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RED SPIES IN THE UN






1 : Serpents in the House

ON the banks of the East River in Manbhattan, in the area of
the city known in the days of the American Revolution as Turtle Bay,
a camping ground for the British Army’s forces facing the valiant
“rabble in arms” commanded by George Washington, stands now a
complex of buildings which is world headquarters of the United Na-
tions.

In a Dutch apple orchard several blocks up the street, Nathan Hale
was hanged as a spy in 1776.

Today, nearly 200 years later, his ghost would be in good company
among an unprecedented swarm of diplomatically cloaked profes-
sionals plying the ancient craft of espionage from within the UN’s
massive architectural cluster.

It is a strange and paradoxical situation which, morally and legally,
has no place in this forum. The United Nations is an organization
dedicated to keeping the peace of the world; it functions by virtue of
the contributive membership of one hundred and twelve large and
small nations of all races, colors, religions, and political ideologies.

A charter signed by fifty original allied nations in San Francisco in
1945 provided the ground rules and basic principles by which this
deterrent to the “scourge of war” operates.

A voluminous treaty signed between the United States and the
United Nations names and guarantees the rights and privileges of the
world organization. The treaty, subject nowadays to a wide range of
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criticism in the United States—and elsewhere from time to time—
creates an “international” enclave within the perimeter of 42nd
Street, 48th Street, 1st Avenue and the banks of the East River. New
York City has no jurisdiction in this tiniest of world states except by
consent of the Secretary General. The Mayor and the City Council
have no control over this choice piece of Manhattan real estate; nor
does the Governor nor State Legislature nor, for that matter, the
President and the Congress of the United States. In theory, those who
step through the UN’s gates have gained sanctuary. A fugitive from
the Federal Bureau of Investigation or city police can be handed over
to the law only if the Secretary General says so. Yet it is improbable
that there will ever be a time when a Joe Valachi or a Willie Sutton
will escape the law by taking asylum at the UN.

Nevertheless, as this book will show, a spy sent here with diplo-
matic credentials by a foreign power to steal military or defense se-
crets can take refuge behind the ramparts of the UN, remaining there
in absolute safety until the machinery of our State Department grinds
into motion and effects not his arrest but his deportation through
“channels.”

This privilege of immunity descends from traditional agreements
and understandings enacted between governments, giving diplomats
and consular employees carte blanche immunities from the laws of
the land when they are stationed on each other’s soil. Those enjoying
this status are secure from arrest or prosecution while representing or
working for their own governments abroad—regardless of the crime.
They can only be declared personae non grata and expelled.

The extension of diplomatic immunity to members of missions ac-
credited to the United Nations has become an increasing source of
irritation. Particularly to the United States and the city of New York.

Over the years, privileges granted to a number of diplomats have
been misused and abused. The violations have ranged from infrac-
tions of parking laws to doubtful behavior in hotels and public places;
from exceeding speed limits and drunken driving on public highways
to hit-and-run driving—and even murder.

But the ultimate crime, in that it can have the most far-reaching
and widest effects, is that of espionage. Only a small handful of na-
tions is known to have taken advantage of the freedom afforded at
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the UN to engage in subversion. Yet one nation—the Soviet Union
—has managed to put the entire western hemisphere under a spy
glass and has committed subversive acts repeatedly on U.S. shores.

It is the purpose of this book to focus America’s and the world’s
attention on Soviet and satellite nation espionage as it emanates from
the UN, and especially to show, by case histories obtained from the
FBI, the State Department, the United Nations, and other sources,
how the Russians operate this clandestine operation. These cases pre-
sent documented proof that the Russians:

a) seized, with the help of the notorious Judith Coplon, a
highly confidential file of FBI reports on the Red conspiracy in
the U.S.;

b) launched a vast spying operation directed at gathering data
and secrets of military and seaport facilities on the Atlantic Coast;

c) penetrated all but invulnerable security measures in order
to seize intelligence manuals at the U.S. General Staff School in
Leavenworth, Kansas;

d) obtained aerial photos and maps of military installations in
the Midwest where some of America’s key defense bases against
Soviet nuclear-missile attack are situated;

e) stole top secret information on the location of missile and
rocket launching sites and bases in the U.S.;

f) plotted a master plan to blow up our eastern seaboard via a
terrifying campaign of sabotage that would have destroyed much
of our resources and imperiled the lives of millions.

All of these plots and such others as we shall discuss in this book
were initiated in one central location—the so-called Moscow “high
command post,” centered in a busy house not many blocks away
from the United Nations: the Soviet Mission to the United Nations.
Soviet nationals at the UN and staff employees from Iron Curtain
satellites are part and parcel of this “high command post” housed in
that unprepossessing building just off fashionable Park Avenue at 136
East 67th Street.

It is the nerve center on this side of the Atlantic Ocean for almost
every phase of the Kremlin’s subversive activities in North and South
America. The fangs of this spy network rooted in the Soviet Mission
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and in the UN, as we shall show, extend miles beyond to the Soviet
Embassy in Washington and its satellite diplomatic missions there,
and beyond to Mexico, Panama City, Cuba, Brazil, and Canada.

While we abhor the methods employed and gains scored by the
U.S.S.R. over the years in gathering secrets from us, we are forced to
recognize the unfortunate truth that espionage is a necessary evil of
international politics. To pretend that espionage is a crime exclusively
of Russian origin would be hypocrisy, for we are dealing with a prac-
tice that is as old as recorded history.

The Egyptians were perhaps the first to realize the need for espi-
onage when they organized a secret service and established schools to
train spies. The first practical application apparently came during the
reign of Egyptian King Tuthmosis III, when a Captain Thute man-
aged, with the help of his spies, to smuggle into Jaffa two hundred
armed soldiers who were sewn in sacks and carried into the city as a
shipment of flour.

Perhaps the greatest of all espionage stories is to be found in the
lliad, in which Homer sings of the Trojan horse.

Down through the ages spying gained impetus and importance. We
know Joan of Arc was betrayed by a spy, Bishop Pierre Cauchon of
Beauvais, who was in the pay of the English king.

There was Benedict Arnold, of course, and during World Wars I
and II we saw women such as Martha Cockaert of Belgium and Anne
Marie Walters of France serve their respective countries as spies
against German occupation forces.

It appears that Russia’s first serious attempt to engage in espionage
—domestic style—occurred in 1881 when the Okhrana or defensive
police was organized to combat terrorism. By devious methods it
succeeded in foiling not only the desperadoes threatening the czar, but
the plotters in the government as well.

When the Bolshevists seized the government in 1917, Lenin organ-
ized the Extraordinary Commissions to Combat Counter-Revolution,
Sabotage, and Speculation. Because it was such a mouthful even to
the Russians, they called it Cheka. Nevertheless, it was Okhrana un-
der a different name.

In 1922, Cheka was replaced by the State Political Administration,
called the GPU, which grew into a far more fearsome secret police
and spy organization. In 1934, the People’s Commissariat of Home
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Affairs took over from the GPU and became a tool of world-wide
espionage. Readers may be more familiar with that spy machine’s
nom de guerre—the infamous NKVD which, in subsequent years,
changed its name but never its objectives.

Before Lavrenti Beria, its chief, was executed in 1953, the NKVD
slipped through a title change to MVD or Ministry of Home Affairs;
then, its bull-faced boss eliminated by a firing squad, it became the
KVD or Committee for State Safety—and finally the KGB.

The agents of this highly trained secret service form the nucleus of
the Communist espionage conspiracy encircling the globe today and,
with agents of the Comintern and Cominform, the international agen-
cies of the Communist Party, have been carrying out the Kremlin’s
goal of spying in such diverse areas as politics, industry, business,
commerce, agriculture, labor, transportation, and—most important——
in the military.

With so many self-confessed former Communists telling us re-
peatedly about this, there is little doubt that the overriding interest
and aim of Soviet spies centers chiefly in that last area—the military.

We also know that to be true because of the increasing number of
spies uncovered in this country and, most especially, the preponder-
ance of agents caught operating out of the United Nations.

The USSR has never admitted engaging in espionage, not even
when its agents have been trapped red-handed with stolen secret data.
On the contrary, they laugh at every unmasking and jibe us by
saying: “You see a Communist spy behind every bush.”

This is good form. An unwritten law of espionage is that one does
not admit that one employs spies. It is not a question of etiquette.
For maximum efficiency, a spy system must be entirely secret. An
admission of ownership is an admission of failure; and in a world of
secrecy, reputation is built upon what is unknown.

In the United Nations the dynamics of Soviet membership takes on
special significance in the light of the many cases of espionage involv-
ing Moscow’s diplomatic and consular corps, as well as its citizens
who serve in the Secretariat’s employ.

The UN Charter demands that staff employees, regardless of what
country they come from or what capacity they hold, maintain a status
as “international civil servants.” That status is achieved by the signing
of a loyalty oath before starting work in any UN post. The oath
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pledges the employee to serve the UN faithfully and impartially. It
binds him to the world body and prohibits influences or acts of the
home government to deflect the employee from his trust.

The oath obligates the entire UN staff—from the Secretary Gen-
eral down to the most obscure file clerk—to work in accordance with
the UN rules and regulations. Strikingly, there is no suggestion in the
oath for disloyalty to one’s own country. Yet, on the other hand, a
UN staffer is not allowed to exercise loyalty to country by passing,
for example, UN documents to contacts on the diplomatic delegation
of his native land or lobbying around UN departments for projects
affecting his country.

The first nineteen years of the UN demonstrated fairly conclusively
that the “international civil servant” can become enough of a reality
to make a ponderous machine like the world organization work de-
spite certain flaws and hazards in the loyalty system.

But the span of years also demonstrated that the Soviet Union,
while subscribing to the loyalty rule at San Francisco, as it did to all
Charter principles, had other ideas about the UN and the way it
might serve the Kremlin.

Although until 1962 Soviet and satellite country UN employees
signed the loyalty oath, if somewhat grudgingly, they nevertheless
carried manifest instructions from Moscow. They were put in the UN
not only to do their part for the Kremlin in world affairs, but also to
carry out the secret orders issued by superiors seated in the Soviet
Mission to the UN. Some of these Soviet nationals were trained as
spies and saboteurs, yet came disguised as secretaries, clerks, typists,
or officials from high Moscow posts to head UN departments.

We may be understating when we say “some” of the Soviet na-
tionals are trained spies. The FBI prepared a report not long ago
which it submitted to the Attorney General for use by the Subcommit-
tee to Investigate the Administration of the Internal Security Act and
Other Internal Security Laws.

In speaking of the United Nations, the report stated: “Attention is
called to the fact that many of the incidents and cases [of spying]
previously cited involved Soviet employees of the United Nations.
They are guests of the United States and are supposedly dedicated to
the cause of international peace but they are, in fact, carefully se-
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lected envoys of the international Communist conspiracy, trained in
trickery and deceit and dedicated to the concept of fully exploiting
the freedoms of the countries they seek to destroy. It is too much to
expect that they would not prostitute the United Nations.”



2 : Valentin Gubitchev,
the First UN Spy

THe shapely young woman dressed neatly but inconspicu-
ously in black skirt and tan sweater with pearl necklace at her throat
sat meditatively in her seat as the Pennsylvania Railroad’s Washing-
ton-to-New York express rolled towards its destination—Pennsyl-
vania Station. Her black cloth coat was neatly folded in the empty
aisle seat beside her.

Now and then she looked out casually at the passing countryside.
Now and then she turned and glanced at the other passengers in the
half-filled coach.

Her name was Judith Coplon.

On that Friday, March 4, 1949, on the train which had left the
capital at 1 p.m., two men in the same coach reclined in their own
seats near the young woman. Judith Coplon, a plain-faced girl with
intense dark eyes and brunette hair, was an analyst in the Internal
Security Section of the Department of Justice in Washington. Al-
though they were employed in the same service, the 27-year-old Miss
Coplon did not know that the two men near her were FBI agents.

Nor did she know that they were trailing her.

Judith Coplon had been under surveillance for several weeks. The
history of the case went back to late December, 1948, when Miss
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Coplon first drew the suspicion of her superiors. A former fellow
employee in the office of Foreign Agents Registration in the Internal
Security Division of the Justice Department reported that Judith
Coplon had been slanting her analyses and other reports so that they
benefited the Soviet Union, favoring its friends and condemning its
foes.

A loyalty investigation was begun and the springboard was the
young woman’s background. The probers found she was a native of
New York City, born in Brooklyn. She was the daughter of Samuel
M. and Rebecca Coplon and had been a student at Brooklyn’s Madi-
son High School where she averaged well above ninety percent for all
subjects in her four years there. She then went on to Barnard College
where she proved herself an equally brilliant student, winning two one-
hundred-dollar scholarships in competitive examinations that tested
both her academic potential and her character. She was graduated in
1943 cum laude and was listed by Barnard’s placement bureau in the
top category for ability, application, integrity, public spirit, lead-
ership, and good breeding.

Almost immediately after graduation, Judith Coplon obtained a job
as an economic journalist in the Economic Warfare Section of the
Justice Department’s New York City office. She remained there until
January, 1945, and then, while World War II was still on, was trans-
ferred to Washington and assigned to the Foreign Agents Registration
Section as an assistant political analyst. Her salary was $4,479 a year.

In her spare time in the capital, Miss Coplon also enrolled at Amer-
ican University to earn a master’s degree in international relations.
This opened a new phase in her life, giving her an opportunity to
learn languages, and she was soon speaking French, German, and
Russian.

Her work for the Justice Department was regarded highly, and in
one instance, during February, 1946, Jesse M. MacKnight, chief of
her Justice Department bureau, had occasion to report on the young
woman’s employment ability. He said she “showed herself a capable,
industrious, and intelligent research worker. . . . Her language skills
were more than adequate in French, and good in German and Rus-
sian . . .’

While the reports on her background were laudatory, sufficient in-
formation to raise some doubts about her loyalty was developed in



18 : Red Spies in the UN

just two days of investigation, prompting the Justice Department to
assign special agents of the FBI to keep Miss Coplon under close
surveillance.

Although nothing untoward had yet happened, the Justice Depart-
ment nevertheless also took immediate steps to make certain she no
longer had access to important secret defense information in the Gov-
ernment’s files. The routine of her work, however, did not change:
she continued to receive data she had been handling, but it was al-
tered so as to make it worthless in the event it fell into the wrong
hands.

The agents who were put on her trail came to know the suspect’s
habits quite intimately; one of them was making weekly trips to New
York to visit her parents who were both ailing at the time.

The pattern of Judith Coplon’s conduct remained virtually un-
changed over the next few weeks, but in mid-January of 1949, the G-
men assigned to keep an eye on her detected a variation. Miss
Coplon’s routine on this 14th day of January had started like all the
other days. She reported for work in the Justice Department Building
in the capital, put in an eight-hour day, then left for Union Station
where she caught a Pennsylvania train for New York.

But this time, instead of going to the apartment of her father and
mother in the Flatbush section of Brooklyn, Judith Coplon headed
from Pennsylvania Station to the Independent Subway system’s 8th
Avenue line station at 34th Street and boarded an uptown express.

The two G-men who had followed her from Washington, Agents
Richard T. Hradsky and Richard E. Brennan, were met by other FBI
men at Penn Station and they, too, became shadows of Miss Coplon.
The G-men all boarded the same subway train, then jammed by the
rush hour crowds, and rode uptown. When she got off at the Fort
Tryon Park station at 190th Street and Overlook Terrace in the sec-
tion of Manhattan known as Washington Heights, the agents followed
her off the train, into the elevator, and up to the street.

It was precisely 7:10 p.m. on Hradsky’s wristwatch when Judith
Coplon meandered out to the street and began looking in all direc-
tions as though she were planning to meet someone there and was
impatient at the person’s lateness.

Moments later, she walked east for two blocks to Broadway, then
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turned the other corner into Dyckman Street and headed to 143,
which was the DeLuxe Italian Restaurant.

As the agents watched discreetly from the outside, they saw Judith
Coplon walk to a table and sit down beside a somber-faced but hand-
some man with a receding hairline who looked to be in his early
thirties. Beside the 5-foot, 100 pound Miss Coplon, the stranger
seemed not much bigger. He was perhaps 5 feet 4, on the stocky side,
about 165 pounds.

There was little opportunity for the agents to observe from the
outside without attracting attention to themselves. At most they could
only pass the restaurant in relays, mingling in the crowds of pedes-
trians, casting quick glances inside until they had determined what
was going on. They soon found out. Miss Coplon and the man she
had met were ordering from the menu.

Special Agent T. Scott Miller, Jr., was designated to go into the
restaurant and take a booth near the couple to observe their activity
from close range. Miller noticed the waiter brought food to the man
but only a cup of coffee for Miss Coplon. As she sipped the coffee,
Miss Coplon dropped nickels in the musicbox coin machine at the
table.

Agent Miller was unable to hear their conversation through the
blare of the juke-box music. Even during the moments of quiet he
could not pick up any of the talk because the conversation, although
animated, was conducted in whispers.

Finally Judith Coplon and her companion rose from the table and
walked out of the restaurant. Their trail outside was picked up by the
other G-men—Agents Hradsky, Brennan, and Daniel Garde—who
followed Miss Coplon and the still unidentified man back to the IND
subway station entrance where they stopped.

Miss Coplon, who was holding a folded newspaper, raised it and
gesticulated. It seemed for a moment that she was going to strike the
man, for she appeared angry now as she spoke with him. But they
soon ended their heated conversation and went down into the
subway. Agents followed them and rode on the train with the couple.
At the 116th Street station the man suddenly got up and left the
train. Agents Hradsky and Brennan followed him while the other
operatives remained on Miss Coplon’s trail, which led to Brooklyn, to
the home of her parents.
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Meanwhile, her companion hailed a taxi and went east on 116th
Street. Hradsky and Brennan followed in another cab. The ride ended
at Broadway and 116th Street where the pursued man headed to
another subway, the IRT’s Broadway-7th Avenue line.

The G-men were about to follow him, but just then their quarry
turned and looked in their direction. The agents were standing less
than ten feet away. Afraid the man might suspect he was being
trailed, Hradsky and Brennan decided on discretion and ended their
surveillance.

But the next morning one of those fortuitous strokes that often
seems to guide the destinies of the FBI found Hradsky and Brennan
standing outside the old Soviet Mission to the United Nations at 680
Park Avenue. Lo and behold, whom should they see but the man
who had met Miss Coplon the night before!

To this day the FBI insists Hradsky and Brennan had no inside
information but were only playing a hunch when they went to the
Mission. As he was to explain later, when he first saw the man at the
table in the restaurant with Miss Coplon, Hradsky thought he
“looked like a Russian.” And where but at the Russian Mission to the
UN does one go looking for a Russian in New York?

The operatives picked up their prey’s trail. It led to a fashionable
six-story apartment house at 64 West 108th Street, between Manhat-
tan and Amsterdam Avenues. In the lobby, the agents checked names
on the mailboxes. The names meant nothing to them, so they called
on the superintendent who lived on the ground floor.

From the agents’ description of the man they had trailed, the super-
intendent told them he probably was Valentin Gubitchev, who lived
with his wife in a $63.25-a-month four-room apartment on the fifth
floor of the forty-two-family house.

“He works at the United Nations,” the superintendent said as
casually as if he were talking about a shipping clerk. What immedi-
ately lifted him above the ordinary to the FBI agents, though, was the
superintendent’s confirmation that Gubitchev was a Russian and that
he was employed at the UN. Together with what the agents already
suspected about Judith Coplon, the Justice Department girl, her asso-
ciation with Gubitchev took on an ominous configuration.

Agents Hradsky and Brennan notified their superiors immediately
and a stakeout was ordered for Gubitchev’s apartment house. G-men



Valentin Gubitchev, the First UN Spy : 21

in cars kept a day-night vigil outside the building. In the morning, as
Gubitchev came out and started downtown for his job at the UN, the
agents shadowed him all the way to work. He went by bus and, while
some of the FBI men followed in their cars, one agent, John F.
Malley, boarded the Broadway bus and rode to 42nd Street in the
seat right beside the suspect. When Gubitchev transferred to a 42nd
Street crosstown bus for the ride across Manhattan to the UN Build-
ing, Malley was still with him.

During that day, the FBI, making discreet inquiries at the UN,
whose headquarters at the time were still out in Lake Success on
Long Island, determined just what Gubitchev’s function was at the
world organization. He was a civilian engineer, employed as third
secretary of the Soviet delegation. He had come to the United States
from the Soviet Union in July, 1946, as a member of the Soviet
Delegation, but subsequently had severed his connections to become
a $6,600-a-year tax-free member of the Secretariat which gave him
international civil servant status. This was done, the FBI found, to
enable Gubitchev to contribute his talents as an engineer in the plan-
ning of the new United Nations skyscraper headquarters on First
Avenue which was now nearing completion.

When he resigned from the Soviet delegation on September 26,
1946, Gubitchev had signed the oath required of all Secretariat mem-
bers. It read: “I solemnly swear (undertake, affirm, promise) to exer-
cise in all loyalty, discretion and conscience the functions entrusted to
me as a member of the International Service of the United Nations,
to discharge those functions and regulate my conduct with the inter-
ests of my duties from any government and not to seek or accept
instructions in regard to the performance of my duties from any gov-
ernment or other authority external to the organization.”

This was the same oath taken by the more than score of other
Soviet nationals who were caught in espionage activity in subsequent
years; it was the same oath that Khrushchev would repudiate fifteen
years later.

In the days that followed in the unmasking of Judith Coplon’s
companion, every step Gubitchev took was watched ploddingly.
Every time he came out of the maze of construction that was shaping
the UN Building, FBI agents were standing by to follow his trail. He
never walked or rode in a public conveyance alone. Even when he
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took a cab or rode in a car, he was shadowed by FBI men in their
own vehicles.

The FBI’s investigation revealed that Gubitchev also had a child, a
girl of thirteen, who had lived in New York City with her parents
until the previous summer when the Russian Consulate, where the
family had been staying, was closed. That action was forced on the
Soviet Union as an aftermath of the celebrated Mme. Oksana Kosen-
kina case. Mme. Kosenkina was a teacher at a Russian school con-
ducted by the Russian Consulate, at 7 East 61st Street, for children
of Soviet officials and emissaries in the New York City area. Among
the children who attended the school was Gubitchev’s daughter. But
when Mme. Kosenkina’s husband was slain by the Reds, rather than
return to Russia, Mme. Kosenkina went into hiding with the Countess
Alexandra Tolstoy in Rockland County, just north of New York City.
But Russian agents kidnapped Mme. Kosenkina and took her to the
Soviet Consulate. While being kept a prisoner there pending her re-
turn to Russia, she escaped by leaping from a window. She was badly
injured and spent several months in Roosevelt Hospital, but she
achieved her goal: asylum in this country.

The FBI learned that in the same month as the Kosenkina
incident, August, 1948, Gubitchev and his family had gone back to
Russia briefly. When they returned a few weeks later, their daughter
did not come back with them.

“We put her in school in Moscow,” Gubitchev told one of his
neighbors.

Digging further into his background, the FBI found that Gubitchev
was born in Orel, Russia, on June 24, 1916. He was a student at the
Moscow School of Construction, then went into the employ of the
Soviet Ministry of Construction. He rose to deputy chief of the Ural
Construction Trust in Chelyabinsk. Afterward he was transferred to
the Soviet Foreign Office and came to the U.S. in July, 1946, as the
third secretary of the Soviet Mission to the United Nations.

When the Soviet Union was allotted a quota to fill on the UN
Secretariat staff, Gubitchev was designated and he resigned from the
Soviet Mission to accept the new post which brought him back into
the field of his first love—construction engineering.

Secretary General Trygve Lie provided the information that
Gubitchev was one of the outstanding figures in the planning and de-
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sign of the new UN Building. “He is a good man who has worked both
inside and outside under the direction of Construction Co-ordinator
James Dawson,” Lie told the FBI.

While Gubitchev was kept under rigid surveillance, no less an
effort was exerted to maintain a check on Judith Coplon’s movements
and activities. G-men followed her everywhere she went. When she
left her parents’ home the night after her furtive meeting with
Gubitchev and went back to Washington, agents rode on the train to the
capital and kept her in their sights constantly. They followed her cab
to McClean Gardens, a substantial housing development in the capital
where Miss Coplon resided in a two-room, $34.50-a-month apart-
ment.

The next morning when she went to work, G-men were right be-
hind her again. And when she sat down at her desk in the Justice
Department, agents made it their business to know what Judith
Coplon was doing at work.

So it went through the rest of January and into the middle of
February. Nothing unusual occurred in this period. But on February
18, once again Miss Coplon headed for New York and once again
she met Gubitchev in the same general locale in Washington Heights
as their first meeting. But the pattern this time took on marked varia-
tion.

Instead of coming face to face in the restaurant, Gubitchev and
Miss Coplon, with their respective FBI shadows behind them, ap-
peared to come together for a rendezvous at the northeast corner of
193rd Street and Broadway. Yet they did not quite meet there. This
time their actions were strictly cloak-and-dagger.

Gubitchev, who was being followed by Agent Malley and other
operatives, had taken a bus from his home and reached the Washing-
ton Heights corner at 7:05 p.m. He loitered briefly there, looking
around at the people passing. After a minute of this, he boarded a
downtown Broadway bus. Malley and the other agents followed in
their car and watched as Gubitchev got off at 166th Street. There he
crossed Broadway and immediately got aboard an uptown bus that
took him back to 192nd Street, which is on the fringe of Fort Tryon
Park.

Meanwhile, agents following Judith Coplon rode with her on the
IRT subway to the 191st Street station, where she got off and went
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up to the street. She, too, meandered about as though searching for
someone. '

The agents finally focused in on the play. Gubitchev had crossed
the street and was standing on the west side of Broadway. Miss
Coplon, on the east side, looked across the stream of cars and buses
passing, seemed to spot Gubitchev and crossed over. As she reached
the sidewalk, she started up Broadway, passing Gubitchev by as if he
were a total stranger. The G-men watching the action noticed that as
Miss Coplon passed the Russian, she shifted her pocketbook to her
left arm. A second later, as if that movement were a signal,
Gubitchev started after Miss Coplon. For a time, he stayed behind sev-
eral paces, then finally hurried his step. As he drew alongside on her
left, he held his right hand in front of the government girl and they
walked together like that five or six steps. Then Gubitchev slowed his
pace while Miss Coplon walked on.

Only one FBI man was close enough to see what was happening.
He was Roger B. Robinson, a former Rose Bowl football star, a
blocking back on the 1938 Duke University eleven which went unde-
feated, untied, and unscored on, and which beat Southern California
7 to 3 in the Tournament of Roses. Robinson saw Miss Coplon open
her handbag as she lifted it up on her arm. Then passersby were in
the way and the G-man could not see if Gubitchev took anything out
of the bag as he walked alongside the girl with his arm stretched
across her. Nor could he see if Miss Coplon had passed anything to
the Russian.

But Agent Miller, who had ridden uptown on the subway with
Miss Coplon, knew what she was carrying in her handbag—certain
folded onion-skin papers. He had seen them when she opened her bag
while he was standing beside her in the train. Such papers—they
contained secret but erroneous information about the Amtorg Trad-
ing Corporation, the Russian purchasing mission in the U.S., and data
about the use of geophones to measure pressure in U.S. atomic bomb
tests—had been prepared as decoys and routed through Miss Cop-
lon’s desk in the Justice Department the day before she met Gubitchev.

