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 in hussia 

by Norman 

MAILER 
Two years before the assassination of 
President Kennedy, Marina Prusakova 
married a lonely, self-exiled young 
American named Lee Harvey Oswald. 
As Lee and Marina fought and fretted 
and made love, the (.6.B. was listening 
to every word. Alter thirty-live years, 

‘a the secrets of the Oswald 
files can now be revealed. 
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ANNALS OF SURVEILLANCE 

OSWALD IN THE USSR. 
Why did Lee Harvey Oswald go to Moscow? Unpublished K.G.B. transcripts and recollections of the Oswwalds’ friends 

in Minsk—many interviewed here for the fist st time, Oy the author and his colleague Lawrence Schiller—reveal that, in 

searching ‘for evidence of espionage, Z 

I-MOSCOW 

‘T've come to dissolve my 

American citizenship.” 

IMMA SHIRAKOVA loved to speak 
English. Rusty now, she could 

say, but she would conduct, if 

you will, every word of this interview in 
English, and she could tell the gentle- 

men who were speaking to her now that 
back then, for the Soviet people, 1957 
had been an exciting year. After much 
preparation, Moscow had opened at that 

time a festival to establish human rela- 
tions between foreigners and Russians in 
Moscow. It was the greatest event for 
changing life in the Soviet, she ex- 
plained. Rimma was twenty in 1957, a 

student at Moscow Foreign Languages 

Institute, and she met a number of new 

people and spoke to foreigners and 
taught English to children. 

Freedom was very great in that year, 
you see. There were so many young for- 

eigners and young Russians all together. 
Foreigners heard about it and wanted to 
come for visits. So Intourist was started 

to arrange all the work for tours and vi- 
sas, and Intourist took on many guides, 
which is how Rimma would say she got 
into it. 

First of all, new employees took 
courses on how to become good at their 
work, That was connected to studying 
relevant material that guides should use. 
For example, Rimma took examinations 
on how to show their Kremlin Treasury. 
That was in June of 1959, and those 
who passed were offered a job in July; 
most of them were her fellow-students 
at their Foreign Languages Institute. In 
September, most of these people, to use 

King’s English, were sacked, Only those 
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like herself, who showed excellent reten- 

tion of facts, were accepted for perma- 

nent work. 

Come autumn and winter of 1959, 

there were few tourists, but in general 

through 1959 there had been a good 
number of Americans, and a big busi- 

ness exhibition came and went in Au- 

gust. Rimma had worked with seventeen 

“boys.” That was how they introduced 
themselves: “boys.” They were governors 

from the Southern states of America, 

seventeen big boys, all of them with 

cameras, And Russian people in those 

days had a picture of Americans never 

being without their cameras. 

One day in October of 1959, Octo- 

ber 16th, Rimma was given the name of 

a man she was now assigned to take 

around in Moscow for five days. When 

she met him, however, she was sur- 

prised. He had not only arrived by De- 
luxe class—but he was taking his whole 
tour Deluxe. Only rich people travel in 
such a class. The most wealthy! How 

many can come alone Deluxe to Mos- 

cow for five days? So, she was expecting 
quite another kind of fellow, some 

gentleman who would be like an equal 

maybe to her governors of the Southern 
states, and they had not even been De- 

luxe. Only first class. Deluxe was two 
rooms to yourself, a suite. Naturally, she 
was expecting a middle-aged man who 
would be impressive. A dandy! 

When she went, however, to the as- 

signed section of the Berlin Hotel lobby 

to meet him, there was only a boy, slen- 

der, of medium height, wearing a dark- 

blue three-quarter autumn overcoat of 

inexpensive material and military boots 

with thick soles. Ordinary boots. From 

her point of view, someone travelling 
Deluxe should not look like this, cer- 

m intimate portrait of a si trange and troubled marriage. 

tainly not! And this boy was pale, very 

pale. She would say he looked gloomy 
and nervous—yes, nervous, very ner- 

vous. He wasn’t calm. 

She introduced herself and gave a 

preview of the program. Intourist had 

group plans for people on excursions, 

but now there was only Rimma and this 

Deluxe boy, who was to have every- 

thing private. So she offered him a 

sightseeing tour. He spoke quietly, but 

at first it could have been a closed door 

between them. He didn’t seem to know 

a single word in Russian, so Rimma 
spoke to him in English, about obtain- 

ing tickets to this or that theatre, and 
she went down a list of what to tour 

with him, but he showed no interest in 

excursions. This first morning, they 
went with a driver on a sightseeing 
tour around Moscow, and made stops. 

Their last one was Red Square, but 

the initiative for all of one hour and a 

half had been Rimma’s. He did not 

interrupt any of her tour stories; he 

asked no questions. Such an odd Deluxe 
tourist. 

Then their morning tour was over 

and he returned to the Berlin Hotel and 

had his midday meal alone. Rimma just 

said she’d see him a little later. She was 

planning to take him to the Kremlin 

that afternoon. There was something 

about him, something maybe unusual, 
but he was nice. He was polite and get- 

ting more natural. But that afternoon, 

this first day, he began speaking about 
himself. They did not go to the Krem- 

lin after all. He wanted to talk. 

Naturally, she didn’t go to his suite: 
she would never do that. It wasn’t al- 

lowed. So they went out. It was warm, 

and they sat on a bench, and he re- 

peated, “If you don’t mind, I don’t want 

Twenty-one-year-old Lee and nineteen-year-old Marina starting life as newlyweds in Khrushchev’s Soviet Union (opposite). 
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to go on a tour.” Now, this was not 

# against their rules; it was allowed, but it 

g wasn’t considered a good idea. 

Anyway, he began to say a few words 

about himself, that he was from Texas, 

3 had served as a U.S. marine, and had 
w . . 

# decided to go and see this country, Rus- 
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sia. He had read, he told Rimma, that 

Soviet people lived good, useful, and 

very peaceful lives. 

Now, in those days Rimma was a 

great patriot, a very great one, she would 

say, so she was quite sure she agreed 

with him, She told him, Certainly ours 

is the best country, and you were right 
to come. She also felt that he was 

trying to get closer to her, because she 
was someone he could exchange in- 
formation with. Not serious informa- 

tion, just talk about life. She was very 

enthusiastic that he liked her country,
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but she had never expected him to speak 
like this. 

He started talking about how war 
was very bad because innocent people 
got killed, and as he talked he became 
more friendly, and she understood that 
he wanted to tell her so many things 
from his point of view. 

Then he said that his real idea was 
that he didn’t want to return to the 
United States. There was no sense in his 
going back, he told her. He had already 

settled that in his mind. He was going 
to stay here. He gave reasons. To her, 
they sounded like good ones. He said 
that his mother had remarried and had 
another husband, practically had another 
family, so his mother was not interested 
in him. Nobody was interested in him 
there. And when he had served in the 
Far East he had seen so much suffering, 
so many deaths, for which he blamed 
the United States. His country fo- 
mented unjust wars, he said,.in which he 
did not want to take part. He gave her 
an impression that he had actually been 
in combat, fighting for his country, 
definitely gave her this impression, and 
he was sympathetic and believable to 
her. She thought he was quite right. It 
was certainly very strange that there was 

an American like this, but she was sure 

he was quite right. So she told him she 

shared his opinion, that there should not 

be unjust wars—certainly it was unnat- 

ural to kill people. He said again he 

wanted to stay here. This was a proper 

country from his political point of view. 

Rimma was surprised. Even shocked. 

It was not a simple situation. Not rou- 

tine at all. Nobody in training had ever 

spoken about something like this. So she 

helped him to write a letter to Supreme 

Soviet and she had it delivered. Nobody 

asked her to; it was her young wish to 

help him. But later, when she spoke to 

her boss, a woman, and told this story, 

her boss was not happy. Her chief said, 

“What have you done? He came as a 
tourist. Let him be a tourist.” 

Rimma was a little upset, because she 

felt her chief was taking the easiest way. 

That was bureaucracy. For sure. But 

Rimma knew her people. In general, 

most people were slow. They did not 
want to be energetic. They would say, 

“My job is not a wolf, it won’t run away 

into the forest, so why should I hurry?” 

That was one prevailing attitude. But 
Rimma was also sure that her chief 

would get in touch with someone above 

her and they would know what to do. 

  
“Pop, could we have a sidebar?” 

THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 10, 1995 

From Oswald’s diary: 

Oct. 16 

T explain to her [Rimma] I wish to apply for 
Russian citizenship. She is flabbergasted, but 
agrees to help. She checks with her boss, main 
office Intourist, then helps me address a let- 
ter to Supreme Soviet asking for citizenship.t 

Anne SIMCHENKO was the boss 
of the U.S. and Canada desk of 

OVIR, the Visa and Registration Office, 
and had about thirty people under him. 
Decades later, still speaking some English, 

he would say to the Oswald interviewers, 

“I can tell you very honestly that every- 

i rking for In- 
tourist was un ation and control 

by our K.G.B. If they asked, ‘What is your 

impression of So-and-So? concerning 

someone we were taking around, it was 
not possible to say, ‘I don’t care to speak 

about it.’ Even if you liked a tourist, you 

had to give your professional opinion. 
When some K.G.B. officer would call, 
he would, to identify himself, give you 

his first name and patronymic but not 

his family name. He might say “This is 

Gennady Petrovich. We want to know 

about So-and-So,’” 

Alexander, of course, understood. At 

that time, they were taught that a ma- 
jority of foreigners are spies. So you had 

to understand certain requirements 

of his position. But as far as Alex- 

ander can tell, not of a single per- 

son on whom he reported could you 

say that he told something inaccu- 

rate. He would tell Gennady Petro- 

vich exactly how he accepted and 

reacted to each person. He reported 
verbally. 

Alexander had acquired some 

experience concerning persons from 
other countries who wanted to ap- 

ply for Soviet citizenship. Ninety- 
nine per cent of them were dis- 

turbed. He remembered a call from 

a militiaman in Red Square, who 

told him, “There’s an American 
lady distributing leaflets here in 

front of Lenin’s Tomb,” and he 

TEven as one stains a slide in order to 
separate the features of its contents more ) 
clearly, s | writings 
oa on pelling, clar- sea deletes 

| pomeenrreenn Oswald was dyslesta, and 
his orthography and syntax are so bad ‘at 
times that the man is not revealed but con- 
cealed—it is letters he seems 

i rate. Therefore, it seems 
worth giving him some benefit in this di- 
rection in order better to perceive the work- 

ings of his mind, 
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LEE—MAYBE HE’S CHINESE? 

said, “O.K., bring her to my office, Also, 

bring her leaflets.” Printed in Russian 

was “Dear Soviet Citizens: Help me to 

receive Soviet citizenship.” Alexander 

told her, “You have to apply to our Em- 

bassy in Washington for something like 

this,” and she said, “I did, and they said, 

‘Go to Russia, and Intourist will help 

you.” So Alexander told her that In- 

tourist was responsible only for tourists 

who were acting like tourists. Others 

were always told to go back and apply 

again to the Embassy of the Soviet 

Union in their own country. When they 

still insisted on trying to get it done in 

Russia, his only answer was “Go to the 

Presidium or the supreme congress,” 

which Presidium happened to be in an 

adjoining building, and so they would 

walk over there, and someone would 

receive them and say, “Go back to 

Intourist.” At the Russian Embassy in 

Washington, they kept saying, “Travel 

to Moscow on a tourist trip. Intourist 

will help you.” 
Of course, Alexander would often 

hear from K.G.B. of such cases. Still, he 

had never met anyone from K.G.B.; it 

was always a voice on his phone. If it 

wasn’t Gennady Petrovich, it was some- 

one who would get on and say, “J don’t 

know you, but Gennady Petrovich rec- 

ommended I call and speak to you...” 

Then they would proceed. He just lis- 

tened, and tried to be helpful. 

The first time Alexander came across 

Lee Harvey Oswald’s name was when 

he received a call that a young Amert- 

can was trying to receive Soviet citi- 

zenship. When Alexander heard his 

first name was Lee, he thought, “Chi- 

nese, maybe he’s Chinese by birth.” But 

then he thought, “Oswald—that’s not 

Chinese, not Oswald.” So he wasn’t 

too surprised when this young person 

came in. Fle seemed an average young 

American. 

He was very cute, he was smiling, 

a person who tried to be very appealing, 

and he was, yes, very appealing. Smil- 

ing. He came in wearing a short black 

parka and no hat and a knitted turtle- 

neck sweater, and he was wearing a 

silver chain with his name on it, and a 

ring with a stone. He was an unusual 

case, and Alexander was afraid to speak 

to him for too long, just talked to him a 

little and told him nicely to go away. 

He certainly wasn’t in a mood to call 

somebody higher up and ask them to 
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“Harmon was shaving and his stomach fell into the sink.” 

help, because they would only say, 

“Why?” 

Years later, for instance, when the 

president of McDonald’s hamburgers 

first came to Moscow, he told Alexander 

he’d like to introduce McDonald’s to all 

of the Soviet Union, and Alexander 

made a call to City Council’s catering 

department, and they said, “What? 

What you are doing? You want to leave 

your job? Why are you introducing 

this?” ‘That was why, in unorthodox 

cases, Alexander was reluctant to call 

anybody. 

He did ask Oswald how he received 

his name Lee, and the young man re- 

plied, “Maybe it’s my grandparents’, 

Maybe it’s Irish.” But then, thinking 

there might be Spanish in this name 

Oswald, like Osvaldo, Alexander said, 

“Habla espanol?” and Oswald said, “No, 

no, no, no.” He said he wanted to stay 

in the Soviet Union because he felt very 

st 

‘ 

sympathetic to Alexander’s country; he 

had read Lenin, Stalin, newspapers, 

magazines, etc. Alexander thought his 

knowledge might be superficial; maybe 

he had read some books, but, still, noth- 

ing deep. So Alexander replied, “You 

know, we’re not able to do anything 

here.” At that time, it was difficult to ex- 

tend a tour; everything had to be worked 

out in advance through a travel agency. 

Intourist couldn’t sell to you on the spot. 

Alexander knew many cases where per- 

sons wanted to prolong their stay but 

couldn’t find a way to buy new vouch- 

ers for food, entertainment, theatre, bal- 

let, visits, trips, no way to connect at the 

last minute with an appropriate bureau 

to get vouchers. Besides, Alexander 

knew that if a high official were inter- 

ested in having this tourist Oswald stay 

on, the high official would begin to take 

a few steps. Since Lee Oswald had been 

sent routinely to him, that meant no-
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body was interested. Alexander took it 

for granted that K.G.B. knew more 

about Oswald than Alexander did and 

that it was not his business. 

