew nothing about it but would check
it out with appropriate CIA officials.

The alert PAO contacted his superiors, who were deeply con-
cerned. Perhaps Gerth was on a fishing expedition for more infor-
maton, but it was clear that the reporter had somehow latched onto
a source who had spilled the beans about Canasta Playver. Even
though his tacts were garbled, there was no mistaking the broad out-
lines ol the mtormaton. There was a serous leak somewhere in
Washington. it the Jomes went to press with such a story, Clvde Con-
rad would read e and flee to Budapest, and the CIA's sources behind
the Iron Cantain would be endangered. This could not be allowed
to happen. The fate of the case now rested on the CEN's ability to in-

flucnce a member of the Fourth Estate.
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Baker contacted Gerth and appealed for restraint. The case in
question was fraught with serious national security implications.
Breaking such a story would do grave damage.

Nine years later, Gerth recalled the incident. “When I called Bill
Baker, I actually only had this cryptic tip dropped to me at a lun-
cheon—not a lot of details, and certainly not enough to publish
anything. I needed to develop the story. Since I had a pretty good
relationship with Bill Baker, I gave him a call. I didn’t have much,
but I guess it was enough to shake things up. Anyway, based on
Baker’s request, I backed off, including I didn’t make the usual in-
quiries around town that I normally would have under such cir-
cumstances.”

Gerth told Baker that the 7imes would not pursue the matter or
break the story for the moment, unless it became clear that its com-
petitors were about to do so. Gerth recalls that Baker told him at the
time that when the story did break, Baker would “work with him” in
exchange for his cooperation. One hand washes the other.

Jim explained that our agency friends had apparently carried the
day. The New York Times would sit on the explosive scoop, at least for
the moment. But if the competition sniffed out the story and pre-
pared to run it, the Times could be expected to break its silence. Un-
aware of the extent of Gerth’s information, we worst-cased the prob-
lem. The resourceful reporter probably knew a lot more than he
communicated to Baker, speculated Norman Runk. No doubt he had
deliberately masked this by referring to Bulgarians rather than Hun-
garians. Canasta Player was living on borrowed time.

Deeply disturbed, I showed up the following morning to brief
General Saint. The devastating news of a leak had changed the sit-
uation overnight. Even if the Times lived up to its promise and tem-
porarily squelched the story, the timetable of our investigation had
been derailed. If the paper broke the story, the Canasta Player in-
vestigation would crash and burn just at the point when we were fi-
nally closing on the target. Ten years of hard work and more money
than I would earn in the remainder of my working days would go
down the drain; Conrad and Szabo would elude justice; and national
security and the reputation of army counterintelligence would suf-
fer serious blows.
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The Gerth leak could not have occurred at a worse moment. In
granting General Saint formal access to Canasta Player, I planned to
describe the case as the most sensitive and compartmented coun-
terintelligence mvestigation in the history of the U.S. Armyv. Now |
would have to add that. somehow, reporters from the New York Times
had penetrated our impenetrable security. Saint could be excused
for wondering about our competence.

The leak to Jeff Gerth mapped out our course. With the security
of the Canasta Plaver invesugaton hinging on the pawiousm, fidelity,
and discrenion of the New York Times ("those same wonderful people
who gave us the Pentagon Papers.” I quipped to Jim Whitde), we had
no choice but to wrap up the case, one way or another, ready or not,

General Saint Listened atentvely and tocused on photographs ol
Clvde Conrad and former armor otficer Zoltan Szabo. Saint, a ca-
reer tanker, pomted to Szabo's picture and shook his head slowly.

“Tknew Szabo when he was a captain,” Saint observed. "We served
together many vears ago. He was a good ofhicer then.”

The general calmly absorbed the bad news about the leak, which
[ pointed out would undoubtedly force an end to the marathon in-
vestigation within weeks of his assumpton of command in Heidel-
berg. Now that the press was sitting on the storv, we could not fol-
low a protracted investugatve plan. Conrad would have to be
contronted soon.

I jetted back to Washington, sull in a dark frame of mind. The
long-awaited endgame of Canasta Plaver was stanng us in the face.
But other than Norman Runk's assurances that he could use the
Maximum Marvel affair to lure Conrad to the United States—a ploy
that had been rejected by the Department of Justice—no plan to end
the mvestgation existed.

Inside the Beltwav, consternatuon over the bad news was univer-
sal. The inevitable finger-pointng had commenced, although no one
had a clue concerning who would leak such a sensitve story. And
there was no time to waste on a leak investigation (tradinonally the
most intractable and fruidess of mvesugations). Feartul that the
Times might break the storv atany tiime, there was a collective sense
that our backs were 1o the wall. Tt was nme 1o make some tough de-
cisions about ending the case.
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Three serious options existed to bring Clyde Conrad before the
bar of justice. None was overly promising.

One option could be executed by the German government. If the
Washington legal community could not devise a foolproof formula
to arrest Conrad and try him in a U.S. courtroom, we could always
appeal to the West Germans for assistance.

A second option fell squarely into the jurisdiction of the Depart-
ment of Justice: arrest and trial before a federal judge.

The final option, arrest and court-martial, could be carried out
by the Department of Defense.

The German option was the least palatable. With no disrespect
intended toward our German allies, we were not enamored of this
approach. Conrad needed to feel the hammer of American justice,
which was unforgiving of espionage. The German option was fraught
with security concerns, and no one wanted to see Clyde Conrad get
away with the sort of light sentence that a German court would likely
mete out. If, as we felt certain, Conrad was the East Bloc’s most suc-
cessful human intelligence penetration of NATO in history, a sen-
tence of life in prison, or even death, was appropriate. Only an Amer-
ican court could be counted upon to deliver such punishment.

The second option was for Conrad to be tried by Department
of Justice prosecutors in a civilian court. This approach was more
complex and less certain than the other options, because we could
not arrest Conrad in Germany, and the retired sergeant showed lit-
tle inclination to travel to the United States, where he could be ap-
prehended. And the Germans could not arrest him on our behalf
and hand him over; this would be a violation of the treaty that gov-
erned extradition. For Conrad to find himself facing a judge in a
U.S. courtroom, he would have to make a serious mistake and travel
to the United States. Well aware of this, Norman Runk and his Wies-
baden colleagues were ready to revive the Maximum Marvel affair
and snooker the greedy spy into buying an airline ticket.

But the most serious obstacle to the Department of Justice option
was the Department of Justice. We had thus far failed to convince
the DOJ prosecutors that a trial of Clyde Conrad would be success-
ful. Certainly I believed it would be, as did Norman Runk, Gus Hath-
away, and most of our FBI colleagues. But the Department of Justice
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attorneys remained reluctant to sign up to any espionage prosecu-
tion that did not offer an airtight chance of a convicuon. Timidity
was their watchword.

To the investigators in the Foreign Counterintelhgence Activity
who had spent vears on the case and who knew best the magnitude
of Conrad’s treason, the preferred denouement was option three:
recall the traitorous sergeant to acuve duty and court-marual him.
As a military retiree, Sergeant First Class Conrad could be handed
orders reactivating him and then be immediately arrested. Justce
could then be administered by a court-martial convened by the com-
manding general of the 8th Infantry Division.

This course of action had considerable appeal. Conrad would face
justice from a court of his peers—the fellow soldiers whose lives he
had putat risk by betraving war plans to our Warsaw Pact adversaries.
The Uniform Code of Military Justice permitted the ultimate penalty
for Conrad’s sort of betraval, and putting Clvde back in uniform was
the only way that American authorities could legally arrest him in
Germany. As long as the retired noncommissioned othicer was a civil-
ian living on German soil, he was subject to German civil Taw, not
American.