For no valid reason, the papers had remained on her desk far longer
than they should have. While no one could observe what was going
on, the assumption was that Miss Coplon had copied the information
on her own typewriter on the same kind of paper at her desk.
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After his brief encounter with Miss Coplon, Gubitchev turned,
walked to the corner of 192nd Street, and took a Broadway bus
downtown. He got off at 108th Street and went into a supermarket.
The agents watched the Russian as he filled a shopping cart with
pumpernickel bread, cake, and a variety of meats, including a length
of bologna. Then he went home.

Miss Coplon’s movements were tracked by other FBI men. When
Gubitchev had turned back after his brief and furtive encounter with
the girl, she walked to the corner of 193rd Street, stopped momen-
tarily, looked around, then walked back, entered the subway station,
and took a train to her parents’ home in Brooklyn.

The pattern of this get-together in which Gubitchev and Miss Cop-
lon cautiously avoided all signs of recognition was reminiscent of the
tactics used by the Canadian atom spy ring. In that case, the standard
operating procedure was never to loiter at an appointed spot if a
fellow conspirator was late, but to return later. The G-men who
followed Gubitchev and Miss Coplon were convinced that the Rus-
sian had taken his short bus jaunt downtown because the Justice
Department girl was late for her appointment. But what puzzled them
was the change in procedure; they had previously met rather openly
in the restaurant, as perhaps a couple of lovers might do on a date,
but this time they exhibited the bizarre tactics of a couple of secret
agents. Why the change?

The FBI decided that Gubitchev and Miss Coplon had probably
begun to suspect they were being followed. That this was so could not
be discounted because agents had made so many inquiries about Miss
Coplon among her friends. It was deemed well within the realm of
probability that some word of the investigation had seeped back to
the suspect.

Miss Coplon’s FBI shadows found that her trips to New York City
did not always lead to rendezvous with Gubitchev. On at least five
other occasions G-men found her involved in other situations.

On the night of January 19, FBI Agent Richard E. Brennan fol-
lowed Judith Coplon to the Hotel Piccadilly off Times Square. There,
after a long and impatient wait, he saw her come out of an elevator in
the lobby with a tall, handsome, dark-haired man who certainly
wasn’t Gubitchev.

From the hotel, Brennan followed the couple to the Alps Restau-
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rant at the Avenue of the Americas and 58th Street, and then to the
Colony Theater where they watched the stage performance of Kiss
Me Kate.

For the next three days, Brennan and other agents trailed Miss
Coplon around Manhattan but she never met Gubitchev. Most of the
time she was in town she went shopping—with a diplomatically dis-
tant escort of three FBI men, including Brennan. But all that the
agents saw Miss Coplon buy on those days—she had four days off
from her job because of President Truman’s inauguration ceremonies
in Washington—was a scarf.

On one more occasion, Miss Coplon went out without meeting
Gubitchev. It was the night after that February 18 when she had the
brief and clandestine encounter with the Soviet engineer up in Wash-
ington Heights. Miss Coplon went from her parents’ home in Brook-
lyn to visit friends in the Fresh Meadows housing development in
Queens. These friends also were later questioned by the FBI.

While agents continued to keep tabs on Gubitchev and Miss Cop-
lon, other FBI men sought to determine what dealings were being
transacted between the two suspects, what secrets the Justice Depart-
ment girl was passing to the Russian—if, indeed, she was selling out.

Everything began to point toward that probability. For one thing,
the investigators learned that Miss Coplon, for no apparent reason,
had been calling for FBI data on embassies and consulates and em-
bassy personnel. Then, finally, she asked her superior in the Justice
Department, William Foley, for a secret file marked INTERNAL
SECURITY-R. The “R” stood for Russian. And the data was classified
information dealing with Red agents and national security.

For another thing, the meetings between Gubitchev and Miss Cop-
lon paralleled in many respects the fantastic account bared during
the previous summer of 1948 by Elizabeth Bentley and Whittaker
Chambers, the confessed couriers for Communist espionage networks.
Miss Bentley had told the House Un-American Activities Committee
the details of clandestine meetings with government employees on
street corners, meetings at which she admitted turning over vital gov-
ernment secrets. The FBI was convinced Miss Coplon was similarly
engaged in espionage.

Now they decided the time had come to close in.
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Late on March 3 the FBI in New York learned that Judith Cop-
lon again planned to visit the city. How did they learn that? From
a phone conversation Miss Coplon’s mother in Brooklyn had with her
daughter in Washington. The FBI had put a tap on the Coplons’

hone.
F That information prompted a teletype alarm to Washington which
read in part: “Due to time Judy stated [in the phone conversation
with her mother] she would be home [on March 4] strong possibility
she may meet Gubitchev at 7 p.m. Wash Field should surveil her to
N.Y. as in past. N.Y. coverage will be same.”

William Foley, her superior in the Justice Department, was in-
structed to notify the FBI when Judith Coplon was leaving so the tail
could be put on her. Late on the afternoon of March 3, Foley tipped
the FBI that the suspect had made arrangements to go to New York
the next day.

At 1 p.m. Friday, March 4, Miss Coplon left Union Terminal in
Washington aboard a Pennsylvania Railroad train for New York.
And sitting alone beside the window looking out at the landscape
whizzing by, Judith had no idea that two seats behind her on the
opposite side of the aisle, the two men sitting together had one over-
riding mission—never to let their eyes off her. They were the same
two agents who had followed her on a number of previous occasions,
Agents Hradsky and Brennan. They felt reasonably safe that Miss
Coplon had not spotted them before and that she could not suspect
they were following her now.

In New York, elaborate and painstaking preparations had been
made for her arrival and expected meeting with Gubitchev. There was
little doubt but that Judith Coplon would meet the Russian official,
because this time the FBI strongly suspected she had made off with
data slips containing extracts of FBI reports relating to Soviet
affairs; word sketches of three government employees, and extracts
from a decoy message prepared by the FBI and made available to her
by her superior, Foley, on that Friday morning. The FBI was almost
certain the petite Miss Coplon was going to transmit this data to
Gubitchev.

The preparations were more elaborate than before because this
time the FBI was prepared to close in and make arrests, Twenty
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agents and seven radio-equipped cars were pressed into service in
New York. Five agents were assigned to watch Gubitchev—three at
the United Nations and two at his 108th Street home.

Another car with two agents covered the DeL.uxe Restaurant on
Dyckman Street where Miss Coplon and Gubitchev had had their first
known meeting. Two more G-men were at the Broadway IRT sub-
way’s 191st Street station. Another two were put in a stationery store
at Broadway and West 193rd Street to watch the corner the suspects
had used previously for their hurried cloak-and-dagger rendezvous.
Two other agents were posted across the street.

Downtown, two cars, an agent in each, were designated to patrol
outside Pennsylvania Station, while five other agents—one a tall, wil-
lowy brunette named Sappho Manos, chief clerk in the New York
City FBI office—were in and around the station on foot.

As the train bringing Judith Coplon to New York passed through
the tunnel under the Hudson River and slowed down in its approach
to Pennsylvania Station, the slender, dark-eyed Miss Coplon rose
from her seat and straightened the wrinkles in her black skirt, ad-
justed her sweater, then reached for the black cloth coat which had
been on the seat beside her. She put on the coat, then walked forward
to the car’s vestibule.

Agents Hradsky and Brennan remained in their seats but their eyes
were glued to the suspect.

When the train came to a halt and the doors opened, Judith Cop-
lon stepped onto the platform and walked toward the stairs. Right
behind were the two agents who had followed her from Washington.
And when she reached the main terminal level, other alert but invisi-
ble hosts were there to greet her.

Miss Manos and FBI Agents Robert Granville and Edward Scheidt
quickly targeted in on Miss Coplon and, with several paces separating
each operative, fell in behind her as she threaded her way through the
incipient evening rush hour crowd to the IND’s 34th Street station at
the far western end of the giant terminal.

Unknown to’ Judith Coplon, this same trio followed her through
the turnstile to the platform and into an uptown Washington Heights
express. Agents Hradsky and Brennan, on a signal from Granville
that his team had taken over, dropped out of the picture at the sub-
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way entrance. They could not continue to tail the suspect without
risking the chance that she would recognize what they were doing.

Nevertheless, Miss Coplon was in the clutches of a formidable ar-
ray of operatives. At no time could she elude the scrutiny of at least
one or all three of her watchers, even when the homebound crowd
grew at each subsequent stop on the trip uptown.

The ride lasted less than a half hour. Shortly before 5 p.m., Miss
Coplon wove her way to the train’s door and stepped out onto the
platform at the 190th Street station. Agent Granville was right behind
her. At the same time Miss Manos and Agent Scheidt stepped off
through a door at the other end of the car. They turned and walked
toward Miss Coplon as she, seeming somewhat confused on the
crowded platform, moved toward them.

Then came one of those incidents that if written into fiction would
surely have been discounted as too melodramatically implausible.

Miss Coplon stumbled and literally bumped into Miss Manos. “Ex-
cuse me,” the girl said, “I'm sorry.” Then as she recovered, she
added, “Excuse me again, but I seem to be lost. Can you tell me how
I can get to Broadway?”

Heart in mouth but deadpan, as though nothing in the world could
be amiss, Miss Manos turned a quick smile and answered in a steady
voice, “That’s quite all right. I'm sorry we can’t help.” She gazed at
Scheidt and then at Miss Coplon again. “We seem to be lost, too. We
were just trying to get our bearings. Sorry . . .”

And with that, Miss Manos and Scheidt walked in the opposite
direction, refusing even to glance at Agent Granville who, of course,
had stayed back during the brief encounter and now had to go it
alone.

Granville tailed the diminutive suspect to the street and watched as
she walked aimlessly, or seemingly so, from Overlook Terrace east on
190th Street to Fort Washington Avenue and on to Broadway. After
long minutes of this wandering, Granville sensed this part of the trip
might be a decoy. He quickly slipped into a phone booth which gave
him a view of the street and so let him keep an eye on his quarry, and
called a special FBI number. He gave his location and asked for
reinforcements. Then he stepped out and picked up Judith Coplon’s
trail.
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Minutes later Granville spotted the help he was looking for in the
person of Agent John R. Murphy who fell in behind Granville as
Judith Coplon’s second shadow. At 191st Street and Broadway, Gran-
ville veered off in another direction and circled around the block. Still
more minutes later, Granville came back to stalk the suspect as Mur-
phy peeled off.

At 5:55 p.m. Valentin Gubitchev all at once appeared on the
scene. Two agents had followed him from the UN Building to the
Heights, but now as they spotted Granville and Murphy nearby, they
fell back and let these two agents do the spotting.

As Gubitchev rounded 191st Street into Broadway, he walked to-
ward Judith Coplon—and right past her. Neither gave any sign of
recognition. The G-men, expecting something of the sort, split up
again, each taking up the trail of a suspect.

For more than an hour, Gubitchev and Judith Coplon wandered the
streets of Washington Heights, occasionally passing one another, occa-
sionally walking in the same direction, but never looking at each
other directly, never exchanging a glance, never handing anything
over, never signaling each other.

It was now apparent the Justice Department girl and the Russian
engineer were following an elaborate cloak-and-dagger routine.

Finally, after an hour and more of seemingly aimless promenading,
Miss Coplon headed back to the IND subway at 190th Street and
boarded a downtown express that ultimately deposited her at the
42nd Street station on 8th Avenue. It was 7:30 p.m. when she
climbed the stairs to the busy street, just a block west of Times
Square. Agent Murphy had never let her out of his sight on the train
ride and he was still stalking her now on the street. But he had no
idea where Gubitchev was. Nor Agent Granville.

Miss Coplon headed east on 42nd Street, past the bright blinking
lights of the all-night movie houses that illuminate the street into an
incandescent brilliance, past the multitude of hot dog stands, pizza
parlors, army and navy stores, past the throngs of black-jacketed
teenagers who make the gaudy street their constant hangout.

Murphy clung to Judith through the crowds and soon the blinding
lights of Times Square burst upon them. Judith Coplon turned the
corner into Seventh Avenue where it merges into Broadway, walking
into the pulse center of the big city. Here his quarry suddenly slowed
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her pace, almost ambling along now. The crowds were fairly thick in
Times Square because curtain time was approaching in the more than
score of legitimate theaters that dot the area. It was easy to lose her
in those throngs, so Murphy moved closer.

In front of the Paramount Theater at the corner of 43rd Street,
Judith suddenly turned and started back. Murphy stepped into the
doorway of a variety store and waited until his prey had passed, then
he picked up her trail again. It led around the corner into 42nd Street
once more. As Miss Coplon walked west toward Eighth Avenue, Mur-
phy suddenly became aware of Gubitchev. He had popped up about
fifty feet behind Miss Coplon and was going in the same direction.
Murphy had been about seventy-five feet behind Miss Coplon which
put Gubitchev only twenty-five feet in front of the G-man—almost too
close for Murphy’s comfort.

Murphy turned and looked in desperation for Agent Granville who
had had the job of tailing Gubitchev. There was no sign of him. It
was up to Murphy now to follow both suspects, who now walked on
past Eighth Avenue and headed toward Ninth.

About mid-block, Gubitchev suddenly looked back over his left
shoulder, held the glance, then turned his head frontward again. A
few paces on, Gubitchev tossed another quick look over his left shoul-
der, then his right. He straightened again and quickened his pace.

Then, as he drew abreast of Miss Coplon, Gubitchev broke into a
run. All at once Miss Coplon began running, too. As Murphy took
after them, Gubitchev and the girl sprinted across Ninth Avenue and
hopped aboard a downtown bus.

Instead of racing for the bus himself, Murphy darted into a bar-
and-grill and phoned the FBI to report what had happened. A radio
flash went out immediately to all FBI cars to converge on the bus.

From scattered directions, the unmarked cars gathered speed and
headed crosstown, downtown, uptown, all targeting in on the south-
bound bus. One FBI car, far uptown, raced along the West Side
Highway, an elevated expressway that snakes along the Hudson River
shore, and as it neared the scene came to grief—with a flat tire. That
put four agents out of action.

But no misfortune overtook the other pursuing cars and within
minutes they had the rear of the bus fixed in the beams of their
headlights. The trail had been picked up even before the bus had
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gone ten blocks. And Judith Coplon and Valentin Gubitchev were
still aboard the bus, but sitting apart on opposite sides of the aisle.
They were still pretending they were strangers to each other.

When the bus stopped at 14th Street, the northern edge of Green-
wich Village, Gubitchev and Miss Coplon stepped off. It was 9:05
p-m. and the neighborhood was nearly deserted. For the first time, in
the darkness of the quiet street, Gubitchev and Miss Coplon appar-
ently felt it was safe to meet. They stood a few minutes chatting, then
walked east on 14th Street and went down into a BMT line subway
station.

A train bound for the Canarsie section of Brooklyn pulled in and
the suspects scampered aboard. Into the same train went Granville,
who had been picked up in one of the FBI cars after Miss Coplon
and Gubitchev had given him the slip earlier, and now was again
restored as the primary tail.

In the car the couple separated again, taking seats apart from each
other. But at the next station, Union Square, they suddenly leaped to
their feet and dashed out of the car in what seemed to be perfect
timing for their exit. They went out just as the doors were closing.
Granville could not get off in time and was forced to ride the train to
the next station, where he quickly phoned the FBI command post to
report what had happened.

The time now was 9:22 p.m. and for the next twelve minutes the
FBI lost all touch with Gubitchev and Miss Coplon. But at 9:34 p.m.
they were spotted once more on the east side of Third Avenue near
East 15th Street. By now Granville had gotten back and joined the
other G-men who had the couple in their sights once more. Again he
stalked behind at a discreet distance as the other agents took up
obscure positions in doorways along the grimy avenue.

Granville allowed the two to stroll unhampered across 15th Street.
All at once the deserted avenue came to life as a stream of cars
converged on the area. Just then Granville was joined by Agent Mur-
phy who had brought instructions.

He spelled them out very simply: “We take them!”

Midway between 15th and 16th Streets, on the east side of the
avenue, Agent Granville drew up to Gubitchev and Miss Coplon,
tapped them gently on the shoulder and said grimly, “I am a special
agent of the FBI. You are both under arrest.”
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Miss Coplon’s handbag was seized and examined on the spot. In it
the G-men found the very documents the suspect was reported to
have taken with her when she left her office in the Justice Department
earlier in the day. One of these papers was a two-part memorandum
which dealt with: (1) actual Communist attempts to lay hands on the
geophones which had been designed to register the destructive force
of atomic bombs; and (2) fictitious data that the FBI was using to
hire Amtorg officials as informants concerning the Red conspiracy in
the U.S. The signature of FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover was on the
memo to make it look authentic.

Gubitchev was given a quick frisk to determine whether he had a
weapon on him. He was clean. Then Granville went through Gubit-
chev’s pockets and found a plain white envelope containing $125 in
$5, $10, and $20 bills. In addition, he had $4.25 in another pocket.

Over their protests, Gubitchev and Miss Coplon were escorted into
a car and driven to FBI headquarters in the Federal Building at Foley
Square in downtown Manhattan. They were questioned for the next
seven hours, during which time both suspects categorically denied
every allegation that they had engaged in espionage.

Miss Coplon insisted the meetings the FBI had witnessed—on
January 14, February 17, and the last one which had ended in her
arrest—were nothing more than innocent get-togethers of a “maiden
and man carrying on a romance.” She told her questioners she had
met Gubitchev in September of 1948, had fallen in love with him,
and, until the first rendezvous on January 14 which the FBI observed,
was hoping to marry him. That night she learned for the first time
Gubitchev could not go through with his promise because he already
had a wife. When the FBI saw her raise the newspaper she was hold-
ing and gesticulate, Miss Coplon explained, she was actually trying
to hit Gubitchev in anger.

Shortly before 3 a.m., the FBI concluded its questioning and
notified the United Nations Secretariat to send an attorney to the
Federal Building to determine whether Gubitchev was on official duty
when taken in custody and hence entitled to immunity. At the same
time the prisoners were directed to make efforts to obtain counsel.

Meanwhile, Federal Judge Simon H. Rifkind was awakened and
asked to come to his chambers in the Federal Court House to con-
duct an arraignment.

—was—sucH 45 10 arouse the gravest of suspicions.” Her pocketbook,
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At 4 a.m. the prisoners were brought before Rifkind. All he did at
that juncture was advise Qubilcheraad MissCoplop.oltheirconstitu:
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the judge asserted, was “literally bulging with highly confidential se-
crets,” most of which referred to suspected espionage agents.

“She is charged with a serious offense,” the court declared. “She
violated a high trust. She was in a highly confidential position. She
attempted to betray the country although she had taken a loyalty
oath.”

The sentence: forty months to ten years.

Now Judith Coplon faced another trial—with Gubitchev—in New
York City. The proceedings got under way January 24, 1950, and
they were greatly enlivened by the antics of Judith Coplon’s voluble,
fiery attorney, Archibald Palmer, who had been twice fined $100 for
contempt of court by Judge Reeves in Washington. Palmer stayed out
of serious hassles with Federal Judge Sylvester Ryan during the New
York trial but fell afoul of his client, who never did get along too well
with her lawyer.

Shortly after the trial started, Miss Coplon asked that Palmer be
dismissed as her counsel on various grounds which Judith purported
had made her lose confidence in him. He was then dismissed by Judge
Ryan.

When Miss Coplon failed to select a new lawyer, Judge Ryan
named Attorneys Samuel Neuburger, Leonard Boudin, and Sidney S.
Berman to defend her. Their contention throughout the trial was that
Miss Coplon’s association with Gubitchev had been strictly a roman-
tic one.

Gubitchev’s attorney, Abraham L. Pomerantz, also claimed that a
friendship existed between his client and Miss Coplon, and asserted
that the Government’s case was largely based on illegal search and
seizure and on wiretap evidence.

On March 7, the jury returned a verdict of guilty against both Miss
Coplon and Gubitchev. Before pronouncing sentence on Miss
Coplon, Judge Ryan lashed out with this denunication:

“You have brought dishonor upon the name you bear; you have
brought disgrace and even tragedy upon your family. You have been
disloyal to the country which has nourished you, helped you acquire
an education and placed in you high trust and confidence. Your coun-
try looks upon you with sorrow. You have proved yourself an un-
grateful daughter. My observation of you during the trial and my
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knowledge of the facts convince me that the seeds of disloyalty still
find root within you.”

The tragedy referred to by Judge Ryan was the death of Miss
Coplon’s father. The family had tried to keep the news from the elder
Coplon who was an invalid. At the time of his daughter’s arrest,
Coplon was recovering from a stroke. Despite the family’s attempts
to shield him, he heard of the arrest through a radio broadcast. When
his daughter was indicted a second time on March 16, 1949, in Wash-
ington, Coplon suffered a second stroke and never regained conscious-
ness. He died on March 29, 1949, at the age of sixty-nine. Miss
Coplon was with her father at her home in Brooklyn when the end
came. He died in the belief his daughter was innocent of the crime of
betraying her country. He actually accepted her explanation that she
had merely “borrowed” the secret documents found in her possession
for the book she was planning to write.

Judge Ryan imposed fifteen-year sentences on Gubitchev and Miss
Coplon, hers to run consecutively. But the tall, square-jawed Judge
Ryan literally rocked the courtroom when he turned to address
Gubitchev:

“You came here as an emissary of peace; you were accepted
among us in the role of a friend; you violated your oath of office to
the Secretariat of the United Nations of the world. . . . You stand
convicted before the world of betrayal of all human mankind. You, it
has been found, have by your acts attempted to destroy the hopes of
millions who would avoid war and establish peace among the peoples
of the world. And you do that with arrogance and with a smile on
your lips and on your face as you stand here before me for sentence,
and in defiance of all humanity . . .”

Everyone was expecting Judge Ryan to reel off one final blast at
Gubitchev, then send him off in the custody of the guards to do his
time in Federal prison. The final blast came, but it was impregnated
with a great surprise:

“The Attorney General of the United States and the Secretary of
State have recommended that this sentence be suspended and that
you be sent out of the country. These officials state that they feel that
the best interests of the United States of America and of its citizens
will be served by following this course. . . . It is beyond my prov-
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ince to question the reasons for or the wisdom of their recom-
mendation. I shall accept it . . .”

Then Judge Ryan gave Gubitchev an alternative: get out of the
country or go to jail.

Gubitchev was delighted inwardly, yet he made a brief stand of it
by threatening to fight the sentence. “I want very much,” he said, “to
clear my name.” But the gesture was empty. On March 13, four days
after Judge Ryan gave him a choice, Gubitchev advised the Federal
court he would be pleased to leave the United States in lieu of doing
fifteen years in prison.

Gubitchev also tried in those last hours to have the court rescind
its directive that he “never return” to the United States, but U.S.
Attorney Irving H. Saypol who had conducted the prosecution was
quick in warning that he would permit no “shenanigans,” that Gubit-
chev could accept the terms laid down by the court or else.

Gubitchev did not press his “technical legal reservations” any fur-
ther and on the 20th of March he sailed for home on the Polish liner
Batory. He was accompanied by his wife, Lydia, who met her hus-
band dockside and thrust welcoming arms around him. Gubitchev
could not return the embrace. His wrists were still manacled—and
remained so until the vessel set sail.

Meanwhile, Judith Coplon, out on a total of $60,000 bail, turned
to the higher courts for a reversal of her dual sentences. Through her
attorneys, Neuburger, Boudin, and Berman, Miss Coplon met a
broad-shouldered, sandy-haired, blue-eyed young man who worked
as a lawyer in their office. His name was Albert H. Socolov. They
were introduced in January 1950, just before her second trial.

On the afternoon of May 29, about fifty relatives and members of
the family gathered in the Coplon four-room apartment in Brooklyn
to witness a simple, double-ring wedding ceremony, conducted by
Rabbi Max Felshin of Manhattan’s Radio City Synagogue, in which
Judith Coplon and Albert Socolov were married.

Looking radiant and rested, Judith Coplon was hardly to be com-
pared with the tired and angered woman who in March had stood
before the bench and listened to Judge Ryan label her a traitor to her
country.

Her new husband immediately made it his personal business to
clear his wife’s name. With Attorney Boudin as the chief ball-carrier,
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Socolov masterminded an appeal and achieved the first breakthrough
on December 5, 1950, when the United States Circuit Court of Ap-
peals at Foley Square unanimously set aside her New York convic-
tion—even though holding that her “guilt is plain.”

The court, presided over by distinguished Judge Learned Hand,
ruled that the conviction must be upset because Judith Coplon was
arrested without a warrant and that the Government had failed to
show conclusively that its evidence did not stem from other than
illegal wire-tapping sources.

Although the indictment was not dismissed and the way was left
open for retrial, many sources at once conceded that the high court
had knocked the props from under the Government’s case. The court
had found that the incriminating evidence—the Justice Department
documents allegedly found in Miss Coplon’s handbag—could not be
used against her because the G-men had seized them without a war-
rant. The papers were the crux of the case.

Since then a law has been passed enabling the FBI to make arrests
without warrants, but that could not apply in the Coplon case.

Boudin and Socolov then hit the U.S. Court of Appeals in Washing-
ton on Miss Coplon’s 1949 conviction there. The verdict was upheld
but the court said she was entitled to a lower court hearing to deter-
mine whether her telephone conversations with her lawyer, Palmer,
before and during her trial in Washington had been tapped. If the
phones were tapped—a fact conceded by the Government at the New
York trial—then, the court ruled, she was entitled to a new trial in
Washington.

But the hearing suggested by the Court of Appeals never came off.
Instead, opposing sides sought relief before the United States Su-
preme Court. The Government went in with two motions, the defense
with one, both hoping to bring order out of the chaos created by the
conflicting Court of Appeals decisions.

On January 28, 1952, the nation’s highest tribunal merely added to
the muddle by refusing any review. That left everything up in the air,
where it has remained ever since.

For more than a dozen years, Judith Coplon, or Mrs. Albert Soco-
lov, has been a free woman while government officials debate and
deliberate what they can do with her case which has come to be one
of the most celebrated “hot potatoes” in the annals of jurisprudence.
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And today Judith Coplon is still a free woman, although she is
being continued in the $60,000 bail which has never been returned.
Forty thousand of that money, all in cash, was put up for her bail in
New York; the other $20,000 was posted through a bonding com-
pany in Washington. Not a penny of interest has been earned on that
money in all these years.

The indictments against her still have not been dismissed and it is
next to impossible to learn when, if ever, they will be dismissed or
new attempts made to bring Judith Coplon to trial. The case, a legal
nightmare, has passed through four national administrations:
Truman, Eisenhower, Kennedy, and Johnson. And still it lingers.

Meanwhile, Judith Coplon, now a matronly mother of four chil-
dren, spends her time as an obscure housewife, living in a 132-year-
old red-brick apartment house in downtown Brooklyn. Socolov bought
the house and the family occupies three of the four floors, which they
have remodeled and furnished.

Judith Coplon’s dark brown hair is still dark brown, but strands of
gray show now. Although she is twenty pounds heavier than she was
in the early 1950’s when she was front page news, she still runs up
and down the stairs with plenty of bounce and exudes a surprising
middle-age youthfulness.

If you should ask why Judith Coplon has not tried to have the dual
indictments dismissed and the $60,000 returned to her and the bond-
ing company, part or all of the answer perhaps lies in the fact that she
has those four children. The last thing she wants is to have them find
out about their mother’s past. Espionage is a hard subject to discuss
with youngsters, especially when it concerns their own mother.

Try to talk to her husband about the case, and he says, “I don’t
want to discuss it. We have cherished these years of privacy we have
had . . .”