EXT morning, Rimma was asked by 

this boy, “Do you think I'll be al- 

lowed to stay?” and Rimma told him she 

didn’t know. “As for me,” she said, “I’ll 

do everything I can to help you.” She felt 

much closer to him now. He had be- 

come to her like a relative. It wasn’t 

romantic on her side, although she 

felt there might be something on his 

side, because he certainly seemed sure 
she would only do good for him. He 

was sweet and natural, and maybe 
back then when she was young she was 
a little more coquettish. A little bit. She 
couldn’t say she liked him very much: he 
wasn’t her type. Maybe it was a small 
amount romantic, but certainly they did 
not kiss each other. She was like a sister 
to him, you see. He was in such a 

difficult position in his life; he needed 

someone. And who was there to rely on 

but herself? So they were friendly, very 
friendly, and she was upset also, and un- 

easy. She had thought official response 
would be quicker. That there’d be more 

interest. But nothing happened on this 
second day. 

The next morning was Sunday, the 
third day of his visit, and his birthday, 

October 18th. By his passport she knew 
he was now twenty, but he looked 
younger. She gave him a gift. She 
bought a book by Dostoyevski—“The 
Idiot”—for him. And they visited Le- 
nin’s Tomb, in Red Square. No special 

reaction. He was waiting for news, but 
Sunday had no news. Ditto, Monday. 

Absence of new information. Still, there 
were reports to file. 

After he had told her of his desire to 

stay, she reported each afternoon to the 
proper people. It was very important, 
you see, for his fate. But she was sur- 

prised. They did not seem to pay much 

serious attention to his case. 

Today, thinking of herself as a source 
of information to her superiors concern- 

ing Oswald, she wonders what value a 

young girl could bring who had never 
had such an experience before. At least, 

she was sincere, But it’s difficult to say 
what K.G.B. thought. 

Sunday and Monday he was saying 

maybe he could tell them some secret 

things. He had served in his armed 

BODY 

The human condition is not pain only. 

Yet pain rules us and has much power. 

Wise thoughts fail in its presence. 

Starry skies go out. 

From the center of the anatomical atlas 

Where liver-red and clear-red of lungs 

Meet flesh-color of cloudlike intestines, 

Heralds of pain proceed with their muted calls. 

From defenseless guard posts at the frontier of the skin 

Runs the alarm of being touched by steel or fire. 

No chitinous or horn armor. 

Nakedness under dresses and the masks of dancers. 

And our obsession with undressing them on the stage 

To know what they are when they pretend. 

Scarlet liquor under the sun of the heart 

Circulates, warms up, pulsates. 

Visions, landscapes move to its rhythm 

As does the brain, a gray moon, Luna. 

On a gynecological chair open knees. 

Defenseless viscera shattered by childbirth. 

And the first scream, terror of exile into the world, 

On a frozen river, in a stony city. 

Julia, Isabel, Luke, Titus! 

It’s us, our kinship and mutual pity. 

This body so fragile and woundable, 
Which will remain when words abandon us. 

—CzESLAW MILOSZ 
(Translated, Jrom the Polish, by the author and Robert Hass.) 

forces and he had something to tell. 

Rimma went to her boss and reported 

that Oswald was now prepared to offer 
matters of interest. He knew about air- 

planes; he mentioned something about 

devices. He said he’d like to meet some 

authorities. Her boss said, “Oh, go and 

have another tour,” and Rimma had a 

feeling that maybe people from Internal 

Security had come around already to 

take a quiet look at him. Not to talk to 

him, just to keep a little watch on him. 
On Tuesday night, however, they 

told her that he wouldn’t be allowed to 

stay; he would be refused. She could not 

give him such bad news then. She 

waited until the next morning, which 

was the sixth and last day of his visa. 

He was shocked. Very depressed, 
very tense. She tried to calm him, but 

now it was as if he were dead. He spent 

a whole morning with her. So de- 

pressed. She did talk him into a trip for 

that afternoon. 

After taking her big meal at lunch- 

time, she waited for him downstairs; 

usually he was punctual—nine sharp was 

always nine sharp for him, ditto for 2 P.M. 

Now, this afternoon they had their car 

and driver waiting, and it was very 

difficult with cars; you had .to reserve 

carefully in advance. So by two-thirty she 

was so worried that she went upstairs to 

his room without permission. 

The floor lady at the elevator land- 

ing said, “He’s still in his room, because 

I don’t have his key.” 

Rimma said, “Come with me.” They 

began knocking. Nobody answered, His 
door was locked from the inside, and so 

the 
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the floor lady couldn’t put her extra key 

in. They called someone from Internal 

Security, and a locksmith from their ho- 

tel crew joined them, but the locksmith 
had difficulty opening the door, and fi- 

nally pushed it open with such a bang 

that both men fell into the living room. 

They saw nobody. Rimma, behind 

them, saw nothing. Then these two men 

went on to the left and into Oswald’s 

bathroom. Rimma doesn’t know where 

they found him, whether in the tub or 

on the bathroom floor; she couldn’t see 

from where she was in the hall, and she 

did not want to, Then they came out 

and said, “Get an ambulance.” Rimma 

went down to call, and, soon after, a po- 

liceman told her that he had cut his 

wrists. He had said “cut his wrists,” but 

she didn’t know if it was one or two. 

“Old Italian method,” he said. Rimma 

was scared certainly, but also glad. From 

a moral point of view, she thought it was 

good that she had come in time. When 

they brought him out on a stretcher she 

saw that he was dressed. His clothes 

were dry, He was lying unconscious on 
this stretcher and she sat next to him in 

the ambulance. Up front was a man 

driving, and another fellow who had 

helped carry his stretcher. She was 

alone with him in back, and he looked 

so weak and thin. His cheeks were 

hollow: his face was bluish. He looked 

like a person about to die. If he did, 

there might be a bad situation for her 

country, a scandal between U.S. and 

U.S.S.R. Tourists come, and now this 
one’s dead, so other tourists might be 
afraid to visit. What with serious distrust 
between two great nations, Americans 
might think that Soviet officials had 

tortured him. 

Their trip took a while because they 
had been assigned to Botkin Hospital, 

which for Rimma was one of the best in 

Moscow. It was not near the Berlin Ho- 

tel, but it had very good doctors, with a 

special department for diplomats, also 

for foreigners. When they arrived, how- 

* ever, they were taken to a locked-door 

) facility for Russians. Mental ward. 
| At Reception, they had put him on 

a stretcher with wheels, and injected 
him. After surgery, when he opened his 

eyes, he couldn’t understand at first 

“} where he was, but then she began speak- 
ing to him, and said, “Everything is all 

tight. We are in the right ward. Don’t 
- worry.” And she patted his hair. She was 

very gentle. He looked at her but did not 
smile. Since they had already stitched 
everything, there was a bandage on his 

left arm near his wrist. Right arm, noth- 

ing. Just his left wrist. She stayed with 
him from arrival at four in the afternoon 

until maybe ten o’clock. He asked her 
not to go, and so she stayed. For six hours. 

He had been put in a room with 

Russians, and Rimma told them he was 

a good American, but she did not men- 

tion that he had tried suicide. She 

merely said she was from Intourist, and 

he was American and ill—no further de- 

tails. She told him to be calm. He asked 

if she would come and she said she 

would. ‘Tomorrow morning. Certainly. 

Oct. 21 

Evening 6:00 
Receive word... I must leave country 

tonight at 8:00 P.M. as visa expires. I am 
shocked! My dreams! I retire to my room. I 

't. T have waited for two years 
to be accepted. My fondest dreams are 
shattered because of a petty official, because 
of bad planning. I planned too much! 

7:00 P.M. 
I decide to end it. Soak wrist in cold wa- 

ter to numb the pain. Then slash my left 
wrist. Then plunge wrist into bathtub of 
hot water. I think, “When Rimma comes at 
8 to find me dead it will be a great shock.” 
Somewhere a violin plays as I watch my life 
whirl away. I think to myself, “How-easy to 
die,” and “a sweet death to violins.” About 
8:00 Rimma finds me unconscious (bathtub 
water a rich red color). She screams (I re- 
member that) and runs for help. Ambu- 
lance comes, am taken to hospital where 
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five stitches are put in my wrist. Poor Rim- 
ma stays at my side as interpreter (my Rus- 
sian is still very bad), far into the night. I 
tell her, “Go home.” My mood is bad, but 
she stays. She is my “friend.” She has a 
strong will. Only at this moment I notice 
she is pretty. 

He had not asked Rimma to bring 
back anything from his room, but she 
did look around there next day and saw 
that he had a dark-green sweater and 
two shirts, no more. Maybe he washed 
one each night. Certainly he always 
combed his hair and shined his one pair 
of shoes. 

She also brought over the book she 
had bought for his birthday, “The Idiot.” 
Maybe she had made a forecast for this 
Lee. Since his name didn’t sound Rus- 
sian at all, he now called himself Alik— 
her suggestion. 

He was in that same ward where she 
had left him, sitting up, quite all right. 
His roommates soon told her, “Every- 
thing is O.K.; don’t worry. We'll take 
care of Alik; he’s a good guy.” And again 
she spent a whole day with him and did 
not go to her office—everything would 
be taken care of without her. 

She was pleased; Alik was so happy 
to see her that he even blushed, and she 

believed that now Soviet authorities 
would change their opinion and do 
something. Because they should. They 
would not allow him to die. 

Next day, when Rimma came to his 
mental ward and they asked who it was, 
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she said svoi, which means “people who 

are close” or “family,” and that struck her 
as funny. What kind of family was this, 
all cuckoo, and now she had become one 

with cuckoo people. She explained to 
Alik that she didn’t think he was crazy, 
he was even normal, but they did have 

to examine and study him. And, for that 
matter, she thought to herself that some 
psychiatrists might be from K.G.B. She 
did not exclude such thoughts. 

Oct. 22 

I am alone with Rimma amongst the 
mentally ill. She encourages me and scolds 
me. She says she will help me get trans- 
ferred to another section of hospital (not 
for insane) where food is good. 

Oct. 23 

Transferred to ordinary ward. (Airy, 
good food.) But nurses are suspicious of 
me. (They know. )... 

Wed. Oct. 28 

Leave hospital in Intourist cat with Rim- 
ma for Hotel Berlin, Later, I change hotel 
to Metropole. Rimma notified me that [the] 
passport and registration office wishes to 
see me about my future. 

Later, Rimma and car pick me up and 
we enter the office to find four officials 
waiting for me (all unknown to me). They 
ask how my arm is, I say OK; they ask, Do 
ou want to go to your homeland? I say no, 
want Soviet citizenship . . . They say they 

will see about that... They make notes. 
“What papers do you have to show who 

   

  

   

    

    

and what you are?” I give them my dis- 
charge papers from the Marine Corps. They 

say, Watt for our answer.” I ask, “How 
long?” “Not soon.” 

Later, Rimma comes to check on me. I 
feel insulted, and insult her. 

Oct. 29 

Hotel room 214, Metropole Hotel. 
I wait. I worry. I eat once, stay next to 

phone. Worry. I keep fully dressed. 

Oct. 31 

I make my decision. Getting passport at 
12 o'clock, I meet and talk with Rimma for 
a few minutes. She says: “Stay in your room 
and eat well.” I don’t tell her about what I 
intend to do since I know she would not 
approve. After she leaves, I wait a few min- 
utes. and then I catch a taxi. “Ameri- 
can Embassy,” I say. Twelve-thirty I arrive 
American Embassy. I walk in and say to 
the receptionist, “T would like to see the 
Consul.” She points to a large ledger and 
says, “If you are a tourist, please register.” I 
take out my American passport and lay 
it on the desk. “I’ve come to dissolve m 
American citizenship,” I say matter-of- 
factly. She rises and enters the office of 
Richard Snyder, American Head Consul in 
Moscow at that time. He invites me to sit 
down. He finishes a letter he is typing and 
then asks what he can do for me. | tell him 
I've decided to take Soviet citizenship, and 
would like to legally dissolve my U.S, citi- 
zenship. His assistant (now Head Consul) 
McVickar looks up from his work. 

Snyder takes down personal information, 
asks questions. Snyder warns me not to 
take any steps before the Soviets accept me, 
says I am a fool, and says the dissolution 
papers [will take] time in preparing. (In 

er Oh 
SO 
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other words, refuses to allow me at that 
time to dissolve U.S. citizenship.) I state: 
“My mind is made up. From this date for- 
ward, I consider myself no citizen of the 
USA.” I spend forty minutes at the Em- 
bassy before Snyder says, “Now, unless you 
wish to expound on your Marxist beliefs, 
you can go.” “T wish to dissolve U.S. citi- 
zenship.” “Not today,” he says in effect. 

I leave Embassy, elated at the show- 
down, return to my Hotel. I feel now my 
energies are not spent in vain. I am sure 
Russians will accept me after this sign of 
my faith in them, 

Nov. 2-15 

Days of utter loneliness... I remain in 
my room. I am racked with dysentery. 

N™ at the Metropole, Rimma 
would go up to his room. She 

could. She had been given new rules, as 
if it were a new case. She was assigned 
to taking full care of him. He was no 
longer a tourist. They took it as some- 

thing very serious, and so did he. Why 
were they not solving this problem? He 

was very nervous. He told her that all his 

money had gone for his tour Deluxe. He 

had done it purposely. If he was on a 
tour alone, more attention would be 

given to him than in a group, and that 
way he could fulfill his plan. 

Rimma’s relationship with Lee be- 
came a good deal closer. He was very 

much like a relative now—but not a 

brother, not a boyfriend, in between. He 
wanted to kiss her and was ready to try, 
but she didn’t want that. She never 

kissed him at all, not ever. It was con- 

sidered, as the English would say, not 
good form to behave like that. People 

who did could lose their jobs. Of course, 

for her, as a person, she could certainly 

kiss him if she wished it that much, but, 

you see, she did not. Certainly not. She 
had a boyfriend, a young engineer, 
graduate of Moscow Power Institute, 

whom she would see once a week. A 
loving fellow. Moreover, with Alik it 
was a situation where it was impossible 

to be light-minded. The consequences 
of improper behavior could not be 

simple. A Russian writer said once, “It’s 

better to die than to kiss without love,” 

and good girls were of that same opin- 
ion. If she didn’t love him and didn’t 

want close relations, then she should not 

kiss. So she patted him on his hand. 

Enough. Her psychology. 

Besides, she had to send reports to 

her chief and be factual, always factual. 

So how could she kiss? Was she to re- 
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CONFRONTATION WITH THE CONSUL 

port that? She would say Alik was O.K., 

he wanted to be accepted into their So- 

viet Union; she tried to give a good im- 

pression of him, but factual. Sometimes 

she wrote her report daily, sometimes 

weekly; it depended on how much in- 
formation she received. They didn’t ask 

her to tell them every day but absolutely 

when she felt she should. Very difficult 

days. 