Surely Clvde Conrad had planned it this wav. That's why he had
carcfully refrained from obtaining postretirement emplovment with
the U.S. Army and why he had avoided frequent rravel to the United
States. With no tes to the U.S. forces in Germany, the cagey ex-
sergeant knew that he was all but immune from arrest by American
authorities. The prospect of ringing the doorbell of Conrad’s Bosen-
heim house, handing the disloval retiree orders recalling him to ac-
tve duty, then standing aside while two military policemen arrested
him for espionage was a vision that had more than minimal appeal.

As the Tawvers in Washington focused on these options, FCA in-
vestigators in Wiesbaden pulled off vet another major success. Fhis

tme it happened in Vienna.



25: Miklos

On June 25, 1988, Clyde Conrad disembarked from an intercity train
in Vienna. Tucked in his jacket was a bundle of secret documents
provided by Danny Wilson and a copy of Espionage Operations Plan
001. As Clyde moved along the platform, Gator’s agents easily spot-
ted their target’s characteristic shock of white hair. True to his cau-
tious nature, the veteran spy moved directly into the crowded pedes-
trian shopping zone in the elegant Stadtzentrum. On the two earlier
occasions when FCA agents had attempted to tail the slippery agent
in Vienna, Conrad had shaken his pursuers by darting in and out of
stores and diving into crowded places. To Gator’s dismay, history re-
peated itself. The well-schooled spy detoured abruptly into a
crowded department store that had several exits and disappeared
into a sea of shoppers. Desperate agents covered the store’s exits in
a vain attempt to reconnect with their man.

Gator was furious but kept his wits about him. Over a small hand-
held radio, he flashed a codeword that directed all team members
to execute an emergency drill worked out to cope with just such a
contingency. A dozen agents flooded the target area and began a pre-
planned search pattern of the neighborhood. Gator was convinced
that Conrad and Miklos were meeting in a bar or restaurant, prob-
ably within a block or two of where Clyde had shaken his tail, because
the Hungarians were too cheap to invest in an expensive Vienna ho-
tel room for a short meeting.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity agents smothered the area
and systematically checked out every bar, beer cellar, and restaurant,
communicating with Gator by small radios as they canvassed each
search grid. Then, just at the point when the Gator was ready to slash
his wrists, the tactic paid off. In Vienna’s famous Gosser Beer Hall,
a basement beer cellar that seats hundreds of people, an alert agent
spotted Conrad hunkered in a booth with another man. After alert-
ing her teammates by radio, she moved boldly through the crowded
beer hall toward the booth.

205
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The beer cellar was jammed with several busloads of noisy tourists.
Across from Conrad sat a heavy-joweled, dark-haired man—Miklos,
atlast. Gator’s agent made several passes by the booth, her concealed
purse camera clicking away unheard amid the noisy diners. As she
passed the booth, Conrad and his Hungarian companion were en-
gaged in animated discussion. Clyde had laid some papers on the
table and was talking rapidly. Miklos seemed to be unreceptive to the
pitch and could be seen shaking his head.

Other agents arrived on the scene and settled in at nearby tables
to observe the two men. Clyde and Miklos sat at the table for almost
an hour. From the manner of their parting and the look on Conrad’s
face, the session did not appear to have been cordial. The two con-
spirators paid their bill and departed, escorted at a discreet distance
by Gator’s triumphant agents.

As Conrad strode briskly in the direction of the railroad station,
Miklos linked up with two men on the sidewalk. By now, Gator was
enjoying the drama. The three unsuspecting Hungarians were vir-
tually surrounded by FCA agents armed with still and video cameras.
Gator chuckled. Miklos’s two companions were his countersurveil-
lance team—men whose job it was to keep watch and warn their man
of any possible hostile surveillance. This was not their finest hour.
The three Hungarians ambled to a nearby park, where Miklos
passed around the documents that Conrad had given him for all to
inspect. After a few minutes in the park, the three men walked to a
small, Hungarian-tagged vehicle—a Soviet-made Lada—and drove
off in the direction of the Hungarian border. Foreign Counterin-

telligence Activity video cameras recorded the action.

The pictures taken in the Gosser Beer Hall came out perfectly.
The camera captured Conrad and the Hungarian in animated con-
versation, with papers spread out on the table in front of them. Other
shots showed the pair walking together on the streets of Vienna, and
Miklos with his two companions. Our CIA colleagues easily identi-
fied Miklos as Hungarian lieutenant colonel Andras Berenyi, a
known intelligence officer who had once served in the Hungarian
Trade Mission in Hamburg, West Germany.

This was the best possible news. Persistence and hard work had
paid off. The photos conclusively documented Conrad’s ties to a
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known Hungarian intelligence officer. In Wiesbaden and Washing-
ton, spirits soared. Surely this would satisfy our demanding Depart-
ment of Justice colleagues. The untimely leak to the New York Times
was forcing us to terminate the case, but we could now move from
a position of strength.

In late June 1988, a critical meeting of the Canasta Player steer-
ing group took place at the imposing Pennsylvania Avenue head-
quarters of the FBI. With ten years of effort hanging by the thinnest
of threads, at issue was the urgent need to close the investigation.
Army, CIA, and FBI agents sat around the conference table, joined
by a lone Department of Justice attorney. All agreed that it was time
to apprehend Clyde Conrad. The question that hung in the air was
how.

Pentagon staff lawyers had already researched the regulations and
delivered a disappointing assessment. Senior army legal officers ad-
vised against recalling Clyde Conrad to active duty and trying him by
court-martial. Even though the Uniform Code of Military Justice (mil-
itary law) permitted this to be done, the army had never attempted
it. As a result, there were no implementing policies or regulations on
the books under which a recall for the purposes of prosecution could
be carried out. Theoretically, this problem could be hastily cor-
rected—new policies could be established—but cautious military
lawyers were concerned that a smart defense attorney might be able
to find fault with the process and successfully challenge it, in which
case Clyde Conrad could go unpunished. [ understood the argument,
even though I didn’t like it, and would have voted to accept this risk
(had I been given a vote). On the other hand, the thought of Con-
rad beating the rap because of some procedural glitch was repugnant.
If military attorneys felt that the court-martial approach was unac-
ceptably risky, who was I to challenge their expertise?

Because of the Pentagon decision, when the Canasta Player steer-
ing group convened, it was clear that the Department of Justice was
the sole remaining avenue for prosecution of Clyde Conrad by the
U.S. government.

Throughout 1988, the Department of justice had played unre-
lenting hardball with army counterintelligence as agents stalked
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Clyde Conrad. The process was sometimes difficult, but Justice at-
torneys had provided valuable guidance and assisted us in keeping
the correct focus. We had heeded the DOJ advice, so that by the time
the watershed meeting convened, FCA agents in Wiesbaden had ac-
complished much of what Justice attorneys had demanded. Once we
recovered from the unlucky (but revealing) Maximum Marvel di-
gression, Norman and the Wiesbaden crew had faithfully moved the
investigation along the path recommended by the lawyers.

As the meeting’s attendees raided the FBI-provided coffee and
donuts and settled in at the large conference table, army, CIA, and
FBI attendees at the pivotal meeting were unanimous that it was time
for the Department of Justice to step up to the plate and prosecute
Conrad. All knew that the surveillance in Vienna had yielded ID-qual-
ity photography of Clyde Conrad as he met with Miklos, who had de-
parted the scene in a Hungarian-tagged car. Added to the vast quan-
tity of information obtained by Danny Wilson, we now possessed
compelling evidence of a conspiracy between Clvde Conrad and an
agent of a foreign power.

On the eve of the critical session, Norman Runk and I spoke on
the secure phone. Runk knew the stakes and fretted over the meet-
ing’s outcome. Put politely, Norman lacked full confidence that De-
partment of Justice lawyers would be supportive of our efforts. More
bluntly, the Wiesbaden team chief was openly cynical and predicted
that the “DOJ bureaucrats” would fail to do their duty.