The years have been private for Gubitchev, too. Nothing of his
whereabouts in the Soviet Union has been heard during all this time.
If he is still alive, no one this side of the Iron Curtain knows.
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Tue Gubitchev-Coplon spy case revived a clamor for an
investigation of the United Nations that had been demanded back in
1948, when charges of subversion were being hurled about by a hand-
ful of congressmen and senators whose tactics were labeled by critics
as “incredibly irresponsible and hysterical.”

The thunder was sounded off by three State Department subordi-
nate officials of the Visa Division, who gave testimony to a Senate
Judiciary Subcommittee in Washington to the general effect that the
UN headquarters was being used by Communist countries as a “gate-
way” to slip hundreds of subversive agents into this country, to roam
unwatched under cover of diplomatic immunity.

One witness, William McGrath Harlow, chief of the department’s
Diplomatic Visa Section, expressed the belief that “every repre-
sentative of an Iron Curtain country” attached to the UN “is a threat
to the security of the United States.”

The other two witnesses, Robert G. Alexander and R. Clyde Lar-
kin, also gave testimony to the same general effect—that the secu-
rity of the United States was threatened by several hundred Soviet
and satellite representatives who were using the UN merely as a cover
up for subversive activities.

Larkin told the Senate subcommittee that some agents were mov-
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ing about freely “trying to collect intelligence data of benefit to their
own country, as well as for the enlightenment of various groups in
this country.”

Alexander, a 31-year-veteran of the State Department service and
an expert on visa matters, added fuel to the fire by saying the UN was
honeycombed with international and domestic Communists.

The charges brought angry reaction from the staff committee of the
UN, which unanimously passed a resolution in behalf of the more
than 3,000 employees of that time, condemning the repeated spy
accusations against the organization. The resolution stated that the
“unsubstantiated charges which have been made, and the manner in
which they were publicized, unjustly cause damage to the United Na-
tions in general and the Secretariat in particular.”

The charges by the three State Department officials quickly
prompted Secretary of State George C. Marshall to form a committee
of distinguished citizens to look into the matter. The committee con-
sisted of Benjamin M. McKelway, James H. Rowe, Jr., and Marcellus
C. Sheild.

After listening to the testimony of the three State Department of-
ficials and completing its study, the Secretary’s committee reported
back that it did not find several hundred persons, or even one person,
abusing America’s hospitality under UN auspices by spying or con-
spiring in espionage. The committee was “shocked by the manner in
which these serious charges were made.” It pointed out that the “irre-
sponsible” statements “produced serious repercussions on the foreign
policy of the United States.”

They did in truth, too, for the United Nations was injured and
doubts were raised abroad about the sincerity of America’s support of
the great undertaking that was the still infant world organization.

The New York Times commented on the incident: “This episode
might not have occurred, and certainly would have drawn less atten-
tion, if people’s ideas of what constitutes evidence had not been upset
by the activities of one or two other congressional committees. We
have to guard ourselves but we do not have to go into hysterics in the
process.”

Although the committee failed to find any documentation in the
three State Department officials’ charges, the Central Intelligence
Agency conducted its own investigation and reported back to the
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Senate Judiciary Committee, headed by Senator Pat McCarran (D.-
Nev.) that Communist terrorists, wholesale killers, spies, and subver-
sive agents did, in fact, hold jobs with the United Nations and its
subsidiary organizations.

Senator McCarran released the contents of a letter from Rear Ad-
miral R. H. Hillenkoetter, director of the CIA, who had investigated
a list of one hundred names of UN employees submitted by the Mc-
Carran committee.

Here were Hillenkoetter’s findings:

a) Thirty-two of the employees were engaged in active work
for the intelligence agencies of their respective countries.

b) Twenty-nine others were high-ranking Communist Party
officials. And as such, the committee indicated, they must be con-
sidered as engaging in subversive activities against the United
States.

c) Twenty-one more were engaged in active Communist organ-
ization work of an underground or subversive nature outside their
native homelands.

d) Fifteen others were not in the CIA’s “derogatory informa-
tion file.”

e) The remaining three had definite pro-American sympathies
or had shown disaffection with Communist ideology.

Another part of Hillenkoetter’s letter to the senators described the
pattern of Communist espionage and subversive group operations,
listing these specific objectives:

a) Placing agents in strategic U.S. installations.

b) Establishing communications facilities for agents to transmit
material, one facet of which is the system of seamen couriers.

c) Checking on Soviet personnel in this country to guard
against defection.

d) Dissemination of Communist propaganda and gathering of
adverse facts about the United States.

e) Through U.S. immigrant and language groups, sending
American currency to Russia, where it aggregates a considerable
income for Russian intelligence operations abroad.

f) Maintenance of liaison between Communists in the United
States and Russian headquarters.
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g) Organization of pressure groups to oppose American legisla-
tion adverse to Russia.

Hillenkoetter further went on to describe how Russia went to ex-
treme lengths to select personnel for service in the United States and
the UN, and extreme pains to pick diplomats and other officials who
would not defect and who would make good spies.

The concern over Red spies in the UN eventually diminished, but
with the Gubitchev-Coplon case came a new ground swell of fears
and apprehensions about the world organization as a seat for espi-
onage. For the first time, the critics could point to Gubitchev and say,
“See, we told you . . . the UN is reeking with Red agents.”

The New York News, which could look out of its own imposing
skyscraper across 42nd Street and see the mammoth 39-story UN
structure blotting out the magnificent view of the East River, wrote a
bitter editorial about the UN after the Gubitchev-Coplon case. At the
time, Congress had not yet allocated the $65,000,000 U.S. loan for
the construction of the building on property donated by the Rockefel-
ler family.

Every precaution should be taken—and put in writing—
against letting the UN serve as a spy hideaway and retreat
[wrote the News]. Congress can force such restrictions, too, if it
so desires. That $65,000,000 U.S. “loan” for the UN palaces in
east midtown New York has not yet been okayed by Congress—
and need not be, as long as the UN is the least bit stuffy about
limiting diplomatic immunity.

Or, if Congress should feel like just inviting the UN to take its
world HQ the hell out of this country and move them to Geneva,
Switzerland, we think that would be even better. It seems a safe
bet that, no matter how severely we limit diplomatic immunity,
some clever spies, Russian or other, will always be able to make
dangerous uses of UN world HQ if they are in the United States.

Needless to say, the United States okayed the loan and the United
Nations remained, even though the News chose not to be a friendly
neighbor.

Before too long, the News and other opponents of the UN had
something more to cackle about when the Senate Internal Security
Committee in Washington touched off a full drive against subversives
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and Communists in the Secretariat. The storm broke over the UN in
mid-summer 1952, when an investigation linked forty Americans in
the UN to espionage. Although the scandal pointed directly to Com-
munists and their agents inside and outside the UN, there had been
no hint as to which Reds might have been involved in the attempts to
subvert the Americans.

The probe led to the dismissal of twenty-nine disloyal Americans
and the suspension of eleven others. Several of the latter group turned
in their resignations before they could be given hearings.

The highlight of the Senate Internal Security Committee hearing
came in early December when Evelyn Thaler, secretary to Konstantin
E. Zinchenko, head of the UN’s Department of Security Council
Affairs, testified. Zinchenko was a Russian.

Miss Thaler told the probers that she had been a Communist at
one time, but quit of boredom. The committee praised Miss Thaler
for helping spotlight the twenty-nine disloyal American employees at
the UN, who were later fired, and praised her for co-operating with
the committee as well as the FBI. Observers could only guess
whether she hadn’t supplied even more vital information at the closed
sessions.

At any rate, Miss Thaler’s testimony helped focus attention on a
strange vacancy that had developed in the august councils of the
United Nations. Her own boss had suddenly dropped out of sight, or
it just became apparent that he had.

Actually, the vacancy at his desk was noted some months before
and it was a matter that had gnawed at Secretary General Trygve Lie.
Then around mid-September of 1952, Lie decided to make it his
business to find out what had become of Zinchenko.

“What has happened to Konstantin?” was how Lie put it to one of
the Soviet Delegation members, Arkady A. Sobolov, when they met
for lunch in the delegates’ cafeteria shortly after noon on the 13th.
Konstantin Zinchenko as Assistant Secretary General of the UN was
the highest ranking Russian in Lie’s Secretariat and the official who
sat in for the Secretary General when he was away from the UN. Lie
himself was aware that Zinchenko had gone back to Moscow in June,
but he had taken far too long to return.

Sobolov shifted uneasily in his chair as he mulled over the Secre-
tary General’s query. Then finally he said with a forced smile, “I have
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been wondering myself why Konstantin has not come back. I had
heard he was ill, poor fellow. Maybe he is still indisposed . . .”

It was about what Lie had expected to hear. It’s practically the
stock reply one gets from Russian government officials at the UN
after one of their number drops out of sight suddenly and mysteri-
ously and in all likelihood isn’t coming back.

Lie had heard reports for some time that Zinchenko was ill in
Moscow, but like other diplomats wise in the ways of reported Soviet
ailments, the Secretary General suspected strongly the illness was
mostly diplomatic, and that Zinchenko had seen the last of his days in
the U.S. and in the service of the UN.

Of course, if anyone had known what had become of Zinchenko,
Sobolov would be the one. For Sobolov himself had held Zinchenko’s
$22,000-a-year Assistant Secretary post until late 1949 when the Gu-
bitchev-Coplon case had exposed Russia’s espionage activity in the UN
and brought widespread criticism of the Soviets. Sobolov was then
recalled to Moscow and from there had sent word back that “illness”
prevented his return. Zinchenko then was assigned to take Sobolov’s
job.

Sobolov eventually returned to the UN, but he had a reduced rank
in the Soviet Delegation. Observers of the diplomatic scene agreed at
the time he was very fortunate indeed to have recovered his health.

And now Zinchenko was “ill.” But still another element of mystery
cloaked the case because, along with Zinchenko, one of his chiet
aides, Nicolai Skvortsov, also was among the missing and had been
for some months. He had taken home leave in April and returned to
Moscow. Skvortsov, who had put in three years at the UN, was ex-
pected back in a month. But then he applied for an extension of leave
on the ground his wife was sick. The request was granted and he was
continued on the payroll, drawing a tax-free $8,000-a-year salary
with full retirement benefits.

No one at the time when Lie inquired about Zinchenko could at-
tach any significance to the dual absences except to speculate along
the usual channels: Zinchenko and Skvortsov had fallen out of the
good graces of their government and Premier Stalin was dealing with
them in the obvious manner.

Nor was much thought given to the fact that the two Russian diplo-
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mats had left the scene right in the thick of the storm over the United
Nations in mid-summer when the congressional investigation had
linked the forty Americans in the UN to espionage.

In the uproar over the charges against these Americans, a hue and
cry rose in Washington and other quarters in this country once more
against the UN’s Department of Security Council Affairs, the very
department headed by Zinchenko, the now missing Assistant Secre-
tary General, where the accused Americans had worked.

There was more than a little significance in this situation because
the department at the time was dealing in highly important matters
pertaining to the Korean War which was then still raging.

There was also considerable significance to the action Lie had
taken against Zinchenko, in early 1952, in denying him access to any
reports coming in from the Korean front. Zinchenko had been caught
making unauthorized diversions of certain documents dealing with
strategy, troop movements, and other military matters concerning UN
forces in Korea. There can be little doubt that Zinchenko was feeding
the information to Moscow which was actually directing the Red
forces fighting against the UN divisions on the battle lines.

Secretary General Lie’s quarantine of Zinchenko had the effect of
reducing his position on the 38th floor to that of a courier. At that
same time, Zinchenko’s assistant, Skvortsov, also was restricted, so
that he, too, had only limited access to papers and documents dealing
with Korea. To say the quarantine contributed to Zinchenko’s and
Skvortsov’s departures would probably not be far from the truth.

Zinchenko had come into his post in 1949 as one of the UN’s eight
Assistant Secretaries General. When the war broke out in 1950, Zin-
chenko theoretically became the UN Minister of War, Commu-
nication, and Information. That put him in charge of all legal, mili-
tary, and judicial affairs relating to the subsequent UN operations in
Korea. This prize position had been delegated to the Russians at the
1945 San Francisco Charter Conference after Molotov’s threats to
withdraw from further participation in the world body. Molotov then
named Sobolov for the job.

The first weeks of fighting in Korea produced understandable
confusion in the conduct of field operations and in reports on activi-
ties coming back from the front. The Security Council, which had
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voted UN intervention to stop the Communist North Korean
invasion, stipulated that field commanders make frequent reports to
the world organization.

These reports went directly to Zinchenko. In time we were to learn
that, in receiving this information himself, Zinchenko in effect was
getting information about American and UN troops from a theater of
war where the enemy in actuality was being commanded by Zin-
chenko’s own boss, Stalin.

Even before Secretary General Lie suspected what was happening
in his own Secretariat, the field commander, General Douglas Mac-
Arthur, who headed the U.S. forces as well as those of other nations
under the UN banner on the Korean front, had begun to realize what
was going on. The North Koreans seemed to have an almost uncanny
ability to anticipate MacArthur’s battle plans.

The General decided on a new strategy, not on the field but in his
reports to the UN. He limited the information to general matters of a
non-military nature and kept battlefield and logistic data down to an
unenlightening minimum.

MacArthur had a secondary reason for holding back. On more
than one occasion he had found the UN Security Council had cen-
sored his reports on the course of the war in the Far East. This had
pulled him into a temporary feud with Trygve Lie. The General was
truly on the spot. He was damned if he sent a full and accurate
account of activities because he knew that, through Zinchenko, the
information would go right back into the hands of the Communist
Chinese and North Koreans. And he was damned if he didn’t send
the full report because he was committing a slur against the whole
UN structure.

It was an unfortunate position for MacArthur. And it soon made
trouble for him. Zinchenko, as the UN’s Minister of War, Commu-
nication, and Information, was compelled to notify MacArthur that
he was failing in his obligation to the UN. The complaint was cer-
tainly justified, but coming as it did from Zinchenko—he was no
longer able to transmit accurate warfront information to the Kremlin
because of MacArthur’s holdout—the question of the General’s ac-
tions became academic.

In the exchange of messages between Zinchenko and MacArthur
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which followed, a long-distance feud soon galvanized. Zinchenko de-
manded full reports; MacArthur refused to comply.

Finally in anger over Zinchenko’s abuse, MacArthur whipped off a
blistering complaint to Secretary General Lie. The General did not
accuse Zinchenko of espionage; he merely charged that his reports
were being censored by the Security Council.

Zinchenko took this occasion to strike back at the General. The
Soviet official called a news conference and acidly denounced Mac-
Arthur for “holding out” on military information. This outburst was
viewed as an attempt to stir up a row and put UN pressure on the
General. But the pressure never developed. Instead, not long after-
ward Lie began holding closed door conferences with the Security
Council—without Zinchenko. It was apparent now that Lie, too, had
become aware of Zinchenko’s real aims in demanding full battlefield
reports. Within a few short weeks the Secretary General directed that
henceforth reports from MacArthur must not cross Zinchenko’s desk;
they were to go directly to Lie.

Lie followed this move with the establishment of a “vigilance com-
mittee” which, in effect, went a step further in blacking out Russia’s
access to all information about Korean UN military activities. Only
the committee was allowed to handle the reports from Korea. And—
Zinchenko was not on the committee.

Thus Zinchenko was reduced, for all intents and purposes, to the
level of a liaison or courier between the Secretariat and the Soviet
UN Mission. In subsequent months Zinchenko was seen more and
more in the company of his aide, Nikolai Skvortsov, and their com-
ings and goings together began to raise questions about what activity
they were engaged in.

The suspicion arose because UN observers had always regarded
Skvortsov as a man of mystery. Young and clean-cut, Skvortsov had
been the greatest enigma that UN correspondents had ever encoun-
tered among Russians who passed through the skyscraper headquar-
ters. He liked to chat with people he knew so as to show off his
excellent command of English; he cracked jokes; he was affable. Yet
he was severe and aloof and extremely cautious in what he said in
conversations with correspondents.

The most curious aspect of Skvortsov’s peregrinations was the fre-
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quency with which he went in and out of the UN Building. Although
his duties demanded his presence inside most of the working day, he
seemed to have an inordinate amount of business somewhere outside.
Where he went and what he did were questions asked but never an-
swered. At least not in the UN.

But a time finally came when one person in the UN did learn about
Skvortsov’s mysterious trips, now being made with Zinchenko, his
boss. Secretary General Lie got the word from the State Department,
and it was that Skvortsov had been trying to subvert a number of
Americans into obtaining secrets about America’s Eastern Seaboard
defenses.

Lie also was told that the man behind the plot was Zinchenko, the
Secretary General’s own first assistant. Lie was truly shocked. He was
cognizant of Zinchenko’s clandestine role in the Korean military re-
ports affair, but he never suspected a plot to steal the military secrets
of the UN’s host nation, let alone through a distinguished delegate of
the Soviet Mission such as Zinchenko.

Valentin A. Gubitchev was the first person in the UN to be caught
as a spy, but he did not enjoy high diplomatic status. In fact, he had
no diplomatic immunity at all. He was merely a staff member. Zin-
chenko was a top-ranking representative of the Soviet government as
well as the United Nations.

Lie was informed about Zinchenko and Skvortsov only a week
after the Secretary General had had that lunch with Arkady Sobolov
and had inquired about the long-missing Assistant Secretary. Now it
became evident to Lie why Zinchenko and Skvortsov had taken their
leaves so suddenly and why both were delaying their return to the
UN.

Of course, the Soviet Union was aware of the probe into the activi-
ties of the forty Americans in the UN who were suspected as Commu-
nist sympathizers or spies. Had the Kremlin allowed Zinchenko or
Skvortsov to return in the midst of this investigation, the Russians
certainly could anticipate their involvement in the inquiry; the Senate
Internal Security Committee had already been told in private hearings
that the two Soviet emissaries were behind the whole plot.

Zinchenko and Skvortsov had been trying all along to recruit many
of those Americans working in the UN as Soviet spies. But the plot
never got far off the ground. Alerted to Skvortsov’s and Zinchenko’s
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unusual comings and goings at the UN, the FBI put a tail on them
early in the campaign. One of the factors that drew this shadow was
the discovery that Skvortsov previously had been stationed with the
Soviet Embassy in Ottawa at the very time the notorious Sergei M.
Kudryavtsev operated in Canada as head of the spy ring which stole
our atomic secrets. There was immediate suspicion therefore that
Skvortsov might have had experience in espionage and that he was a
full-time Red spy; he was now looked upon as the man who may
have held the funnel through which our nuclear data passed on its
way from Kudryavtsev to the Kremlin.

But these were only suspicions. Before long, however, the FBI’s
surmises received validating support. Trailing Skvortsov, agents had
witnessed his surreptitious meetings with various American UN em-
ployees. When these meetings began to attract Zinchenko also, the
FBI moved in quickly and grabbed off the Americans, one by one,
questioned them, and learned what the Russians were after.

The FBI said Zinchenko and Skvortsov were out to get any in-
formation dealing with military and seaport facilities on our Atlantic
Coast: the capacity of our naval shipyards in Brooklyn, Norfolk, and
Portsmouth; data on the Electric Boat Company yards at Groton,
Connecticut, where the United States was about to launch its nuclear
sub construction program; statistics about Air Force landing strips at
Mitchell Field, Long Island; Andover, Massachusetts; and Maguire
Air Force Base in New Jersey; and numerous other closely guarded
top-secret data.

But the FBI was always a step ahead of Zinchenko and Skvortsov.
No sooner did the Russians select one or another of the American
UN employees for a job of espionage than the G-men were on to it.
They intercepted the employees one at a time, questioned them,
learned what they had been asked to do, and engaged them in a
prudent mission of counterespionage.

That there had been some transmission of secrets to the Russians
cannot be doubted, because when Congress finally stepped in with its
probe and prompted the dismissal of the twenty-nine disloyal Ameri-
cans and the suspension of the eleven others, there was solid proof
to point to their subversive ties with the Kremlin. Yet there was
insufficient evidence to show any had committed espionage and so
warranted prosecution under the law. Ostensibly they were fired or sus-
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pended for merely associating or being seen in the company of Rus-
sia’s emissaries, which was certainly enough to raise serious doubts
about their loyalties to the United States and to the UN. While there
never was real evidence that any of the Americans actually had trans-
mitted secrets, the FBI believes some of them did, although it has
never been able to prove it. Most of the witnesses pleaded the Fifth
Amendment, which in itself was grounds for dismissal.

Only when the plot crystallized and the FBI had proof of Skvor-
tsov’s and Zinchenko’s attempts to subvert the Americans in hand did
FBI Director Hoover notify the State Department, which in turn
alerted Lie, who was given a first-hand rundown on the spy scandal in
his midst.

Of course, there was little Lie could do then against Skvortsov and
Zinchenko, for they were back in Moscow. Actually, the FBI wanted
Lie to do nothing. Both Skvortsov and Zinchenko had notified the
Secretary General of their intentions to return as soon as they had
conquered their respective bouts with “illness.” The United States
wanted them back to pick up the strings of their espionage activities
on the chance that they would lead the authorities to other spy con-
tacts. So Lie went along with the plan.

But when September passed into October and Skvortsov and Zin-
chenko both continued to stall about their return, Lie was convinced
the Soviet Government had gotten wind of what was suspected of the
two diplomats even though their names had never been mentioned at
the congressional hearings.

Early in November, Lic finally sent a note to Skvortsov in
Moscow, informing him he had been dismissed. No note was sent to
Zinchenko. Inasmuch as he enjoyed high diplomatic status, Lie
wanted to avoid an “incident.” Moreover, it was becoming increas-
ingly apparent that Zinchenko would never return, for nothing had
been heard from him for several months.

It wasn’t until December 13 that an announcement of the UN spy
scandal was made to the public. It came when the United States
Delegation at the UN called reporters to a conference and broke the
news with this statement: “The United States Government has
notified the United Nations that Mr. Nicolai Skvortsov has attempted
espionage activities. The United States has also indicated to the
United Nations that such conduct is in its opinion a clear violation of
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his status as an international civil servant. Pending UN action, the
U.S. Government has taken steps to deny a visa to Mr. Skvortsov,
who is now on home leave.”

It made no mention of Zinchenko in the announcement, which
significantly had come only a few hours after a three-man judicial
advisory committee had completed its study of the “disloyal” employ-
ees at the UN and submitted a report to Lie. In effect, the jurists
recommended disciplinary action against foreign nationals accused of
subversion and dismissal of disloyal American UN employees.

This was the beginning of what ultimately became in the months
ahead a full drive against subversives and Communists in the Secre-
tariat.

The public was never told that there was a direct tie between Zin-
chenko and Skvortsov and the forty Americans in espionage. You are
reading it here for the first time in its natural order of evolution.

There is a little more to tell.

Zinchenko’s vacant chair in the Secretary General’s office and in
the council halls of the UN remained unoccupied through the rest of
1952 and for the first half of 1953, and the FBI always was on the
wait for his return so it could see where his trail in espionage might
lead.

Then unexpectedly on July 1, almost a full year after Zinchenko’s
departure, a new Assistant Secretary General came into the post. He
was Ilya S. Chernyshev, and he was sent here from Moscow on the
heels of a note of resignation Lie received from Zinchenko.

As Chernyshev stepped into the job vacated by Zinchenko, the new
Assistant Secretary had to face the deep-seated suspicion that had be-
gun to gnaw at many Western diplomats in the UN—that a Russian
diplomat could neot be expected to play a neutral role such as the
rules required of UN employees, not even someone on the diplomatic
level.

Chernyshev, former deputy director of Tass, took the pledge of
allegiance and signed the oath of loyalty to the world organization,
but his word and signature had far less meaning now.

The story of Konstantin Zinchenko would not be complete without
a brief postscript on his ultimate fate.

As suspected, Zinchenko had fallen out of the good graces of the
Stalinist regime and had been shipped off to a prison camp in one of
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the last purge campaigns before Stalin’s death. He remained a polit-
ical prisoner until the post-Stalin rehabilitation procedures enacted by
the new government.

Zinchenko first reappeared in June, 1955, when he joined the staff
of the Soviet English-language magazine News as a foreign affairs
commentator. And his first article was a tirade against the United
States which he accused of systematically flouting the United Nations.
Among other things, he charged us with violating the UN resolution
against war propaganda, obstructing Soviet disarmament proposals,
bypassing the Security Council, and making the UN a “cold war bat-
tlefield.”

By contrast, Zinchenko declared that the Soviet Union always had
firmly upheld the Charter. He neglected to mention his old sidekick,
Nicolai Skvortsov who, like himself, had fallen down in his role as a
spy for the Soviet Union while serving as Zinchenko’s chief aide. And
he failed to comment even in passing about Soviet espionage activities
in the UN.

Two years later, Zinchenko moved up another notch when he was
appointed head of press service on a newly formed State Committee
for Cultural Relations with Foreign Countries.

This committee’s existence was described in a dispatch from The
New York Times correspondent, Max Frankel, in Moscow this way:
“The Soviet Union looked at its Western window today and saw an
Iron Curtain. The fabric appeared to be Western, the Government
said, and it appointed a committee to haul it down. The committee at
once pleaded with Western correspondents to help haul . . .”

Today Konstantin Zinchenko still serves in that post. The contin-
ued absence of so prominent and talented a diplomat from public
functions of the Soviet Foreign Office and the lack of an assignment
in the Foreign Office to this day indicates that he still is not out of his
difficulties with the Kremlin.

But he’s still better off than Nicolai Skvortsov.

Nicolai has not been heard from since early 1952, when he left the
U.S. with the hot breath of the FBI panting on his back.
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THE year was 1952 and it had suddenly become very warm
for April, even in Washington, but it wasn’t the hot sun that bothered
the assistant naval attaché in the capital. Rather, it was a feverish
fright which had swept over the Russian Embassy.

In the painstaking business of espionage, the margjn of safety one
believes he possesses is rarely measurable, and for one reason or an-
other, the Embassy decided its own margin had narrowed to the dan-
ger point in the case of a man we shall call Frederick Timsford.

Tall, distinguished-looking, with a massive head on broad, rugged
shoulders, Frederick Timsford was an engineer at a large electronics
plant on Long Island. All of six feet two and a bristling two hundred
and forty pounds, Timsford looked more like a lineman for the New
York Football Giants than a spy. Actually, Fred Timsford was not a
spy—he was a counterspy.

His role as double-agent was incited by his recruitment into the
ranks of Soviet subversion during the early part of April, 1951, in
New York City, even while the last unmelodious strains of the Gu-
bitchev-Coplon case were still echoing in a groaning symphony of tra-
vail and trial for its participants.

The forty-one-year-old engineer had attended a small gathering of
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his company’s employees in the Astor Bar in Times Square. The
occasion was simply to enjoy a pleasant night on the town—a brief
cocktail hour, dinner, then a Broadway play. It would break the mo-
notony of their daily rigors at the plant and their nightly suburban
routines at home with wife and children and the ever-recurring chores
of spring-feeding the lawn, mending window screens, putting out the
garbage.

As is their habit sometimes when they gather around a table
weighted with cocktails, engineers—like other professional people—
have a tendency towards loquaciousness. This group would not have
been incongruous in some other bar where loud talk is part of, or
indeed is, the atmosphere. But in the quiet, dignified limits of the
Astor, the heady conversation attracted some attention from the red-
coated captain, yellow-jacketed waiters, and the customers around
them whose téte-a-tétes were being conducted in quiet whispers.

But most of the attention seemed to come from one customer in
particular, a short, stocky man with blond hair and the sort of aqui-
line good looks that you could compare with a Soviet medium T-34
tank. He was sitting alone at a table for two in the second aisle from
the window on the West 44th Street side. The engineers occupied a
string of tables along the window where a long leather seat runs from
the front to the rear of the bar.