Nov. 16 

A Russian official comes to my room, 
asks how I am. Notifies me I can remain in 
USSR until some solution is found with 
what to do with me. It is comforting news 
for me. 

OW days started to go by and still 
they didn’t give an answer. Rimma 

spent every working day with him. Very 
long intolerable days. He was upset, he 

didn’t know what to do, and she didn’t 

even try to teach him to speak Russian 
a little, because, from a psychological 
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his point of view, it was not a time to learn; 

He to her mind, he was in his room too 

a much, thinking and thinking. She didn’t 
he even know whether he was reading her 

at gift—“The Idiot.” Maybe he had been 
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a little shocked at such a title; could 
wonder if was personal, yes. And maybe 

Dostoyevski was difficult for him, very 

difficult. He was interested in nothing 
but his own fate. Very self-centered. 

Sometimes he would still say that all 

people are brothers and sisters, and the 

Soviets wanted more good for our world 
than America. But Rimma felt he had 

come to such ideas without knowing 

many facts. Very superficial. Not natu- 

ral. Not deep. 
She never said this to him, however, 

because it would be too easy to hurt his 

feelings. He knew that, too. He would 

never insult her, she knew, because she 

could say something back that would 
show him to be a person who thinks too 
much of himself and shouldn’t behave as 
he does. You should know the kind of 

person you are, she was ready to tell him 

if he got at all unpleasant—you are. just 
nothing. 

“What’s my news?” he kept asking 
her. Always this same question. And she 
had a feeling that maybe he was going 
to ask her to marry him. But he didn’t. 

Maybe he knew she wouldn't agree. 
However, he hinted many times, said 

how good and how happy he felt being 
with her. When she went to her chief 

  
and asked about his situation, one ques- 

tion they would always ask her was 

“What can he do for a living?” Unfor- 

tunately, he could do nothing. 
Finally, since he had no money, her 

boss told Rimma they should move him 

from his present good room to some- 

thing smaller. They found such a cub- 
byhole, very small, very modest. His life 
was going from Deluxe down. Down 

and down. Which means up. Higher 

floor, smaller room. 

Rimma couldn’t even eat with bia, 
In those days, even if her salary was a 
hundred rubles a month because of her 
excellent marks, meals at a hotel were 

too expensive. She went to reasonable 

places. Then, because they couldn’t 
afford to give him restaurant meals at his 
hotel any longer, higher-ups said, “Spe- 
cial meal.” Poorer quality. Of course, he 

wasn’t always gloomy. Sometimes he 
was certainly romantic, and would tell 

jokes, but mostly she had to try to cheer 
him up. He would say that if he was al- 
lowed to stay in her country he would 
live in Moscow. Of course, if he mar- 

ried her it would be easier for him to do 
that. But she never discussed this with 
him, and didn’t think he was just pre- 
tending that he loved her; she thought 
his feelings were sincere. But he wasn’t 
sleeping well. He was thinking of his 
situation. Always. His Russian didn’t get 
much better, either—no, no. 

One day, finally, late in December of 
1959, just before New Year’s, they called 
Rimma into Intourist’s main office and 
told her they were sending Oswald to 
Minsk. When she informed him, he was 
so disappointed he even cried at first, 
with tears, yes, he wanted Moscow not 
Minsk, but he was also happy he was al- 
lowed to stay, relieved and happy. Of 

course he was happy. He was shining. 
He did not hide it. But he was still up- 
set he had to go to Minsk. 

He had no idea where it was. Had 
never heard of it. Rimma told him it was 
a good city, which was true. She often 
took foreigners to Minsk in a railroad 
coach on trips. She liked its newest ho- 
tel, their Hotel Minsk. People in Minsk, 
she told him, are much better than in
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many other places. But he was de- 
pressed. He wanted her to accompany 
him on his all-night railroad trip from 
Moscow to Minsk, but by now he un- 

derstood that everything was not so 
simple as he had thought before every- 
thing was more serious than he had 
thought. In America, when he took 
this decision to go to Russia, he must 
have been like a child, but then in these 

days he grew up, you see. So now 

he understood that, even if Rimma 

wanted, she couldn’t leave her job and 

go with him. He understood it was im- 
possible. He knew it was a very serious 
-place here. 

Jan. 7 

I leave Moscow by train for Minsk, Bye- 
lorussia ... I wrote my brother and mother 
letters in which I said, “I da not wish to 
ever contact you again. I am beginning a 
new life and I don’t want any part of the 
old.” 

Rimma remembered that,on this day 
he left for Minsk it was snowing when 

she said goodbye to him. He was crying 
and she was crying. 

But she did not write to him. It was 

understood that an Intourist girl was not 

to write letters to tourists she had 

guided, and Rimma could not violate 
such a principle. 

II-MINSIC 

What 1s the marine from 

Texas doing here? 

Ow Igor Ivanovich Guzmint 
looked when young would be 

hard to decide in 1993, because his pres- 
ence spoke of what he was now: a retired 
general from K.G.B. Counterintelli- 
gence, a big man and old, with a red 
complexion and a large face that could 
have belonged to an Irish police chief in 
New York, impressive from his sharp 
nose up, with pale-blue eyes ready to 

blaze with rectitude, but he looked cor- 

rupt from the mouth down—he kept a 
spare tire around his chin, a bloated po- 
lice chief’s neck. 

Guzmin, Igor Ivanovich, born in 
1922, had worked in Minsk for the 

K.G.B. from 1946 to 1977, and had 

TA pseudonym. 

first been dispatched there by Moscow 

Center to undertake a “strengthening 

of cadres,” and in Minsk he had re- 
mained for more than half of his fifty 
years in service. Having walked in as 
Deputy Chief of Counterintelligence, 
Minsk, he became Deputy Chief of 

Branch, and was finally promoted to 

Chief of Department in Byelorussia. 

While his arrival came more than a year 

after the Nazi occupation of Minsk had 
ended, he could inform his interviewers 

that one out of every four persons in 

that republic had died in combat, or in 
German concentration camps, or under 

other circumstances. He said no more. 

His point was that rebuilding had been 
done in Minsk under difficult condi- 

tions. There was not only physical dis- 
ruption but a population compromised 

by collaboration. Certainly all standing 
policemen, local army, village head- 
men—the persons installed by Ger- 
mans—had to be seen as collaborators 

or Fascist agents. His State Security 

office had, therefore, to cleanse every- 
thing that you could call an obstruction 

to reconstruction. Many people didn’t 
want to take responsibility for their col- 

laborative actions with the Nazis and 

so had gone underground, which gave 
the Organs a further task of freeing so- 

ciety from their concealed presence. 
It was a good deal of work. They 

weren't finished dealing with all of that 

until 1953. 

Igor Ivanovich does not, however, re- 

call an episode in any of their security 

tasks that had been remotely similar to the 

problems initiated by Oswald’s arrival. 

Repatriates might be scattered around 

Ukraine and Byelorussia, but they were 

Byelorussians, whereas Oswald had been 
sent here to Minsk as a political immi- 

grant for permanent residence. Of course, 
foreign agents had been dispatched to 
Minsk before, members of British or 

American or German intelligence, sent 

by air, smuggled across borders—in one 

manner or another, implanted. Much 

local K.G.B. work had been concerned 

with exposing, arresting, and putting 
such people on trial. Four American 

agents had been dropped by parachute 
into Byelorussia in 1951 alone, but Os- 

wald was obviously different and special. 

On Oswald’s arrival in Minsk, in 

January of 1960, some reports from In- 
tourist Moscow guides and officials had 

  
already come to Igor Ivanovich’s office, 

so he was furnished with materials on 

why this young American had been al- 

lowed to stay in Soviet territory. It was 
a small dossier, however. Oswald was 

being sent to Minsk for permanent resi- 

dence, and other branches of the local 

government would take care of settling 

him in. Igor’s function would be to find 
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out whether Oswald, Lee Harvey, was 
who he claimed to be. So the most sig- 

nificant document was the one that 

stated that it had been decided at high- 

est levels to grant Oswald permission to 

stay after his suicide attempt, even 
though his attempt may have been 

staged. ‘There was then, as could be ex- 
pected, a directive from Moscow Cen- 

ave 

ter: Start investigation of this person. 

Igor Ivanovich Guzmin had a man in 

his department who would serve as the 

developer on this case; that is, would, on 

a daily basis, conduct their inquiry—an 

intelligent, efficient man named Stepan 

FA pseudonym. 

  

  
Oswald, in dark glasses, with friends from the Florizon factory. ‘I meet many young Russian workers,” he wrote. “All wish to know about me.” 

Vasilyevich Gregorieff.t He had handled 
interrogations of captive German spies 

and British spies; he had been specifi- 

cally adept at locating and then defin- 

ing suspect people who had stayed in 

the West after 1945 but, for various rea- 

sons, had now repatriated themselves, and 

had to be checked. Stepan also knew a 
little English, and where he would lack
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‘T bet the same day Yale was giving Bass back his money, 

they were handing mine out to whales and feminazts.” 

fluency, an English-speaking deputy 

could assist in the translation of docu- 

ments—as, for example, any letters Os- 

wald might receive from America. 
Stepan would report directly to Igor, 

who would communicate with the Chief 

of Counterintelligence in Byelorussia, 
and that officer, in turn, would report to 
the head of Moscow Center. It could be 

said, then, that there were only three 

steps in this chain of command before 

it reached the apex in Moscow. 
Igor Ivanovich would add that there 

was a reason for such extreme attention 
and arch-secrecy concerning Lee Harvey 
Oswald. Preliminary analysis in Minsk 
had already suggested opposing hy- 
potheses. There was, for example, Os- 
wald’s service as a marine to account for. 

Among people in Counterintelligence, it 
was taken for granted that C.I.A. and 
F.B.I. would recruit some of their cadre 

from marines. Oswald had also told 

some of their Moscow sources that he 

had experience in electronics and radar. 
Such knowledge was not alien to those 
serving in intelligence. 

‘Their next variant was that he had a 

pro-Communist attitude, was Marx- 

ist. Yet closer examination disclosed 

that he was not proficient in Marxist- 
Leninist theory. That elicited consider- 
able suspicion. 

It was still another matter to make 

certain that the Americans had not 

schooled him in Russian and he was 

concealing his knowledge. That was 

difficult to determine, but could be ex- 

amined by observing closely how he 

proceeded to acquire more language 

proficiency. So that would also become 

a task for any person teaching him 
Russian. The monitor would have to be 

able to determine whether Oswald 
was jumping from lesson to lesson with 
suspicious progress, or, taking the con- 

trary case, was he experiencing real diff- 

culty? That was certainly a question to 
clarify. 

Now came another variant: Lately, 

K.G.B. had been testing another coun- 

try’s legal channels to ascertain how 

difficult it would be to insert its agents 

into that nation. Igor now had to con- 

sider a possibility in reverse: Had some 

American intelligence service sent Lee 

Harvey Oswald here to check out their 

Soviet legal channels? Was he a test case 
to determine how moles might be im- 

planted for special tasks? 

THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 10, 1995 

Yet, in addition to all this, if 

you looked at it in human terms, 

Oswald was also being accepted 
as a potential immigrant. It was 
considered desirable, therefore, 

to create good conditions for 
him so that he would not be dis- 
illusioned about life in the Soviet 
Union. By 1960, Minsk did have 

a living standard that might not 
disappoint him about Commu- 

nist society. Besides, for their 
own purposes, the Organs needed 

a city as big as Minsk, with 

many people circulating in the 
streets. Watching a person was 
thereby facilitated. 

Be it said, their investigation 
was deeply prepared. They had a 
complex and double goal: not to 
miss anything suspicious in Lee 
Harvey Oswald’s behavior, yet 
not to limit his personal free- 
dom. They also were most inter- 
ested to talk to him personally, 
but given their ultimate objec- 
tive—to discover whether he was 
or was not a spy—they had to 
abandon this possibility. Direct 
contact would disrupt their at- 

tempt to elicit objective answers through 
more delicate methods of investigation. 

Jan. 10 

The day to myself. I walk through the 
city. Very nice. 

Irom K.G.B. Observation: 

PERFORMED FROM 08:00 TILL 24:00 ON 
JANUARY 10, 1960: 

At 11 o'clock Lee Harvey left Hotel Minsk 
and went to GUM. There he came up to 
electrical department, asked a salesperson 
some question, then took money out of his 
pocket and went to a cashier of this depart- 
ment. He did not pay for anything but just 
put money back into his niaclene and started 
pacing first floor of department store up 
and down looking at different goods. Then 
he went back to electrical department, paid 
2 rubles, 15 kopecks for electrical plug, put 
it into his riot lect and went up to second 
floor. There he spent some time in depart- 
ment of ready-made clothes, looked through 
available suits, then left GUM store walking 
fast. He was back at his hotel by 11:25, 

At 12:45 he came out of his hotel room 
and went to restaurant. He took seat at va- 
cant table and began to eat. (No observa- 
tions were made Sading this meal, because 
no other people were in there.) 

At 13:35 Lee Harvey left restaurant and 
went back to his room. 

At 18:10 he left his room and went to res- 
taurant. Fe took vacant table, had his meal, 
left restaurant at 18:45, and took elevator to 
fourth floor where he went to his room. 
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A VERY SHAICY GRASP OF MARX 

He did not leave his room up to 24:00 

after which time no observation was made 

until morning. 

From K.G.B. Chronology: 

13.01.60 In accordance with order No. 

6 (12.01.60) Oswald was taken on as regu- 

lator, Ist grade, in experimental shop at 
Minsk radio plant. 

CCORDING to Igor Ivanovich, K.G.B. 

: had done nothing directly about 

choosing Oswald’s place of work or where 

7 he would live. Such matters were over- 

-} seen by the Council of Ministers. So the 

| Organs were not even consulted. It was 

- policy. No matter how people might work 

at placing him, a hint of their efforts could 

still reach Oswald and spoil their case. 

Now, however, that he had been given 

~ ajob as a fitter-trainee at Gorizont (Ho- 

rizon) and was able to use radio equip- 

ment and communication devices, it could 

be said that it did not hurt their pur- 

poses. If he was a specially trained agent, 

it would be possible to observe in a fac- 

tory environment what level of expertise 

he had in handling radio equipment 

under different conditions. At that time, 

Horizon factory in Minsk was not un- 

der high security—at least, not in Oswald's 

shop. However, this radio factory did, at 

times, codperate with secret Soviet or- 

ganizations, so it would be possible to 

observe whether Oswald made attempts 

to penetrate into such special networks. 