I reassured the worried agent. When the chips were down, the De-
partment of Justice would surely not miss the opportunity to prose-
cute a spy of Conrad’s notoriety. Intuitively, I knew that the case,
when it broke, would expose the Szabo-Conrad ring as one of the
most damaging in the history of the Cold War. The Department of
Justice would get on board. And when they did, we would have to
deliver Clyde Conrad into their arms.

The meeting commenced with a round of mutual hand-wringing
about the New York Timesleak. All agencies—army, FBI, CIA, and De-
partment of Justice—were dismayed at the thought that someone
would talk to the media about such a sensitive investigation. Having
said this, we all surely had the same thought: Was the leaker among
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the fourteen or so persons sitting around the long conference table?
Which agency harbored someone capable of such a leak, and what
was the leaker’s agenda? Who at our meeting might have a vested
interest in spiking the investigation?

After providing a shortupdate on the Vienna success, I tabled the
$64,000 question: In view of the progress made by the FCA Wies-
baden team and the imminent danger of a media story that could
propel Conrad on his escape route to Budapest, would the Depart-
ment of Justice prosecute Conrad if we could somehow manipulate
the greedy spy to travel to the United States? All eyes shifted and fo-
cused on the Justice representative.

The Department of Justice attorney responded with an artful dis-
play of circumlocution. Prosecution of Conrad was possible, he
opined, but only under certain conditions. The army’s Foreign
Counterintelligence Activity had done a truly magnificent job in
identfying and stalking Clyde Conrad. However, he added, there
were some “uncomfortable dimensions” of the case that worried the
Justice Department. Chief among them were the CIA’s involvement
in the investigation and the army’s introduction of the Maximum
Marvel document into the case.

The discussion that followed this announcement was of the sort
usually described in official Washington as a “frank exchange of
views.” After several minutes of polarized debate that solved noth-
ing, I repeated my question. What we needed was a commitment
from the Department of Justice attorney. Would DOJ prosecute Con-
rad or not?

The answer was yes and no. Simply stated, the DOJ attorney ex-
plained, the Department of Justice desired assurances that the CIA
would be willing to testify in court concerning all aspects of its in-
volvementin the investigation. Experience had taught the Justice at-
torneys that the CIA was normally unenthusiastic about sanctioning
the appearance of its personnel in a courtroom.

There was a history to the Department of Justice’s demands for a
formal CIA commitment to cooperate in the prosecution. In an in-
famous 1986 case, the Department of Justice had prosecuted Richard
Craig Smith, a former army civilian, for espionage on behalf of the
KGB. In 1984, a cash-strapped Smith had disclosed the identities of
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several army double agents to the Soviets in Tokyo. Smith, who had
worked as a case officer in FCA before resigning, was arrested and
charged with espionage. No fool, he ultimately resorted to the time-
honored defense that he was actually working for the CIA. Privately,
CIA officials scoffed at Smith’s contention. Nonetheless, the issue
had to be confronted directly by the government in the courtroom,
which required the testimony of someone from the agency. This led
to what Department of Justice prosecutors regarded as an unre-
sponsive attutude on the part of the CIA as federal prosecutors and
Smith’s defense team sparred over how much sensitive information
might be released in the courtroom. Eventually, a retired CIA ofti-
cer appeared on the stand to testify that the agency had never heard
of the two CIA agents for whom Smith claimed he was working when
he passed information to the KGB. Unfortunately, as the FBI's prin-
cipal case agent recalls, the CIA witness “came across as an absolute
weasel to the Judge and the jury. He just seemed like he was with-
holding information and not telling the truth, so that the trial con-
verted almostinstantly to a trial of the CIA rather than a trial of Craig
Smith.”

Smith was acquitted, leaving a legacy of hurt feelings and resent-
ment. It was the only time in the history of the Justice Department
that the government had lost an espionage prosecution, a humili-
ating legal debacle at the vortex of which had been FCA (Smith be-
ing a former FCA agent) and the CIA. After his release, Smith rubbed
salt in the Justice Department’s wounded ego by boasting during a
nationally broadcast television interview that he was the only person
ever to be tried for espionage in a U.S. courtroom and acquitted.

Still smarting from the ill-fated Smith prosecution, the Depart-
ment of Justice sought assurances that any prosecution of Clyde Con-
rad would be a 100 percent team effort by the government, the CIA
included.

But on this occasion, the CIA would not blink. Gus Hathaway was
adamant that Conrad face prosecution in a U.S. court. If required,
the agency representative stated, Hathaway would personally appear
in court and testify about the CIA role in the unmasking of Conrad,
no holds barred. Such testimony could be accomplished under the
umbrella of the Classified Information Protection Act, which pro-
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vided for closed court sessions and the granting of limited security
clearances to defense attorneys when sensitive national security is-
sues were likely to surface. Having given birth to the Canasta Player
investigation in 1978 (and having lost no small sum of money to Con-
rad during the David scam), the CIA would not abandon its com-
mitment to put Conrad in jail.

This left us with one outstanding issue: the Departument of Justice’s
discomfort with the Maximum Marvel issue. The Justice attorney de-
manded firm assurances that the Pentagon would cooperate fully
and permit testimony about the projectin the event that it surfaced
during Conrad’s trial.

The Pentagon position was that the project should be kept out of
the courtroom by the prosecution, to which the Justice Department
representatve shook his head vigorously. “The government can
avoid mention of Maximum Marvel during the prosecution’s pre-
sentation,” he pointed out, “but when Conrad’s defense attorney
learns of the project under discovery rules, we cannot prevent him
from asking about it. Like it or not, Maximum Marvel has been in
this case since the day Colonel Herrington's people introduced that
document.”

It was the Justice Department’s secret weapon to fend off the un-
wanted prosecution. And my organization had provided it by using
the Maximum Marvel message. At the time, we were focused on the
need to manipulate Conrad into contacting Miklos—at the urging
of the Deparunent of Justice. The one-page message seemed like a
good idea. In hindsight, the choice of document had been unwise.
Had we explained the Maximum Marvel strategy during a steering
group mecung before its execution, the lawyers would have un-
doubtedly seen the trap and saved us from falling into it. Still, one
had to believe that the Deparunent of Justice was overreacting to the
problem. If, in a trial, the innocuous message had to be introduced,
so be it After all, the Maximum Marvel people had not had a prob-
lem with it being passed to Budapest or Moscow, so what was wrong
with its being introduced in a courtroom but limiting discussion of
the project’s details?

This approach was unacceptable to our DOJ parters. Introduc-
ing the cryptic message, they insisted, would open the door to ques-
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tions concerning the details of the project. No amount of argument
could dissuade them from this view, and the Pentagon was unwill-
ing to permit exposure of the project’s details in a courtroom, even
a closed courtroom. Faced with this dilemma, the Department of Jus-
tice attorney announced that his department would not agree to
prosecute Conrad. I can still recall his words: “You can’t expect us
to go out on the football field to play, but not let us have the foot-
ball. If we agree to prosecute, nothing can be held back.” Justice was
msisting on overtrying the case, just as FBI agent Tom Reilly had pre-
dicted.

This was a bitter pill to swallow in light of the hard work and sac-
rifice that FCA agents had expended in the pursuit of Conrad, not
to mention the more than $500,000 we had spent on the case in the
first six months of 1988.

Frustrated and angry, I posed a question: “Are you telling me that
in spite of everything we have collected about Conrad’s activities—
his recruitment of Danny Wilson, the Switzerland trip, the acquisi-
tion of the espionage operations plan, and the photographs of the
recent Vienna meeting—if Clyde Lee Conrad showed up at JFK Air-
port tomorrow, the Department of Justice would not authorize his
arrest?”