The laughter, the gaiety, the kibitzing did not seem to do anything
more than attract this man as the group downed their drinks and
called for new rounds. Certainly he wasn’t annoyed by the clarion-
voiced group. He sat virtually unconcerned, dwelling meditatively
over his own goblet.

Just before 7 p.m. the levity suddenly diminished at the engineers’
table. All at once someone had brought up an engineering problem he
had encountered at the plant. The gathering quickly plunged into a
serious discussion of its solution. From jovial men on the town they
had quickly reverted to the calculating, slide-rule, methodical men
that their profession had made them.

Just as suddenly, almost automatically, the blond man sitting oppo-
site them seemed to freeze, then to concentrate on the discussion
across the aisle. The topic was on the operation of a radar unit under
development for cargo ships. The man listened intently, his eyes now
riveted on the speaker, Frederick Timsford, who had edged into the
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center of attention by providing pertinent details which proved he had
the answer to the problem.

The short, stocky onlooker so absorbed in the discussion was emi-
nently qualified for the role of listener. He had the credentials for it,
both by training and by avocation.

This was Aleksandr Petrovich Kovalev, Second Secretary of the
Soviet Delegation to the United Nations, a graduate of the Soviet
School for Espionage and Sabotage in Moscow.

For approximately two dollars and forty cents—the price of two
cocktails—it was a night well spent for Kovalev. From that night on,
Frederick Timsford was his daily target. He would stalk him from his
home in Freeport, Long Island, to the plant not very far from his
bome, to some of the better restaurants on the Island where Timsford
occasionally dined with his wife and children, to the intermittent cock-
tail sessions at other gathering spots that Timsford and his engineer
friends patronized.

Kovalev studied Timsford’s style of clothes, his house, his family,
his habits, all in a calculated effort to assess his target’s wants and
needs, and, through that knowledge, his vulnerability.

In time, Kovalev decided that, like so many suburban husbands
and home-owners, Timsford was in bondage to the banks for his
mortgages on house and car, to the department stores, to the super-
markets, the liquor store, the lumber yard, the lawn nursery, the den-
tist, the doctor, and a dozen others who extend the one commodity
the contemporary male apparently cannot exist without—credit.

And having reached this conclusion from his steady observation,
Kovalev went the next logical step and reasoned Timsford needed
money. It was on that basis that Kovalev made his approach to Tims-
ford.

First came the casual, almost accidental meeting on the evening of
April 26, 1951, in a Lake Success restaurant where Timsford had
gone after work for a drink or two at the bar. He was alone. Kovalev
took the stool beside Timsford. He introduced himself. He said flatly
that he was Alex Kovalev, the Second Secretary of the Soviet Delega-
tion.

“I drop in here once in a while,” Kovalev said. “We have our
estate nearby at Glen Cove, you know.”

Timsford was suddenly alerted to a memory. He turned back
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a few weeks to the gathering at the Astor. He recalled sitting there
with his back against the wall in the bar and talking to his co-engi-
neers. There had been a blond-haired man at the table across the
aisle who had suddenly begun to listen to what Timsford was saying
about the radar device. Timsford had noticed this sudden attention to
his technical exposition on the problem that had been brought up by
one of the other engineers. And he had lowered his voice when he
became aware that the man was listening in because, after all, he was
discussing a matter that dealt with a sensitive technical development
still under wraps at the plant.

Timsford’s most outstanding asset was his photographic memory.
He could even recall that the stranger at the table that night at the
Astor had had a second cocktail before getting up and leaving. And
he had not forgotten the face.

It was the same face on the man beside him now at the bar in the
Lake Success restaurant. It was Alex Kovalev’s face.

Why did this high-ranking Russian delegate from the UN seek him
out, Timsford wondered? Was it his discussion of the radar unit that
had prompted the Soviet official to meet him in this casual way, a
chance encounter that was not really accidental at all? Was there a
plot, Timsford asked himself?

Whatever the motive, Timsford was determined not to let on that he
had taken notice of Kovalev at the Astor Bar. Timsford would act
dumb. He would wait and find out what the Russian was after.

“What kind of work do you do?” Kovalev smiled as Timsford
offered to buy the Russian a second drink.

“Oh, I'm an engineer.”

There really was no point in hiding his identity, Timsford reasoned.
The Russian probably knew enough about him to detect any false
statement he might make.

“Isn’t that a coincidence,” Kovalev said. “I am an engineer, too.
But I am not doing very much in that line now. Mostly diplomacy
these days at the United Nations.”

With the surprising discovery that both were engineers, that each
had the same field of interest as the other, Kovalev suggested they get
together again.

“I have never met an American engineer before,” Kovalev said as if
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he had discovered one of the Seven Wonders. “What do you say we
have dinner together some night next week?”

Timsford responded as though he had read Kovalev’s master
script. Certainly he’d meet his newly made acquaintance. How about
Wednesday night of next week?

Timsford said nothing to anyone about his encounter with
Kovalev. The following Wednesday night he kept his dinner date with
the Soviet emissary at the Tower Clock Restaurant in Roslyn, not far
from Lake Success.

There was nothing subtle in Kovalev’s approach when he got down
to business in the middle of the meal.

“I am not going to try and fool you, Fred,” Kovalev began. “I
know a great deal about you. I know that you are greatly in need of
money. I am prepared to pay you considerable amounts.”

Timsford somehow concealed the shock he felt, perhaps because
he expected the Russian to make precisely this kind of an offer. Yet
Timsford had not anticipated such an undisguised approach. He had
always given Soviet espionage agents more credit for craftiness.

“You are to supply us with certain information we need on the
Sperry bombsight, but that is not all,” Kovalev whispered as he
munched on a celery stalk between mouthfuls of roast beef au jus and
mashed potatoes, the same course ordered by Timsford.

“We also will need certain data about Navy equipment and ships,
cargo ships—and radar.”

Timsford glanced apprehensively at Kovalev across the table.

“Suppose . . . suppose I get caught,” he asked in an air of pre-
tended fear that would have done justice to the acting talents of Sir
Laurence Olivier. “You know I could be sent to the electric chair.
Look at the Rosenbergs . . .”

Just a month ago, in the Federal Courthouse in New York City,
Julius and Ethel Rosenberg had been sentenced by Judge Irving R.
Kaufman to pay for their crime of passing America’s atomic secrets
to the Soviets. The penalty was death.

“It’s a very big risk,” Timsford complained quietly.

“We will work something out to make it impossible that you can
be suspected,” Kovalev interrupted. “Your risk will be very little—
but the money, very big.”
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Timsford was playing a role and, even without training or advice
from the FBI, he was magnificent at it. When dinner was over, he
was in Kovalev’s hip pocket. Or that is what Timsford wanted him to
believe.

As he shook hands and promised to meet Kovalev the following
Saturday for “instructions,” Timsford was positive now that the
whole thing wasn’t some kind of nightmarish gag and that Kovalev
was, in fact and in the flesh, a genuine Soviet spy.

Thirty minutes later, Timsford was home in Freeport. He greeted
his wife and children, then went straight to his den. He closed and
locked the door after explaining to his family that he had some impor-
tant drawings to study. Then Timsford did the thing he knew he had
to do. He telephoned the FBI.

At 10:15 p.m., two FBI agents drove through the block and past
Timsford’s ranch-style home, then circled around and repeated the
cruising procedure. They were first making certain that no one was
watching Timsford’s house, that no Red agent was on a stakeout to
detect any unusual activity after Kovalev’s proposition had been
made to the engineer.

Then, when they were satisfied that the coast was clear, the G-men
parked their car a short distance away from Timsford’s house and
walked to his front door. Timsford admitted them and showed them
into the den.

There behind the locked door the G-men listened to Timsford’s
recapitulation of the events that led up to tonight’s offer by Kovalev.
And there, too, the FBI agents outlined in detail the instructions
Timsford must follow.

Kovalev would have to be watched by the FBI. He would be shad-
owed by FBI observers whenever he met with Timsford, whether in a
restaurant, a bar, or anywhere else. And Timsford, too, would have a
shadow when he was away from his work or his home.

But for Timsford himself there was a more delicate, extremely
sensitive plan to follow. The FBI would have to have accurate reports
on where meetings were to take place, what codes, if any, were
agreed upon, and what information Kovalev was after.

The FBI—and Timsford—would have to learn, if they could, what
other persons were involved. The Government’s counterplot against
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the Soviets had one built-in obstruction in the path of justice.
Kovalev, even if caught red-handed with any information or secrets
that Timsford would pass to him, could not be arrested or punished.
He enjoyed diplomatic immunity. But any other conspirators who did
not share in this exemption from prosecution would have to be
found with irrefutably incriminating evidence, something that would
hold up at their trial.

It was a heavy responsibility for Timsford. Did he really want to
undertake it? Was he aware of the dangers involved?

He was. But they made no difference. Timsford would work with
the FBI.

There was one stringent rule that Timsford was instructed to abide
by. No one—not his family, not his employer, not another soul—
must be told about his role either as an agent for the Russians or as a
counterspy for the FBI.

Back with Kovalev the following Saturday night, Timsford received
his first instructions from the Soviet delegate.

“We want you to give us the range and scope capabilities of the
radar that is being developed for cargo ships,” Kovalev ordered. “But
you will not deliver it to me. You are in the habit of making business
trips to Washington. We know this about you. Now, tell me, when is
your next trip?”

Timsford was somewhat surprised. He knew that the Soviets had
investigated him. He had no idea how thoroughly.

“IPm due to go down to the capital next Friday,” Timsford said
truthfully. That date had been set up sometime in the middle of April
when he had met with Navy officials in the Pentagon to discuss the
details of some engineering project his company had contracted to do
for the Navy.

“Fine,” Kovalev nodded. “You will bring the information directly
to the Assistant Soviet Naval Attaché at our Embassy. I will advise
him to expect you. He will pay you when you deliver the information
—in cash, of course.”

The following Friday Timsford went to Washington. The data that
Kovalev had sought had first been cleared by the FBI. In fact, the
FBI had provided it. Timsford, in truth, did not have the particular
information the Reds were after. Another engineer had worked on
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that phase of the project. But the FBI obtained it and, after properly
doctoring it so it would be useless to the Russians, put it in Tims-
ford’s hands.

Working under this arrangement, Timsford made seven similar
trips to Washington in the next eleven months and each time handed
the information over to the man he got to know as Victor Ustinev.
Actually, the name was a puzzler to the FBI for they had no record
of any such person. It had to be assumed that the name was a phony.
There was no way the FBI could ascertain immediately who was
receiving the information brought to the Embassy by Timsford, be-
cause all transactions were carried on inside the diplomatically pro-
tected confines of the Soviet preserve in the nation’s capital.

Everything went along without a hitch, but on Timsford’s eighth
trip to the Potomac, the Soviets suddenly switched tactics.

“From now on,” Timsford was told by Ustinev, “you will negotiate
entirely with Alex [Kovalev] in New York. I cannot tell you why we
are doing this, but we have good reason.”

For nearly all of the time that Timsford had been delivering data to
the Russians in Washington, his instructions had been coming to him
from Ustinev. Now he was to negotiate again with Kovalev, the Rus-
sian UN official whom he had not seen in several months. Their last
meeting had been only a social get-together suggested by Kovalev “to
see how you are getting along.”

But the FBI had an idea why the Soviets decided to eliminate
Washington as a “drop” in this particular espionage activity. Tims-
ford’s repeated visits to the Embassy could attract attention. The Rus-
sians are extremely sensitive about who watches them, and they appar-
ently felt that Timsford sooner or later would be detected entering
and leaving the Embassy. They probably felt they had gotten away
with it long enough and there was no point in letting the margin of
safety narrow to what could be the danger zone. Thus the orders to
deal with Kovalev in New York.

Timsford had received his instructions in Washington on April 19,
1952. The next evening, after making arrangements on the phone,
Timsford met Kovalev in the bar where they had had their first
“chance” encounter. The engineer drove there straight from work,
had dinner in the dining room, then moved into the bar to wait for
Kovalev. The Russian arrived shortly after 7 p.m.
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“There is nothing really wrong, but we must change procedures
because those are the orders,” replied Kovalev in a polite but severe
tone when Timsford tried to pry from him the reason for the switch.

Timsford was somewhat taken aback by the new method of trans-
mitting data which Kovalev outlined to him. The counterspy was no
longer to deliver raw documents or even copies of them. Henceforth
he must commit everything to microfilm which, in case the heat is on,
is an easily disposable object.

“Just touch a match to it and—poof!” Kovalev advised as he ori-
ented Timsford on how to get rid of the evidence in a pinch.

“Tell me this,” Timsford said. “What do I use for a camera?”

“This,” Kovalev smiled, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out a
small camera of German make that was no larger than a pack of
cigarettes. “You will take all the information down on this.”

When the meeting was over, Timsford headed to Felice’s Restau-
rant at Old Country Road and Post Avenue in Westbury, about
twelve miles out on Long Island from Lake Success. And there in the
bar he met his two FBI contacts as had been arranged beforehand.

Timsford, whose retentive powers were described as “almost in the
realm of the supernatural,” gave the G-men a verbatim and detailed
account of his conversation with Kovalev earlier that evening:

KovaLev: You will take photos with this camera, but you will not
develop the film yourself. You will place the undeveloped film in a
black paper wrapper, then encase it in a rubber covering. After that
you will insert it into a beer can for us.

TiMSFORD: And what do I do with the beer can?

KovaLev: You will dispose of it in Glen Cove, not far from our
Mission’s estate.

TiMsFoRD: How will I let you know I have something for you?
Just phone as I have been doing?

KovaLev: No, that is out. No phoning. No more personal
contacts. You must signal us.

TIMSFORD: Smoke signals, like the Indians?

KovaLEv: I am not joking. This is serious business. You were the
one who expressed fear of getting caught at the beginning, remember?
So pay attention and don’t be funny. This advice I am giving you is
intended to give you the greatest degree of safety you can expect in
the kind of business we are doing.
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TIMSFORD: I'm sorry, Alex. I'm listening. You said you wanted
me to signal.

KovaLEv: That is right. You will signal in this way. When you
have film to deliver, you are to park your car on West Nineticth
Street in Manhattan. Use the north side of the street. There is a
fireplug just in from Central Park West. Park your car there on any
Wednesday morning and remain there from nine thirty to nine thirty-
five. You are not to leave the car.

TIMSFORD: Is that all?

KovALEV: No. In your car you must have a red package. Any kind
of package with red wrapping which we want you to put in the back
s0 it can be seen through the rear window.

TiMSFORD: And then?

KovALEvV: Now that we know to expect something from you, we
will be prepared. That night you are to go to Glen Cove. You will
drive out on Northern Boulevard and then turn left on Glen Cove
Avenue. Drive along Glen Cove Avenue until you see a stone wall on
the right side of the avenue. There will be a hole in the wall slightly
beyond a telephone pole. The pole will have two faint white bands
painted on it. When you see the hole, place the beer can in it. But
remember this. It must be placed there between ten and ten fifteen at
night. No earlier, no later. We have studied the location and that is
the safest time.

TIMSFORD: Is that it?

KovaLev: There is more. After you have placed the beer can in
the hole in the wall, drive into the village of Glen Cove and then
retrace your route to the Golden Slipper and drive to the parking lot.
Time it so that you reach there by ten forty to ten forty-five. Park
your car in the lot and stay in the car until eleven o’clock. Then you
can leave. But-—and this is very important—you must have the red
package still showing in the back window of the car. In that way we
will know that you left the material for us in the wall.

TiMsFORD: I've got that straight. But how will I know you made
the pickup? Suppose something goes wrong? Say some kids come
along and pull the can out of the wall. Who tells me?

KovALEV: It is your job to check this out, and we have thought of
a way. On the following day, you are to go to the Continental Restau-
rant on Flatbush Avenue Extension near the Long Island Railroad



OUR EASTERN SEABOARD DEFENSES UNDER A RED SPYGLASS

Konstantin Zinchenko of the Soviet Union accepts congratulations of countryman Yakov Malik

on appointment as Assistant Secretary General of United Nations. Other delegates, including
Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt, form receiving line to welcome Zinchenko. Date was October 25, 1948.
Four years later—after a bitter feud with General Douglas MacArthur, who accused the Rus-
sian of feeding UN Korea battle plans to the Kremlin and Red Chinese—Zinchenko quietly
slipped off to Moscow, one step ahead of FBI which found he was mastermind in a plot to
recruit 100 American UN employees in Soviet espionage.

“. . . AND THEY SEEMED
LIKE SUCH NICE,
QUIET PEOPLE”

Their neighbors in New York City’s
suburban-like borough of Queens
had no suspicions about Ivan Dmitri-
evich Egerov, a Russian national
working as personnel director in
UN. But FBI caught him and his
wife, Alexandra, in role of inter-city
couriers transmitting U.S. missile
and military secrets. Here Egerov (in
doorway) and wife leave Federal
Building after arrest. But they es-
caped prosecution as spies when
State Department traded them for
two Americans imprisoned in Soviet
Union. '







First case of espionage to
sprout from United Na-
tions involved Valentin
Gubitchev, Soviet engi-
neer who helped design
UN skyscraper headquar-
ters. He conspired with
Justice Department girl
Judith Coplon in stealing
confidential FBI informa-
tion. Photo top left shows
bashful Gubitchev in un-
diplomatic pose after ar-
rest. ‘At top center he is
being brought into Fed-
eral Court for trial with
Judith Coplon. Jury (bot-
tom left) found both
guilty of espionage but
Government let Gubit-
chev go home. Judith
then won freedom on le-
gal technicality and mar-
ried her lawyer, Albert
Socolov (top right), who
holds first of their four
children. As they sail for
homeland (bottom right)
‘Gubitchev’s = wife  still
manages smile despite
testimony that her hus-
band romanced Judith,

VALENTIN GUBITCHEV-—
THE FIRST UN SPY
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THE RED COLONEL AND

FBI Agent Fred Peck, posing as
U.S. Army Colonel whom Soviets |
recruited in East Germany to steal
military codes from Fort Leaven-|
worth’s staff school, is shown in re- |
markable series of photos taken|
with hidden FBI telephoto camera.
Sequence beginning top left shows
Peck paying cab fare on Madison
Avenue and 86th Street in Manhat- |
tan where he has rendezvous with
Soviet contact. Film strip next
shows Colonel Maksim Martynov,




OUR GENERAL STAFF SCHOOL

Soviet member of UN Military
Staff Committee, waiting, checking
watch, then getting first look at the
American “Colonel.” In film at
right the “Colonel” looks at the
time, again walks by Martynov
who pretends no recognition. But
in last two enlarged sequence shots,
Martynov makes approach (top)
and finally speaks prearranged code
words. Diplomatic immunity saved
Martynov from our laws, but he
was ordered out of country.
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Premier Nikita Khrushchev still could hide anger with a smile back in 1960. He- has just’
come out of Soviet UN Delegation Building in New York City to condemn U-2 spy plane
incident over Soviet territory. Arrow shows face of Igor Yakovlevich Melekh, chief of Rus-
sian Section in UN Secretariat, agreeing with boss that spying is outrageous. Insert shows
Melekh’s full face—after FBI arrested him (see photo right) and German-born illustrator

Willie Hirsch (wearing glasses) for attempt to steal maps of Chicago’s defense installations.
Melekh and Kirill Sirgeevich Doronkin (bottom), another Soviet employed at UN who was
in on plot, were sent back to Moscow. Hirsch was deported later to Czechoslovakla At
right Melekh and family cast last look at U.S. from liner Bremen.
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THE UNITED STATES SAILOR

WHO FELL FOR THE LINE

Shame and desolation mask face of Nelson Cornelius “Bulldog”
Drummond after arrest for stealing and selling NATO and
Navy secrets to Soviets for $22,000. First and only Negro in
American history convicted for espionage, Drummond escaped
electric chair but received life imprisonment. His Soviet con-
tacts, Evgeni M. Prokhorov (top right), a Second Secretary at
UN, and Ivan Y. Vyrodov (bottom right), a Third Secretary,
were protected by diplomatic immunity which was their pass-
port back to Russia.
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Terminal. Get a cup of coffee or something, then go to the phone
books to look up a number. In the Manhattan directory you will turn
to page seven hundred. If things went off all right and we have re-
ceived the delivery, you will find the word “Manhattan” at the top of
the page is underlined in pencil. That will be the signal. Later we will
use other pages—seven ten, seven twenty, and so on, in units of ten.
But always the signal will be the same, the word “Manhattan” under-
lined.

After the FBI men had recorded the instructions Timsford had
relayed to them, he was asked when the plan was going to be put into
operation.

“Next Wednesday,” Timsford said, explaining that Kovalev had
asked for additional classified material on radar units.

On Tuesday night, April 22, a G-man brought the information the
Russians wanted, meeting Timsford in the parking lot of a shopping
center on Lakeville Road just over the New York City line.

The next morning, Timsford drove to Manhattan and parked ac-
cording to plan next to the fireplug on West 90th Street. In the back
of the car, on the shelf under the rear window of his 1951 DeSoto
sedan, was a red box which could easily be seen by anyone approach-
ing from the back.

Timsford watched the front and also the back, through his rear
view mirror, to ascertain who was going to observe him. He watched
passersby on the sidewalk as well as cars that passed in the block.

About five minutes later, a blue Dodge cruised by and stopped at
the corner of Central Park West for a red light. When the light
changed, the Dodge proceeded directly across Central Park West into
Central Park.

Timsford recognized not only the car, but its driver. Alex Kovalev
was behind the wheel.

That night the next phase of the plot was acted out. At exactly
10:15 p.m. Timsford drove to the spot at the stone wall on Glen
Cove Avenue where he was to leave the beer can for the Soviets. He
had no trouble locating the pole with the two white stripes which
showed up in the bright beam of his headlights as he cruised slowly
along the street, close to the curb. Once he spotted the markers,
Timsford stopped his car, got out, and went to the stone wall which
ran paralle]l to the street. He found the hole, about eight inches in
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diameter. It had been created by the removal of one of the stones that
shaped the wall. Timsford placed the can deep into the hole, then
went to his car and drove off.

Carrying out the next step in the involved drama, Timsford drove
into the village of Glen Cove, then backtracked and headed to the
tavern parking lot designated by Kovalev to signal by his presence—
and by the red package in the back window—that all had gone off
without a hitch.

Timsford did not spot anyone he recognized as he waited in the lot.
Several cars drove in and out during his fifteen-minute wait. At 11
p-m., again as instructed, he drove off. This time he went straight
home. And at 11:30 p.m. he called the FBI from his den and re-
ported simply, “Mission accomplished.”

The FBI already knew this. Three FBI cars had maintained a con-
stant roving patrol along Glen Cove Avenue, passing the drop back
and forth in relays at a cruising speed of about twenty miles an hour.
As one of the FBI cars passed at 11:10 p.m., a car recognized as one
from the Soviet Mission to the UN pulled to a stop at the wall. A
man seated behind the driver got out, cleared the drop, then returned
to the car and was whisked away by his companion. The G-men
trailed the car from a distance and watched it turn into the nearby
estate of the Soviet Mission.

Meanwhile, two other G-men were staked out in the Continental
Restaurant in Brooklyn. Their assignment was to watch the Manhat-
tan telephone directory. From a table nearby, Where they sat drinking
coffee, they had an excellent view.

They had posted themselves in the restaurant at 11:30 p.m., after
receiving word that the Russians had picked up the radar data in the
beer can. Now someone would have to come to the restaurant and
underline the word “Manhattan” on Page 700 in the phone book.

Their wait was brief. At about three minutes after midnight, a
figure in a dark blue topcoat ambled into the restaurant, went to the
telephone directory stand, pulled out the Manhattan book, and began
leafing through it. Then he took out a pencil, drew a line at the top of
a page, turned to see if anyone had seen him and, assured that no one
had—the G-men pretended to be looking the other way—he walked
out of the restaurant.

One G-man got up and followed the suspect to the street. He saw
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him get into a blue Dodge and drive away. Then he came back into
the restaurant. The other agent was at the directory stand. The first
FBI man walked over and looked at the page the other agent was
pointing to. It was Page 700. And the word “Manhattan” at the top
of the page was, indeed, underlined.

Then the operative who had found the mark in the book reached
into his pocket and pulled out a photograph he was carrying. It had
been distributed to the agents working on the case.

“Yes,” he said to the other agent, “that was Kovalev.”

This procedure continued into the summer of 1952, a period which
saw Timsford go through the routine—and it was routine after a
while—six times in all. It was always the same-—parking on West
90th Street on any given Wednesday morning, the red package in the
back window, the microfilm wrapped in black paper and protected
with its rubber covering inserted in a beer can, the drop in the stone
wall, the inconsequential drive into Glen Cove, the trip back to the
tavern parking lot, the wait, then the trek home and the telephone
call to the FBI to report, “Mission accomplished.” And in Brooklyn,
the assignment of a different team of operatives each time Timsford
delivered was to wait in the restaurant for a Soviet agent to come in
and make his notation in the Manhattan directory. A different team
of agents because Kovalev—and it was Kovalev every time who
marked the book—could have recognized his watchers.

By the end of September, 1952, the markings in the directory
reached Page 750, denoting that six deliveries of information and
data had been made by Timsford and received by the Russians.

For his efforts up to this time, Timsford had been paid a total of
$3,500; this included the money he had received in Washington.
There is an added touch of the cloak-and-dagger that applies to the
way the counterspy was getting his money for his work in the Glen
Cove hole-in-the-wall operation. Since he had been told there would
be no more personal contact, Timsford had to rely on another
method which would get around the ban on face-to-face meetings
with Kovalev.

This procedure was simple enough. On the day following each
delivery of microfilm, a Thursday, Timsford was to drive to the tav-
ern in Lake Success where he had met Kovalev and go in for a drink.
Then he would come out and drive home. By then he would have his
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money. It would be in an envelope under the car floor mat in the
front. While Timsford was having his drink inside, someone from the
Soviet Mission was putting the money in the engineer’s car.

In every case, it was Kovalev who was spotted doing this by the
G-men shadowing him.

On October 5, Timsford returned home from the plant and found a
letter waiting for him. It was marked “personal.” Timsford’s wife,
however, was not one to regard any delivery by the U.S. Post Office
with any high degree of exclusivity. At least, not where it concerned
herself and her husband. Her attitude, common to a few wives, was
that “what’s mine is his and what’s his is mine.”

“Honey,” she trilled as Timsford came through the door. “When
did you ever do a favor for a Captain Olson? Why you never told me
that you performed any services for a ship . . .”

Timsford, as he explained it later with a slightly red face to the
FBI, felt the floor under his feet quiver just a mite as a cold sweat
swept his body.

“Oh, that’s something I had to do for the company,” he
stammered, trying to manufacture a believable story. “They had sent
me to check on the radar equipment on Captain Olson’s ship a couple
of months ago . . . Ijustforgot to tell you.”

“But,” his wife interrupted, “why did Captain Olson write to you
at home? Why didn’t he send the letter to the office? And why did he
mark it ‘personal’? My goodness, there’s nothing personal in this
letter. It’s just a thank-you note. I don’t understandit . . .”

It took another desperate few minutes to allay his wife’s suspicions
or, if not that, at least her curiosity. Timsford told her that Olson
wanted to write to him sometime when he was steaming back to New
York so they could have a drink together.

“He took a liking to me,” Timsford said casually. “You know how
these Swedes are. You're a Swede, don’t forget.”