Tt was a large factory, occupying per- 

haps as much as a quarter of a mile by 

an eighth of a mile, and inside its gates 

was a sprawl of streets, sheds, and three- 

and four-story factory buildings that had 

gone up in different years—a multitude 

of buildings, alleys, vans, trucks, and 

company streets not unreminiscent of an 

old-fashioned and somewhat run-down 

movie studio. 

Jan. 13-16 

I work as a “checker,” metalworker; pay, 

700 rubles a month, work very easy. I am 

learning Russian quickly. Now everyone is 

very friendly and kind. 1 meet many young 

Russian workers my own age. They have 

varied personalities. All wish to know about 

me, even offer to hold a mass meeting so | 
can [speak]. I refuse politely. 

B’ her early twenties, Katya had 

worked at the Horizon radio plant 

for six years. Born on a collective farm, 

she still didn’t feel like a city girl. So she 

was very quiet, but still she was pretty, 

if very slim and very shy, and she never 

spoke to Oswald, just observed him. 

Now she’s hieavier, a mother, and braver, 
but she was timid then. Year after year, 

she had worked hard, wearing Horizon’s 

white gown and a kerchief for her hair 

so it didn’t get into any apparatus, the 

gown and kerchief both provided by the 

factory. When Alik came down her 
aisle, he didn’t surprise Katya, just a 
young guy who looked like her own 
people, nothing special. 

Except one matter. This American com- 

plained always that he was cold. In their 
shop it was warm, but he said he always 

felt cold outside. People laughed at him 
when he talked. His Russian was so bad 
people laughed, not mocking, but friend- 
ly. He would try to pronounce words, 

get them wrong. They would laugh. 

HE work of Stepan Vasilyevich on 

Oswald was always studied criti- 

cally by Igor. A developer could fail to 
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see something in time, so Igor could 

not be satisfied only with what Stepan 

reported, but looked to give specific 

directions. 

Igor did want to point out that he 

had a large number of other matters to 

oversee, and so it is important to under- 

stand that while he kept watch on each 

project, each developer had to live in his 

case, accumulate every fact, make evalu- 

ations, and then come up with propos- 

als for action that would develop his 

viewpoint. Stepan, therefore, was lead- 
ing the case. 

“Now, of course mistakes were 

made,” Igor said. “Sometimes our ac- 

tions were not commenced in time, 

and some of Oswald’s actions were not 

prevented; nothing, obviously, can be 

perfect.” 
One early instance—and it still stands 

out in Igor’s memory—is that Stepan 

Tm from Simmersby, Blomm &F Tuggarton, down the hall. Can you 

spare us a few dense paragraphs of legal boilerplate? »
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did not take steps to screen Oswald 

away from one eighteen-year-old at the 

radio factory who happened to be the 

only son of an Air Force general who 

was also a twice-decorated Hero of the 

Soviet Union, a very high award. But his 

son, Pavel, was considered to be of “dis- 

sident nature.” So they were afraid of 

what a qualified agent could do with 

. young Golovachev—maybe even recruit 

him over to Western thinking. 

Tie the big man in charge of 

proper ideological environment, 

came walking down Pavel’s aisle and 

said, “Anyone here speak a little En- 

glish?” Pavel happened to be the one 

who did. He was not asking for it, he 

could have said that he did not know 

English, but he nodded. Libezin took 

him to meet Oswald at his worktable, 

and there they were, shaking hands. 

Pavel had studied English from fifth 

to tenth grade and, of course, it wasn’t 

much. His first reaction to Oswald was 

that he looked like an extraterrestrial 

who had all of a sudden ended up in 

their factory. “Well,” said Pavel to him- 

self, “if it is not an angel, it is a man. 

That will be proved by time, but there 

is nothing repellent about him.” 

Besides, in that period, Khrushchev 

had started a campaign for peace and 

friendship. Society was opening up. You 

had to keep in mind the specifics of that 

time. So there was Pavel, on the second 

day after this introduction, standing 

with a pocket dictionary, and Lee Os- 

wald next to him with another dictio- 

nary. Of course, not knowing that their 

association would be important some- 

day, Pavel did not keep notes. But then, 

for many years after, he wanted to for- 

get all of it, the whole goddam thing, 

you understand? He really did not keep 

it in his memory. Now he doesn’t re- 

member too much, and he doesn’t want 

to make up stories. He could spin a tale 

about how he and Lee Oswald went to 

pick up girls, but that was not the case. 

It was more like he took Oswald 

around the shop and helped him com- 

municate with other workers when a job 

had to be explained. At first, however, 

this American’s vocabulary was minimal. 

Pavel had to explain a word like “falling” 

by taking a box of matches and dropping 

it from his hand. 

A few workers were hostile to Os- 

wald, but just a few. There was one, 

DID | SAY FATHER? 

Tears “burst” from the eyes. 
This is the duty of words. 

Is silence better? 

To look down in the street. 

The world is like bread. 

Mouths water. 

Forgive me if I lift my hand to affirm. 

Or is it to question? 

Mother had been a blind date. 

Love at first sight. 

Dirt below black birds. 

None to corroborate the foxtrot. 

Viktor, a zh/ob, medium-sized guy, real 

strong. And Viktor always used to say, 

“Those American imperialists—if I had 

a machine gun, I would shoot them.” A 

real zh/ob. Viktor had a clear image of 

his enemy, and he once picked a fight 

with Lee, although it was broken up im- 

mediately. Pavel’s recollection is that 

Lee was not pugnacious. Maybe he had 

such qualities hidden inside him, but he 

was not very big in the bones. 

Of course, if Viktor had gone further, 

Pavel would have gotten in between. It 

was the very least he could do. While he 

would not call Oswald a “friend,” it is 

only because that word in Russian is SO 

holy that not only can you give up your 

last shirt but you are ready to die for a 

friend. If you think in this way, obvi- 

ously you don’t have a lot of friends. In 

fact, you are lucky to have one. All oth- 

ers are “pals.” In that sense, Lee was his 

pal. Maybe more, but still not his friend. 

One night that winter, not two weeks 

after he met Lee, a stranger came up to 

Pavel on his way home from work. 

There, right outside his apartment en- 
trance, this stranger showed an identifi- 

cation card from K.G.B. 

Pavel said, “Can we go up to my 

apartment and talk? It’s winter.” 

The stranger said, “Let’s talk here.” 

It was too cold, however. Pavel was 

frozen. So he persuaded the man to 

come upstairs. 
They conversed in Pavel’s room. His 

visitor took out about five pictures, 

and started off by saying, “Do you know 

this fellow2” He went through each 

one of the five pictures, and Pavel said, 

“No. I don’t know any of them. Who 

are they?” And received for a reply: 

“They are state criminals.” At which 
point, his visitor looked at him hard, 

as if maybe he really did know them 

well. 
Pavel said, “I don’t want you to waste 

your time. I have never met these men 

in my life. It’s strange you ask me these 

questions.” 

Then the man from K.G.B. brought 

out a photograph of Oswald and said, 
“You know, you took on a relation- 

ship with this American guy so eas- 

ily, but we would like to tell you that 
your Motherland now asks that you 

give us some information so that we 

know what kind of person he is. We 

need your help.” Pavel didn’t feel any- 

thing like a patriot, but knew for sure 

they would get codperation. It was a de- 

mand. People senior to himself became 

nervous if they saw a K.G.B. card in a 

man’s hand. It was not that Pavel felt 

any kind of obligation to his Mother- 

land; he was eighteen, and scared to 

death. That was, Pavel would say, a 

strong substitute for obligation: being 

scared to death. 

Pavel never looked at a clock dur- 

ing this interview, but it must have 

taken almost an hour. A lot of ques- 

tions went by. The K.G.B. man kept 

going around and around for quite     
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thing inexact that Pavel was saying. 

  

PHONE CALL 

You were saying her death was for the best 

Though you didn’t want cliché 

You were saying 

No one was to blame 

I was watching the sky: pale, eggshell blue; dark, ink blue 

Talking and talking 

Night lighting the brightening city 

Wanting to ask something 

I had forgotten to ask 

That I couldn’t now, on my mother’s life, remember 

a while before he touched their main 

subject. Then he explained, “Oswald 

is from another country, a hostile coun- 

try.” It could not be more clear what he 

was saying. He must have been twice 

as old as Pavel, short, compact, sharp 

eyes—one Byelorussian who didn’t show 

any feelings or emotions, just a small 

trim fellow with a smooth round 

face, a long thin pointed nose, 

and small dark eyes as sharp as his 

nose. He would depend on that 

nose. It seemed to sniff out every- 

He didn’t threaten Pavel, 

however; just stated, “From time 

to time, I’d like to meet with 

you. My name is Stepan Vasilyevich.” 

Re Igor: “We can say it now— 

there were surveillants assigned to 

be Oswald’s tails, and certain people 

were assigned to work with him, to be- 

come his associates and friends. We 

were especially careful to check if he was 

looking for personal contact with an- 

other agent. We were interested to see 

whether there were any signs of a pre- 

arranged meeting.” 

According to Igor’s plan, various hy- 

potheses were going to be tested in or- 

der to find out if Oswald was looking for 

secrets of a military, political, or eco- 

nomic variety, and also they would look 

to learn if he had developed any means 

of communication with foreign in- 

telligence by radio, mail channels, or   
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messenger. K.G.B. would also attempt 

to find out if he had any means of 

cryptography to use for secret writing. 

Igor Ivanovich himself was ready to 

study Oswald’s letters, should he send 

any, in order to make certain there 

was no chemical writing between the 

lines. Later, when Oswald bought a 

radio, they checked that equip- 

ment, and they were always alert 

for signs of his ability to com- 

municate through special codes. 

Nothing showed up that was 

suspicious in the first two months, 

but if Oswald was an American 

intelligence agent he certainly 

would not make quick moves. 

Sometimes a man who is not an agent 

will do things that arouse suspicion; that 

happens often. But not even unfounded 

suspicions were stirred by Oswald. 

Studying him with close attention, they 

began to have a feeling that he was, 

at the least, semi-lazy, and very frugal; 

he didn’t drink, didn’t smoke, went to 

theatre and cinema within his budget, 

and had an income of seventy rubles 

a month in new money for salary and 

an increment of another seventy rubles 

a month from the Red Cross, or a 

hundred and forty rubles in all. This 

was, after all, fourteen hundred rubles 

a month by the old measure, and so a 

good amount. Stepan, for example, 

was earning only eighty rubles in new 

money, and that was enough for him 

to get by. There was, for example, no 
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telephone in Oswald’s apartment, 

and K.G.B. never received infor- 

mation that he wanted one. On those 

occasions when he wished to make a 

call, he went outside to a pay phone. It. 

would be better if he had wanted his 

own instrument, but they couldn’t install 

it for him, could they? 

From K.G.B. Report: 

18 FEBRUARY 1960: 
By means of personal observation and 

in conversation, “L” did not notice that 

OSWALD aroused suspicion in his behav- 

ior. He was not particularly interested 

in his work, and often made comments 

such as “Why should I saw away at this 

metal with this saw, I’m not going to be- 

come an engineer. My real dream is to 

learn foreign languages and learn them 

well.” (He did not say which ones in par- 

ticular.) He is reserved in conversation, 

answers questions briefly, self-possessed 

manner. 
Once, according to “L,” he and Os- 

wald were reading President Eisenhower's 

speech in Pravda. In this speech, Eisen- 

hower attempted to demonstrate techni- 

cal backwardness of Soviet Union com- 

pared to United States. Oswald answered 

that Eisenhower was lying, that USSR is 

not technically less advanced than U.S. 

Oswald almost never talked about life in 

his country, or how he got here. Sometimes 

during a lunch break he will exchange two 

or three words with young people, girls and 

boys, and will compare fife in USSR and 

U.S. But in those situations as well he 

speaks positively about position of workers 

in USSR. 

By other reports, however, Oswald 

soon proved to be a Humpty-Dumpty 

worker. He did not treat his job 

well. Igor could see that he showed 

no interest, and his behavior and atti- 

tude caused complaints from other 

workers. 
Since Igor and Stepan were not sat- 

isfied by this image of him as light- 

weight, they deliberated whether his 

psyche was entirely normal. On the 

other hand, they were aware it could all 

be a pretense. Once again, they worked 

on two opposed hypotheses: either Os- 

wald was part of a foreign intelligence 

plan, or he was not but had some psy- 

chological difficulty. They began to 

study situations where Lee Harvey Os- 

wald, if he was a spy, might expose 

himself. 
For example, now that he had estab- 

lished contact with Pavel Golovachev, Igor 

and his people would watch Oswald with 

Golovachev to see whether the Ameri- 

can would try to use him as a trampoline, 
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so to speak, to gain access up to Pavel’s 
father, a general who knew large secrets. 

III-ELLA 

Before Marina, there was 

another woman. 

pe had begun to notice that Lee 

and a girl named Ella Germann 

would spend time together at Horizon. 
Lee was often at her worktable, and 

many times they were together at lunch. 

Lee never spoke about his friendship 
with Ella, but, then, Lee was not one to 

go out of his way to show feelings. For 
that matter, he wouldn’t even say he had 
been to bed with a girl. 

ExTRA PAGE (not included in formal diary) 

June. 

Ella Germann—a silky black-haired 
Jewish beauty with fine dark eyes, skin as 
white as snow, a beautiful smile and good 
but unpredictable nature. Her only fault was 
that at 24 she was still a virgin due entirely to 
her own desire. I met her when she came to 
work at my factory. I noticed her and per- 
haps fell in love with her the first moment I 
saw her. 

At fifty-five, Ella is soft-spoken and 
very careful in her choice of words. She 
has a high crown of dark hair turning 
gray, and delicate aquiline features. 

She would say that her childhood is 
not of interest, because she had been 

very timid as a child. She always did as 
she was told to do and stayed at home a 
lot. And, even when she was an adoles- 

cent, her friends told her that she con- 

sisted of nothing but complexes. So it 
might be, she suggested, that she was of 
no interest to the interviewers’ project. 

When Ella was growing up, she 
liked to dance waltzes, but then her fa- 

vorite soon became the foxtrot. She did 
hear of this American bandleader, 

Glenn Miller, and then saw Mr. Miller 
and his orchestra in a film called, in 

Russia, “Serenade of Sunny Valley” 

(which might also translate into “Sun 

Valley Serenade”). She remembers that 

one U.S. film she liked was “Twelve 

Angry Men,” because she was able to 

compare the judicial systems in both 

countries. After that, she no longer 

trusted what she was being told about 

America—that rich people wete only a 
small group and most people were poor. 

She remembers that people in those 
days would whisper that even the unem- 
ployed in America had a level of life 

equal to Russians who were working. 

On the other hand, she did believe that 

the United States government could 

start a war. 