The eyes of all present turned to the hapless Justice attorney, who
replied simply, “That’s what I'm saying.”

Incensed, I fired back, “Is this your personal view, or is it the po-
sition of the attorney general?”

“This 1s our department’s view, not mine,” the attorney replied.

The meeting concluded on this acrimonious note. We were now
at an impasse. It was clear to everyone present that the Department
of Justice position was based on the cautious judicial philosophy that
it prosecutes only when it has a 100 percent chance of a conviction.
Arguments that the case against Conrad was strong and likely to get
stronger once he and the Kercsiks were arrested and their houses
searched fell on deaf cars. Neither did we encounter sympathy
when we attempted to convince Department of Justice representa-
tives that, philosophically, the government should prosecute when
it was convinced of the defendant’s guilt and when it appeared that
a competent prosecutor could marshal significant evidence to ob-
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tain a conviction. Sometimes prosecution was the right thing to do,
even if the case was not 100 percent airught.

Foreign Counterintelligence Activity investigators had amassed a
mountain of exhibits that could be introduced as evidence. A search
of Conrad’s Bosenheim home would doubtless lead to the seizure
of his computer, likely to contain compromising materials, not to
mention his Casio pocket organizer, which Danny Wilson had re-
ported was crammed with other incriminating information. Fur-
thermore, Wilson himself could take the stand and testify about his
recruitment by Conrad and their meetings with the Kercsik broth-
ers. And if the Kercsiks were arrested in Sweden, they would likely
confess and implicate Conrad. With the exception of the Depart-
ment of Justice attorneys, those familiar with the case were convinced
that the army had amassed overwhelming information pointing to
Clyde Conrad’s guilt.

But the Justice Department’s attorneys held their ground. In their
view, the Department of Justice had not refused to prosecute Con-
rad; the departiment had merely levied two reasonable conditions on
the matter, one of which was unacceptable to the Pentagon. In the
annals of the Justice Department’s history, it would be written that
the army had tainted the case and derailed the chances for prose-
cution of Conrad by introducing a sensitive program that could not
be permitted to see the light of day in a courtroom.

Those of us who were close to the case felt that we knew what was
going on. It was the ghost of the Richard Craig Smith humiliation
raising its head and reminding our Justice colleagues that American
Jjuries could be capricious. True, the case was not as neatly wrapped
as any of us would have liked, but it was strong and likely to get
stronger. We believed that the American people would never un-
derstand it if a spy such as Conrad were permitted to get away with
his treachery. Our Department of Justice counterparts were not con-
cerned with such matters. They had found a way out of what they as-
sessed as a potentially messy case, and they took it. As I later told a
bitterly disappointed Norman Runk, that was how the game was
played inside the Beltway.



26: The Rescue: The Germans Weigh In

The opposition in FCA to asking our German allies to roll up Clyde
Conrad and his confederates was visceral. No one lacked respect for
the German security organs, which could perform with great skill
when challenged. But the principal targets of the investigation were
two retired American soldiers who appeared to rank among the most
damaging traitors in our nation’s history. Clyde Conrad and Zoltan
Szabo should be held accountable for their treason by the Ameri-
can criminal justice system.

Yet it was also true that Conrad’s and Szabo’s espionage had un-
dermined Bonn’s security as much as, if not more than, that of Wash-
ington. After all, West Germany, not Pennsylvania, would be the bat-
tlefield in the event of war in Central Europe. Too, among the
thousands of betrayed secrets were both German and NATO war
plans. Nor could we notignore cryptic statements made by Conrad
to Danny Wilson that strongly suggested the recruitment of at least
one member of the West German army by the ring.

We also opposed taking the case to the Germans for technical rea-
sons. The first was security. The same security concerns that had
caused us to pursue the investigation behind the backs of our Ger-
man allies told us that it would be dangerous to bring Bonn into the
case before Conrad was safely behind bars. Having said this, it
seemed presumptuous, if not outright hypocritical, for us to pontf-
icate to the Germans about security. After all, had not the New York
Times penetrated ours?

A more serious problem was the discouraging track record of the
West German government in meting out punishment for espionage.
In the most celebrated and damaging case of espionage against the
Germans, Chancellor Willy Brandt’s personal assistant, Gunter Guil-
laume, had received a fourteen-year sentence for passing secrets
from the pinnacle of the Bonn government to East Berlin. No one
was confident that the West German justice system would be able to
satisfactorily sentence a traitor whose acts had put NATO forces at
risk of a quick defeat in the event of war in Central Europe.

214
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But all of these considerations were moot. Our investigation
had exposed a spy ring that had delivered NATO's war plans to the
communists for sixteen vears. The American press was poised (o
break the story, and we couldn’t find anyone on our side of the At-
lantic Ocean willing to arrest Conrad and take the case to court.
In truth, we had no choice but to package up our case file and ex-
portit to our German allies, however disappointing this might be.
A ten-year sentence would be heavy by German standards, but at
least we would stop the hemorrhage of secrets and have the
satisfaction of seeing Conrad where he belonged—behind bars.
Within days of the frustrating meeting in FBI headquarters, my
army superiors instructed me to approach the West German gov-
ernment and request its assistance in wrapping up the decade-long
investigation.

As the bureaucratic infighting played itself out in Washington,
Norman Runk’s Wiesbaden team pressed its pursuit of Conrad. As
usual, at the center of the action was Controlled Source 170, MSgt.
Danny Wilson.

Within a week of Conrad’s return from Vienna, Wilson contacted
Gary Pepper and signaled the need for a meeting. As expected, Clyde
the Glide had contacted him to report on the Vienna trip. The FCA
double agent was bursting with news.

Wilson reported that Clyde had triumphantly declared the Vienna
trip to be an unqualified success. His meeting with Miklos, Clyde en-
thused, had been a positive three-hour session, during which the
Hungarian case officer had praised Conrad’s vision of a high-tech
espionage ring. The grand design was on track. In fact, Conrad
boasted, Miklos was so upbeat about the envisioned enterprise that
he had given the green light for a Budapest trip, during which Con-
rad could sell his concept to the Center. In three weeks, Clyde said
with a grin, he would be in Budapest, where he confidently predicted
he would obtain final approval of his plan. (Norman noted that Con-
rad’s description of the Vienna meeting and that of Gator’s surveil-
lance people differed. The meeting had actually been much shorter,
and clearly contentious. In character, Clyde was imparting a positive
spin to impress his protégé.)

Finally, Wilson told Gary almost matter-of-factly that he had been
able to determine Conrad’s travel plans. After his normal quota of
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German beer, the spy had confided that he would drive to Budapest
on July 17.

This was welcome news. If Conrad was Budapest bound in the sil-
ver Audi, Gator’s team would have the opportunity to photograph
the veteran spy as he drove across the Austro-Hungarian border.

The news that Clyde Conrad was on the verge of a pilgrimage to
the Center in Budapest also had a downside. The problem was the
New York Times. It Clyde was savoring gypsy violin music over a bowl
of goulash and a glass of Tokay wine in a Budapest restaurant when
the Times broke the story, the case was finished.

In late June 1988, I boarded a Pan Am 747 for Germany clutch-
ing a tubular case containing a map of Europe, around which ap-
peared a cluster of attention-getting surveillance photos docu-
menting the conspiracy of Clyde Conrad and Zoltan Szabo. Arrows
led from the photographs to the cities in Germany and Austria where
Conrad and his coconspirators had carried out their espionage ac-
uvities. The highly classified chart was a road map that graphically
depicted the history of the complex case. It was notan item that one
would want to lose in an airport.

The army leadership had concurred with Gus Hathaway’s sug-
gestion that we approach Dr. Peter Frisch, the vice president of the
West German counterintelligence service (the BfV). Frisch was a re-
spected and popular professional with whom Hathaway enjoyed a
warm relationship. The entree would be arranged by CIA Station,
Bonn. Dr. Frisch would be invited to the U.S. embassy for a tour of
the facilities, during which he would be diverted into my presence.
My job was to unveil the chart and make a formal request for Ger-
man assistance.