As Mrs. Timsford headed for the kitchen to begin supper, Tims-
ford took the letter with considerable apprehension still churning in-
side him and went to his den. And there he read it.

“Dear Fred,” it began. “I want to thank you again for all you did
on the ship for me when we were docked in New York. We are
sailing this afternoon and I am writing to let you know again how
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much I appreciate everything. I want to see you again and I hope it
will be very soon.”

The letter was signed with a typed signature: Captain Olson.

The receipt of such a letter, postmarked in New York, had the
greatest significance in Frederick Timsford’s dealings with the Soviet
espionage ring. He had been advised in Washington by the man who
called himself Victor Ustinev that if he should ever receive such a
letter, signed by Captain Olson, it was a signal that he was wanted in
the capital for a personal encounter with his contact there. The time
of the meeting was to be at 10 p.m. two days after the date on the
letter, October 4, 1952, and the place was the Men’s Bar in the
Mayflower Hotel.

Timsford notified the FBI immediately about this development.

Two days later, October 6, Timsford left work early and caught a
train at Pennsylvania Station which brought him into the capital
shortly before 9 p.m., in plenty of time to make the meeting.

Timsford knew as he walked into the dimly lit Men’s Bar in the
Mayflower that G-men would certainly be staked out in the place,
although he didn’t know who they would be or where they would be
sitting. Ustinev, or whatever his name was, would know nothing.

Timsford had been instructed by the FBI to arrive early, ahead of
his Soviet contact, and to hold the table until Ustinev arrived. Tims-
ford may have suspected, although he didn’t indicate so, that the two
men who seated themselves at an adjoining table shortly after he
came in might very well be FBI agents. He had the same passing
thought about three other well-dressed men who walked in minutes
later and sat at another nearby table.

At any rate, Timsford felt comfortable. He wasn’t certain but he
had a gnawing suspicion that he might have been found out by the
Russians and that this meeting could be the payoff, a payoff that
could even come in bullets, although that isn’t the way the Reds do
business in this country. It’s too dangerous to risk killing a man they
suspect of a double cross, especially an American citizen. They are
better off just dumping him as an agent and latching on to someone
else. This way there is no blood on their hands and they are far less
likely to risk a head-on clash with the FBI.

Whether they considered it or not, if they entertained any thoughts
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of violence against Timsford or, for that matter, upon anyone else
working as a counterspy for the FBI, killing that man would have the
same effect in bringing down the full force of the Bureau as it would
were an agent harmed.

" Actually, Timsford need not have even given a thought to the possi-
bility that the Soviets were wise to him or that they were dissatisfied
with his work. If anything, as Timsford was to learn from Ustinev
once he arrived and had taken his place at the table, his work was
being received with only the greatest satisfaction by the Reds.

“We have gotten nothing but compliments from home since you
have been helping us,” Ustinev said with gleeful satisfaction as he
ordered a drink for himself and another round for Timsford. “But, as
I told you before, there are things we must watch. And one of these is
the possibility that we will get down to a routine that will be noticed
by someone. That is why I have called you here. I want to shift the
recognition signals which Alex Kovalev gave to you. It is not much of
a change, but it is enough to assure us that nothing will go wrong.”

One of the two men who had taken the table beside Timsford’s
shifted slightly in his chair and continued to sip his drink. They were
strangely silent, these two men—and for good reason. They did not
want to blur the conversation at the next table with their own voices;
every word being spoken by Timsford and the Russian agent was
going down on tape. The man had just shifted in his chair because the
tape recorder he had in the specially sewn, extra-large inside pocket
of his jacket was pressing uncomfortably against his chest.

Ustinev plotted the new “recognition signals,” as he called them.

“From now on, after you drive away from the fireplug on West
Ninetieth Street, you are to cross Central Park West and enter the
Transverse Road, southbound. You will note to your right as you
drive along that there is a traffic light stanchion about one hundred
and fifty yards beyond your point of entry into the park. Look care-
fully and you will see the number twenty-seven is stenciled on the
stanchion. When you observe this, look down at the base. If you see a
banana peel lying there, then you will know that not only have you
been seen by our contact, but also that we are prepared to pick up the
material you have ready for us.”

Then Ustinev stressed and re-stressed a point. “If you do not see
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the banana peel, do not go to the drop that night. It means that
something is wrong. You will have to wait until the following Wednes-
day, or perhaps the one after that. Or you may receive another ‘Cap-
tain Olson’ letter from me.”

Timsford was tempted to tell Ustinev that another such letter to his
home might well blow the whole plot to the high heavens, but he had
second thoughts about this. He had not been advised by the FBI to
discuss this incident of letter-tampering by his beloved wife, and Tims-
ford was a man who did only what he was instructed to do. He kept
his mouth shut.

On October 15, back in New York once again, Timsford followed
through with the new procedure and drove into Central Park after
parking at the fireplug for the required fifteen-minute waiting period.

Just as the Soviet agent in Washington had said, a stanchion hold-
ing up a traffic light stood on the Transverse exactly one hundred and
fifty yards beyond the entrance. Timsford looked closely and spotted
the number “27” stenciled on the pole, a marking placed there by the
Department of Traffic to facilitate the locating of lights reported out
of order by the patrolman on the beat.

And at the base—a banana peel.

That night Timsford drove out to Glen Clove and deposited the
first of several newly requested microfilm reproductions of important
data concerning the Sperry bombsight. One of the nation’s most
closely guarded military devices, this is an “eye” that provides our
Air Force bombers with a vastly greater accuracy than the Norden
bombsight that had gained such wide fame and acclaim in World War
II.

Again, as in all previous instances when Timsford delivered data to
the Russians, the information was supplied by the FBI. And it was all
so carefully doctored that there would be no way for the Soviets to
know it was not accurate information until they had actually begun to
develop the unit themselves. And this they could not do until they
had acquired all the design information for the various components
that go into the bombsight; so complicated is this procedure that it
could well have taken years before they had assembled all of it. Then
and only then would they realize that they had been taken on a good
old-fashioned Yankee sleigh ride.
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Timsford delivered additional information on the bombsight on
three later occasions during November and the early part of Decem-
ber.

It was after he had made his last drop, on December 3, that Tims-
ford received instructions to provide the Soviets with something extra
—a certain electronic device used in military aircraft. The unit, of
course, cannot be purchased on the open market. The only way it
could be gotten would be for someone like Timsford to steal it from
his own plant.

Timsford had received the word that the Russians wanted this de-
vice in a pencil-scrawled note that had been left in the envelope with
his payoff for the last delivery. He found the envelope in the usual
place under the floor mat of his car parked in the lot outside the Lake
Success restaurant.

He found $1,000 in the envelope—$500 for the last microfilm
delivery with data on the bombsight and $500 for the purchase of the
electronic device. This latter unit sells under contract to the Govern-
ment for about $75. So the Russians must have been quite desperate
to get their hands on it.

This could have proved a hot potato for the FBI in its effort to
string the Russians along in their dealings with Timsford. His failure
to deliver the device, which the Russians must have known Timsford
could pilfer from his plant, would pose the threat of ending the engi-
neer’s usefulness to the Reds and bring a cessation in their dealings
with him.

But the FBI quickly solved the problem. The Department of De-
fense came to the rescue by providing an early model of the elec-
tronic device, one which had proved extremely faulty in operation. The
specifications of this model, actually a laboratory prototype, were
vastly changed in the units that finally were turned out on the produc-
tion line.

The Russians didn’t know this when they took delivery and proba-
bly never found out until they had gone to the trouble and expense of
building the unit in one of their own electronic plants in the Soviet
Union,

By then, of course, it would seem entirely possible that they might
have sent Aleksandr Petrovich Kovalev up in a plane to test the unit’s
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airworthiness. And if all did not go well, it is unlikely that any Soviet
official would mourn Kovalev’s unfortunate mission.

For, to bring this case to a rapid conclusion, Kovalev had to un-
dergo the ignominy of being exposed as a spy by the State Depart-
ment. It happened on February 3, 1954, when Ambassador Henry
Cabot Lodge had the occasion to present the first of many such notes
in his long career in the UN which advised the Soviet Union that one
of their people had been caught in the act of spying. And in this case
it was Aleksandr Petrovich Kovalev.

He was declared persona non grata, and a week later, on February
10, he sailed aboard the Gripsholm for home.

And Frederick Timsford?

He was given the heartfelt thanks of the FBI.

Fred Timsford received no monetary emoluments from his own
country for his long and perilous role in counter-espionage. But he
was pleased anyway. After all, he had collected $6,000 from the Rus-
sians for a lot of worthless information and material.

Fred Timsford was ahead of the game, and so was the FBI, thanks
to him.

One strange aspect hangs on this case. No announcement about
Kovalev’s involvement in espionage or about his deportation was
made until May 23, 1960—six years later. And then it was revealed
in a list of fifteen Soviet officials who had been declared persona non
grata in the past seven years because of their involvement in espi-
onage, a list that the United States had prepared for disclosure before
the Security Council in defense of Soviet charges growing out of the
U-2 spy plane incident over Russia. ‘

Here, reprinted from the official State Department text, is all that
was revealed about the Kovalev case at that time, which is all that has
ever been said about it since.

ALEKSANDER PETROVICH KOVALEV:

Kovalev arrived in the United States October 8, 1950, as a
Second Secretary of the Soviet Delegation to the United Nations.
In the course of his stay in the United States, Kovalev arranged
to receive undeveloped microfilms of materials of intelligence
significance at a drop area in New York City. The recruited agent
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was told to park his car in a designated area in New York City at
a designated time and to place a package wrapped in red paper
therein so that it could be seen through the rear window in the
event material was to be passed. An additional signal by way of
marking a telephone directory in a New York restaurant was per-
fected to indicate to the agent that the material delivered to the
dead drop was picked up. Material of intelligence significance was
left by the recruited agent in the New York dead-drop area and it
was retrieved by Kovalev. The agent was given $500 to purchase
an electronic device for delivery to the Soviets, an additional
$500 in payment for delivery of a microfilm reproduction of por-
tions of a manual dealing with an automatic steering device for
ships. Kovalev was declared persona non grata by the Depart-
ment of State for his actions in this case on February 3, 1954,
and he departed the United States February 10, 1954.

That was the end of the announcement. The facts are identical to
ours—except that we also have the full story in all its detail.

Moreover, we can now reveal what wasn’t known of one of Freder-
ick Timsford’s early Washington encounters with the assistant naval
attaché who called himself Victor Ustinev.

That meeting the night of October 6, 1952, in the Men’s Bar at
Washington’s famed Mayflower Hotel had provided the G-men with
their opportunity to tear the mask from the agent’s face as he sipped
his vodka martini and instructed Timsford about new “recognition
signals”—the banana peel.

The two men at the one table, as we have already related, were
Federal agents who took a recording of the conversation between the
Russian attaché and the American engineer.

Timsford’s suspicion about these two men was well founded. Tims-
ford also had an idea that the three other men who had taken another
table nearby were also agents. He was right about them, too. And one
of those agents had the job of photographing the entire scene at the
little table occupied by Timsford and the Russian.

When the photos were developed in the FBI darkroom, it was
child’s play for the bureau to trace the real identity of Victor Ustinev.

The picture of the man seated with Timsford matched the photo in
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the State Department files of an assistant Soviet naval attaché named
Igor Aleksandrovich Amosov.

Amosov was given his deportation orders the same day as Kovalev
—February 3, 1954. Amosov made a quicker departure than the
UN-based spy, leaving four days later, on February 7.

The FBI had broken up the Kovalev-Amosov spy operation, but
they could not rest on their laurels. Already another case of espi-
onage was beginning to burgeon in the United Nations.
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Our General Staff School

EVEN before the thunder of the Kovalev-Amosov case had
subsided, the FBI was collecting evidence against still another Rus-
sian spy suspect, Maksim Martynov, a member of the UN Military
Staff Committee, the organization that has no apparent real or useful
purpose other than to deter the formation of a permanent UN mili-
tary force.

Word had been flashed from West Berlin of a fantastic Soviet pro-
posal to obtain United States army intelligence manuals at the Gen-
eral Staff School at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. An American army
colonel, whom we must identify only as Frank S. Pilgrim, had been
broached with the proposition in August, 1954.

A 39-year-old career man, Colonel Pilgrim had been stationed in
East Berlin since the end of World War 11, and his time had come for
a well-deserved furlough in the States. Not that the colonel had been
given no annual furloughs, but he had preferred to spend those leaves
visiting countries in Europe. His departure from his post in Germany
now was to be permanent, since he had also received orders to report
to Leavenworth for a new tour of duty after his leave expired.

It came as no surprise to Colonel Pilgrim when he received a
phone call at American Headquarters in West Berlin the morning of
August 12 and found the party on the other end of the line was
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Aleksei Vladimir, a colonel with the Russian garrison in East Berlin.
Pilgrim and Vladimir had been quite friendly. They had met often to
discuss official matters dealing with the border situation between East
and West Berlin, and out of these get-togethers grew a social relation-
ship that brought them back in each other’s company for dinner in
various restaurants on both sides of the divided city.

This particular call, the morning of August 12, 1954, was strictly
social.

“I have heard that you are leaving us,” Colonel Vladimir said with
a genuine tone of regret. “I feel terrible. We have worked well to-
gether.”

Colonel Pilgrim said he was sorry that his stay in Berlin had to
come to an end. He had enjoyed every day of it, but he was now very
anxious to get back “and see what the States look like.”

He then mentioned casually that his next post would be Fort Leav-
enworth.

“I'll help draw up some manuals from my experience with you
fellows so that our Intelligence people will be better able to keep tabs
on Soviet activity,” Pilgrim said jocularly.

“How about lunch?” asked the Russian colonel. “I would like to
see you once more before you leave.”

The invitation was accepted. Five days later, on August 17, Colo-
nel Pilgrim drove across the border into the Soviet sector and met
Vladimir near the Unknown Soldier’s Tomb. He parked his jeep and
joined the Russian officer in a Soviet staff car that was waiting
nearby.

“We are not going to a restaurant,” Vladimir informed Pilgrim as
the driver started out. “You are coming to my place. I have a special
lunch prepared. This is my way of showing you my friendship.”

The Russian colonel’s quarters occupied the first floor of a spa-
cious three-story stone dwelling on a tree-lined street about a ten-min-
ute drive from the border.

A young Russian who worked as a houseboy for the colonel
opened the door and admitted the host and his American guest. As
they walked into the living room, Pilgrim encountered a heavy-set
stranger about as tall as he was himself—six-feet-two—who sprang
from the arm chair he had been occupying and walked with anxious
but lumbering steps toward the two men who had just arrived.
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Dressed in a dark blue business suit, the man smiled broadly as
Colonel Vladimir took care of the introductions. The civilian was
introduced as Arkady Vostok, a “good friend.” He spoke good Eng-
lish although with a pronounced Russian accent.

The houseboy served the meal in the dining room and the conversa-
tion at the table was nothing spectacular. They talked about condi-
tions in Berlin, about women, the weather, then hopscotched on to
other subjects. Finally the houseboy approached Vladimir and whis-
pered in his ear.

“Oh, no,” the colonel said with surprise. “No coffee?”

Vladimir jumped to his feet. “Gentlemen, I will go to the store
myself and bring some coffee right away.” Without another word he
hurried out of the house, leaving Pilgrim and Vostok to carry the
conversational ball themselves at the table.

Vostok immediately cocked an eye at Pilgrim. “I suppose you will
be happy to return to the United States. Will you be spending any
time in New York City?”

“I expect to,” Pilgrim said, gazing at his questioner with curiosity.
“Why do you ask?”

Vostok smiled into a glass of water he was sipping. He put the
glass down and looked up at Pilgrim. “I would like to meet you there.
You see, you have an opportunity to make a lot of money. I have
something in mind . . . very secret, mind you. It should be to your
liking. It won’t be much trouble . . .”

Pilgrim took the suggestion with the pretense that he was turning it
over in his mind. His training in G-2 told him at once that he was
dealing with a Soviet agent who was trying to recruit him for some
clandestine purpose. His training also told him that he must not back
away from the suggestion.

“What’s on your mind, Vostok?” Pilgrim said, interest bubbling in
his voice. He leaned forward to show genuine curiosity.

“I am after the manuals the Army puts out—the intelligence
manuals used in the training at the General Staff School . . .”

Vostok spoke bluntly. Pilgrim smiled silently for a moment, then
pushed his chair back. He got to his feet and walked around the room
as if pondering the enormity of the proposition. Actually, he was
trying to look like a man who would betray his trust, to make it
appear believable to the propositioner that he was accepting the offer.



The Red Colonel and Our General Staff School : 79

“How much money?” Pilgrim demanded, patting his pocket to sig-
nify his willingness if the price was right.

The Russian looked pleased. “You do not have to worry. It will be
well worth your effort. What is important now is to arrange a time
and place to meet in New York.” He got up and walked over to
Pilgrim who was standing at the window.

“I am going to try to make it to New York by October fifteenth.
We will meet at the northeast corner of Madison Avenue and Eighty-
sixth Street. Shall we say at four that afternoon?”

Then putting a friendly hand on Pilgrim’s shoulder, Vostok
grinned. “I may not be able to get there myself, but someone else will
take my place if I am not there. Let us arrange signals. You are to
wear civilian clothes and you must come alone. If the weather is cold,
you will wear a topcoat or overcoat. But underneath you must wear a
tweed jacket. You will stand at the corner a few minutes, then look at
your watch. Then you will be approached. Someone will say to you,
‘Didn’t we meet in Spechstrasse, Berlin? You will reply, ‘Yes, I lived
at Number Nineteen.” Then you will know you are dealing with the
right party—and so will we.”

After listening intently to Vostok’s instructions, Pilgrim asked what
manuals he was supposed to get.

“Whatever ones have been published,” Vostok said somberly. “We
are paying you high. We will have to receive our money’s worth. We
want the latest . . .”

Pilgrim grinned at him. He was trying to conceal the shiver of
excitement he felt, the trembling anticipation of getting back to Amer-
ican Headquarters and reporting the Soviet plot to his superiors.
Even as he spoke, he envisioned himself delivering the manuals to the
Soviet agent in New York——and then providing him the surprise of
his life when FBI men closed in and made the arrest.

“If I or someone else does not meet you on the fifteenth, or if you
yourself cannot make it then, we will get together at the same loca-
tion on the twenty-fifth, same time,” Vostok said.

Then he recited six additional alternate dates for Pilgrim in case
any of the previous ones were not productive. The dates were spaced
on the days of the following months falling on the 15th and 25th in
each instance.

“Is it all clear to you, Colonel?” Vostok asked.



80 : Red Spies in the UN

Pilgrim nodded. His face was enigmatic. “It’s all very clear.”

A moment later the two men turned at the sound of a slamming
door. Colonel Vladimir, the host, was back, a package under his arm.
“I got it,” he smiled triumphantly. “What a difficulty it is to get a
good brand of coffee. That is why I went myself. The Russian Army’s
influence works wonders on these Berlin grocers. I have gotten the
best South American coffee.”

By the time coffee was served, Vladimir, Vostok, and Pilgrim were
ensconced in the soft upholstered chairs of the living room discussing
world affairs and other matters, none of which remotely approached
the subject the Russian civilian had broached to the American mili-
tary man.

When it was time to leave, Pilgrim and Vostok parted with a brisk
handshake.

“It was a great pleasure, indeed, to get to know you,” Pilgrim said.

“The pleasure was all mine, Colonel,” smiled Vostok with a
significant wink.

Colonel Vladimir drove his American counterpart in the staff car
back to his jeep at the Unknown Soldier’s Tomb and the two officers
from opposite sides of the Iron Curtain shook hands in a warm fare-
well. At no time did Vladimir mention Vostok to Pilgrim. It was as
though Vlarimir had no part in the deal, or at least he made no effort
to show an awareness of it.

Back at American Headquarters in West Berlin, Colonel Pilgrim
promptly reported his experience of that afternoon in East Berlin to
his superiors in G-2. He gave them a play-by-play account of the
entire conversation with the Russian who called himself Arkady Vos-
tok. Later the colonel sat with an artist and helped him prepare a
sketch of the man who had propositioned him to steal the Army
School’s intelligence manuals.

Three weeks later, Pilgrim left Berlin for New York. He landed at
Idlewild Airport and was met, according to plan, by FBI agents who
had been alerted to the plot by the Army. They drove Pilgrim to the
Hotel Commodore, next to Grand Central Terminal on East 42nd
Street, where the FBI had arranged for the colonel’s stay in a large
suite.

The G-men told Pilgrim that as a necessary part of the scheme
they were to live with him and accompany him wherever he went for
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the next week to ten days. They did not explain quite clearly why this
was pertinent to the investigation, and the colonel didn’t ask. But all
during that period, during which the G-men questioned Pilgrim in-
tensely about his career in the Army, his family background, and a
great many other personal details, the officer’s curiosity mounted.
From time to time he asked his questioners about their tactics.

“It’s part of the preparation for the case,” he was told. Nothing
more. Pilgrim was edgy by the end of the tenth day. He couldn’t
understand what the agents were after. He began to wonder whether
he himself wasn’t suspect. Finally, just as his patience had frayed, he
was let in on the mysterious doings.

“We’ve been studying you all this time, Colonel,” he was told.
“Now we know everything about you. Exactly what anyone who has
ever been acquainted with you might be expected to know about you.
And, just as importantly, we have studied your walk, your posture,
the way you sit, your mannerisms, your habits, your way of talking.
You see, Colonel, you aren’t going to keep that appointment with
Arkady Vostok or any other Soviet agent. Your double will deal with
these boys now.”

Surprise and disappointment were mingled in the expression on
Pilgrim’s face. Surprise—because he never suspected the FBI had
made that close a study of him; disappointment—because he had
counted on being in on the “kill.” But Pilgrim readily accepted the
FBI’s reasons for preferring to handle this case in their own way, and
his disappointment soon left him when he got a glimpse of the man
the FBI picked to impersonate him. He was the colonel’s spitting
image—same height, same weight, same build, same dark brown hair,
blue eyes, large hook-like nose and receding chin, same ruddy com-
plexion, same severe look.

There were only two differences in their appearance. The FBI
agent, Fred Peck, was a few years younger than Pilgrim and lacked
Pilgrim’s bushy, dark brown mustache. But a makeup man flown up
from the Bureau in Washington soon took care of both.

The next several days, Peck and Pilgrim spent ten to twelve hours
a day together as the agent sought to capture every detail of the
colonel’s personality. Painstakingly Peck worked at the impersonation,
refining, polishing, until at the end of a week the two were literally
mirror images of one another.
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October 15 finally came and Peck was ready. But his bosses de-
cided to play a waiting game with the Russians. If Pilgrim—played
by Peck—showed up for the first appointment, he might seem too
eager and, to the Russians perhaps, too suspect.

But other agents were ready to scout the locale at Madison Avenue
and 86th Street to see if the Russians indeed intended to go through
with the rendezvous. The agents staked out the neighborhood well in
advance. Days before they had made arrangements to occupy second-
and third-story quarters in nearby buildings which would give them
vantage points for observing the action on the corner below. But
more than mere observation posts for FBI agents with high-powered
field glasses, these hidden positions were to serve as vantage points
from which 16 mm. movie cameras would record the activity on the
sidewalk through powerful telephoto lenses.

This was the first time a long-distance camera, employed by the
FBI to catch Red agents in acts of espionage, was to trap a Soviet
United Nations diplomat enjoying both the immunity that goes with
the position and U.S. hospitality in an attempt to steal American
secrets. It would not be the last. Previously, in the case involving
Soviet Naval Attaché Igor Aleksandrovich Amosov, still cameras had
been successfully employed indoors to record his meeting with Freder-
ick Timsford in Washington.

At 4 p.m., ten FBI agents were in their places, hidden behind
carefully curtained windows and also posted on the street in various
disguises—Ilaborers and other industrious workers scurrying along the
street pretending to be busy with one chore or another. One agent
was inside a wine and liquor store at the very corner where the meet-
ing was to take place. He was sweeping the floor, with one eye
trained on the street to observe what was going on.

The appointed hour passed and there was no sign of a man answer-
ing the description of the Russian who had told Colonel Pilgrim to
meet him at this corner on this date. The G-men had sketches of the
Soviet agent, Arkady Vostok, but did not spot anyone who looked
like the drawing. At the same time, no one else took a position at the
corner to await Pilgrim’s arrival.

However, during their period of observation, the FBI agents recog-
nized three men who made their presence in the neighborhood con-
spicuous by strolling back and forth repeatedly, as if they were look-



The Red Colonel and Our General Staff School : 83

ing over the area. The agents on the stakeout recognized these recon-
noiterers. They were staff members from the Soviet Mission to the
UN.

For something like twenty-five minutes, the trio coursed over this
corner, individually and together at various times, as if eyeing the
situation, perhaps looking for Colonel Pilgrim, to see if he had kept
his end of the bargain.

Shortly before 4:30 p.m., the Russians hailed a taxi and drove
away. The FBI packed up its binoculars and telephoto-lensed
cameras and left the scene, too.

On October 25, the date of the second rendezvous, Agent Fred
Peck, by now a master of the art of walking, talking, and looking like
Colonel Pilgrim, was ready. Peck arrived at the scene at 3:57 p.m. A
cab dropped him off at the southeast corner. He stepped out of the
taxi which had stopped at the bus stop and paid the driver through
the open window of the front door. He then crossed 86th Street to
the northeast corner and took his place at the designated spot in front
of the liquor store. Inside the store, an FBI man again wielded a
broom. Across the street, other agents strolled leisurely along with
one eye on the mustached Peck standing alone with his hands in his
overcoat pocket. Two more FBI men passed by in front of Peck. Up
in the windows, still more agents were ready once again with binocu-
lars and long-range cameras to “shoot” the scene.

At 4:01 p.m. two Russians from the Soviet Mission were spotted
crossing 86th Street. The cameras rolled. The men looked at Peck as
they approached. But that is all they did. They cast a long, searching
glance at him and continued on their way. They gave no sign of
recognition. And Peck pretended not to see them. He simply followed
through with the pre-arranged signal worked out with Vostok, which
was to glance at his wristwatch on his left hand.

The Russians went to the end of the block, turned, and strolled
back. Again they gazed searchingly at Peck, then moved on. They
crossed 86th Street and disappeared.

At 4:30, when it appeared that the Russians would not try to make
contact with Peck, the FBI called off the stakeout.

“What could have gone wrong?” Peck wondered. “Do they see
through my disguise?”

That was a possibility, but it was too far-fetched to believe that the
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Russians, who ostensibly had never seen the real Colonel Pilgrim,
would spot the perfectly disguised G-man as an impostor.

There was nothing to do but wait until the next date—November
15.

Again, as before, Peck arrived in a cab which deposited him at the
bus stop. Again, as before, Peck paid his fare through the front
window, and as he did he cast a quick glance to the opposite corner.
Now he had a feeling the rendezvous was going to come off. He
spotted a tall, solidly built figure in a dark blue overcoat and black
fedora hat standing erect at the northeast corner, back against the
wall of the liquor store. His hands were folded behind his back. He
looked from side to side now and then to glimpse pedestrians passing
by.

“This may be it,” Peck told himself as he waited for the traffic light
to change. Then he crossed over and walked slowly past the man
standing on the corner. Peck did not look at him. He kept his glance
straight ahead. But from their observation posts, the other FBI men
saw the tall man in the dark blue coat turn and stare fixedly at Peck
as he strolled by. Several G-men peering through binoculars recog-
nized the man at once.