By the time she met Lee, she was al- 

ready twenty-three and had dated many 

young men. She would go out with 

someone a couple of times but then re- 

alize she didn’t feel anything toward this 

person, so why continue? On the other 
hand, it was boring to sit home. Some- 

times she would even go out on a date 
without any feeling that it could be the 

right man for her. 
When she came in on her first morn- 

ing, she remembers being introduced to 

Lee. All that week he kept looking at 
her during lunch break. She knew that 

if she went up to him and asked for a 

favor, he would like that even if lots of 

girls wanted to be his friend. She no- 

ticed that when he would walk along the 

factory aisles many girls would cry, 
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“Hello, Alik, hi!” as if he were of spe- 
cial importance. 

Now, in her night-school classes she 
was working on some English text and 

had to translate a number of pages by a 
certain date, so it was not wholly a pre- 

text to get him to help her. There was 

some real need. While this would not 

characterize her in a positive fashion, she 

would say, she sometimes did use men 

to do small things for her. For instance, 

there was an engineer she did not like 
particularly, but she was not good at 
drawing certain kinds of wiring schemes, 
so she asked him to help, even though 

she had no intention of dating him. For 

Lee, however, she did not have negative 

feelings. Since the American seemed to 
find her attractive, why not ask him to 
help translate her assignment? In fact, 

when she did ask, he smiled, and they 

agreed to meet in a smaller workroom 

that afternoon. She assumed there 

wouldn’t be anyone else there, although, 
as it turned out, a few workers were 

still present. She and Lee sat down at a 

small table where a radio was playing 

music. 

Lee spread out her pages and turned 

off the sound without asking whether 

anyone wanted to listen. But Max Pro- 
khorchik was also working there, and he 
became indignant. He came up and 

turned the radio back on. Lee turned it 

off, Max turned it on. Then Lee turned 

it off, and said, “Russian pig!” Where- 
upon Max stalked off. 

Tt was unpleasant for Ella. In front of 

several people, Lee had turned off their 

radio just because she had to study, but, 

on the other hand, a well-brought-up 

person would have done exactly what 

Lee did. At that moment, Ella 

could say that she was on Lee’s 
side. All the same, he did not 
seem too bright at first. His 

Russian was poor and he took 

everything as a joke. He laughed 

a lot. So they laughed a lot, too 

much maybe. Yet as she saw more 

of him it became interesting to 

talk about his country. 

Before long, he was inviting 

her to see movies. They went of- 

ten for walks and to parks and sat 

on a bench. He would tease her, 

“You know, | am a rich bride- 

groom. I have an apartment.” 

It was exceptional to be dat- 

ing an American, and she was 
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FUN NIGHTS OUT WITH LEE 

curious. Besides, he did not create prob- 
lems. He was not aggressive. That was 
understood as their basis for going out 

~ together. Some men had been nasty, but 
he wasn’t. And, of course, he didn’t have 

financial problems; he even hinted to 
her that he had high connections. He 
had met the chairman of the City 

Council, Sharapov. “If we need some- 

thing,” Lee said, “for our future, I can 

go to the mayor. We can get what we 
need.” So Lee did seem a confident per- 

son to her, and merry. He had a sense 
of humor and they still kept laughing a 

lot. In those days, friends used to call her 
khokhotushka, a person who enjoys life, 

and so she and Lee did not have diffi- 

cult or deep conversations, just talked 
like young people. She liked to tease 

him. Not in a bad sense, just to chal- 

lenge him a little. 

During all this time, they dated ap- 
proximately twice a week, but had lunch 

together at their cafeteria every day. And 

they usually sat alone; other people re- 
spected their privacy and did not try to 
join their table. 

She never felt, Oh, I wish we’d go 

out with other people. She liked being 
alone with him. It was her way of dat- 
ing. She had always had such relations 

with men. So she hardly knew anything 
about his friends or who else he. saw. 

She believes that Lee knew she was 
Jewish, maybe from their very first 

meeting, but she’ remembers that he 

only mentioned it once. That was when 

he realized she was not exactly jumping 
into marriage with him. Such a question 

never got to yes or no for many months, 

but he did tell her, “I know you are Jew- 
ish and people, you know, don’t like 

Jewish people, but I myself don’t care 
about that.” It was his way of saying, “It 
wouldn’t stop me from marrying you.” 

Before Lee, a few men had already 

proposed. There had been one she liked, 

a captain, who went off to do his service 

in Kamchatka, but Ella felt indecisive 

and didn’t go with him; and there had 

been a boyfriend she dated for a year, 

and he, too, had asked her to marry him. 

So Lee was hardly first in this kind of 
relationship, and, besides, if Lee was in 

love with her, she was not in love with 

him. Rather, she felt it was all right to 

have nice feelings for someone in a good 

way, feeling that he was, underneath ev- 
erything, very lonely here. And so she 
pitied him enough to feel that if she re- 
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‘T keep thinking about last night's salmon en crotite.” 

jected him he would be even lonelier. 
Therefore, she didn’t stop dating him. 
But she knew she didn’t like him in such 

a way that one goes on to get married. 
Lee told Ella once that she knew 

more about him than any other person 

ever had, and so she was surprised when 

she found out years later that he had a 

mother still living—he had told her he 

didn’t. Also, he told her that he never 

wanted to go back to America. 

Once, after they first started going 

out, he was quite upset. It was when 
news came to Minsk that an American 

U-2 had been shot down over Soviet 

territory, and its pilot, Francis Gary 

Powers, had been captured. Lee asked 

her, “What do you think, Ella? Can it 

damage me because I’m American?” She 
told him not to worry personally, be- 
cause “no one can say you are respon- 
sible.” She tried to calm him down and 

talked to him nicely. She wasn’t really 
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sure, but she did want to support him. 
It was their most emotional moment yet. 

Lee told Ella that when he lived in 
Moscow he was afraid of Americans 

more than Russians. In fact, he told her, 
the Soviet authorities had sent him to 

Minsk because he would be safe there. 

He even said, “Here in Minsk I’m in- 

visible. But when I came to Moscow I 

was really outstanding.” Americans had 
been very interested in him, he told her, 
and had been hunting him and wanted 
to kill him. She thought maybe he had 
offered some information to obtain a 

Soviet citizenship, information Ameri- 

cans didn’t want given out. He said, “If 
I go back to America, they'll kill me.” 

It made him more interesting, but 

she didn’t believe it was real. She just 
thought they were passing remarks. 

They chatted about many matters. 

But there were also moments on sum- 

mer evenings when they just sat on a
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bench and enjoyed a silence as if he were 
a Russian man. She felt he reacted to ev- 
erything with understanding, but was 

very reserved. Even though they dated 
for many months, maybe eight months, 
it was still too short a period for her 
to comprehend his nature. He never 
showed much. He was always even, 

kindhearted, smiling, nice, without ups 

or downs. Only twice, in fact, did they 
have a quarrel. Of course, she was also 
easygoing. People even said to her, “You 

laugh so quickly. If I show you my fin- 
ger, you start to laugh. So easy you are.” 

It is possible she did laugh too eas- 
ily. When she read his diary all these 
thirty and more years later, she could not 

believe how distorted was his sense of 
time.t He had had them meeting after 
the summer of 1960 when, in fact, they 

had known each other back in May of 
1960, when the American U-2 was shot 
down, and they talked about Gary Pow- 
ers. How little she had known of Lee, 
and how little, obviously, he had known 
of her. 

Wwe he learned that Pavel knew 
a lot about shortwave radios, he 

asked if Pavel could make him one. 

With local radios, you only received 
Soviet news. Pavel told him he could 

put together such an apparatus, but it 
wouldn’t look nice—all of its parts 
would be exposed—so Oswald then laid 
out his money and bought himself a 
shortwave radio that looked as pretty as 
a lady’s purse. It had only two frequen- 

cies, high and medium, but on MI’, 257 
metres, the Voice of America was trans- 
mitted. Since it was all in English, they 
didn’t even bother to jam it. 

People talked about Oswald as if he 
might be a spy, but Pavel remembers 
Lee Oswald coming to him with a 

simple Soviet camera and he wasn’t able 

to put film into it. Pavel had to show 

him how. Once, Oswald bought a radio 

set and tried to insert its batteries, but 

even in trying to do that much he ripped 
a few wires loose. To take another ex- 

ample, Oswald liked to listen to the 

Voice of America, but he didn’t know 
how to make adjustments for it on his 
radio set so that it came in clearer. Pavel, 

Some sections of the diary were not contem- 
poraneous; Oswald created them later, relying on 
tie memory, which was not always accurate con- 
cerning times and.dates. 

using a penknife, had to play with one 
part and move it a little in order for Lee 

to be able to listen. Pavel assumed that 

if Oswald were James Bond he would 
have arrived in the Soviet Union able to 

take care of such small details. 

From K.G.B. Chronology: 

4.1X.60 Oswald saw “The Wind” in 
Letny movie house. 

4.1X.60 Oswald visited a party for youth 
in Officers’ House. 

6.1X.60 Oswald saw “Babetta Is Going 
to War” in Mir movie house. 

7.1X.60 Oswald saw “A Partisan’s 
Spark” in Pobeda movie house. 

8.1X.60 Oswald saw “Babetta Is Going to 
War’ for second time in Mir movie house. 

9.1X.60 Oswald saw “The Commander 
of the Detachment” in Letny movie house. 

From September 4th to September 9th, 

he saw four movies, one of them twice, 

and all but one were war movies. He 

had bought a single-barrel shotgun in 
August, and joined a hunting club or- 

ganized by Horizon. But it was not un- 

til September 10th, filled by now, one 
may assume, with images of himself as 
a participant in war movies, that he 
finally went out with the hunting club. 

By now, Stepan had given his team 
of observers a code name for Oswald. It 

was Likhoi. That sounded like Lee Har- 

vey, but the word meant valiant, or 

dashing. It was K.G.B. humor. Likhoi 

never seemed to do anything but go to 

work, walk around, and shop. 

From K.G.B. Observation: 

FROM 13:00 TILL 15:20 ON SEPTEM- 
BER 10, 1960 

At 14:30 Likhoi left work and walked 
quickly home. 

At 14:55 he left home carrying hunting 
rifle [shotgun] in cover, and grocery bag 
partly filled, and came back to entrance of 
radio factory. 

There Likhoi came to group of 7 men, 
some of them also having rifles, and started 
talking with them. 

After about 15 minutes, Likhoi and 
other men got into parked car no. BO 18- 
89 and at 15:20 left city via Storozhevskaya 
St. and Dolginovsky Trakt. 

Upon agreement with head of depart- 
ment, surveillance of Likhoi is cancelled at 
this point until September 17, 1960. 

EONID STEPANOVICH TZAGIKO, a 
lathe operator all his life, became 

interested in hunting around 1955. Each 

year, after August 15th, they could go 

out for fowl; then, in September, ducks, 

partridge, waterfowl. By October, they 

started looking for fox. Wolves you 

could hunt all year round, but wild boar 

only with a special license, since such 

game was usually reserved for high 

Communist Party members. 
At that time, maybe there were fifty 

people in his hunting club. There was a 

chairman, who collected dues and ob- 

tained licenses for elk and, on occasion, 

even wild boar, although you had to pay 
a lot for that, about a hundred and fifty 

rubles. 

In early $960, when Lee Oswald came 

to work at the experimental shop, ‘T’za- 

giko met him on the first day. It was al- 
most a celebration. Everybody came up 

to the American immediately to get to 

know him. Then, at breaks, Oswald would 

often sit with his feet on a table, and 

once one of them said, “Why are you 

sitting like that?” and he said, “I am on 

strike. I am striking.” He was just joking. 

They decided that Americans put their 

feet up on a table. That’s what they do. 
Now, at Horizon, they had what they 

called sections—people played basketball, 
soccer, volleyball, and on Sundays some 

would go on hunting trips. It wasn’t that 
important whether they’d kill; it was to 
get out into nature. So when Oswald asked 

one of the metalworkers if they would 

take him along, he said, “Of course.” 

They didn’t bring much to eat and didn’t 

carry any vodka or brandy, because they 

were reasonably serious about coming 

back with something. They walked a lot 

on foot, passed through collective farms, 
fields, and villages, sparsely forested areas. 

They were hunting for rabbit that 

day. There was no snow as yet, so they 
had to flush the rabbits with their feet. 

Walking single file, Oswald was next to 

last, T’zagiko was last, and Oswald was 

holding his gun crooked in his arm. 

Then a rabbit practically jumped out 

from under his foot, and he went, 

“Aooaoh!” and shot into the air. Tza- 

giko said, “God, Oswald, you're going to 
kill me with that gun!” And Oswald 
said, “Your rabbit scared me.” Later, he 

had another try, and missed again. 

" Pamterteriennsalindatoret 
could not fix his radio tended to 

alert Igor and Stepan. How was it that 

a former marine with a Sharpshooter 

rating back in his U.S. Marine Corps— 

yes, K.G.B. had information that he was 

not a bad shot—could miss his targets so? 

Certainly, when the Organs were in- 

formed that Oswald had bought a gun 
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Clockwise fiom top: The building in Minsk where the K.G.B. listened in on the Oswalds’ conversations; a note, on Metropole Hotel stationery, 

that Lee took to the American Embassy; Marina and June; Lee with Ella Germann (top right) and Pavel Golovachev. 
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would think of her as 

someone who was trying 
to get information from 

him. It was part of how 

she grew up: women didn’t 

ask questions. It was con- 

sidered bad style. So he 

started to give informa- 

tion. And he also got a 
little pushy. 

‘They might commence 

with a light conversation, 
nice and full of humor. 

They would see a movie 

and discuss every joke af- 
terward. It was fun. They 

would talk nonsense. Once, 

they got into a discussion 

of how frogs talk. She in- 

sisted that a frog says 
“kva.” In Russian, a frog 

always says “va.” And 
  

“Human Resources.” 

for hunting, and so would have oppor- 
tunities to travel as part of a hunting 

party to an area where there were also 

military objects, they were on guard. 

Hunters were prohibited from walking 

into forbidden areas in specified regions; 
they weren’t even allowed to approach 

certain fences. If Oswald was an agent, 

he might have special equipment and use 
it to record nuclear activities or military 
broadcasts—with the right technology, 

you could collect a lot of information. 

Reports came in, but were puzzling. 
He had been such a bad shot. If they 
had had any inkling that he would later 
be suspected of carrying out a crime of 
high magnitude—of highest magni- 

tude!—they would have studied his 

marksmanship in a more detailed man- 
ner. As it was, however, what with ev- 

erything else involving him, they made 

no special attempt to find out whether 
he was an excellent shot trying to create 

the impression he was a bad shot or had 

been naturally incompetent that day. 

Aug.-Sept. 