Considerable thought went into the plan for the important meet-
ig. My appeal would require an up-front admission to Dr. Frisch that
we had been conducting the Canasta Player investigation on German
soil for years. Then would follow a summary of the case and a request
for Bonn’s assistance in the final phases of the sensitive investigation.
This latter point was critical. If we merely tried to drop the case in
the Germans’ lap and ask them to arrest and prosecute Conrad, they
would have no sense of participation in the investigation. If, on the
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other hand, we requested that Frisch and his agents join us as part-
ners in the final phase of the case, after which they would arrest Con-
rad, we could better establish the basis for the teamwork and coop-
eration essental for success.

On the eve of my departure, controversy was rampant in Wash-
ington over the decision to ask the Germans to bail us out. Some,
myself among them, were haunted by visions of a communist mole
in Bonn hustling off to East Berlin and blowing the entre invesu-
gation within days of the approach to Dr. Frisch.

Others cautioned that the messenger who carried the case to
Bonn would be walking into a political buzz saw; the Germans would
be upset that we had conducted the invesugation behind their backs
and would refuse to buy into a case as complex, risky, and potenually
explosive as Canasta Plaver. We were, after all, telling the Germans
that we had not trusted them with the case for vears and then, in the
next breath, asking them to tackle the landmark investigation as it
entered its most delicate stage. In addition to stalking and eventu-
ally arresuing Conrad, they would clearly be required to coordinate
with the Swedes to effect simultancous arrests of the Kercsik broth-
ers, and also with the Austnans if it appeared feasible to score a clean
sweep by apprehending Zoltan Szabo. It was a substanual under-
taking, all of which would have to be accomplished quickly to min-
imize the dangers of a compromise at the hands of an East German
penetration agent. Assuming that Conrad’s arrest was successfully or-
chestrated, the Bonn government would then face a costly and com-
plex prosecution.

Airborne over the Adantic, I silently rehearsed the planned ap-
proach and fretted over its possible outcome. If a German colonel
were to approach the FBI in Washington, confess that he and his
agents had secretly run an espionage investigation for years in the
United States, and solicit assistance in wrapping up the case—assis-
tance that would require coordinated arrests in Washington, Ottawa,
and Mexico City, followed by a complex and costly prosecution in a
U.S. court—how would the Department of Justice and our FBI
friends respond?

Then there were the stakes to consider. Failure to obtain Dr.
Frisch’s pledge of assistance, above all with respect to a prosecution



218 TRAITORS AMONG US

of Conrad, would leave us stranded with a spy on our hands whom
no one wanted to arrest. Conrad could not be permitted to walk, I
knew, but this was a real possibility if we could not sell the case to
someone willing to prosecute. No question about it: Frisch had to
be persuaded or Norman Runk and his agents would never forgive
me. He and the Wiesbaden team had delivered everything that was
asked of them. My job was to find a home for their case.

On June 29, 1988, we executed the overture to the Germans. As
Dr. Frisch and his small entourage toured the Bonn embassy’s facil-
ities, the senior German official was temporarily split off from the
group and ushered into my presence in a CIA office behind a vault
door. The Canasta Player chart was prominently displayed on an
easel. Bill Lieser, the CIA’s deputy station chief and a major supporter
of our investigation, introduced me and Norman, explaining that I
was an army intelligence officer and friend of Gus Hathaway’s who
had just flown in from Washington.

For perhaps twenty minutes, I described the investigation, em-
phasizing that the case was the longest running, most sensitive, most
compartmented army counterintelligence investigation since World
War II. Using the eye-catching chart, I traced the origins and activ-
ities of the Szabo-Conrad ring, emphasizing its years of betrayal of
NATO, German, and American secrets. Apologetically referring to
the fact that we had run the case without consulting German coun-
terintelligence authorities, I explained the New York Times problem.
If the Times broke its story and Conrad attempted to flee to Austria
or Hungary, we hoped for German assistance in the form of an ad-
visory to all border posts to apprehend the retired sergeant on sight.

Dr. Frisch listened patiently without interrupting. I continued.
Could the Germans assist in the surveillance of Conrad during the
final phase of the investigation? Our own surveillance efforts had
been under way since February, and every day brought renewed fear
of a mistake by exhausted American agents that mightalert Conrad.
It would thus be helpful if the Germans could tap Conrad’s tele-
phone under their G-10 law. A timely telephone tap would provide
another valuable window into our target’s activities and state of mind.
By listening to Conrad’s phone conversations, we would acquire tip-
offs that would make surveillance operations easier and less risky.
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Finally, I admitted to Dr. Frisch that Conrad’s full-time residence
in Bosenheim and the cautious spy’s deliberate avoidance of civilian
employment with the U.S. Army posed a jurisdictional problem that
rendered it all but impossible for us to arrest and prosecute him.
Army attorneys continued to struggle with legal issues associated with
recall to active duty and court-martial, I added, but we were not op-
timistic that a solution could be found. In such a case, it was likely
that we would ask the German government to arrest and prosecute
Conrad to the maximum extent permitted by law. Then I held my
breath.

Frisch turned his gaze from the chart to me and spoke.

“*Have vou controlled his telephone?”

I shook myv head. “No, sir. That’s one of the reasons we badly need
vour assistance during the final phase of the investigation.”

The senior German official expressed a measure of astonishment
that we had been able to shadow Conrad for so many months and
amass such a revealing collection of surveillance photographs dur-
ing the man’s operational meetings in Austria. Unspoken was the no-
tion that if Conrad was such a top spy, how could we have laid bare
his activities so completely?

The money question also disturbed Dr. Frisch. In his experience,
it was unheard of for a spy to earn the amounts of money we attrib-
uted to Clyde Conrad. (I had used the figure of a $50,000 payment
for a single document in the presentation.)

Frisch had another question. “Colonel, how long do you envision
this final phase of the investigation to last?”

“That depends, sir,” I responded. “Conrad intends to travel to Bu-
dapest in July, so we would need to confer on whether or not itis a
good idea to permit this trip in view of the danger of a press story.
But in no case do we envision the phase to last longer than ninety
days.”

Dr. Frisch shook his head slowly. “We would see this phase as go-
ing no longer than thirty days. As you know, we have our own prob-
lems with security. Because of this, we cannot put Conrad’s name on
awatch list to prevent him from crossing the border. Our experience
with such lists has not been good. Often they are passed to our
friends in East Berlin within twenty-four hours.”
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Another matter troubled Dr. Frisch. “You understand that our laws
are not the same as yours when it comes to espionage. If you really
want this Conrad to be punished severely, our courts are likely to dis-
appoint you. You would be better off arresting him yourself.”

This was an awkward moment. Dr. Frisch was preaching to the
choir, but there was no reason to dwell on the near bloodletting in

‘ashington over the prosecution decision. Yet it was important to
be honest. I explained that military and civilian attorneys in Wash-
ington had wrestled with the issue for weeks without a satisfactory
solution. Faced with the urgent need to wrap up the case, we were
prepared to accept whatever punishment the German courts might
mete out, the major objective being to put an immediate stop to Con-
rad’s treason.

The German nodded his understanding. Silently grateful that we
had begun to discuss the modalities of cooperation, I explained that
my investigative team was operating under cover in Wiesbaden. Herr
Runk was the agentin charge, and he was under instructions to open
the books of the case to our new German partners. As for the tim-
ing of Conrad’s takedown, that was a matter for the Germans to de-
termine.