“This is the real thing,” one of the agents said. “They’ve sent the
big boy out on this one. A military man.”

It was Maksim Martynov, the Soviet member of the UN Military
Staff Committee. Martynov, in brief, was a 38-year-old colonel in the
Soviet Army and had been in the United States as a representative of
his country on the military branch of the UN since 1949.

Peck walked to the end of the block at 87th Street, then came back
down Madison. As he strode along, Peck kept one important identify-
ing feature of Colonel Pilgrim’s very much in mind—his bearing.
Peck had to walk erect, shoulders back, as years of military training
had taught Pilgrim to do.

Passing again, at a slower gait, almost a hesitant walk, Peck turned
and shot a glimpse at Martynov. The Russian’s eyes met Peck’s. Mar-
tynov’s lips opened slightly as if he were going to speak. But bhe
apparently decided not to. Peck walked on and paused about ten feet
away. As he stood there, he glanced back at Martynov, who was
gaping at the undercover agent. Peck waited a few moments, then



The Red Colonel and Our General Staff School : 85

took a step forward, raised his left hand, and looked at his watch. At
the same time Peck took out a small paper packet that was stuffed in
his right-hand coat pocket.

Martynov’s eyes were attracted to the packet. He continued his
studied gaze of the tall, military-like figure, then apparently made a
decision. He approached Peck.

“Colonel, didn’t we meet in Spechstrasse, Berlin?” he said in a
broken English heavy with a Russian accent.

Peck smiled. “Yes, I lived at Number Nineteen,” the American
colonel’s impersonator replied.

Martynov extended his hand. “My name is Schultz. I have been
looking forward to this meeting, Colonel.” Then he turned and stud-
ied some of the passersby, men and women hurrying by, some
mothers wheeling buggies on their way to air their children in nearby
Central Park. Martynov appeared to be bothered by the congestion.
“Shall we take a ride?” he suggested.

Peck didn’t want to lose the FBI observers who were recording the
meeting for posterity. “I'd prefer to take a little walk,” he suggested.
“I've been doing so much traveling lately that I need to stretch my
legs.”

“Fine, Colonel,” Martynov replied. Peck pointed toward Central
Park, a block to the west. “Shall we go where it’s nice and peaceful,
Mr. Schultz?” he said. Martynov nodded.

As they crossed Madison and walked along 86th Street to Fifth
Avenue, then to the opposite side where the Park began, Martynov
almost immediately asked Peck about his “assignment” to obtain the
intelligence manuals from Fort Leavenworth.

“I did not get them yet, Mr. Schultz,” Peck said apologetically.
“It’s not that 1 encountered any trouble, but a thing like this takes a
little time. I don’t think it will be much longer.”

Martynov then plied Peck with queries about the intelligence activi-
ties of the army, asking about the size of its staff, the posts where its
personnel were stationed, the amount of training they received,
whether they worked with the Central Intelligence Agency, and many
other matters concerning intelligence operations. Peck answered
every question. He didn’t give the correct answer each time, for the
FBI had anticipated the line of questioning the agent would be sub-
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jected to. His replies had all been carefully rehearsed. Some answers
were correct. They had to be, because the FBI knew that the Soviets
would spot a wrong answer to certain questions. But Peck gave noth-
ing of value away. His job was to stall Martynov, to bring him back
another time when he would be still more anxious to receive the
intelligence manuals.

Yet Martynov’s anxiety showed even now. “Look, Colonel,” the
Russian blurted. “I want to get those documents at all cost.” Marty-
nov stuffed a roll of bills into Peck’s hand—twenty-five ten-dollar
bills. “This is just for your expenses,” the Soviet officer smiled.
“When we receive the package from you we shall pay you the big
money.”

Peck suggested to Martynov that they meet at the same time and
place the following January 25. “Agreed.” Martynov grinned. They
shook hands and parted.

Peck showed up on time for his next meeting with Martynov. The
other FBI agents again were stationed at the windows with their long-
distance cameras, while others strolled past the two men as they
greeted each other on the street corner. Martynov appeared pleased
at seeing Peck, who was carrying a briefcase.

“You have it, Colonel?” he asked anxiously, eyeing the briefcase.

“I have it,” Peck said. “Shall we walk to the Park?”

“No,” Martynov said firmly. “Let us go somewhere else, out of the
way.”

I};,ven as the evening darkness lowered, the FBI’s supersensitive
film and lenses followed the two men and recorded in perfect detail
every movement they made on their way across to the south side of
86th Street and into the Hotel Croydon’s small, richly paneled bar
where the cocktail crowd was just beginning to gather. Martynov led
the way to a corner table.

A waiter came over and took the order; Martynov asked for a
vodka on the rocks, Peck a whisky sour. As the waiter walked away,
Martynov whispered, “Don’t raise your voice—tell me, did you get
what I want?”

Peck gave the Russian an affirmative nod. “In here,” he smiled,
running his hand over the briefcase he had placed at his left on the
floor.
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Martynov’s eagerness was overpowering. He reached down to grab
the briefcase. Peck pulled it away. “Not yet,” he said. “Let’s talk
about the money.”

Peck was bidding for time. In a few minutes, the time was right.
By then several patrons had entered the bar and seated themselves at
tables near the two men. The Russian eyed the patrons with a prob-
ing eye and he seemed to acquire a measure of uneasiness over their
presence.

“Look,” he finally said, “let’s get out right now. I don't like this
place.”

Peck reached for the briefcase and placed it in the center of the
table. “Mr. Schultz,” he said to Martynov, “this is for you. Take it.”

Martynov secemed surprised. He put out his hands to take it.

As he did, two conservatively dressed patrons at separate tables
rose in unison and glided quickly across the floor to the table. Peck’s
motion with the briefcase had been their signal. Now peering down in
the bar’s dim amber light, they each flicked open a leather case and
displayed their identifications as agents of the FBI.

Martynov’s eyes darted at the men and past them to the doorway
beyond, but he saw instantly there was no chance to escape. Instead,
'he summoned a scowling indignation and cried, “What are you
doing? I am a diplomat. I have immunity. You cannot touch me.”

He plunged his hand into his suit’s breast pocket and fumblingly
spread out his diplomatic credentials. There was nothing the FBI men
could do.

“All right,” said one of them. “We can’t hold you. Get out. But
you know what this means. You’ll be out of America in a week.”

The agents cleared a path for him as Martynov got up from his
chair and stormed out the door. Reluctantly the three FBI men
watched him board a bus heading downtown in the direction of the
Soviet Mission to the UN.

The FBI sent its report on the case to the Attorney General and
the State Department. On February 21, 1955, the United States Gov-
ernment declared Martynov persona non grata and five days later the
Soviet spy left for home.

Once again the FBI had effectively thwarted an insipient Soviet
espionage operation stemming out of the UN. But just as surely as
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one case was over, another would begin. And by the following year
the FBI was wading through the mire of not one but three new epi-
sodes involving Soviet conspiracy at the UN.

The first of these dealt with a case which achieved nationwide
headlines. It was the defection of nine crewmen aboard the Soviet
tanker Tuapse who had fled their ship after it had docked in San
Francisco. The crewmen had said they did not want to return to
Russia and asked for asylum here. It was granted.

But then, on April 7, 1956, five of the nine crewmen abruptly left
their United States asylum for Russia. They departed so swiftly that
American officials had no opportunity to question them.

An effort by immigration authorities to interrogate the five at Idle-
wild Airport was thwarted by Arkady Sobolov, head of Russia’s United
Nations delegation, who told the officials that the seamen did not want
to answer any questions.

Their sudden redefection and swift departure for Russia under a
Stalin-like atmosphere of secrecy and oppression raised speculation
that the five were being blackmailed into returning to the Soviet Un-
ion, possibly through threats against their families. At the same time,
it triggered a Senate investigation into the whole sphere of Soviet UN
activities in the United States.

The episode evoked similar concern from the State Department,
which promptly ordered the ouster of two Soviet diplomats, and
sharply rebuked the high-ranking Sobolov but did not call for his
expulsion. State also dispatched a sharp note to the Kremlin demand-
ing that the Soviet Government instruct Sobolov and his staff to stick
strictly to their United Nations functions in the future.

The note said that Sobolov insisted on intervening during a depar-
ture interview with the seamen conducted by immigration officials at
Idlewild. It said Sobolov did this “despite the presence of an accred-
ited representative from the Soviet Embassy in Washington.”

Testimony presented to the Senate Internal Security Subcommittee
in mid-April was to the effect that the Russians had overstepped
their UN functions and engaged in activities outside their official ca-
pacities.

Rebuked with Sobolov in the State Department’s note were two
members of the Soviet Delegation, Aleksandr K. Gurynov, an
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attaché, and Nikolai Turkin, the third secretary of the Soviet Delega-
tion. Charging that Gurynov and Turkin bad behaved in a particu-
larly objectionable manner, the note stated that the two exceeded
“the scope of their official capacities and thereby abused the privilege
of their residence.”

Although the U.S. expelled both Gurynov and Turkin, in reality
the expulsion only applied to Gurynov, because Turkin had accompa-
nied the five seamen back to Russia.

The Soviet Union put in the popular disclaimer and objected to
the charges made against the three diplomats. But they made no at-
tempt to have the State Department reconsider the expulsion order
against Gurynov.

To reporters at the airport, Gurynov himself had seemed remote
from the hub of Soviet supervision during the episode with the sea-
men. He had remained starkly inaccessible behind a wall of six beefy
Soviet UN employees, and precisely what his role was in the crew-
men’s redefection has never been made clear. And, of course, Gu-
rynov himself wasn’t saying.

Actually, observers at the airport who later testified before Senator
Eastland’s subcommittee said that the mastermind behind the sea-
men’s alleged kidnapping was really Konstantin Pavlovich Ekimov,
First Secretary of the Soviet Mission to the UN. Although Ekimov’s
name was never raised in the State Department’s note, he was gen-
erally described as “the man in charge at the airport.”

Why the State Department didn’t take steps against Ekimov re-
mained a mystery—for the time being. As it turned out, Ekimov’s
immunity from U.S. action against him was short-lived. His day
would come before the year was out.

Meanwhile, Gurynov departed for Russia aboard the Queen Mary
on the following May 9th. Leaving in good spirits, he played
host at a brandy party for some thirty guests in his cabin-class state-
room.

“I'm very glad to be going home,” he blithely said as he sipped his
brandy. “I’'m going back to the motherland.”

“What about the Senate probe into allegations that the five seamen
were kidnapped?” asked a newsman.

“Nonsense,” the smiling Russian declared with a wave of his hand.
“T had no relations whatsoever with this case. I was just one of many
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friends who spoke to the boys returning to the motherland. I was just
seeing them off.” '

The Queen Mary’s smokestack had barely dipped beyond the hori-
zon, figuratively speaking, before another Soviet UN diplomat was
ordered expelled from this country, and again the issue turned on
blackmail.

As a result of the seamen’s incident, the Senate stepped up its
inquiry into allegations of Soviet harassment of Russian refugees in
this country. Information was reaching the Senate Internal Security
Subcommittee and its chairman, Senator Eastland, that Soviet UN
personnel were using blackmail and applying other pressures on the
refugees to force their return to their homeland.

It is legal for Soviet Embassy officials in Washington to contact
former Russian citizens in this country, but a Soviet diplomat or
employee at the United Nations is prohibited from doing so since
such action is consular in nature.

One of the key witnesses among the refugees testifying before the
Eastland subcommittee was former Soviet Army Captain Michael Sha-
tov, who at the time was living in New York. On June 13, 1956, just
two months after the alleged kidnapping of the five seamen, he told
the probers under oath that two ranking Soviet diplomats at the UN
had brought terrific pressure on him to return to Russia. Although his
testimony was never made public, it was indicated the Russians were
trying some sort of blackmail scheme to force his return.

He flatly accused Soviet Second Secretary Rotislav E. Shapovalov
and Aleksei Petukov, a technical aide, of applying the pressure. Sena-
tor Eastland forwarded the results of the Senate inquiry to the State
Department, and two months later, after satisfying itself that the al-
legations were true, State ordered Shapovalov’s expulsion and warned
that Petukov would be declared persona non grata if he persisted in
undiplomatic activities.

Shapovalov was expelled, the State Department revealed, because
he had made “direct contact with Russian émigrés in this country.”
Petukov, director for Asia and the Far East of the UN Technical
Assistance Program, drew the minor penalty because there was no
proof he had made any direct contacts, although his overall involve-
ment in the scheme was undisputed.
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The morning of September 12, 1956, found Shapovalov, his wife,
Ada, and their six-year-old daughter, Ludmilla, aboard the luxurious
Queen Elizabeth, ready to sail with the outgoing tide. In a brief ship-
board interview, through an interpreter, Shapovalov called ex-Soviet
Captain Shatov a traitor, said that America was a good country,
Americans a good people, then concluded sadly that “at the same
time there are in America some people such as Senator Eastland who
don’t like Russians being here.”

The bells of justice for Konstantin Pavlovich Ekimov, so silent the
previous April when witnesses branded him as the mastermind in the
seamen’s alleged kidnap plot, finally tolled in December, 1956.

The brilliant Red ringleader, officially the First Secretary of the
Soviet UN Delegation, became the third high-ranking Russian to sail
for his homeland under a State Department expulsion order growing
out of testimony before the Senate Internal Security Subcommittee.
And, like Gurynov and Shapovalov before him, his ouster was again
linked to the Soviet Union’s intense effort at coercing Russian refu-
gees back to their native land.

But in Ekimov’s case, the coercion took a new twist in that it
involved the forced return not only of a Russian émigré but also of
his Philadelphia-born baby daughter, a full-fledged American citizen.

So ominous was the case that Republican Senator William E. Jen-
ner of Indiana, in his role as acting chairman of the subcommittee
during Senator Eastland’s absence, remarked gravely: “This is the
first time that the Soviet Union has attempted to assert its sovereignty
by force over a United States citizen in the United States.”

The strange case which startled all of America unfolded in Septem-
ber, 1956. It began when Aleksei Chwastov and his American-born
daughter, Tanya, two-and-a-half years old, approached a case worker
for the Church World Service in Philadelphia in early September and
told of the coercion certain Russians in this country were applying to
get him to return to the Soviet Union—and to take Tanya with him.

The Church World Service interviewed Chwastov in Philadelphia
and again in Newark, New Jersey, and then satisfied that he was in
fact being intimidated, notified U.S. Immigration officials. Chwastov
was brought to New York City on Thursday, September 27, for still
another interview by immigration and refugee officials, and this time,
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strangely, he announced that he would return to Russia “on my
own.” His charges of coercion, he said, had all been a “misunder-
standing.”

To Roland Elliott, immigration director of the Church World Serv-
ice, the organization that had sponsored Chwastov’s entry into the
United States in 1951, the refugee’s sudden reversal rang false. He
told Chwastov he was “free to go or stay,” but to think it over for a
night before giving his final answer.

Casting about for a safe place to keep Chwastov for the night,
Elliott hit upon the refugee’s own church, the Russian Orthodox, and
by evening a church representative had taken Chwastov and Tanya
under his wing.

Chwastov and Tanya had been living alone in Philadelphia. Tanya
was an illegitimate child born in Philadelphia, July 12, 1954, to
Chwastov and Elena Romanow who later became Mrs. George Die-
czok and settled in Detroit.

Chwastov had good reason to fear the Russians. His two brothers
had been slain by the Communists and Chwastov himself had several
times been imprisoned and tortured by the Red government as a
political prisoner. He was toiling in a slave labor camp in Austria
when freed by the United States troops at the end of World War I1.

Having weighed his decision for the night, Chwastov told the
Church World Service and the immigration officials the next morning
that he wanted to remain in America if he could be assured that he
and the baby would be safe from Communist agents.

Chwastov and Tanya were moved into a rooming house on New
York City’s West Side, where they were supposed to stay until Mon-
day, October 1, when the church representative would take the
refugee and his daughter upstate and get him a new job in Richfield
Springs, New York.

But the plan never materialized. Sometime during that weekend,
Chwastov and Tanya vanished from the rooming house and weren’t
seen again until they appeared at dockside on the morning of Wednes-
day, October 3, prior to the sailing of the Queen Mary. Chwastov
refused to say anything except to affirm in glum monosyllables that he
had changed his mind and was returning to Russia of his own free
will. Chwastov and Tanya were hustled aboard the big liner and
placed in their tourist cabin, while three Russians intercepted U.S.
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immigration officials who had hoped to question the refugee more
fully.

One of the Russians was a burly three-hundred-pounder never
identified. The second was Fedor F. Solomatin, attached to the Soviet
Embassy in Washington. The third was—Konstantin Pavlovich Eki-
mov.

For nearly an hour, the three Russians engaged immigration of-
ficials in a spirited argument on Tanya’s American or Russian status.
The argument was inconclusive and the trio joined Chwastov and
Tanya in their cabin. A short while later, an unidentified immigration
agent found them and attempted to block their departure until Ta-
nya’s status was cleared up. Solomatin objected to the inspector’s
authority and the inspector left temporarily to call his superiors for
instructions. When he returned to the cabin, it was empty.

He hastily called for aid, and a few minutes later three other immi-
gration men joined him in a search of the ship, which by now had
slipped away from its pier and was heading toward Quarantine. When
the ship passed Quarantine and left the harbor heading for the open
sea, the immigration men had to leave and ride a Coast Guard launch
back to shore to report their failure.

When the Queen Mary arrived in Southampton, Chwastov and Ta-
nya were bundled off to the Soviet Embassy in London where they
were safely detained beyond the reach of U.S. officials. In the mean-
time, Tanya’s mother, who by now had married George Dieczok,
tearfully journeyed to London in a desperate attempt to block her
daughter’s departure for Moscow through the English courts. But she
learned to her heartbreak after a brief legal skirmish that the case was
outside the court’s jurisdiction.

A few weeks later, Tanya and her father were taken behind the
Iron Curtain and have not been heard from since.

Back in the United States, the State Department assembled all the
facts in the perplexing case, and on October 29 it ordered Konstantin
Pavlovich Ekimov expelled from the country.

Senator Jenner called Ekimov’s part in the forced return of Chwa-
stov and his infant daughter a “reprehensible act.” Jenner also de-
manded the ouster of Fedor Solomatin, but under the consular laws
of the country the Soviet Embassy official in Washington was techni-
cally within his legal rights in interceding in the Chwastov affai¢.
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The case drew wide publicity both in the United States and abroad
because of the child and the emotional impact her plight had on
people everywhere.

While Ekimov was preparing to leave, Immigration Director
Elliott, appearing before the Senate Internal Security Subcommittee
to plead for tighter immigration laws, spoke movingly of the Chwa-
stov case and said it was typical of thousands of others in the United
States.

“The action of Soviet representatives here,” he said, “is contrary to
the best interests of our country and the safety of those who have fled
persecution from the very forces which now seek their return.”

On a cold, wintry December day in 1956, five weeks after he was
declared persona non grata, Konstantin Petrovich Ekimov walked up
the gangplank of the Queen Mary for the first leg of his journey
home. He and five Russian associates carried his bags.

The longshoremen had refused to touch them.
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THE Marine Firebrand Corporation is a fictitious name and
so is that of Richard Simmons, a tall, graying individual with a mili-
tary bearing, who is the sales engineer of the firm. But only the names
are disguised to protect the innocent dupes in one of the classic cases
of how the Soviets, employing blandness and subtlety, sought to ob-
tain secrets from an American momentarily caught off guard.

The date is early June, 1955, and Simmons is in his office in lower
Manhattan giving dictation to his secretary. Suddenly they are inter-
rupted by the receptionist’s voice coming over the intercom.

“Mr. Gladkov from the Soviet Mission to the United Nations
wishes to see you.”

Simmons was not surprised. He had been expecting a visit from the
caller since they met at a cocktail party some weeks before.

“All right, Miss Jones,” Simmons said. “Send him in.”

The door opened and instead of one there were two men, both
smiling as they walked in. The shorter of the two—heavily built,
about five-foot-six and one hundred, seventy-five pounds, with gray
eyes and balding blond hair, approached Simmons—shook hands,
and said, “So glad to see you again.”

This was Boris Fedorovich Gladkov whom Simmons had met at
the cocktail party. The engineer did not know much about Gladkov,
for their first meeting had been brief. He knew Gladkov was attached
to the Soviet Mission at the UN but was unaware in what capacity.
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But during their conversation at the party, Gladkov had learned a few
things about Simmons—particularly the fact that he was an executive
with Marine Firebrand, a company noted for its advances in turbine
engines both for commercial and military vessels. Gladkov suggested
at the time that he might drop in sometime and discuss the possibility
of buying some turbines for export to the Soviet Union. Simmons had
thought the Russian was merely making conversation.

Now, in his office, Simmons was to learn Gladkov had not been
talking idly. After introducing his companion as Victor Rudenko,
whom he described as “an associate,” Gladkov commented about the
rainy weather, about his lumbago which was bothered by the damp-
ness, and engaged Simmons in a brief, friendly chat about the luxu-
riousness of his office and its decor which was Swedish modern. Then
Gladkov came down to cases.

“Since the last time I spoke with you,” Gladkov said quietly, “I
have discussed your new marine turbine with my government. They
have instructed me to begin negotiations with you for the purchase of .
several.”

Simmons was surprised the Russians knew enough about the tur-
bine to seek an order and he asked Gladkov about it.

“We read your brochure and the printed specifications are quite
impressive,” the Russian replied. “Our government believes the tur-
bines can be used very satisfactorily in some of the new ships we are
building.”

Gladkov did not explain how he obtained the brochure, but it was
a document that had been widely distributed by the company in its
sales campaign.

Simmons shook his head. “I’m sorry I didn’t explain this to you at
the party when you brought up the subject,” he said politely. “You
see, our company is bound by a strict government rule against doing

business with the Soviet Union or any ... er .. . satellite
country. I hope you understand this is not my policy . . .”
Gladkov laughed. “You Americans . . . so suspicious. Why, I am

not here to buy atom bombs. I'm only looking for a simple new type
of turbine for our commercial vessels. Do you know we have bought
them from other American firms? All we must arrange to clear the
deal is an export license, which I'm certain the Government will

grant.”
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Simmons felt stupid. Of course, he had never dealt with a Soviet
customer before and had never had occasion to face up to the machin-
ery involving a sale to Russia. He had just felt that the turbines his
company produced could not be sold to the Soviet Union.

“If what you say is true,” Simmons said apologetically, “I will
stand corrected. I will check on it immediately.”

Gladkov took out his card and handed it to Simmons. “This is
where you can reach me when you have word,” he said.

The other Russian, Rudenko, who had not spoken yet, now broke
into the talk. “You are a hunter, Mr. Simmons?” Rudenko was stand-
ing at the far wall admiring the picture of a large deer that Simmons
had bagged.

“Are you a hunter, too?” Simmons asked curiously.

“Oh, no, I am not,” Rudenko replied. “But Boris—well, he is one
of the good ones. He has a sharp eye behind a deer rifle.”

Gladkov smiled at the compliment. “Don’t build me up too much,
Victor,” he said. “Mr. Simmons doesn’t have a bad eye if he can fell
a deer like this one. Look at that aim—right through the eyes.” Then
he turned to Simmons and said, “Who knows, maybe one of these
days we can go out and try to bag a couple of deer, eh?”

Simmons nodded condescendingly. He figured the suggestion was
just idle chatter. “Maybe so,” he smiled. He shook hands with his
Russian visitors, watched as they left, then returned to his desk. His
mind played with the visit, wondering what to make of it. Well, he
mused, it would certainly make good dinner conversation when he got
home. It’s not every day he talked to authentic Russians.

Later that day Simmons checked through the legal department of
his firm and with other sources and found to his surprise that there
was no prohibition against selling the commercial type turbine to the
Soviet Union. He promptly phoned Gladkov.

“So I was right, eh?” Gladkov chided good-naturedly. He told Sim-
mons that he would notify his superiors about the availability of the
turbines and wait to receive orders to negotiate directly for their pur-
chase. He suggested that the Soviet Government might want to buy six
turbines “as a start.” It would take a few days for a reply.

Simmons heard nothing from the Russian for the next couple of
days. By week’s end he had all but forgotten the incident. Thus it
came as something of a surprise when, in mid-August, nearly two
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months later, his secretary’s voice cut across the intercom in late
morning and announced a visitor, a Boris Gladkov. Would Mr. Sim-
mons see him?

“Yes, of course, send him in,” Simmons replied. As he waited,
Simmons’ thoughts turned back to the earlier discussions with Glad-
kov and his desire to buy the company’s turbines.

When Gladkov, whose somewhat ruddy complexion and rugged
features also suggested fondness for the outdoors, entered the office,
the two men shook hands and Simmons immediately said lightly,
“Well, Mr. Gladkov, whatever happened to the turbine business? Has
somebody underbid us?”

“No, no, not at all, my dear Mr. Simmons, nothing like that,” the
Russian replied in good English just barely tinged with an accent. “As
a matter of fact, I've had my hands tied. I can’t do anything without
clearance from back home. It will come, I'm sure. You should know
the red tape when our two governments are involved.”

Then Gladkov moved toward the wall. “Actually, this is simply a
social visit. I was intrigued by this picture of you with the deer.”
Gladkov looked at the framed photo admiringly. “I thought possibly
we could have lunch together sometime soon. Maybe we can swap
some hunting stories, and perhaps you will tell me where to find that
kind of deer.”

The two men agreed to meet at the Harwyn, one of New York’s
smartest supper clubs, at noon the following Monday. When the hour
neared, Simmons walked the three and a half blocks from his office to
the restaurant and found Gladkov already there, waiting at the bar.

The two men greeted each other cordially. “Come,” Gladkov said,
swallowing his cocktail and putting the glass on the bar. “I have a
fine table for us.”

Simmons and Gladkov seated themselves in the crowded dining
room and after a round of martinis ordered sirloin steaks. As the
waiter walked away, Gladkov settled back in the chair and said, “I
must confess you Americans do have remarkable food.”

After a moment of idle chatter, Simmons tried to satisfy his in-
dustrialist’s curiosity. “Have you heard from your government yet
about the turbines?” he asked.

Gladkov waved his hand. “No, no, my friend. Let’s not talk busi-
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ness. Let us enjoy our drinks and our meal. And let us get to know
each other better.”

An adept conversationalist, Gladkov swung into one amusing anec-
dote after another as he described his life in Russia, his family, some
innocuous incidents about his experience as a Soviet diplomat. He
seemed to like to dwell on his family. He had a lovely wife, he said,
from a village in central Russia who had gone to medical school but
quit before she became a doctor to marry him.

“Yet, it is a shame she is not a physician, but I must say her
training comes in very handy when either of our two little boys get
sick.” Gladkov talked a while about his time in the Red Army during
World War II and modestly described some of the battles he was in
as a Soviet ski trooper.

In turn, Simmons skimmed over his own personal history and then
asked Gladkov, “How do you like the United States?”

“Oh, I like it very much,” Gladkov answered. “I find Americans
quite friendly and pleasant to be with, although we Russians, too, are
famous for our hospitality and friendliness.”

Gladkov chatted on lightly, saying how he enjoyed the great va-
riety of goods that American stores offered for sale; he was particu-
larly impressed with the vast number of automobiles that crowded the
streets and highways.

“We don’t have nearly that many,” he said, then added with a
smile, “but give us time.”

The steaks, both ordered medium rare, slowly vanished as the two
men talked. And then the coffee and apple pie came. The talk turned
to hunting. Gladkov’s enthusiasm was genuine. He spoke glowingly of
the great bear and elk that roamed the thick woodlands flourishing in
the north central region of the Soviet Union near Gladkov’s home
village of Novorossisk.