As my Russian improves, I become in- 
creasingly conscious of just what sort of so- 

ciety I live in. Mass gymnastics, compulsory 
after-work meetings, usually political infor- 
mation meetings. Compulsory attendance 
at lectures, and the sending of the entire 
shop collective (except me) to pick potatoes 
on Soman in a state collective farm. “A pa- 
triotic duty” to bring in the harvest. The 
opinion of the workers (unvoiced) is that 
it's a great pain in the neck. They don’t 
seem to be especially enthusiastic about any 
of the “collective” duties, a natural feeling, 

Oct. 

The coming of fall, my dread of a new 
Russian winter, mellowed in splendid golds 
and reds of fall in Byelorussia. Plums peaches, 
apricots and cherries abound for these last 
fall weeks. I have a healthy brown color and 
am stuffed with fresh fruit, at other times 
of the year unobtainable. 

Wwinever Lee wanted to talk 

about their future plans, Flla 
would try to avoid that topic. To discuss 

such a subject might mean she was get- 
ting ready to marry him. Her reluctance 

to show interest may have upset him, 

but he was not aggressive. Yet, even so, 
he became a little more pushy. 

He said, “Do you want to know why 

I came here?” But she never asked him 

many questions. She was afraid he 

his answer: “No, a frog 

says ‘frok.’” It was funny. 
But later he began to 

discuss serious matters. 

For example, he didn’t 

want to live in Minsk. It 

was, he said, a provincial 

city. He had lived in New 

Orleans; that was big. 

He asked her to share a 

dream. He said, “Maybe I will move to 
another socialist country. For example, 
Czechoslovakia.” He said, “Shall we go 

to live in Prague?” 

He was a very proud man. He didn’t 

want to be rejected by Ella. She believes 
that’s why he never asked directly. He 

would say, “How do you do things here? 

In America, we have an engagement 

ring, a silver ring that’s exchanged for a 

golden ring. But how do you do it here?” 

Perhaps he was waiting for her to ask, 
“Why are you interested in how mar- 

riages are made in Russia?” but he never 

said directly, “I would like you to be my 

wife.” 
One time, he showed his Russian 

residence papers, and he said, “Soon I 

have to make a decision. You're the one 

who’s going to influence it. Do you want 

to live in Prague? Because if you do, 

then I won't take Soviet citizenship. But 

if you want to live here, tell me if you 

want that, and TI take it—this all de- 

pends on you.” And in December he 

showed her that his papers terminated 

on January 4th, next year, just a few 

weeks away. He had to make a decision 
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THE SHARPSHOOTER MISSES THE RABBIT 

what to do with his life before 1961 was 

four days old. 

But that was a big question for her: 

Why had he come here, and why did he 

now want to move? He told her, “You 

don’t understand. In our country, we 

travel, we change places—you don’t un- 

derstand.” But she didn’t trust him. Be- 

sides, Lee was not really to her taste. She 

liked men with bigger shoulders. 

When he kissed her, he was not un- 

pleasant—he was nice. But because Ella 

was not in love with him she was not ex- 

cited. All the same, he never scared her 

as a man. In that aspect, he was perfect. 

He was so tender. She was never scared. 

Yet all those months she went with him, 

from May to January, she did not trust 
him. Some people told her that he was 
an American spy. And she thought, 
Maybe he wants to marry me so he can 
stay in this country. When he says he 
loves me, he doesn’t love me at all. 

She never thought to herself, Maybe 
I'll go to Prague and it'll work. Or, if it 

doesn’t work, I'll get a divorce. For Ella, 
marriage was something you did for life. 

You loved a person and you trusted him. 

Because if you didn’t, how could you go 

to a new world? 
Finally, he became very pushy. He 

said, “You have to make up your mind 

if you're going to marry me,” and when 

she asked for time to think it over he 

said, “No, I have to decide by January 4th.” 

That made her feel more mistrustful. 

She told him, “I like you, too, but I need 

time to think.” She was not a person to 

offend people who were nice to her. 

They had a quarrel, however, con- 

cerning New Year's Eve. He had invited 

her to a party for that night, and so she 

turned down an invitation that came to 

her for another gathering. Then, at the 

very last moment, he told her that his 

evening was not going to take place. 

Now they were without anywhere to go 

that night for New Year's Eve. 

There was an expression, razditoye 

koryto. It meant they were ready to eat but 

had only a broken plate. Ella got very an- 

gry that they didn’t have a proper situa- 
tion; she said, “You let me down.” Now 

he, too, became agitated. Finally, he said, 

“You are playing a game with our situa- 

tion. Oh, you are an actress!” It was equal 

to saying that her emotions were not sin- 
cere. They walked away from one another. 

Since Ella wasn’t going to any party 

now, she began to help her mother. 

Some of their family was coming over 

for a small New Year’s Eve party, so 

‘they cleaned house and cooked, and 

then, as was common in Russia, they 

napped for a little while around 8 P.M. 

in order to be able to stay up all night. 

At 11 P.M., guests would begin to come, 

but on this night, at a little after nine, 
she heard their doorbell ring. She was 

sleepy when she opened her door. Lee 

was standing there wearing that Russian 

hat she had never liked, but he was 

proud of it, and was standing up straight 

with his hands behind his back. He said, 

“You know, Ella, Christmas is one of 

our dearest holidays in America, and 

your New Year’s is like our Christmas. 

That's why I came to you. This is one 

day when I feel very lonely and I come 

to you.” He added, “We have a tradition 
in America; we usually bring gifts,” and 
he gave her a big box of chocolates deco- 

rated with a little candy statuette. She 
took his gift and said, “Wait a second. I 

want to put this away.” She went in to 

her mother and said, “My boyfriend 

from America brought me this gift. Can 

we invite him?” Her mother said, “Yes, 

of course.” 

So she came back and said, “Listen, 

would you care to spend an evening with 

my family?” and he was happy about 
that. 

When he came back, around eleven, 

he was wearing his gray suit with a tie 

and was very neatly dressed. Her moth- 

75 

er’s brothers soon followed, with their 
wives. They had served in the Navy and 
they came with guitars. It was a musical 
family. Not all had fine voices, but when 
they were in chorus it sounded good 
enough. Everybody sang songs, and they 
did a step dance up and down their out- 
side stairs—a Western type of step, 
which was very popular in the Navy, a 

Western sort of dance, and her mother’s 

brothers did it, dancing upstairs, then 

downstairs, difficult steps, but they were 

good at it, and so it made for a creative 
atmosphere. And her mother danced to 
Gypsy songs. Lee and Ella only watched. 
She was embarrassed to do anything in 
her own home because these others were 
so good. 

Before Lee left, hours later, he told 
her of his impressions. He liked such an 
atmosphere, liked how everyone sat 
around eating and drinking and danc- 
ing, and then at midnight they had all 
taken champagne. They didn’t kiss, be- 
cause that was not a Russian tradition. 

But after midnight, through the early 
hours of morning, they would not only 
sit and eat but go outside, make snow- 
balls, throw them at each other, run 
around a little, then go back in and eat 

again. Everyone got tipsy—in fact, she 
had never seen Lee Oswald as tipsy as 

he was this night. Friends came, and she 
introduced him to her friends and rela- 
tives, and they sat around the family 

table and proposed toasts to last year— 

  
“No, really—it works for you.”
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“Goodbye, last year, you are leaving.” 
Everybody talked to him, and he was 

treated as if he were a Russian person 

who had joined their family party. Her 

relatives were a little curious about him, 

but didn’t reveal any special attitude, and 
her mother was also casual; of course, 

her attitude was, If Ella dates a man, it 

doesn’t mean she’s going to marry him. 

Jan. 1 

New Year’s I spend at home of Ella Ger- 
mann. I think I’m in love with her. She has 
refused my more dishonorable advances; we 
drink and eat in the presence of her family 
in a very hospitable atmosphere. Later I go 
home drunk and happy. Passing the river 
homeward, I decide to propose to Ella. 

Next day, her mother, who had never 

interfered with her personal life, said to 
her, “Ella, it’s up to you—you make your 
own choice. But I want to tell you some- 
thing: In 1939 you could be taken to 
prison just because you were born in Po- 

  

land.” Those were her mother’s words. 

It gave her pause. 

Jan. 2 

After a pleasant hand-in-hand walk to 
the local cinema, we come home. Standing 
on the doorstep, I propose. She hesitates, 
then refuses. My love is real but she has 
none for me. Her reason, besides lack of 
love—I’m an American and someday might 
be arrested simply because of that example 
of Polish intervention in the 1920s that led 
to the arrest of all people of Polish origin in 
the Soviet Union. Vou understand the 
world situation, there is too much against 
you and you don’t even know it.” I am 
stunned, She snickers at my awkwardness 
in turning to go. (I’m too stunned to think!) 
I realize she was never serious with me but 
only exploited my being an American in or- 
der to get the envy of other girls, who con- 
sider me different from the Russian boys. 
Iam miserable. 

On the night when they had their fi- 

nal conversation about whether he 

should or should not apply for Soviet 

citizenship, she finally said, “Alik, you're 
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probably wasting your time with me. At 
this point, I can’t agree to marry you. So 

don’t get Soviet citizenship. Maybe we 
should break up altogether because it 
might be harder afterward.” He an- 
swered very nicely, “I understand that I 

should stop drinking. But the wine is 
tasty and I want to continue this plea- 
sure for a while.” 

That, however, as she recalls it, was 

the last time they met. Ella agreed to see 
him once more, but he didn’t show up. 

Afterward, he just ignored her in the 
shop. 

[ec would say that his service looked 

at this matter from a human point 

of view. “He didn’t go out and slash 

anything because he was refused,” said 

Igor, “and he didn’t seem to bear grudges. 

Of course, for a certain period of time 

he was upset, but it didn’t manifest it- 

self in his behavior. He didn’t quit work, 
for instance, or get sick; he didn’t start 

carousing—none of that.” If he had 

undertaken any risky errands at this 

point—say, asking one person to convey 

something to someone else—that would 

have put Counterintelligence on guard. 

But none of that. 

Jan. 3 

I am miserable about Ella. I love her, 
but what can I do? It is the state of fear 
which is always in the Soviet Union. 

Jan. 4 

One year after I receive the Residence 
document, | am called into the Passport 
Office and asked if T want citizenship (Rus- 
sian). I say no—simply extend my residen- 
tial passport, [they] agree, and my docu- 
ments are extended until January 4, 1962. 

IV- MARRIAGE 

Their son, Lee assured Marina, 

would someday be President. 

ARCH 17 
Went to a trade union dance, bor- 

ing, but the last hour I was introduced to a 
girl with a French hairdo and red dress 
with white slippers. | dance with her, and 
ask to show her home. I do, along with five 
other admirers... we like each other right 
away. 

From testimony before the Warren 

Commission, February, 1964: 

Mr. RANKIN: Where did you meet 
him?...   
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A GIRL WITH BARDOT HAIR 

MARINA OSWALD: In the Palace of Trade 
Unions. 

Mr. RANKIN: What kind of a place is 
that?... 
MARINA OSWALD: Sometimes they do 

have meetings there. Sometimes it is also 
rented by some institutes who do not have 
their own halls for parties... 1 had gone 
there with my friends from the Medical In- 
stitute and one of them introduced me to 
Lee... 

Mr. RANKIN: Did you know that Lee 
Oswald was an American [and] did that 
make any difference? 
MARINA OSWALD: It was more interest- 

ing, of course. You don’t meet Americans 
very often. 

From a narrative of her life prepared 

by Marina for the F.B.L: 

I liked Lee immediately. He was very 
polite and attentive, and I felt that he liked 
me too...I remember having on my fa- 
vorite dress made of red Chinese brocade 
(Lee liked this dress afterwards), and my 
hair was done a la Brigitte Bardot. That 
evening I even liked myself. You see how | 
am boasting, but I am writing what I 
felt... 

We were alone in the street for a few 
moments, when Lee asked when and where 
he could see me. I told him that perhaps I 
would come again to the dances at the 
place where we met but did not make any 
precise promise. But when, a week later, I 
went again with a friend to a dance—Lee 
was there. That evening he came home 
with me, and I introduced him to my Aunt. 
My Aunt liked his modesty and politeness, 
also the fact that he was very neat. She told 
me with a laugh that only an American was 
lacking in my collection. 

I" the months before she met Alik, 

she was having several romances at 
once, and she had been scared. Still, she 
was able to feel power over men. Of 
course, it was easy to fall in love, and she 

was looking for love. In love with love. 
When you're eighteen, hormones do 

your thinking. You are a proud young 
deer, and you meet and fall in love with 
different people because you are looking. 
One attracts you because he knows how 
to open the door, a gallant. Another, be- 
cause he loves you dearly. She wanted a 
man to be romantic and a good pro- 
vider, to be excellent, nice, and love her. 

But then there was always Anatoly. He 

made her head spin. With just one kiss. 
What you learn is that nobody is there 
to give you everything you need. 

She didn’t want to talk about her ex- 
periences. Catherine the Great had lots 
of lovers and was considered O.K.; that 
did not mean Marina had lots—she was 
not saying that. She just didn’t want to 
talk about sex. Everybody was looking 
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“Daddy promises he'll be there the next time you kick butt, honey.” 

for bad; then they trash you. It wasn’t that 

she’d done something she was ashamed 

of, nothing horribly wrong, but she knew 

when she first came to Minsk that maybe 
she needed advice. Because she was not 

that experienced. Maybe men thought she 
was something that she was not. 

Alik had tried to be intimate with her 

when she saw him again at the Trade 

Union Palace eight days later, Saturday 

night. That night she took him back 

alone to meet her Aunt Valya, since Ilya, 

her uncle, was away. 

He had wanted her to make a bed so 

he could sleep over. He pretended it was 
too late for buses, so maybe he could 
sleep somewhere there? He must have 
assumed she was a floozy. She sent him 

home. He could walk home, she told 
him. But she was not really angry. Af 

ter all, on that first night, when she was 

wearing her red dress, she insisted on 

everybody going over to a bar to have 

champagne. Now, looking all that long 
way back, she would say that Lee had 
intrigued her. He looked deeper into 

life. If he had been a dumb Vanya, just 
another dumb worker, she would never 

have gone on a date with him. She 

would say she respects factory workers 
very much. “But you are not going to 

date Vanya. Because what are you go- 

ing to talk about with such men? They 
pinch girls openly—nothing but vulgar- 
ity. So you stay away. No factory work- 
ers, thank you. You try to associate with 
a class ahead of yourself. Even if you 
come from the middle of nowhere.” It 
wasn’t her desire to go backward. Lee 
did work in a factory, but he also looked 
deeper into life. It certainly wasn’t just 
his interest in politics. Her grandmother 
had told her about politics: Do not 
touch—then you won't stink. All the 
same, once you grow up, even if you 
don’t want to belong to political groups, 
you do become interested in how things 
happen, and Lee was part of a group of 
her friends who were interested in how 
this world was working. 