Dr. Frisch glanced at his watch and rose to depart. “We will gladly
assistyou,” he announced, “although vou have done an amazing job
without us up to this point. But I wish you to please give this same
briefing to the two colleagues who accompanied me today, if you
could. The case will fall into their area of responsibility.”

That was it. Canasta Player was now a joint investigation. The
doom and gloom predictions of an angry German backlash had not
been borne out. From this point on, Norman Runk and his team
would work with the German security organs and prosecutors to cre-
ate the conditions for Conrad’s arrest and prosecution.

Timing was now the key. Runk and his agents would have to ex-
plain the complex case to our new partners and convince them that
it was a winner. All of this had to be accomplished within days if an
arrest were to occur within a month. The meaning of Dr. Frisch’s can-
did admission that “we have our own problems with security” was ev-
ident. Our German parmers had just signed on and were already
worried that a leak to East Berlin could derail the investigation.



The Clyde Conrad Investigation 221

e o ¢

Dr. Peter Frisch's goal to arrest Clyde Conrad within thirty days
proved unattainable. The investigation was simply too complex to
hand off that quickly to the German authorities. Ultimately, almost
two months would race past before our German partners were ready
to deliver the coup de grace to Zoltan Szabo’s espionage ring. A for-
midable amount of coordination had to be accomplished to lay the
foundation for the arrests, most of it consisting of detailed expla-
nations of every dimension of the case to our willing but incredu-
lous new partners.

Point man for the U.S. government was Norman Runk. Working
initally with German investigators of the BfV, the dedicated agent
and his team had a major job on their hands merely to convince their
German counterparts that the case was real. Whereas Dr. Frisch had
been cordial and accommodating, Bf V senior investigators Dirk Do-
errenberg and Werner Goll were professional, demanding, and jus-
tifiably skeptical.

To satisfy the Bf V's demands for information, Runk leaned heav-
ily on the institutional memories of Dave Guethlein and Gary Pep-
per. While Pepper devoted himself full-time to Danny Wilson, Runk
and Guethlein ran the wheels off their rental cars in repeated pil-
grimages to the Bf'V’s Cologne headquarters. There they faithfully
attended meetings, provided documents, explained evidence, de-
livered briefings, and responded to a seemingly unending host of
questions from skeptical German investigators. It was almost surreal.
These were people whom a week earlier we had not trusted with the
sensitive case. Now Runk and his team were engaged in a nonstop
sell-a-thon, struggling to convince Dr. Frisch’s investigators that
Clyde Lee Conrad was perhaps the worst NATO spy in the history of
the Cold War.

The Bf V's no-nonsense agents challenged everything. The major
problem seemed to be an inability to suspend disbelief. No spy in
their experience had ever earned the kind of money Conrad had
boasted of to Danny Wilson. Furthermore, if Conrad was the most
dangerous and successful spy since World War I, how could he have
been so foolish and fallen into every trap that FCA laid for him? The
amiable Norman kept his cool and patiently trotted out the many
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exhibits we had collected that supported the admittedly bizarre story
of Conrad’s thirteen-year career as an East Bloc spy.

Much later, as German and American investigators bonded into
a team, our German partners would confide in Norman that when
Dr. Frisch agreed to take on the sensitive case, his subordinates were
convinced that the Americans had fouled up a big case and were
dumping it on the luckless Germans, who would, of course, take the
blame in the event of failure.

Once the German professionals realized that the Americans had
hooked into something real, and Runk’s team showed its willingness
to support the investigation without compromise, relationships be-
tween American and BfV investigators improved. The more Dr.
Frisch’s people learned about the case, the more astounded they
were that FCA agents had managed to maneuver so closely to Con-
rad and expose so much of his secret life. When Norman revealed
that the Gator and his people had been tailing Conrad almost
twenty-four hours a day for several months, our German colleagues
were incredulous. “We would have never attempted such a thing,”
one admitted. The fact that Danny Wilson had managed to obtain
a copy of Conrad’s espionage opus was regarded by the Germans as
nothing short of miraculous.

As FCA agents in Wiesbaden revealed the various layers of the
complex case, they gradually won over even the most skeptical of Dr.
Frisch’s no-nonsense investigators. The case was solid, our BfV col-
leagues advised, so much so that it was time to bring in officers of
the Bundeskriminalamt, the Federal Criminal Office (known as the
BKA). In the German system, the BKA had the responsibility for con-
ducting investigations that were headed for executive Massnahmen,
or executive measures, defined as arrest leading to prosecution.
Once the name of the suspect was revealed to the BKA, the count-
down to arrest would commence.

Now Runk and his team had two sets of German partners: the Bf'V,
which had some continuing investigative jurisdiction, and a phalanx
of BKA agents from Section ST-13, led by Herr Manfred Rutkowski.
When conditions were ripe, Rutkowski and his men would be re-
sponsible for the actual arrest of Conrad and the resulting follow-
on investigation. Once again, Runk and Gary Pepper were subjected
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to a thorough grilling about the complex case, this ime at the hands
of BKA investigators Holger Klein and Peter Debus. In one memo-
rable phone conversation at the end of a solid week of shopping his
case to a brace of dubious German counterspies, a deeply frustrated
Norman called me at Fort Meade and wailed, “Boss, they don’t be-
lieve us.”

Along with the BKA investigators came yet another group of help-
ful Germans, a team of methodical attorneys from the Federal Pros-
ecutor’s Office in Karlsruhe, the Generalbundesanwalt (GBA). The
GBA prosecutors were the counterparts of our Department of Jus-
tice. As the cast of Teutonic characters swelled to Wagnerian pro-
portions, Norman found himself at the center of a maelstrom of fu-
rious activity by all three German agencies. Each agency, the
overburdened agent soon learned, required convincing anew that
the Canasta Player investigation was to be taken seriously, and each
agency had its own demands for information.

Dr. Frisch’s Bf V agents pursued certain investigative measures—
physical surveillance, obtaining a tap of Conrad’s phone, and es-
tablishing contact with the Swedish Intelligence Service. At the
same time, Manfred Rutkowski’s BKA investigators played frantic
catch-up ball to master within days the facts of a case that had taken
us more than a decade to develop. At the same time, attorneys from
the GBA posed a battery of penetrating questions to determine if
there was anything about our investigation that might be a show-
stopper to a prosecution of Conrad under Article 99—Spionage—of
the German Constitution.

Much of the FCA case hinged upon the reporting of Danny Wil-
son. Not surprisingly, our new German partners were anxious to
meet Controlled Source 170 and conduct their own assessment of
the man who would one day be their star witness. Norman Runk
rented a suite in the Graf Zeppelin Hotel, across from the Stuttgart
main railroad station, where Wilson patiently submitted to a long
grilling by the still-skeptical Germans. Emerging from these sessions,
the senior German prosecutor (Oberstaatsanwalt), Volkhard Wache,
shook his head in amazement and pronounced Gary Pepper’s source
totally glaubwurdig (credible). Norman and his team were carrying
the day in the difficult handoff to the Germans.
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The resources and effort that the Germans mobilized, and the
speed with which they swung into high gear, were nothing short of
astonishing. Within a few weeks of the delicate overture to Dr.
Frisch, our new partners had mastered the facts of the complicated
case and begun to formulate a plan of action.

On the German side, as skepticism gave way to admiration, the
verdict was unanimous. The case against Clyde Conrad was solid, al-
beit complex. It would take many months to prepare for prosecu-
tion, but GBA prosecutors and investigators of both German agen-
cies concluded that their American colleagues had pulled off a truly
astounding piece of investigative wizardry. Unlike our Department
of Justice attorneys, German prosecutors saw no problem with the
Maximum Marvel document. Like American law, their law con-
tained procedures to protect classified information in a court of law.
These procedures would be followed, German prosecutors assured
us. The magnitude of Conrad’s treason cried out for prosecution,
they ruled. To permit hypothetical actions by Conrad’s hypothetical
defense attorney to spook German prosecutors from applying the
full force of the law was unthinkable.