. Expertly he described the rifles, shotguns, and ammunition he used
on various hunts. He admired most American weapons but thought
possibly the Russian equivalent of our .30-.30 was a bit superior, and
he had some reservations about the quality of some of the game birds
found during the one or two outings he had in the Adirondacks ear-
lier in the year.

“Too scrawny,” he quipped.
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Gladkov did most of the talking. And Simmons, for his part, was
content to listen. He found it an unusual and stimulating experience
to be so close to someone from a land that in many ways was a
tantalizing enigma to him and to most Americans.

Only once did Simmons try to probe Gladkov’s mind on the great
political issues dividing their two nations. But Gladkov resolutely
avoided politics.

In answer to Simmons’ passing reference to the Hungarian Revolt,
Gladkov said simply, “I think that there is possibly some misinforma-
tion among Americans about it.” And then he quickly skipped to
another subject.

In all, they sat, talking and eating, for a pleasant hour and fifteen
minutes, then it was time to leave. Gladkov paid the check.

As they walked toward the exit, Simmons felt the need to recipro-
cate Gladkov’s generosity. He casually remarked that he was having a
party at his home that weekend, and perhaps Gladkov might find
time to stop by.

It was meant simply to be a courtesy gesture, but to Simmons’ mild
surprise, Gladkov seized on the invitation quickly and accepted, say-
ing, “May I also bring my wife? It is not often that she gets the
chance to see and talk to Americans.”

It was a typical suburban split-level party that Gladkov and his
wife encountered when they arrived the following Saturday night.
About thirty persons, appropriately well-dressed men and women,
were standing about in clusters in the living room, den, and patio of
the Simmons’ $32,000 home on Long Island’s North Shore. Most of
them engaged in the animated conversation that frequently charac-
terizes such parties.

They had been told that a genuine Soviet diplomat would be there
and they were at their sophisticated best. Nor, once the Gladkovs fell
into the rhythm of the party, did they disappoint anyone. They were
excellent guests. Gladkov brought along a bottle of vodka and pre-
sented it to Simmons, saying it was “the very best of Russian spirit.”
Everyone sipped a little of the vodka and toasted the visitors.

Gladkov accepted the toast modestly and began mixing with the
guests, many of whom were executives in industry or fairly high-placed
officials in government.

Mrs. Gladkov, a reserved woman, spoke sparingly under the hand-
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icap of the language problem. But her husband immediately became
the hit of the party. A clever conversationalist, he held everyone’s
attention as he spoke of his own experiences, particularly about hunt-
ing. But frequently, and almost unnoticeably, he shifted from mono-
logue to dialogue as he asked questions of the other guests—what their
names were; where they worked; what they did. To each male guest,
Gladkov presented his personal card, and in nearly every case, he
received the other’s business card in return.

All in all, the party was a huge success, largely because of Glad-
kov’s presence. More social engagements between the Russian diplo-
mat and Simmons followed.

As the weeks wore on, the two became increasingly closer friends,
hunting together, attending Broadway plays with their wives, dining
out, and even taking the subway up to Yankee Stadium to see the
New York Yankees play the strange and incomprehensible game of
“beezball.” Gladkov took a particular liking to Yogi Berra. “He looks
like my brother Stanislaus,” he would chuckle.

The two men clearly got along well together and seemed to find
one another interesting. Gladkov liked to talk but he also knew when
to stop and listen. He drank, but not excessively. He always paid his
share of bills, and sometimes more. He spoke intelligently of current
trends in medicine, science, the arts. He had a scholar’s knowledge of
Tolstoi, Dostoevski, Jack London, Mark Twain, and Theodore
Dreiser.

By the end of summer, Gladkov had become assimilated into the
fabric of Simmons’ social life. Then on a morning in late September,
Gladkov unexpectedly reintroduced a subject that had long been for-
gotten—the marine turbines.

“We've received word from Moscow at the Soviet Mission that we
can begin negotiations,” Gladkov said. “I think that the order will be
substantial. Is there any way you can expedite matters?”

The suddenness of the contract talks startled Simmons.

“The whole thing had completely slipped my mind,” Simmons said.
“Frankly I don’t know where things stand. I'll have to check. Give
me a day or two.”

“Of course,” said Gladkov. “By the way, have you put out any
new literature about the turbines?”

Again Simmons said he would have to check.
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Two days later, Gladkov and Simmons met for lunch at the Har-
wyn Club, and this time Simmons had with him several new pam-
phlets and a new, rather lengthy technical paper on the turbine.

“You can look these over, but they don’t amount to much,” Sim-
mons said. “Just some material we’ve put together to promote sales.
We haven’t done anything new in research.”

“That’s quite all right. I'm sure these will be very interesting and
may help sell my bosses on placing a bigger order,” the Russian said.

That ended all business talk as the conversation reverted to more
general subjects.

A week went by and Gladkov appeared in Simmons’ office and
requested some fairly widely distributed literature about turbines
manufactured by rival companies. Simmons had his secretary dig into
the files and gave Gladkov the material.

On another occasion about three weeks later, Simmons furnished
Gladkov the names of several engineers in his plant and also the
names of a few members of his engineering society that Gladkov
wanted for “file purposes.”

Gladkov and Simmons continued to see each other for lunch or at
social gatherings during the ensuing weeks. Then suddenly the
Christmas holidays were upon them and Simmons was plunged into a
rush-order period at the company. Not that marine engines and tur-
bines are part of Yule giving, but it just happened to be a busy time.

On New Year’s Day, Simmons and his family went to Bermuda for
a vacation. When they returned three weeks later, Simmons phoned
Gladkov but got no response at his home. An inquiry at the Russian
Mission to the UN brought the answer that Gladkov and his family
had returned to the Soviet Union for a vacation of their own.

Simmons did not see Gladkov again until the end of February
when the Russian telephoned his American friend for a luncheon
date, explaining then that he and Mrs. Gladkov had returned to Novo-
rossisk for a visit with their families. Gladkov was particularly happy
to have seen his parents again. “They’re getting older, you know,” he
sighed. “They won’t have many more years.”

For the next three or four meetings nothing technical came up in
their discussions and when it did it was almost as an aside.

“You’re just the person to help me,” Gladkov said one day over
coffee. “My old friend Yuri Malinovsky is having a problem. You’re
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the man to solve it. Yuri is an engineer back home. He’s doing some
work for his company on plans for a turbine. He needs some advice.”

As though from memory he recited the technical problem involved,
then asked Simmons if he would write some suggestions for Yuri.

Simmons took out a diagram he had in the portfolio he had
brought with him to the restaurant. It was a much simplified version
of the marine turbine that Gladkov was negotiating to buy from Sim-
mons’ firm. Simmons turned the diagram over and dashed off the
solution to the problem Gladkov had posed.

Gladkov pocketed the sketch and chatted with Simmons a while
longer. The men made a date to get together the following weekend
at a resort hotel in the Catskill Mountains, about a hundred miles
upstate. Then the Russian picked up the tab, $17.25, left a $20 bill on
the table, and the two departed.

By now it was late April and spring was at its luxuriant zenith.
Rich green carpetings of grass covered the flower-sprinkled country-
side of Monticello and a bone-warming sun hung golden in the sky as
the two men walked leisurely along a winding, wooded path late that
Saturday afternoon. The talk at first was casual—more about hunting,
what the ladies had planned for the evening, the weather.

But something seemed to be disturbing Gladkov. Simmons noticed
it and finally asked, “Is there anything wrong, my friend?”

“No, not really. But I keep worrying about my friend Yuri. This is
an important job for him and he seems to be having one problem
after another. I wonder . . .” He fell silent.

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Simmons asked.

“I'm sure you could but I don’t think it’s fair. After all, you are a
busy man. But maybe we can find some way.” Gladkov hesitated a
moment. Then he said, “Why . . . why don’t you help out as a
consultant . . . a paid engineering consultant? I'll be happy to ab-
sorb the cost . . .”

“Why, Boris, I'm surprised at you,” Simmons said. “My company
wouldn’t stand still for that! But . . . I'll be glad to help out Yuri
without charge. I'll be doing it for you because you are my friend.”

Gladkov gave Simmons a pound on the back and thanked him.

Later that day Gladkov and Simmons headed to a pond stocked
with trout and pike and lazed a quiet two or three hours in a rented
rowboat. That evening the two couples drove to an Italian restaurant
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nestled in the heart of the so-called “borscht belt” and dined heartily
of baked clams, veal scallopini, and chianti. They took in the night-
club act in their hotel and managed, as comfortable friends so often
do, to get slightly lightheaded by evening’s end. They slept over at the
hotel that night and, after breakfast the next morning, left for New
York in Simmons’ car.

In their ensuing meetings, Gladkov always managed to relay some
new problem his friend Yuri was encountering to Simmons, and Sim-
mons, the older, more experienced, engineer, would either solve it on
the spot or ask for a day or two to gather the necessary information,
which he always managed to obtain.

The two men held to their agreement that Simmons would receive
no consulting fee since he did not accept the status. But as the prob-
lem-solving became more complicated and almost a ritual part of any
evening they spent together, Gladkov insisted that he at least reim-
burse Simmons for any expenses his American friend incurred.

On one occasion it was for several trade magazines Simmons had
to buy, another time Simmons made several long-distance calls to
engineer friends, arranging contacts for Yuri when he had other tech-
nical problems to clarify. The sums were never great, but they were
always offered promptly—and accepted.

As the sessions became more frequent, Gladkov began asking for
more complicated, more detailed information. Yuri, he would say,
needed data unavailable to him back home on gears, generators, con-
densers for naval vessels, and even—on one occasion—certain gen-
eral information concerning atomic submarines.

At no time did Gladkov ask for classified information or in other
ways try to breach U.S. security. But Simmons nevertheless suffered
some fear that the inoffensive favors he was doing for his friend
would be misinterpreted if they became known to his firm.

As a result, Simmons, although absolutely convinced he was doing
nothing wrong, established a somewhat clandestine process of passing
along the needed information to his Russian friend from the UN.

When Simmons suggested the need for such discretion, Gladkov
laughingly agreed, saying, “Any mystery novel reader would appre-
ciate this, you know. The classic way to pass material is called ‘the
drop.’ Yes, we can work something out.”
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The details of the first and subsequent “drops” varied, but they
followed a general pattern. Here is a typical one:

Simmons left his office at 6:05 p.m. on a Tuesday and rode the
BMT subway to Union Square where Broadway and 14th Street
cross. He went up to the street and walked east to 15th Street and
First Avenue—a rendezvous area made popular in espionage some
years back by Judith Coplon and Valentin Gubitchev—then swung
northward until he spotted Gladkov’s 1955 red Ford sedan parked at
a meter on the east side of First Avenue, between 17th and 18th
Streets.

The car was unoccupied. Simmons walked up to it confidently as
though he were the owner, opened the right-hand door nearest the
curb, and climbed in. He pretended to be looking for something in
the glove compartment, but he was actually placing an envelope un-
der a blanket on the car’s front seat. Once the envelope was tucked in
its hiding place, Simmons continued the charade of hunting through
the glove compartment, pretended to be unable to find it, and left the
car, walking southward on First Avenue at a brisk pace as though he
suddenly remembered where he left the object he was looking for.

Simmons almost enjoyed what he came to call “the game.” It
added an element of thrill and excitement to his relationship with the
Russian diplomat, and yet, of course, as Simmons thought of it, the
whole thing was entirely innocent.

On a day in the middle of June, 1956, Simmons met Gladkov for
one of their more or less regular Wednesday lunches and as the Rus-
sian UN delegate entered, his friend noticed a sprightlier bounce to
his walk. He seemed to be excited about something.

“Dick, my friend,” Gladkov said. “Let me congratulate you. I
finally heard from home and we want your turbines. It’s definite.
They’ve looked over your specifications and want to increase the or-
der now to twelve. This should be a fine feather in your cap.”

Simmons modestly acknowledged the congratulations and the two
men ceremoniously shook hands on it. During lunch they discussed
possible shipping dates, export requirements, and the other details.
And Simmons promised to have his sales and legal departments work
these out and draw up a contract of the sale within the following
week.
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By Tuesday, the contract was drafted. The amount Simmons’ com-
pany was to receive was substantial. In every respect the contract
seemed to be mutually profitable to both sides. The turbines were in
Simmons’ plant in the metropolitan area and could be shipped im-
mediately. The contract was mailed to the Soviet Government.

Ten days later Simmons and Gladkov had dinner together. Glad-
kov announced the news immediately.

“They’re satisfied back home. Very satisfied. They aren’t asking a
single change in the contract.”

His superior in New York, he said, would sign for the Russians in
a day or so and Simmons’ company could expect a check promptly.
Then Gladkov fell to eating his dinner and for some inexplicable
reason sank into a strange quiet.

After several minutes Simmons felt obliged to ask, “Is something
wrong?”

Gladkov looked up. His face was grim.

“Dick,” he began hesitatingly, “can I ask you to let me have the
specifications for the [classified] turbine. My superior would like to
see them before he signs the contract.”

Simmons stared across the table at Gladkov. The American engi-
neer was bewildered by the request.

“I can’t do that,” he said finally, with an edge of astonishment in
his voice. “That’s a different turbine completely. Our contract covers
the commercial type. What you’re asking for is classified information.
You're asking for specifications on a military turbine. I couldn’t possi-
bly give you what you want unless you were cleared by the State
Department in Washington. And you know you couldn’t get such
clearance.”

“I know,” Gladkov said meekly, as though suggesting he was doing
nothing more than performing an unpleasant errand for someone.
“Look,” he pleaded, “we’ve been good friends for a long time now.
I'm sure you can help me out.”

Gladkov now suggested that the whole deal might fall through if
he didn’t supply his government with the classified data.

Simmons toyed with his fork in silence as he appeared to ponder
his friend’s request.

“I'll have to let you know,” he finally murmured. “I can’t say
anything more about it now.”
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Simmons went home that evening, his mind a spinning kalei-
doscope of doubts, worries, and fears. He slept a troubled sleep that
night and woke up the next morning still seized by anxiety. He drank
a cup of coffee for breakfast but refused any food. At precisely thir-
teen minutes after eight o’clock, he abruptly rose from the table,
walked to the kitchen telephone, and dialed the New York number of
the Federal Bureau of Investigation.

For the rest of that morning, afternoon, and late into the evening,
Simmons gave a full account of all his dealings with Gladkov. Slowly,
methodically, through expert questioning of FBI agents, every gap
and hole in Simmons’ story was filled in until the G-men had what
amounted to a finely woven tapestry of the relationship and every
known fact connected with it between Richard Simmons and Boris
Gladkov, beginning with the very first meeting at that cocktail party
in late May, 1955, more than a full year ago, and ending with the
previous day’s disturbing dinner, when Simmons finally realized that
he’d been a tool in a far deeper and infinitely more insidious opera-
tion—espionage.

As the FBI agents reconstructed the case, they recognized an all
too-familiar story. Scores of times before they had heard other inno-
cent dupes unfold, sometimes too late, their stories of friendship and
favors with members of the enemy camp.

Simmons’ case was almost a classic example. Here were two men,
a Russian diplomat in the service of the UN and an American in-
dustrialist, meeting across what amounted to an international chess-
board in a game in which the Russian wrote the rules, held all the
pieces, and directed all the moves. His adversary did nothing, really,
but pick up the pieces and slide them across the board like an automa-
ton, ignorant of the rules, of the stakes involved, unaware that he was
even playing the game. He never had a chance.

Gladkov was a legally accredited diplomat charged with carrying
out the legitimate business of his government on these shores. In that
capacity, he enjoyed, though with some restrictions, the freedoms of
an open and democratic society. But Gladkov was more than an emis-
sary in the political arena. He was also a Soviet KGB agent and had
been specially selected and trained in Russia for espionage work in
the United States,

His “chess” opponent was, it is true, an intelligent, well-educated



108 : Red Spies in the UN

man, but he was absolutely devoid of any skills in espionage or coun-
terespionage, and was further handicapped by the fact that nothing in
his healthy, democratic background bred those suspicions that are
second nature to the professional spy.

Unknown to Simmons, he had been thoroughly investigated and
personally sized up by the Soviets long before he met Gladkov at the
cocktail party. They knew who he was, how much authority he
wielded, even what his hobbies were. They could have decided upon
Simmons as a man worth nurturing for any of several reasons.

A Soviet agent might have met him at a party a year or two before
Gladkov ran into him and discovered his huge fund of technical
knowledge. His name might have been gleaned from the business
pages of The New York Times or the Wall Street Journal. It could
have come up at an engineers’ convention in Atlantic City. They
might have spotted it in a trade journal.

The purpose of that first visit to Simmons’ office by Gladkov and
Victor Rudenko, the aide who dropped out of the picture once it
became clear that Gladkov had established the necessary rapport with
Simmons, was to scout the American executive in greater depth than
had already been studied, and see if he was worth developing.

Obviously from the Russian viewpoint he was.

Not everyone passes the test. If an American indicates hostility, the
Russians will more than likely drop him. But anyone who appears
friendly—and most Americans do—is considered a definite possibility.

What followed was almost Chapter I in any espionage manual.
Gladkov established a common interest—hunting. Then came the in-
evitable social follow-up contacts. Once the friendship was solid—
and the Russians will spend months and even years abuilding if the
prospect seems sufficiently promising—the innocent pleas were made
for bland, plainly inoffensive material and information: “to help Yuri
back in Russia.”

At this point, the money offer is always advanced and usually ac-
cepted because it is always negligible and seemingly justified. In Sim-
mons’ case, Gladkov paid out exactly $1,550 during their year-long
relationship.

Speaking about such emoluments as are proffered by the Russians,
FBI Director Hoover once said: “Money is one of the most effective
recruitment weapons. The Soviets have money and will spend it
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quickly and in sizable sums if they feel they will benefit. . . . The
acceptance of money gives the Soviets a dominant hand, which is part
of their strategy. Even gifts such as vodka, caviar, and books are
designed to put the businessman under an obligation.”

At some point, usually after money or some other material induce-
ment has been accepted by the American, the Soviets have to take a
gamble. The risk eventually must be taken. The Russians will listen to
unimportant peripheral information and sometimes even appear eager
for public source information, but the prize catch is to break through
the inner secrets of business, government, and the military.

It becomes the moment of truth for the Soviet spy and his whole
future and, indeed, even his life may depend on the outcome.

In the Richard Simmons case it came when Gladkov asked for the
technical specifications of a classified marine turbine. Other men
might have succumbed to the arsenal of pressures the Soviets had
imposed on him by now, but Richard Simmons was made of sterner
stuff. The security of his country was paramount over all other con-
siderations. Thus, his call to the FBL.

The FBI moved swiftly. Simmons had blown the whistle on the
plot in mid-June. On June 22, 1956, based on Simmons’ detailed and,
in some cases, documented account, the State Department declared
Boris Fedorovich Gladkov persona non grata for engaging in “activi-
ties which were highly improper and incompatible with his status as a
member of the Soviet Delegation to the United Nations.”

He left New York on July 12, 1956, and returned to Russia. His
mission had ended in failure.

In this one instance, the Soviet danger was eliminated before any
real harm was done. But the FBI was certain of one thing—that
somewhere another Boris Fedorovich Gladkov was already at work
on another Richard Simmons.
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Tue spy cases sprouting out of the United Nations in 1956
did not end with the ouster of Turkin, Gurynov, Shapovalov,
Ekimov, and Gladkov. This was a hectic year in the annals of espi-
onage, one which brought on the exposure of a bumper crop of Red
agents.

A half dozen UN-based Russians were tapped by the State Depart-
ment as spies during 1956. There had never been so many cases in
one year before—nor since.

There is no way of knowing whether the Russians were particularly
industrious in 1956 or if they were more careless in their movements.
It must remain one of the mysteries inherent in subversion, which in
itself is a baffling profession.

If it proves nothing else, each case does exhibit the vulnerability of
Kremlin agents. None can know, despite his knowledge and training
in this crafty art, when he will become enmeshed in one or another of
the bizarre twists that inevitably bring a plot to steal our secrets to
the attention of the law.

There are many heroes in the relentless crusade to expose the en-
emy endangering America’s security and defense; and the paladin in
this spy adventure we are about to relate is Henry Farmer, a simple,
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hard-working family man living on Long Island and employed as a
draftsman with one of the large aircraft companies out there.

Actually the name Henry Farmer is fictitious, as was Fred Tims-
ford and Richard Simmons. The FBI has never released the names of
the actual persons for their own protection. But they are being pro-
tected from different fountainheads of trouble. Timsford’s identity is
kept under wraps for security reasons alone. That reason also applies
to the anonymity given Farmer, but in addition this man needs protec-
tion from the possible ramification of the seeping distrust and stigma-
tism that could accrue to him.

For Henry Farmer is a man who unwittingly came close to con-
tributing to the Communist cause before awakening suddenly from a
nightmarish experience which brought him face to face with reality.
His haste to bare the whole story of how be was taken in, and his
willingness to make amends, earned him both forgiveness and well-
deserved privacy.

Henry Farmer’s work at the aircraft company, which we, of course,
will not name, was important so far as it went. But as happens so
often, the salary wasn’t enough for his needs. Farmer earned $8,500
a year and found it hard making ends meet. He had a family,
children, and a heavy mortgage on a new house. This is a weakness
that espionage agents seek to find in their recruits, as we have said.

Henry Farmer decided that he must acquire an additional income
and the best way he knew how was to put his talents as a draftsman
to work in his spare time. To that end he solicited part-time employ-
ment by placing an advertisement in the classified section of a New
York City newspaper in the early part of December, 1955.

It was gratifying for Farmer to receive an almost immediate re-
sponse.

The name Victor Petrov meant nothing to him and it had no
greater significance once Farmer got talking with the man who
phoned him about a job. Farmer detected the accent but he wasn’t
certain of the man’s nationality. Just in passing, he thought the man
was of Slavic or Russian origin.

Petrov told Farmer that he wanted some drawings traced and
asked about his fees. After a brief conversation, the caller said he’d
let Farmer know.
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Ten days passed. On January 15, just as Farmer and his family
were sitting down to dinner, the phone rang. Farmer answered it.

“I am Victor Petrov,” the caller said. “I want to see you, Mr.
Farmer, about some work I would like to have done.”

Farmer invited him to his home, and in less than an hour, Petrov
was at the door.

Farmer, greeting the man who responded to his ad, found a sturdy-
looking individual who stood about the same height as himself, five
feet nine inches, but who was somewhat heavier, about one hundred
eighty pounds. His brown hair had premature strands of gray that
seemed to reflect the color of his eyes. His face, almost olive-toned,
appeared to be that of a man in his early thirties.

Farmer ushered the visitor to the living room and offered him a
drink, which he accepted. It was Scotch on the rocks.

“Well, Mr. Petrov, what can I do for you?” Farmer asked, sitting
next to his guest on the sofa.

Petrov wanted to learn first about Farmer’s qualifications and expe-
rience. He asked questions politely and with tact. Farmer answered
readily, explaining almost immediately his connection with the large
aviation corporation, which he named.

The name acted like a magic word. Petrov instantly showed an
absorbing curiosity and interest in the draftsman and his work.

“It is simply a stroke of luck that I ran into you,” Petrov remarked
enthusiastically. “You are just the man I have been looking for, some-
one to provide me with diagrams for airplanes.”

Bewilderment seized Farmer at once. He thought Petrov was refer-
ring to sketches of planes either in production or on the drawing
boards at the aircraft plant where the draftsman worked. If so, he was
sorry but he couldn’t possibly do that.

“Oh, no,” Petrov laughed. “I simply want you to make drawings of
whatever is readily available. You know—the designs that appear in
magazines and other air publications.”

Petrov then identified himself as a translator employed by the
United Nations Secretariat, but he did not bother to add that he was a
Soviet national. Farmer, who was reluctant to ask, assumed, as he
had on the phone when he first heard Petrov speak, that he might be
Czechoslovakian, Yugoslavian, or perhaps—Russian.

Petrov told Farmer that his purpose in having the tracings done
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was for a sideline job he held as a translator for some foreign coun-
tries.

One of these accounts, he said, was a toy manufacturer who was
producing authentic scale-model submarines, ships, tanks, automo-
biles, and planes. He said the firm was too small to afford a full-time
draftsman.

“And besides,” as Petrov put it, “your American designs are so
much better than what they can get on the Continent.”

That was why he had come to Farmer—to provide drawings on a
part-time basis.

“I am willing to pay you at the rate of two dollars and fifty cents
an hour for your time,” offered Petrov.

Farmer rather liked the offer but he had some reservations about
copying plans or drawings of actual planes, which, he suggested, was
larcenous since it infringed on copyrighted or patented designs. But
Petrov dismissed that argument.

“It’s done every day,” he chuckled. “The companies don’t mind it
as long as we don’t build the real thing. In fact, it makes them happy
that someone is promoting their product among the children. It builds
up prestige and good will for the companies.”

Petrov then pulled out a recent issue of an aviation magazine from
his leather portfolio and turned to a page containing the diagram of a
U.S. Air Force single-seater jet fighter.

“I want you to copy this for me,” Petrov said. “Is it a deal?”

Farmer consented. He told Petrov he would have it ready in a few
days and the two parted on a firm handshake. On the way out,
Farmer invited him to come back some evening for dinner with his
family; the draftsman’s wife and children were shopping at the super-
market this evening.

“I will be happy to join you,” the departing guest assured Farmer.
“Maybe very soon.”

Even as Petrov walked down the front steps, thoughts about the
assignment coursed through Farmer’s head. Why, he asked himself,
did Petrov want him to copy something out of a magazine that al-
ready was available in the very form required for the production of a
toy. True, Petrov said the company had no draftsman and he had also
instructed Farmer to draw enlargements of the design which could be
translated into templates. At the same time, Petrov asked Farmer to
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reduce the scale drastically from feet to inches for application to the
production of the plane as a toy and not the real thing. Yet anyone
who had taken high school mathematics could have worked out the
new figures, while the pilfering of the design itself and its enlargement
to the required dimensions could have been accomplished via any
inexpensive enlargement process on a photo-copy machine.

The thought of easy spare-time money then came into Farmer’s
thoughts and quickly chased out whatever confusion coursed through
his head. By the time his wife returned from the market and joined
him in the living room, he was bubbling with eagerness to tell her all
about this first spare-time assignment that would pay him $2.50 an
hour.

Farmer quickly plunged into his first extra-income job. He worked
on the drawings the next few nights at home and then received a call
from Petrov. Since Farmer was ready to deliver the finished sketches,
he invited the client over to the house the next night.

That evening Farmer took Petrov to a corner of the living
room where Farmer had a desk and showed the Russian the sketches
he had prepared.

“Marvelous,” Petrov remarked exuberantly after looking them
over. “Just what I wanted. Perfect. You are a master draftsman.”

Then digging into his portfolio again, Petrov took out another avia-
tion magazine and turned to a page with a design for a different
fighter plane. He showed it to Farmer and asked him to reproduce
that model. Again it was a simple routine of merely duplicating de-
sign and reducing scale.

It was child’s play for Farmer, virtually an insult to his intelligence
and his talent as a draftsman. But the five crisp ten dollar bills that
Petrov put in Farmer’s hand for the time he had put in on the design
just delivered were perfect palliatives for any indignation he might
have entertained about the plebeian nature of the work—and a good
argument to end his wife’s nagging about working at home. There was
no question in Farmer’s mind that he had found a gold mine in Petrov.
He was determined to satisfy and asked no questions.