After the night when she made him 
walk home, he made a date for one week 

later. But a few days later Aunt Valya said, 
“Guess what? Your American called.” He 
could not make it. He was sick, and stuck 

in some hospital way out at one end of 
Minsk. Marina was not too concerned. 
Even when he rang to tell Valya that he 
was ill, she had been out with Anatoly. 
She liked Lee, but she certainly didn’t 
consider him a serious date. He was 
something maybe for one free evening. 

Now his ear was infected badly enough 
for him to be in a hospital. He had had 
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infected ears from childhood, he told 
her later, and a mastoid operation when 
a boy. 

Valya said, “Why don’t you visit him? 
He has nobody here from home and this 
is Russian Easter.” Valya said, “I know 
for a fact that over in America they cel- 
ebrate Easter. It'll be nice and touching.” 
Valya put some cakes together on a plate 
and said to Marina, “Show him that 
Russians have some heart.” 

When she finally got to this hospi- 
tal—such a long trip by streetcar—he 
was glad to see her. He hadn’t expected 
a visit. What a low opinion he must 
have had of her! But he was so happy 
she had brought him canned apricots. 
He told her it was his favorite dessert. 
Intuition must have let her know. 

It was sad, however. He did look ill 
and his smile was pale. Physically, she 
couldn’t say she liked him now. A little 
later during that visit, he kissed her (af- 
ter asking permission), and she didn’t 
take to this first kiss, either. There was 
negative feeling. Like a warning to stop. 
Stop right there. She asked herself, “Do 
I want this to continue?” She had never 
thought of it before, but that first kiss 
could tell you a lot. Did she really want 
to know him more? Maybe no. Yet her 
mind remained curious. And he was so 
gentle. She remembers that his kiss 
wasn’t just a peck, thank you for com- 
ing—no, it showed expectations. But he 
didn’t smell like a Russian. He didn’t 
even smell like he was in the hospital. 
His skin had some funny odor. There 
could be a lot of scents on top, but 
underneath was some basic scent. Kiss- 
ing him gave her that negative re- 
sponse. He did not smell like fresh air 
and sunshine. 

Later, she would come to accept this 
scent of his body. Still there, but she ac- 
cepted it. If you love a man, you accept. 

It was funny. After work, every day 
she would go to visit him. She could get 
in when no one else could. Visiting days 
were Sundays only, but she was wearing 
her white uniform from the pharmacy at 
Third Clinical Hospital, where she 
worked—so no problem. 

She did not love him yet, but she cer- 
tainly felt sorry for him. He was so 
alone. She could understand that. Lone- 
liness is an everyday companion to a lot 
of people, but it is certainly not your | 
good companion. And Valya was so 
sorry for him. 

While he was still in the hospital, he 
told Marina that he wanted to be en- 
gaged to her and she should not see any- 
one else. “I promised, but I did not take 
this seriously.” She did not love Lee— 
not yet. She just felt sorry for him. Still, 
he was an American. You weren't going 
to say no ifan American said you should 
be engaged; not right away, in any case. 

On the day he got out of Fourth 
Clinical Hospital, Valya had him over for 
dinner with Valya’s husband, her Uncle 
Ilya, a lieutenant colonel in the Ministry 
of Internal A ffairs—the M.V.D. 

She liked how Alik could handle 
himself with her uncle. Very dignified. 
He told Iya he had come to live forever 
in Russia. He intended to work hard. 
Ilya said, Well, if that was so, then he, 
Ilya, would be ready to help him orga- 
nize his life. And Marina could see that 
Valya was thinking, yes, they could have 
a little guidance over him, because Alik 
didn’t have anyone in Minsk, and they 
would treat him well. 

He charmed Valya. He was very ten- 
der. He kissed Valya after dinner and 
said, “Thank you, this meal was great.” 
Well, it was, but he also said it nicely, 

After dinner, Ilya said, “Take care of 
this girl. She has plenty of breezes in her 
brain.” Wasn't that awful? She.was a se- 
rious person. She would have liked to 
have breezes in her brain—she certainly 
wanted to have fun—but she was always 
feeling responsible, or examining her 
conscience. She could never say, “Just 
wash it off!’—she never did. Maybe, 
from Ilya’s point of view, it was because 
she liked one guy this week, another 
guy the following week; but Marina 
would have told him, “I'm still looking. 
I meet somebody, and he’s an idiot. He 
takes me out to dinner and wants me to 
pay for it. Or, he’s always clearing his 
throat because he’s an opera singer. All 
evening long, that’s what my opera 
singer did.” Yes, she had known one; 
she had gone on a date with him. “He 
had a nice cashmere coat and scarf.” 
When they went to a restaurant that 
he chose, she thought, Well, maybe 
he’ll show some culture here. But he 
ate his dinner and said, “I forgot my wal- 
let.” Then he said, “Pay for it. I’ll give 
you some tickets for my opera.” When 

she got to that, he turned out to be Sol- 
dier 29, back somewhere in the cho- 
rus—a real Enrico Caruso! Of course, 
she had to drop him. 
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No, she did not want to talk about 
her courtship with Alik. It was not that 
remarkable. All courtships are the same: 
Put-your best foot forward. The trouble 
with courtship is that you never know 
the other person until you get married 
and live the first twenty-four hours 
with him. 

Still, she was ready to talk to others 
about this courtship with Alik. And her 
girlfriends, especially Larissa, encour- 
aged Marina. As Larissa saw it, this 
American boyfriend would distinguish 
Marina from other girls. Besides, he had 
an apartment. When Alik invited Ma- 
rina to visit his place on the night after 
his dinner at Ilya and Valya’s, Marina 
came with some friends. Safety in num- 
bers. But Larissa talked about him posi- 
tively afterward. He had such good 
manners. 

Sasha Piskalev, a medical student 
who was in love with Marina and wanted 
to marry her, recalls that night at Alik’s 
place because it was so painful to him. 
The American lived in a grand build- 
ing, but his apartment did not look 
cozy. It was what they call kazyonno; 
that is, bureaucratic, lacking in home . 
atmosphere. 

Alik spoke good Russian. An accent, 
and his pronunciation was off, but he 
could speak. He put on Tchaikovsky's 
First Symphony, and as they listened 
Alik told his life story. He’d been in his 
armed forces, served in Asia, didn’t like 
war, didn’t wish to be a part of war. So 
he had decided to come to the Soviet 
Union for residence, and Moscow had 
sent him to Minsk. Now he worked at 
Horizon radio factory, “as an engineer.” 
They had a bottle of Russian cham- 
pagne. Sasha liked him—thought he 
was cool, very balanced, no unneeded 
emotion. Oswald didn’t smoke, but en- 
joyed others inhaling their cigarettes— 
or so it seemed to Sasha. However, his 
apartment did look poor. “Iron dirt,” as 
they called it. And his table was neotyo- 
sanny, not polished properly. His chairs 
were ordinary, and his bookcase was put 
together out of a few boards. 

Nee Igor nor Stepan would 
admit to more than some early 

concern about Lee and Marina. When 

that romance developed quickly into 

marriage, it could be said, Igor admit- 
ted, that they did lose some sleep, and 
felt somewhat at fault that no steps had 
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CHARMING AN UNCLE IN THE M.D. 

been taken to keep this courtship of 

Oswald and Marina Prusakova from 

flourishing. 

When Igor was asked what such 

steps might have entailed, his response 

was deliberative, even delicate. There 

were girls, he suggested, some of them 
attractive, certainly, certainly, who at 

one stage or another could be called 

upon by the Organs. Perhaps one 

of them might have diverted Oswald. 

They also could have attracted Mari- 
na perhaps to some other person, some 

very attractive man qualified for such ac- 

tivity. They didn’t 

do that, however. It 

was a large move, 

after all. So that 

gave Lee and Ma- 
rina a possibility to 

begin. Then came a 
wedding, with al- 

most no warning. 

More problems to 

deal with. Would 
there now be any 
leak of information 

to Oswald through 

Marina? That was 
a possibility that 
could happen by 

way of her uncle, 
Lieutenant Colonel 

Prusakov of M.V.D. 

To insure them- 

selves against such 

an outcome, they 

were obliged some- 

what later to make 

personal contact 
with Ilya Prusakov. That period, there- 
fore, offered considerable stress, and it 

was a fact—Stepan didn’t always sleep 

too well. Nor Igor. 
Close to three years later, Marina 

wrote her account of these early days 

with Lee: 

Lee had a lot of classical records, and 
he loved to listen to them when we were 
alone. He did not like noisy company and 
rather preferred to be alone with me. I re- 
member one of these evenings when we 
drank tea with pastry and kisses. Then 
(please excuse my vulgarity, due to youth) 

the tea was very tasty. I never again drank 
such tea or ate such pastry—ha ha! Lee told 
me that he wanted us to get married and 
stay here forever. He had a small darling 
one-room apartment mes and a separate en- 

trance—quite enough for two, especially if 
they were young. I told him that I would 
become his wife (since I had already fallen 
in love with him) but that we should wait 

Photograph of: deaxex wae 

several months since it was a little embar- 
rassing in front of our friends to get mar- 
ried so quickly. 

From Oswald’s diary: 

April 30 

After a seven-day delay at the Marriage 
Bureau because of my unusual passport, 
they allow us to register as man and wife. 
‘Two of Marina’s girlfriends act as brides- 
maids. We are married. At her aunt’s home 
we have a dinner reception for about twenty 
friends and neighbors, who wish us happi- 
ness (in spite of my origin), which was 
in general rather disquieting to any Rus- 
sian since foreigners are very rare in the So- 
viet Union, even tourists. After an evening 

Renewal, arlensions, amendmen, ° 

“3° Uytlalions, and restrictions ~ » 

This passport, properly. visaed, is: valid for 
travel in ‘all, ‘countries. unless OTHERWISE 
ResrRictép, It' is not valid for travel to or 

. in any foreign state for the purpose of entering 
_ or serving in the armed forces:of such a state:. 

‘This passport is not valid for travel to the 
following areas under control ‘of authorities 

' with which the United States’ does not. have - 
., diplomatic relations: : Albania, Bulgaria, and 

those portions of China; Korea and Viet-Nam™ 
under Communist control. a Peay 
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would dream of getting married. Some 
white prince would come. No dirt, noth- 
ing. So when she became—what would 
you call it?—a witness to life’s reality, she 
was not prepared. Probably, she said, it’s 
that way for every little girl. 

After they were legally married at the 
license bureau, ZAGS, and a stamp was 

put on her passport, she happened to 
notice Alik’s date of birth. It was 1939. 
She realized then that he had been ly- 
ing when he told her he was twenty- 
four; he was only twenty-one. She said, 
“Tf 1 knew, I wouldn’t have married you.” 

It was only a joke, 
but he said to her 
that he had wor- 
ried whether she 
would take him 
seriously. After 
all, she had said 
that Sasha was 
only twenty and 
she was not about 
to marry babies. 

For their wed- 
  

THIS PAS 
on TH   

    
The passport that Oswald handed over to the American consul on October 31, 1959. 

of eating and drinking in which Uncle 
Wooser started a fight and a fuse blew on 
an overloaded circuit, we take our leave and 
walk the fifteen minutes to our home. 

Marina would say now that her main 

reason for getting married was to find 
someone to belong to, and to have a 
family. Marriage was holy. One entered 
it for life. So, of course, she wanted to 

come to her marriage with purity. Of 

course. In Russia, it was a tradition that 

a man married a virgin, but with Ameri- 

cans she didn’t know how to read their 

feelings. Americans were a novelty. 
Maybe they wouldn’t care as much. 

She could say this much again: Lee did 

like to laugh about how barbaric it was in 

peasant villages. Showing bloody sheets! 
She remembers that in Leningrad, 

when she was fourteen years old, she 

  

ding, Valya had 
prepared a feast: 
crab salad, salami, 
black caviar, red 
caviar, paté. And 
then she had 

stuffed a fish with 

its own cooked 

meat, kept the 

skin whole and 

put all the fish 

meat back inside, 

but now no bones. 

Not one. It looked 

like a real fish again. And yet you could 
slice it. Such a special effort. 

Marina had already begged her aunt 
not to go through any Russian tradition 

of saying “Gorko, gorko.” But as they sat 

around their table eating, somebody pre- 
tended to be choking on too much pep- 
per, and so everybody started crying out, 
“Gorko’—which means bitter—and Ma- 

rina turned red. In obedience to such 

custom, they now made her kiss Lee 

over and over every time somebody said, 

“Gorko.” Later, she danced with every- 
one, and then Alik and a couple of 

friends sang “Chattanooga Choo Choo.” 

That night, when they went back to his 

apartment, they discovered that Valya 

and Larissa had placed flowers all around 

their bed. Her nightgown was on a pil- 
low. Next morning, Valya walked right 

1G thy va 
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BRIEF BIO 

Bearer of no news 

Under the sun, except 

The spring, I quicken 

Time, drawing you to see 

Earth’s lightest pamphlet, 
Reeling mosaic of rainbow dust, 

Filament hinging a new set of wings, 

Lord of no land, subject to flowers and wind, 
Yesterday born in a palace that hangs by a thread. 

into their apartment and dropped a plate 
on the floor with enough noise to wake 

up ghosts. Then she said to Alik, “Rus- 
sian custom.” 

They didn’t have a honeymoon. They 
just spent two days in bed getting 
accustomed to each other—what would 

you want her to tell? They were new. 

They couldn’t analyze everything. Talk a 

little, observe a little—bit by bit you go 

on; you don’t make any big issue. Little 
by little. When you read romantic books, 

it’s not enough; you want more. But 

sex was not romance. More like soiled 

clothes. 

One thing: Lee was not bashful. He 

could walk around their apartment na- 

ked. As if it were nothing. That was sur- 

prising to her—that a man could be so 
comfortable before he got dressed. But 

she never said anything about it. For 

Minsk, however, he was some exhibi- 

tionist. She had just never experienced 
this American way. Lee was not even 

embarrassed to get up and go to the 
bathroom while leaving the door open. 

‘That was unusual. Marina was trying to 

find out what was expected of her. She 

did not know what her man wanted, so 

she had to learn. 

Guys at Lee’s factory, she soon found 
out, were always talking about sex. Quite 
a big topic over there. That was why Ma- 

rina never wanted to date factory boys— 
their mentality. When Alik would laugh 
at what they said, she would say, “Don’t 

tell them about our lovemaking. Don’t 

you dare.” 
Alik’s first experience with sex had not 

only been with a Japanese girl, but he also 
said that he’d never had an American 
girl. Just Japanese and Russian girls. Ma- 
rina wondered whether he felt that 

—PHILLIS LEVIN 

he was missing something. Maybe he 

should have had a girl from his own 

country first? No, Marina didn’t know 

what to expect during these first few days 

of marriage. She could say that she kind 
of lived in euphoria. Finally married, you 
know! And she had married an Ameri- 

can. She had that stupid apartment she’d 

always dreamed about. God was smiling 
on her. Finally! 