The many audiotapes that Danny Wilson had bravely made of his
meetings with Conrad were a problem. Tapes of concealed moni-
toring were inadmissable under German law. The GBA prosecutors
were wary. Conrad’s defense attorney could be expected to raise this
issue. But when Gary Pepper explained that he had written reports
of all Wilson’s contacts with Clyde Conrad based upon Wilson’s de-
scriptions rather than on the difficult-to-decipher tapes, Herr Wache
and his team relaxed. If nothing from the tapes had found its way
into Pepper’s reports, then the illegal tapes were a nonproblem.

During the month of July, Manfred Rutkowski’s BKA investigators
assumed the lead role for the Germans. A camaraderie between Nor-
man Runk’s team and the congenial BKA agents soon developed, on
and off duty. More than a few steins of beer were raised in the name
of the defense of democracy and German American friendship. Bob
Bell and I agreed that this was positive but lamented our luck. While
we sat at Fort Meade working the Washington end of the case, Nor-
man and his team were having all the fun.

Each day brought fresh reminders of what a wise choice it had
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been to pull the good-natured Runk from his duties in Munich. In
just four months, he had trned the investigation around. When
Norman was told that something needed to be done, the task was
efficiently accomplished. The Gator and his stalwart surveillance
folks were blindly loval to Runk, and now the high-spirited and ami-
able agent had won over the Germans. Years later, our German part-
ners would sull fondly recall Norman’s cheerful response to their
myriad, rapid-fire requests for support. “No problem,” Norman
would sing out and then do whatever was required to fulfill the Ger-
man request. Manfred Rutkowski’s BKA investigators were im-
pressed. They had worked with Americans in the past, but not Amer-
icans like this crew.

Several important issues had to be dealt with to prepare the way
for Conrad’s arrest. These included a plan for coordinated arrests
of the Kercsik brothers, a plan for the arrest of Zoltan Szabo, and
the particularly delicate question of how to cope with Clyde Conrad’s
upcoming mission to Budapest.

Coordinating with the Swedes should have been a routine task.
As often happens in the counterintelligence business, simple things
can become complex. With the countdown to Conrad’s arrest un-
der way, the Germans planned a trip to Stockholm to coordinate the
simultaneous arrests of the Kercsik brothers in Goteborg and Con-
rad in Bosenheim. More than a year earlier, FCA agent Al Puromaki
had discreetly visited the Swedes after the Kercsik brothers surfaced
in the FCA investigation. Officers of SAPO, the security element of
the Swedish National Police, had been told only that we had a ma-
Jor case under way and that tip-offs on the Kercsiks’ planned travels
to Germany would be helpful. The neutral Swedes had cooperated
but asked us not to reveal their role. Thus, when we took the case to
Dr. Frisch, we respected the Swedish request, telling the Germans
that the case was so sensitive that we had told no one about it. Now,
as the Bf'V laid plans for their trip to Stockholm, we alerted our col-
leagues in Sweden of the impending German overture and reassured
them that we had respected their desires and not revealed their as-
sistance to the Germans. For obvious reasons, the Swedes should act
surprised when the Germans briefed them on the sensitive case.
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Initially, alt went well. The BfV’'s Werner Goll traveled to Stock-
holm and explained the case to the Swedes. The two services agreed
to roll up Conrad and the Kercsiks on the same day. Stockholm and
Bonn would share whatever they learned from their prisoners and
from searches of their homes. But before Goll departed, one of the
Swedes let the cat out of the bag. Perhaps it was over aquavit or
beer—we never learned—but one Swedish officer misspoke and
mentioned Al Puromaki’s name. Dr. Frisch’s man knew immediately
what had happened. By the ume BfV agent Goll returned to Ger-
many, we had received a warning about the miscue in Sweden. Nor-
man soon reported thata perceptible coolness had descended over
his Bf V colleagues, who were understandably miffed at what they saw
as our lack of candor. Later, Werner Goll made his point politely to
me. There must be genuine trust and openness between partners,
he urged. Goll was on the mark, but we had found ourselves in a box.
The Swedes had asked us not to reveal their complicity, and we had
agreed. If the Germans had asked us for asimilar consideration, they
would certainly expect us to respect their request. The issue had
nothing to do with trusting the Swedes more than the Germans. Goll
was a gentleman about the matter, but all of us regretted that the
BfV had reason to doubt our sincerity, particularly because we had
developed great admiration for their investgative acumen.

Laving legal hands on Zoltan Szabo was a trickier planning chal-
lenge. Shrewdly ensconced in neutral Austria in the shadow of the
Hunganan border, Szabo was a tough target.

Pentagon international lawvers researched Article 256 of the Aus-
trian Criminal Code and advised that espionage was not against the
law in Austria unless the spy was collecting information about Aus-
tria. To the best of our knowledge, Szabo had used Austria as a base
of operatons, but his spving had focused exclusively on the NATO
target. There was not a big market on the other side of the Iron Cur-
tain for mformation about demilitarized and neutral Austna. It was
thus not at all clear what we could ask the Austrians to do about
Szabo were we ot a mind to approach them, which we were not.

The Germans expressed admiration for the abilites of the Aus-
trian Staatschutz but shared our doubts about the wisdom of ap-
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proaching Vienna, however desirable a clean sweep seemed. Once
again, the issue was sccurity. Just as we had been reticent to approach
the Bonn government with our case, we were uncomfortable about
taking the sensitive case to Vienna, the former glittering capital of
the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

Continuing close tes existed between communist Hungary and
neutral Austria. If we confided in the Austrians and a well-placed
Hungarian agent learned of our plans, Conrad and Szabo would be
alerted. This fact, together with our belief that Szabo had commit-
ted no offense in Austria, caused us to conclude that any effort to
orchestrate the arrest of Zoltan Szabo by the Austrians at the same
time the Germans grabbed Clyde Conrad was too risky.

As a compromise measure, we prepared a Szabo dossier that con-
tained a summary of all available information concerning Szabo’s ac-
tivities, with emphasis on his use of Austria as a base for Hungarian
intelligence operations. As soon as Conrad was safely behind bars, 1
would travel to Vienna and deliver this information to the Austrian
Security Service. Perhaps they could move against Szabo. Like other
judgments we made during this case, caution was the ever-present
watchword.

Clyde Conrad’s impending mission to Budapest was the sole re-
maining issue that we and our German partners had to address prior
to his arrest. The American side of the partnership was under-
standably nervous about the planned trip because of the New York
Times angle. For our part, prudence argued that Conrad should be
taken down before his Budapest travel.

But Manfred Rutkowski and his investigators held a contrary
view. Conrad must be permitted to go to Budapest. The Karlsruhe-
based prosecutors of the GBA concurred. A Budapest trip was worth
the risk. Photographs of Conrad’s Audi as it crossed into communist
Hungary were highly desirable, our German partners explained, and
any information about the trip that he might share with Danny Wil-
son upon his return would enhance the prosecution’s case.

The Germans proposed to permit Conrad to travel to Budapest
and arrest him shortly after his return. As for the surveillance effort
required to document the actual border crossing, Bonn’s agents
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would not violate Austrian neutrality. Norman Runk assured Man-
fred Rutkowski that the Americans would undertake one final Aus-
trian mission. It would be left to me to mend fences in Vienna after
the arrests.