“I can have it ready in four or five nights,” Farmer volunteered
eagerly, resolved now more than ever that he was going to please this
high-paying client.
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“That will be fine,” Petrov said with a glow of satisfaction. “I will
call you in a few days to find out if they are ready.”

Actually, a week went by before the Russian phoned. Farmer had
the sketches ready and asked Petrov to come over the next evening.
Again Petrov was delighted with Farmer’s sketches and again he pro-
vided the draftsman with an issue of an American aviation magazine
to copy an airplane, this one a bomber. The assignments continued.

Then, in late February of 1956, Petrov came to the house on one
of his regular visits and, sitting at Farmer’s desk, he noticed the pre-
vious November’s issue of an aviation monthly the draftsman sub-
scribed to. Petrov picked up the magazine and leafed through its
pages. Then he suddenly stopped and studied a design for a military
plane that was being developed by a West Coast firm.

“I wonder,” Petrov asked, “could you send in this reader’s reply
card to get more information about this airplane? I think some of my
accounts might be interested in a later model like this one.”

Farmer felt no qualms about doing it. He filled the card out on the
spot and said he would mail it first thing in the morning.

“I will save you the trouble,” Petrov smiled, taking the card. “I will
mail it tonight.” That night Petrov gave Farmer still another design to
copy.

1;1}: early March, Farmer had a call from Petrov who invited the
draftsman to have dinner with him in a neighborhood restaurant.
Farmer agreed and they met at the corner of Roosevelt Avenue and
77th Street in Jackson Heights, Queens. Petrov had not indicated why
he wanted to meet Farmer away from his home, but as the two men
munched on their food in a nearby restaurant, they began sailing into
a new savanna of companionability that had not been achieved at any
of their many gatherings in Farmer’s home. They were soon discuss-
ing considerably more mundane matters than drafting—politics, reli-
gion, and friends.

That last area seemed to interest Petrov the most. He dwelled on
the subject of Farmer’s friends at length, asking about them in var-
ious ways. As Farmer later recalled, Petrov had an insatiable curios-
ity about what people the draftsman knew at the aircraft plant, what
jobs they held, and his extent of friendship or acquaintanceship with
them. Farmer harbored no hesitancy in discussing his fellow employ-
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ees. He spoke freely and truthfully about them. Well freely, anyway.
In trying to make an impression on Petrov, Farmer may have gone
overboard in tossing around a few names of key figures at the plant
as close friends when at most they were merely executives he knew
just in passing.

At any rate, the evening was a huge success so far as Farmer was
concerned. Not only did he develop what he viewed as a deep camara-
derie with Petrov, but he also came away with the idea that his client
had a new and high respect for his importance at the plant. This was
certain to continue the part-time work that Petrov had been giving
him.

Before parting, Petrov presented Farmer one more plane sketch to
trace. Then he suddenly seemed to remember something.

“Did that material from the magazine come yet?” Petrov asked.

Farmer said it had not arrived but would let him know as soon as
it did.

In late March, the two met again in the same Jackson Heights
restaurant. The information about the plane in production on the
Coast had come and Farmer turned it over to Petrov who was en-
thusiastic about it.

The talk once more reverted to the pattern of the last meeting,
centering on the people Farmer knew at the aircraft plant. Now Pe-
trov was exhibiting curiosity about their incomes and their financial
straits. When Farmer mentioned that one of the engineers, a man
who worked on aircraft methods and design, was in a money jam and
was himself looking for part-time work, Petrov’s face lit up.

“I think I can help him,” Petrov offered almost eagerly. “I have
something big in mind, but it is too soon to talk about it. I will let
you know. There will be a lot in it for you, too.”

For the moment, Petrov had another problem. “I have a client in
Austria who has been using the sketches you have been making. He
has a very small plastics company and at night he has been going to
the university to work on his doctor’s degree. He needs some of the
latest literature and pamphlets from your company to prepare a
thesis. Can you help? Can you get them out of your company’s li-
brary?”

“Sure,” Farmer laughed. “That’s a cinch. We distribute that litera-
ture to all our clients. No problem.”
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There was another fifty-dollar drafting job for Farmer before they
parted, and there was also payment for the information that Farmer
had obtained from the magazine.

“I am going to be paid by my client for this, so there is no reason I
shouldn’t pay you for your trouble,” Petrov said, putting twenty-five
dollars additional in Farmer’s hand.

On their next meeting in the same restaurant, Petrov had come
prepared to talk about his “big deal.” But nothing was said until after
dinner when Petrov suggested they take a walk. Petrov seemed to
know the neighborhood better than Farmer and led the way along
77th Street to Broadway, then along 78th Street to a small park.

“Here’s a good place to sit and talk,” Petrov said, stopping at a
bench.

Despite several drinks before and after dinner, Farmer had the
presence of mind to be shocked when Petrov began discussing his
“big deal.”

What Petrov now proposed was a treasonous scheme to obtain
classified or top secret information about military aircraft in produc-
tion at the plant on Long Island.

“I can’t do a thing like that,” Farmer blurted in protest. “I can go
to jail for something like this. Socanyou . . .”

Petrov grinned and patted Farmer on the hand indulgingly.

“You need money,” Petrov said knowingly. “I have plenty of
money to pay you. Not the kind you have been receiving from me,
but really big—in the thousands. You have a family to raise, a big
mortgage around your neck, debts to pay. I can put you on easy
street.”

Then, gazing intently into Farmer’s eyes, Petrov whispered, “Don’t
give me an answer now . . . think about it. I can wait. But not too
long. I will have to go to someone else . . .”

Before they got up to leave, Petrov took out an envelope and put it
on his lap. “Take this,” Petrov said, pushing it toward Farmer.
“Open it later when you are thinking about my proposition.”

Farmer reached out and palmed the envelope. Later, at home, he
found it contained one hundred dollars. That night Farmer thought
about Petrov’s offer. He didn’t breathe a word of it to his wife and, as
he later revealed, he “didn’t sleep all night, worrying about what
could happen to me and my family.”
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In his stupor he had failed to ask Petrov what he was going to do
with the information. Yet Farmer had a good idea it would not be
going to any of his toy manufacturing clients. Such data as Petrov
was asking wasn’t required in building toy planes. As the United
States Air Force was to tell us, this information would have been an
excellent guide to the Russians in determining the status of our air-
craft development.

The next day Farmer was at his wit’s end with worry. He needed
money badly, but his conscience told him that this was not the way te
get it. He was not going to commit treason. While he was not yet
certain that Petrov was a spy, Farmer had ample reason now to sus:
pect the worst of his benefactor.

Could Petrov be a Russian spy?

The thought sent a chill through Farmer. Trembling at the idea
that he had conceivably been suckered into a Red espionage trap,
Farmer decided to see the FBI. He called the New York City office
and asked for an appointment “to discuss a very urgent matter.” He
was told to come right in.

It was Saturday and Farmer did not have to work that day. He
kept his date with the FBI in the afternoon. The meeting with the G-
men lasted several hours, during which time he told in detail every
step of his relations with Petrov and of the drafting jobs he had been
given to do. Meanwhile, a quick check on Petrov’s name told the FBI
what he had neglected to inform Farmer—that he was a Russian.

Farmer’s story had a familiar ring to the FBI, which at that mo-
ment was still in the midst of the investigation into the case involving
Boris Gladkov’s attempt to weed out classified information on a mili-
tary-type turbine from Richard Simmons. But the similarity was not
as great. Petrov had not gone to the lengths that Gladkov had in
building up a friendship that encompassed a complete circuit of social
events. Petrov had merely been a guest in Farmer’s house, had done
the draftsman a good turn by providing him with spare-time work,
but had never gone to the trouble of building up the closely knit
association that was inherent in the other case.

But the story Farmer told did have an almost exact parallel in a
case the FBI had worked on a few months before when another
American, Sidney Hatkin, an Air Force economist, had inserted a
classified advertisement in a newspaper for work. Hatkin was desper-
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ate for employment; he had been suspended for a year at the time as
a suspected security risk.

A Soviet Embassy employee in Washington, Vladimir P. Mikheev,
who saw the ad, got in touch with Hatkin and asked him to gather
some aviation statistics. Unlike Farmer, suspicion gripped Hatkin at
once and he went to the FBI.

The story broke in the newspapers prematurely and the adverse
publicity prompted the Russians to put Mikheev on a fast plane back
to Moscow, where he has remained ever since. The Kremlin acted so
swiftly that it spared the State Department the trouble of preparing a
formal note of protest and a request for Mikheev’s recall. For his
own quick enterprise in alerting the FBI, Hatkin was restored to a
non-sensitive Air Force job.

Because the case involving Petrov and Farmer had gotten far more
involved, it was handled differently. After baring everything about his
dealings with Petrov, Farmer was instructed by the FBI to “play
along.” He was told to meet Petrov again and to find out precisely
what information and date he was seeking. Farmer agreed to play the
dual agent.

The FBI already knew a great deal about Petrov, as it does about
most Russians at the UN. It was known that he lived in an apartment
house at 110 West 96th Street on Manhattan’s Upper West Side.
With him was his wife Vladilena and a six-year-old son, Alexei. Pe-
trov was also known to be thirty-one years old, he had come to the
UN from Moscow on February 17, 1953, and was holding down an
$8,000-a-year translator’s job in the Language Section.

So far as the FBI was concerned, there was no question Petrov was
a spy. That called for certain moves. G-men were assigned to watch
Petrov, and a tail also was put on Farmer.

The following week, Farmer met Petrov in the Jackson Heights
restaurant which, by this time, had become the central rendezvous for
their transactions.

“Can we do business?” Petrov asked after settling down with
Farmer over cocktails.

“Yes,” Farmer replied matter-of-factly.

Unknown to Farmer and Petrov, their meeting now was in the
process of being preserved for posterity. Seated at a table nearby
were two FBI men pretending to be in deep conversation and oblivi-
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ous to the goings-on about them. The agents made a good pretense of
looking like a couple of businessmen unwinding at the end of a diffi-
cult day. But one of the agents had a miniature camera concealed
in his jacket and managed to photograph Farmer and Petrov at their
table in various poses.

One photograph, it was later revealed, showed Petrov pulling out a
large printed sheet. This was a published chart concerning the physi-
cal specifications and flight characteristics of United States military
aircraft. The chart contained a number of blank columns, indicating
that specific information relating to certain airplanes could not be
released publicly in the interest of national defense.

“I want you to get me the figures for these missing blanks,” Petrov
murmured to Farmer.

Farmer said he himself did not have access to those figures, but
that the engineer he had mentioned at their previous meeting—the
one who worked on aircraft methods and designs and was in a money
jam—might very well be the man to supply the missing data.

“Good,” Petrov smiled. “I do not want to deal with him. I leave it
in your hands. You come to terms with him. I will pay you. The price
is two thousand dollars. You can split with him any way you
wish . . .

Later that evening, according to pre-arranged plans, Farmer met
the G-men in a diner in Long Island City not far from Jackson
Heights and turned over to them the chart Petrov had given him.

The agents gave Farmer his orders which were: “Stall” They
wanted to prolong the negotiations for as long as possible, to see how
anxious Petrov was for the information and also to observe what
other espionage activities he might be involved in.

The days became weeks and the weeks passed. Summer finally
came and Farmer still had not delivered the chart back to Petrov with
the data. But their meetings continued. Always Farmer came pre-
pared with a good excuse for the delay, an excuse that had been
framed by the FBI and drilled into Farmer at long briefing sessions.

Petrov’s patience appeared at last to be wearing thin. His exaspera-
tion reflected in his voice finally one day in mid-August when he
complained to Farmer at their favorite restaurant: “Now listen, this
can’t go on. You are taking too long to provide me with the figures. I
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must have them by next week or the whole deal is off. This is my
final word.”

Farmer could see that Petrov would not be strung along any fur-
ther. It was obvious that he had to produce the document by the
following week or admit failure and put an end to the megotiations
with the Russian. But that decision was not in Farmer’s province. The
FBI was calling the signals and it was up to them to say what Farmer
must do. He reported back what Petrov had said.

The FBI’s instructions to Farmer were brief but explicit: “We will
let you know what to do. Let us know if he calls you in the meantime.”

All the delay over the months was engineered by the FBI to give
its agents opportunity to observe Petrov, in the expectation he might
betray himself in other espionage endeavors. But he did not attempt
to suborn any other American. It appeared his primary goal was to
obtain the airplane data he was after from Farmer.

The FBI felt finally that Petrov would not lead them to other con-
spiracies. As it was, all the evidence that was needed to make a case
against Petrov was in hand. The findings were forwarded to Washing-
ton with the recommendation that the game they were playing with
the Russian come to a halt, since it promised to serve no useful
purpose to prolong it.

FBI Director Hoover studied the evidence and concluded that the
field office had the right slant. He turned the case over to the Attor-
ney General, who decided that the evidence against Petrov, while
solid and indefensible, was not sufficient or worthwhile to warrant his
arrest and prosecution. The case against Valentin Gubitchev, who,
like Petrov, did not enjoy the diplomatic immunity held by some of
the other Russians caught in espionage, was far stronger and yet he
managed to escape punishment in the end. What chance would the
Government have against Petrov with the relatively thin skein of evi-
dence they had on him—a published chart of physical specifications
and flight characteristics for United States military planes which
wasn’t even in his possession now, and, of course, a document that in
itself was not incriminating since it was something that anyone could
obtain. The crime would have been committed had Petrov succeeded
in obtaining the data and figures for the blank boxes on the chart
which he had asked Farmer to get. But Farmer had gone to the FBI
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and the FBI never allowed Farmer to deliver the secret information.

Moreover, Petrov held the trump card. He had the “spy trade”
working for him, a pattern of operation that was now beginning to
shape itself more and more, and which, in later years, would come to
be regarded as the only way to deal with Russian spies: give them
back to the Soviets in exchange for one of our people who had been
accused in Moscow of espionage. To make a circus out of Petrov’s
arrest, to put the Attorney General to the trouble and expense of
prosecuting, when in the end it would be nothing more than a perfunc-
tory performance, was not only wasteful and time-consuming, but
ridiculous. Reality must be faced with reality.

So, since it did have the goods on Petrov anyway and because his
conduct was not in accord with the UN Charter Agreement, the Attor-
ney General decided to put the matter into the State Department’s
hands with the recommendation for the Russian’s ouster.

The State Department agreed and transmitted its decision to James
J. Wadsworth, deputy United States delegate to the United Nations in
the absence of his superior, Henry Cabot Lodge, Jr., the U.S. Ambas-
sador, who was in California at the time,

Wadsworth wasted no time putting the case against Petrov on the
38th floor desk of the Secretary General. Sitting behind that desk was
Dag Hammarskjold who was getting his baptism in the field of espi-
onage as practiced in the UN by Soviet nationals employed as civil
servants.

Hammarskjold proved no less a foe of Charter violators than Lie.
After studying the testimony against Petrov, Hammarskjold drew up
the order for the Russian’s dismissal from the Secretariat. That order
went out on August 24—but not fast enough.

Petrov had already taken his leave. Without waiting for a formal
discharge, the Russian translator, his wife, and son made a hurried
departure from their apartment the day before, although the rent was
paid through September, and had taken a Scandinavian Airlines plane
out of the country, with Moscow as their destination.

It was never made clear whether Petrov had advance warning that
he would be unmasked as a spy and that Hammarskjsld intended to
dismiss him. But it was learned that Petrov called in “sick” on August
22, just as Hammarskjold was beginning to look over the case Ambas-
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sador Wadsworth had brought to him. And the Soviet translator did
not show up for work the next day, either.

His rushed travel arrangements were said to have been made with-
out United Nations’ aid, and a Soviet spokesman denied his delega-
tion had helped pave the way for Petrov’s hurried departure.

“We disclaim any knowledge of him or of his activities,” the Soviet
spokesman stated.

Despite this denial, the FBI, which had a tail on the spy, spotted
Russian UN representatives at New York International Airport bid-
ding adieu to Petrov and his family as they boarded the airliner for
home.

The Petrov case was stamped closed soon afterward with a terse
announcement from the State Department that no further action
through the United Nations was necessary, and that as far as was
known, no United States co-conspirators were involved.

The United States UN Delegation also issued a statement saying
that Petrov’s dismissal had been ordered on the basis of evidence that
he sought to get “information vital to the security and defense of the
United States.”

The bare details of the case and a generalized description of Pe-
trov’s subversive activities were made public in Washington by Assist-
ant Attorney General William F. Tompkins who headed the Justice
Department’s Internal Security Division. In telling of the long and
fruitless espionage effort, Tompkins asserted that “at no time had
Petrov succeeded in getting any classified information.”

Tompkins also made it clear that Farmer was not involved in secu-
rity charges. His intent in running the advertisement that had at-
tracted Petrov’s attention was simply to provide Farmer a source of
extra income in his spare time. Farmer, whose loyalty was beyond
question, continued to work at his job at the Long Island aircraft
plant.

And he continued to seek part-time work in his spare time by
running ads in the very newspaper that had caught Petrov’s eye. But
he has been a lot more careful in picking his outside employers after
this experience.

And what of Petrov?

Nothing was heard about Petrov after his departure until a brief
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dispatch was filed from Moscow by United Press International on
June 19, 1961. It read: “Three more local Communist Party officials
have been fired in Soviet Premier Khrushchev’s drive to weed out
inefficient and dishonest bureaucrats, it was announced yesterday.
The Communist Party newspaper, Pravda, said Yaroslav regional
Party Secretary B. Barinov was released from his job ‘for not insuring
leadership.’ Pravda said two other officials—bureau member Alexan-
dre Borisenko and Party Secretary Victor lvanovich Petrov—were
relieved.”

If one were to attempt to evaluate what the future could hold for
Petrov, about whom no word has come here since that UPI dispatch,
one must consider his failure first as a spy at the United Nations, then
his downfall as a Communist Party official.

It might even be safe to say that Petrov, having run the gamut of
washouts, has been committed to history and that there is nothing left
but his ignominious past and that somewhere on some wall in some
Siberian salt mine is etched his epitaph:

VICTOR IVANOVICH PETROV—FAILURE. R.LP.



8 : Vice President Nixon
Lets a Spy Out of the Bag

Tue sky was growing dark, and ominous granite clouds
swirled in from the West, dimming the afternoon light. A curtain of
violet shadow hung over Main Street as it did over the rest of the city
that September 18, 1959. Apart from the threat of a downpour, the
broad thoroughfare was busy with passing cars and pedestrians who
seemed to ignore the menacing weather.

Neither did anyone appear to pay attention to a brown two-and-a-
half-ton delivery truck, devoid of all lettering or identifying features,
as it cruised slowly along Main Street. The man behind the wheel
spoke like a ventriloquist, virtually never moving his lips. His thin
young face was somber, his eyes more alert than most drivers’. He
was trying to watch not only the weaving threads of traffic but also
the files of pedestrians coursing back and forth on the sidewalks on
both sides of the street.

The man driving the truck had a job to do. So did the other two
men to whom he spoke so furtively now and then. They were riding
in the back, unseen from the street. These three were FBI agents on
an important mission on Main Street in Springfield, Massachusetts. In
fact, this was the most important moment in the FBI’s three-month
investigation into a plot by a Soviet political affairs officer at the UN
to steal designs of cryptographic machines used in intelligence work
by the U.S. Army.
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The first rumblings of the conspiracy were heard in late June of
that year when a 22-year-old ex-college student phoned the FBI
office in Springfield to report he was being harassed and pressured “to
commit treason against my country” by a Russian whom he knew
only by the name of George. Agents were sent immediately to the
caller’s home in the outskirts of Springfield.

They found a pleasant, intelligent, level-headed young man who
has been identified to the authors by the pseudonym of Robbie Ros-
tak. Beside him, when he answered the door, was a young, dark-
haired girl, no more than eighteen or nineteen, whom Rostak intro-
~ duced as his wife. The agents were shown into the living room which
was sparsely but tastefully furnished. The couple had been married
less than a month.

“We're still waiting for some of the furniture to arrive,” the bride
apologized. She offered the agents the settee, then she hurriedly
fetched two folding bridge chairs for herself and her husband.

“Gentlemen,” Rostak said slowly, drawing in a sharp breath as he
sat stiffly in his seat. “I would like to see your identifications again,
please.” The FBI men had flashed their credentials at the door, but
Rostak and his wife had hardly glanced at them.

The G-men again pulled out their leather cases containing the FBI
identity cards and passport-size photos. Rostak eagerly got up and
this time closely examined the proof that gave the two men title to
belief and confidence.

“I am scared,” Rostak said defensively. “I'm not sure whom to
trust. This matter I called you about has bewildered me. I haven’t
been able to sleep or eat. My stomach is in a knot . . .” He went
back to his chair.

One of the FBI agents said, “Just relax now. You are in good
hands. Let’s hear your problem. Forget all your worries and get it all
off your chest.”

Rostak grinned and his wife almost laughed with relief at the reas-
suring words.

“Where shall I begin?” Rostak asked, rubbing his hands almost
impatiently.

“Right at the beginning,” the agent said with a look at his watch.
“We have all the time that it will take you to tell us the whole story.
We’re here to help you.”
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It was 6:30 p.m. as Robbie Rostak began the recitation of his
encounter with Soviet plotters. Here is the gist of Rostak’s story:

In the latter part of August, 1958, Robbie Rostak was discharged
after two years in the army that included a tour in Korea in intelli-
gence communications. After arriving home, he took advantage of the
G.1. Bill to further his education and enrolled in a college near his
home.

At school he met some foreign-exchange students who somehow
stirred his interest in language study. His thinking was influenced
particularly by one of the group, who became a close friend and
advised Rostak that he could receive far better training in language
studies at a foreign university.

“He told me that I had the qualifications to merit a scholarship,”
Rostak related. “He suggested that I try the University of Mexico.”

The University did not tender him a scholarship, but the zeal to
pursue his study in a foreign land prompted Rostak to leave his col-
lege and go to Mexico City. His first objective was to learn to speak
Spanish, which he thought would make the University more receptive
to his next application for scholarship. Rostak concentrated intensely
on mastering the language and in about four months he had acquired
a high degree of fluency in both writing and speaking. But he still could
not afford the tuition fees.

About that time he heard that the Russian Embassy in Mexico City
was offering college scholarships to qualified and deserving foreign
students. Without any reservations or second thoughts, Rostak said,
he went directly to the embassy to inquire about the scholarship pro-

am.

& “As I got to the embassy,” Rostak said, “a man was coming out. I
asked him in English whom I could see about scholarships the Soviets
were giving for study in Mexican colleges. But the man didn’t under-
stand English. Then I talked to him in Spanish. Still he couldn’t under-
stand me. So then I tried Ukrainian . . .” Rostak interrupted the
narrative to explain to the FBI agents that his ancestry was Ukrainian
and that he spoke the language flawlessly.

“The stranger understood me now and said that he could help me.
Without taking me into the embassy, he asked me to meet him at four
o’clock that afternoon in front of the Reforma Hotel.”

Rostak went to the hotel a few minutes before the appointed hour
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and waited. Promptly at 4 p.m. a chauffeur-driven car wheeled to a
stop in front of the hotel and a man in the back summoned the youth
to him.

“Are you the young man interested in scholarships?” Rostak
quoted him. When be said he was, the man invited him into the car.
This was not the same person whom Rostak had met outside the
embassy. The youth made no attempt to ask why his first contact
didn’t keep the appointment; he concluded that this was procedure,
that the man who had met him now was the one to deal with about
the scholarship.

As it turned out, he was the man. But his offer, over drinks at a
café to which the benefactor and the chauffeur took Rostak, was not
to the University of Mexico.

“They talked about scholarships that the Russian government was
offering to a university in Moscow. They made the suggestion after
they had brought up the fact that I had spoken to the other man in
Ukrainian. I told them that my parents came from the Ukraine. That
is when they became extremely interested in me. They invited me to
meet them the following day.”

On that day, Rostak said, the two Russians took him forty miles
into the country for a picnic. They had brought a basket of assorted
Russian food and picked an isolated spot at the grassy edge of a
woodland at the base of a high-sloped valley that Rostak had never
seen before nor since.

“They talked to me about the beauty of the land and how it com-
pared with Russia,” Rostak continued. “Then the conversation turned
to scholarships. As the chauffeur served the food, the other man, who
told me his name was George, took out some forms from his pocket
and asked me to fill them out. He told me it was strictly routine
procedure, that the forms were a necessary requirement in applying
for a scholarship.”

The questions were routine: name, address, date of birth, educa-
tion, employment, and military service. Rostak answered the last ques-
tion by stating that he had served about a year in Korea and that he
had been assigned to intelligence communications. The Russian made
a note of this fact on the back of the questionnaire.

After the picnic, the Russians drove Rostak back to Mexico City
and dropped him off at his place of residence, a small hotel. George
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told him that if the Soviet Government was favorably disposed to
granting him a scholarship, Rostak would be notified to that effect by
letter. The signature, he was advised, would be simply “George.”

A month went by without a word from the Soviet Embassy. Then a
letter arrived at Rostak’s hotel. It was a brief message on plain station-
ery, saying, “Everything is all right.” It was signed “George.” But
after that, he heard nothing more and at the end of May, Rostak
decided to return home. Rostak by now had met his future bride, a
beautiful native of Mexico City. She had grown impatient with his
indecision about school or matrimony. Rostak decided on matrimony
and married the girl in the Mexican capital. Then the young couple
left for his home in Massachusetts.

But no sooner had they arrived than his mother told Rostak that
“a man named George has been telephoning you constantly.” Several
days later, on June 5, “George” phoned again and found Rostak at
home. The Soviet scholarship had come through for him, Rostak was
told. He could attend the University of Mexico. But there were a few
details to discuss. Could Rostak meet George in front of the Capital
Theater at Main and Pynchon Streets? Rostak kept the appointment.

As he approached the theater, a man walked up to Rostak and
introduced himself as “George.” But it was a different George than
the Russian he had met in Mexico City. They went in this George’s
car to a tavern and sat at an out-of-the-way booth which George
selected. Rostak tried to save the man’s time by telling him at the
outset that he was not sure he was still interested in a scholarship to
the University of Mexico, that he was married now. In fact, he and
his bride were all packed and ready to leave on their honeymoon, an
auto trip to New York City.

¢ That’s when he made his pitch,” Rostak told the FBI men who
were listening to his story. “George asked me whether I didn’t think I
could do something for my country. I was amazed at the question. I
told him that I had done something for my country—I had served
two years in the army. He said he didn’t mean America, but the
Ukraine. That was a shock. I told him that the Ukraine was not my
country. That my parents had come from there. I said I was born in
the United States and this was the only country I knew.

“ “That is not so,” he told me. ‘You are still considered a Ukrainian
because of your ancestry.’ I tried to argue with him but he cut me off
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by saying there were some very important people he wanted me to
meet. ‘Since you’ll be in New York,” he said, ‘let us meet in St. James
Park in the Bronx. It is opposite Morris Avenue.” Then he proceeded
to give me detailed instructions on how to get there and what to do.

“First, he didn’t want me to bring my wife to the park. Secondly,
he wanted me to leave my car in Manhattan, take the subway to the
Kingsbridge Station in the Bronx, then walk to the park. Finally, he
reeled off a code that I was to follow in making contact with the
people who were waiting for me. I was to be met by a stranger who
would approach me and say, ‘Have you seen George lately? I was to
reply, ‘Yes, I saw him in Mexico City.’

“Next this fellow asked me to repeat the instructions. I did. He
made me give my word that I would keep the appointment which was
for two o’clock the following Saturday. I said I would be there. But 1
said it 