In Washington, it was necessary to alert key civilian and military
officials who had a need to know that the Conrad case was on the
verge of making headlines. These included Maj. Gen. Ed Soyster, the
commanding general of the Intelligence and Security Command, as
well as senior FBI and CIA officials. In the Pentagon, the list included
Licutenant General Weinstein; Secretary of the Army John O. Marsh;
the four-star Chief of Staff of the Army, Gen. Carl Vuono (who had
once been Conrad’s commander at the 8th Infantry Division), and
his four-star vice chief of staff; and a small circle of other officials, in
particular those from the legal side of the house—the Office of the
Army General Counsel and the Office of the Army Judge Advocate
General. As a professional courtesy, I visited Lt. Gen. William Odom,
who by 1988 was the director of the National Security Agency. As the
officer who had demanded a maximum effort to smoke out the un-
known spy, Odom deserved to know the results of the order he had
issued to Col. Bob Lunt three years earlier.

On Capitol Hill, key members and staffers of the House and Sen-
ate Intelligence Committees were also apprised of the impending
arrests. Accompanied by the CIA’s Gus Hathaway, I also made a pil-
grimage to the Department of State to brief Ambassador Morton
Abramowitz to ensure that the departinent was not taken by suprise
when the New York Times broke the story, which it surely would.

In Europe, Norman Runk paved the way for the impending ar-
rest by making similar rounds to major American headquarters in
Heidelberg, Frankfurt, Munich, and Stuttgart. The players were in
place for the last act.

Clyde Conrad departed for his Budapest summit conference on
July 17, 1988. As the once and future spy streaked down the auto-
bahn in his Audi, Manfred Rutkowski and his agents put the final
touches on a plan to ensure that this would be the last travel of any
kind that Conrad would undertake for many years.
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Thanks to Danny Wilson’s acquisition of Clyde’s travel plans, FCA
agents were on the scene at the Nicholsdorf border crossing east of
Vienna when Conrad’s silver Audi pulled up to the barrier. Disguised
as a married couple on a tourist outing, agents Meg Reilly and Bob
Watson snapped several excellent photographs as Clyde Conrad
crossed into Hungary, the license plate of his Audi clearly legible.

At their final meeting before his departure, Conrad had shared
an intriguing detail with Danny Wilson. Miklos had given him ex-
plicit travel instructions, to include the exact hour he should enter
the checkpoint. The Hungarian, Clyde confided, had boasted that
one of the Austrian border guards on duty at that time was a Hun-
garian agent who would ensure smooth passage.

It was a timely, useful tidbit. When I visited Vienna in the wake of
Conrad’s arrest to request assistance on the Szabo matter, a tip con-
cerning a possible disloyal Austrian official would interest the Aus-
trian Staatschutz.

Clyde Lee Conrad lingered in Budapest for a week, during which
few of us got an abundance of sleep. Norman and I drowned our
apprehensions regularly at the Wiesbadener Ratsbrau as we kept
vigil and brainstormed the rapidly approaching next phase of the
case. Stalking the target was about to end. As soon as Conrad was
behind bars, exploitation and rollup would begin. This phase would
be equally difficult. Headlines would surely trumpet the arrest, alert-
ing any other coconspirators. Speed and careful planning were es-
sential.

Yet we dared not fail. A well-planned and swiftly executed postar-
rest investigation would not only ensure the successful prosecution
of Conrad, it might also enable agents to identify other conspirators.
The espionage ring had been functioning since the early 1970s. No
one believed that Clyde Conrad was Zoltan Szabo’s sole recruit, or
that Conrad’s only coconspirator was Danny Wilson.

Once the Germans had arrested Conrad, dozens of army special
agents would deploy around the world to conduct hundreds of in-
terviews, working from the Jong lists that agents had developed of
Conrad’s former superiors, fellow soldiers, associates, and close
friends. In Europe, most interviews would be done in partnership
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with the Germans. In the United States, when interviewees were civil-
ians, FCA agents would team up with the FBIL. The goal of these in-
terviews was to identify other suspects on whom spin-off investiga-
tons could be opened, and to obtain additional information about
Conrad’s espionage to support the German prosecution.

Chief candidates for spin-off investugations would be soldiers who
had worked in the division G-3 during Conrad’s service, and a num-
ber of others whose ties to Conrad had been uncovered through in-
terviews or by the FCA surveillance team. Earlier interviews had es-
tablished that the charismatic Mr. Plans had been a role model for
many of the younger soldiers in the Bad Kreuznach headquarters
over the years. Investigators strongly suspected that the smooth-talk-
ing Conrad had exploited his position of authority to involve some
of them in his enterprise. One in particular, former sergeant Rod
Ramsay, had worked with Conrad in the G-3. Cashiered out of the
army for drug use, Ramsay was living in Tampa, Florida, where he
was a busboy at a local restaurant. He was already in the FBI's sights.

Norman would continue to be the focal pointin Germany. His job
was to make sure that whatever the Germans required, they got. Our
attitude was that the Germans were doing us a considerable service
by joining in the quest to bring Clyde Conrad to justice, although
our proud partners did not see it that way. As GBA prosecutor
Volkhard Wache repeatedly reminded us, his country would arrest
and prosecute the retired sergeant because of what he had done to
harm German security, not as a favor to Washington. It was a valid
observation. But to the end, Runk and I were acutely aware that our
German comrades had saved the day by entering the fray, for which
they had earned our gratitude and loyalty.

Clyde Conrad returned from Budapest on July 25, 1988, to spend
time with stepdaughter Sonja, who had arrived from California with
her new husband. On August 3, 1988, he summoned Danny Wilson.
The two men met in a Stuttgart gasthaus.

Conrad was psyched up, telling Danny jubilantly that the Center
had blessed his plan. The way was now cleared for the recruitment
of the top-secret-document custodians in Heidelberg and Stuttgart.
Like a kid with a new toy, Clyde showed off an electronic device that



The Clyde Conrad Investigation 231

the Hungarians had provided. The size of an elongated VCR remote
control, the high-tech device was a Textlite PX 1000 data-encryp-
tion-burst transmitter-receiver. Conrad explained the sophisticated
gadget. He could type a message on the keyboard and encrypt the
copy by a series of keystrokes. This done, he need only dial up a
phone number in Budapest where someone sat with the same type
of instrument. By placing the device against the telephone headset
and pushing a button, the encrypted message would be burst-trans-
mitted to Budapest in a microsecond, immune from interception or
decryption. Clearly enthralled with his new toy, Clyde overflowed
with boyish enthusiasm as he contemplated what lay ahead for him
and Wilson.

This August 1988 meeting was to be Clyde Lee Conrad’s final en-
counter as a free man with star pupil Danny Wilson. The next time
the self-styled master spy would meet the man he had groomed to
anchor his reborn espionage empire would be in early 1990. But in-
stead of sipping beer in a gasthaus and plotting treason, the two
would confront each other in a German courtroom.
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With Teutonic thoroughness, our German partners in the BKA laid
the groundwork for the arrest of Clyde Conrad. Manfred Rutkowski’s
seasoned agents were not novices in takedown tactics. Not only was
Section ST-13 responsible for counterespionage cases, it had an im-
pressive track record of dangerous terrorist apprehensions involving
Germany’s ruthless Red Army Faction.

The FCA Wiesbaden team worked closely with Rutkowski and his
men as the day of arrest neared. From Gary Pepper’s extensive de-
briefings of Danny Wilson, FCA agents were able to offer detailed
tips in support of the arrest plan. From Wilson, the Germans knew
that Conrad kept information about his espionage enterprise in an
Apple computer and that he had used a video camera to copy doc-
uments, carefully sandwiching stolen secrets between scenes of in-
nocuous movies. All videotapes in Conrad’s home would have to be
seized and previewed. Thanks also to Danny Wilson, BKA agents
knew the password to Clyde’s Casio hand-held calculator with its en-
crypted and incriminating contents. It was high on the list of items
to seize. Rutkowski’s agents also knew from Wilson that Clyde some-
times used stepdaughter Heidi's nearby apartment as an alternate
office, where yet another computer could be found. It, too, would
have to be confiscated. Clyde also had a hobby room in the basement
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