May 1, 1961 

Found us thinking about our future. 
Despite the fact I married Marina to hurt 
Ella, 1 found myself in love with Marina. 

Maybe a week after their marriage, 

Aunt Valya said, “Let me see your pam- 
pered, manicured hand,” and all Marina 
could show were Polish fingers: her nails 

were broken from cleaning stone walls on 

her balcony and washing their floor. For 

that one moment, she had said to herself, 

“Is this what married life is about? Bro- 

ken nails? Oh my God!” 

But for the first couple of days, since 

that was all they had off from their 

jobs and couldn’t have a honeymoon, 
they would stay in bed and not get up 

until late afternoon. A honeymoon was 

sexual; you explored. Marina felt as if 

now she was free to do what she wanted 

to do. She didn’t think about their prob- 

lems in sex, and she didn’t want to talk 

about that, really. You expected fire- 

works, and it didn’t happen, and you 
thought maybe it’s supposed to come 

later. It never did. That was all right. But 

she didn’t know if what little was hap- 
pening to her was all that was supposed 
to happen, and so in bed everything was 

a problem. She didn’t know what to do, 

and Lee was always eager-beaver. Later 
on, when Marina was tired or in a bad 
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mood, she didn’t avoid him, just told 
him, “No, I don’t want to make love to 
you, because I feel used one more time. 

What for? Something there for you, 
maybe, but nothing for me.” Even if that 
was kind of insulting to him, he would 
try to handle it. “Come on,” he would 

say, “you know I love you.” He would 

play that he was a little boy and make 
jokes. Sometimes she would give in. She 
thinks he really liked sex, but she resents 

talking about it. “Nobody asks Jacqueline 
Kennedy what Jack Kennedy was like in 
bed.” And here she has to discuss such 
private things as what it was like to have 
a person inside you. There is nothing 
dirty about sex unless you let people 
watch—then it’s degrading. But she 
would say that no matter what their 
difficulties, people ask if Lee was a 
homosexual and she would say she 
never had any sense with Lee that he’d 
be partial to a man, never. Maybe he 
could be gay somewhere else, but not 
around her. 

Lee liked to stand in front of his mir- 
ror and admire himself, that was true. 

“How unbashful he was,” Marina said. 

“He would admire himself. He was not 
tall, but he was well proportioned. He 
had beautiful legs. And he knew I liked 
them, so he would flirt. ‘Don’t you think 

I have gorgeous legs?’ he would say. 
Just begging for compliments. Kind of a 
joking relationship. Private, but of the 
sort people do have.” Her understanding: 
he really liked women. That was her 
interpretation. 

When Marina was told how Lee went 
for months without trying to seduce Ella, 
never forcing her, she asked if it was pos- 
sible that Ella was embarrassed to talk. 
“You know, ‘I’m holier right now than I 

was then,’ know what I mean?” And then 
she thought, “Maybe he liked her so well 
that if she didn’t want him that bad he 
wouldn’t push.” 

Lee did tell her, and with a lot of ad- 

miration, about that beautiful Japanese 
girl who had been the first woman he 
knew. Marina was left with an image of 
a lovely Oriental blossom whom Lee 
still longed for. It made her jealous. Of 
course. There in his mind was a lovely 
woman. Was that to influence her? So 
that she would pay more attention to 
all kinds of sex? And learn new ways? 
She wanted to compete when Lee— 
always with great admiration—de- 
scribed all the sexual things this Japanese 
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AN UNBASHFUL HUSBAND 

girl did to him, this unknown beauty. 

They wanted her to be pregnant right 

away. For the first month, nothing hap- 

pened, and Lee and Valya were equally 

disappointed. Valya even said, “We were 

hoping you would have a child, but 

you're probably going to be like your 
uncle, won't be able to.” Said it after one 

month! Lee wanted to have a boy. He 

was going to call him David. Their boy, 

he assured Marina, would someday be 

President of the United States. And 

then, whenever Marina would go to the 

bathroom, at least when her period was 
approaching, he wouldn’t let her shut 

that door. He wanted to know for sure 

whether she was having a period. When 

she asked him why he didn’t trust her, 

Alik said, “Well, you work in a hospital. 

If you don’t want to have a child, you 
could have an abortion. So I want to 

know.” It didn’t hurt her feelings; she 

wanted a child, too. She thought he was 

being stupid, but she brushed it off. She 

even said, “Well, leave the door open”’— 

took it like a joke. She said, “Lee, I want 

a child as much as you. I’m not going to 

do anything foolish.” So it was not such 

a big deal. It wasn’t like he stood there 

and said, “You must peepee in front of 

me’”—no, it was more gentle. After all, 

late spring had come, and her mood was 
“I'm going to have a child and I’m going 

to have a family right here,” and she 

wanted them to be as young and happy 
as they could be. 

During the first weeks of their mar- 

riage, Lee would meet her at the phar- 

macy entrance and walk her home, and 

when evening came he would go out on 
their balcony and look at sights far off 
with his binoculars. At night, he would 

wash the breakfast dishes, and on days 

when they had hot water he would do 

their laundry. When Marina would 

climb up their entryway from Kalinin 
Street, she could hear him singing 
“Volga Boatmen” from four flights 
down. He wouldn't be one for a choir, 

but he could sing with zest. A pleasant 

voice. And he was washing his own 

work clothes. He just didn’t want her 

near his dirty things. 

She soon learned that he didn’t enjoy 
his job. He claimed that they resented 
him and his privileges. But she didn’t 

know how true it might be. Lee played 

with people. That she soon learned. 
Maybe he even played with her. 

A few weeks after they were married, 

some letters arrived from America and in 

one was a picture of Marguerite Oswald. 

She was in a white nursing outfit, just 
sitting in a chair. “That’s my mother,” 
he told Marina. He studied the pic- 

ture and said, “She’s gained some weight. 

As I remember her, she wasn’t that 
plump.” That was it. Marina said, “You 

told me your mother was dead.” He 

said, “Well, I don’t want to talk about 
my mother.” 

She did not know how to accept that. 
He had said he was an orphan. Now she 

thought to herself, “Stupid me! There I 
was believing late at night that it was 

a sign and God sent me an orphan 

like myself.” 

June 

A continuance of May hee that we 
draw closer and closer and I think very little 
now of Ella... 

Sometimes she would get a glimpse— 

if only for a little while—of what was in 

him. Then he would lift his shield again. 

He was embarrassed to show vulnerabil- 
ity. Only in intimate moments could he 

be himself, this little boy who wanted at- 

tention. Then he would pretend that he 

didn’t need anything. “He would isolate 

himself,” Marina said, “and play games 
with people. Treat them like they were 
not people.” . 

Once, on a day when everyone was 

supposed to vote for some Presidium or 
something, election workers started 

knocking on their door at 7 A.M. Lee 

told them to go away—it was too early. 

  

8l 

‘They came back again, and Lee wouldn’t 
open up. He kept yelling, “This is a free 
country.” He gave them lectures while 
they stood outside. She doesn’t remem- 
ber whether she went to vote, but Lee 
kept telling her that the Soviet constitu- 
tion said it was a free country. They were 
not supposed to drag you out to vote. 
So she received a speech on politics 
early that day. Of course, she had never 
studied that stupid Soviet constitution. 
That is, she had studied, had even passed 
her exam, but now she couldn’t recall 
any of it. So he had to teach her about 
her own system, and told her how 
they were not practicing their constitu- 
tion properly. 

He also liked her to be at home when 
he arrived. If she came in even ten min- 
utes after him, he’d be upset. “Where 

were you?” he’d ask. “How come you're 
late?” She thinks maybe that’s how his 
control over her began. Lee’s factory 
hours were always the same, and hers, 
too, but sometimes she might stop by a 
store, so how could you know who would 
come home first? 

Pregnant, she was now very sen- 
sitive to odor. Their walls seemed to 
smell; even her balcony seemed rank 
when she opened its door. She was al- 
ways sniffing somebody else’s cooking. 
Nor could she eat. And then there 
was Lee. If you boiled him in water, 
he would still have his special body 
odor. So by the second month of 
pregnancy, when he started being not 
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so nice, she began to look for fights. And 
she had second thoughts—had she made a 
mistake? Maybe she didn’t love this man. 

V-QUARRELS 

“Go find yourself a girl who 

knows how to cook!” 

Ses enough, she learned that Lee 
not only had a mother but a 

brother, with a wife and children. All of 
a sudden, Lee was part of a family—he 
kept getting more correspondence. Since 
she didn’t read English, she could not 
know what these letters were about, but 
then, one Sunday morning, she found 
out. Lee woke up and said, “If I have a 
chance to go to America, would you go 
with me?” 

“You're joking,” she said. 
He said, “No, it’s a possibility. I 

don’t know for sure, but would you go 
with me?” 

That gave her a feeling that he truly 
loved her. And she said, “I don’t know. 
I'm kind of scared.” She took a breath, 
and added, “O.K. I'll go.” 

It wasn’t that short a conversation— 
maybe it took an hour, maybe it took 
three days—but by its end she said O.K. 
He said, “I told them at the American 
Embassy that I was giving up my pass- 
port. So maybe they won’t allow me to 
go back. There might be complications. 
I'll have to write a lot of letters. And my 
mother will help. Will you go?” When 
she finally said yes, he said, “I don’t want 
you to tell Aunt Valya or any of your 
relatives. And nobody at work. Not yet. 
Because maybe it won't go through.” 

Marina did not believe it could hap- 
pen. Later, when she had to fill out her 
own applications, she still didn’t believe 
it. Her dream of marrying a foreigner 
had not included leaving her country. It 
was just finding a man who had an apart- 
ment. She didn’t want to huddle in 
somebody else’s corner. That was the 
largest thing about marriage: your own 
apartment. To meet and marry a for- 
eigner was, in addition, flattering to her, 
and adventurous. Sometimes she dreamed, 
Boy, wouldn’t it be great to work in 
Czechoslovakia for a couple of years? Or 
East Germany? Buy a sporty coat, look 
nice. Having married an American, she 
could tell the girls at work, “See what I 
got? You just have your Russian noth- 

  
  

ing.” They answered, “Isn’t your husband 
a worker?” She told them; “It doesn’t 
matter. He’s still a foreigner. He’s Oswald, 
not Vanya.” 

But now it was scary. Going to Amer- 
ica! It gets scarier if you don’t tell your 
relatives and keep it to yourself at work. 
Then in July, Alik said he might have to 
take an illegal trip to Moscow in order to 
visit the American Embassy. She won- 
dered if the K.G.B. would come for her 
then, or would they call her in from 
work?—she didn’t know how the K.G.B. 
got in touch with you. 

wn Marina also did not know 
was that her husband had been 

in correspondence through half the win- 
ter with American officials in Moscow, 
More than a month before he even met 
her, back in early February, 1961, he had 
already sent a letter to the Embassy, re- 
questing the return of that same passport 
he had left on Richard Snyder’s desk in 
late October, 1959. Snyder had mailed 
an answer back to Minsk, suggesting that 
Oswald take a trip to Moscow so they 
could discuss the matter, They had been 
in communication since. Oswald was to 
tell his wife many a lie over their years to- 
gether, but no single deceit may have 
been as large as his decision hot to in- 
form Marina or Valya or Ilya before the 
marriage that in his heart he was already 
on his way back to America. 

FOREIGN SERVICE DESPATCH 
Desp. No. 29 
FROM: Amembassy Moscow 
To: The Department of State, Washington 
SUBJECT: Citizenship and Passports: 

Lee Harvey Oswald 
Lee Harvey OSWALD appeared at the 

Embassy on July 8 on his own initiative in 
connection with his desire to return to the 
United States with his wife. 

Oswald... was questioned at length 
concerning his activities since entering the 
Soviet Union. No evidence was revealed of 
any act on his part which might have caused 
loss of American citizenship. He exhibited 
Soviet internal “stateless” passport... No. 
311479... which is prima facie evidence 
that he is regarded by the Soviet authorities 
as not possessing Soviet citizenship. Oswald 
stated that despite the wording of the state- 
ment which he handed to the Embassy on 
October 31, 1959... he never in fact actu- 
ally applied for Soviet citizenship . . . 

Oswald stated that he has never been 
called upon to make any statements for ra” 
dio or press or to address audiences since 
his arrival in the Soviet Union and that he 
has made no statements at any time of any 
exploitable nature concerning his original 
decision to reside in the Soviet Union... 
When queried about a statement which he 
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had made to the interviewin officer on 
October 31, 1959, to the offect that he 
would willingly make available to the So- 
viet Union such information as he had ac- 
Guiced as a radar operator in the Marine 

orps, Oswald stated that he was never in 
fact subjected to any questioning or briefin 
by the doviet authorities concerning his life 
or experiences prior to entering the Soviet 
Union, and never provided such informa- 
tion to any Soviet organ. He stated that he 
doubted in fact that he would have given 
such information if requested despite his 
statements made at the Embassy ae. 

Oswald intends to institute an applica- 
tion for an exit visa immediately upon his 
return to Minsk within the next few days. 
His American passport was returned to him 
for this purpose after having been amended to 
be valid for direct return to the United States 
only... it was felt that there was little 
prospect that Oswald could accomplish 
anything with the Soviet officials concerned 
unless he displayed his American passport... 

‘Twenty months of the realities of life in 
the Soviet Union have clearly had a matur- 
ing effect on Oswald. He ‘stated frankly 
that he had learned a hard lesson the hard 
way and that he had been completely re- 
lieved of his illusions about the Soviet nion 
at the same time that he acquired a new 
understanding and appreciation of the United 
States and the meaning of freedom. Much 
of the arrogance and bravado which charac-. 
terized him on his first visit to the Embassy 
appears to have left him... 

From Oswald’s diary: 
July 9 

Receive passport, call Marina to Mos- 
cow also. 

July 14 

Tand Marina return to Minsk. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

(In these transcripts, OLH [Oswald, 
Lee Harvey] has been changed to LHO, 
Marina was always referred to as Wife. 
Stepan underlined those speeches he con- 
sidered pertinent to his needs, whereas 
any comments that appear in italics 
as stage directions were made by the 
K.G.B. transcriber. That worthy was 
making his [or her] observations through 
a peephole in a rented room adjacent to 
the Oswalds’ apartment.) 

For OBJECT: OLH-2658 
For Periop: 17 JULY 1961 
LHO: I can’t tell you what to do. Do 

what you want to do. If you want, you 
can go with me. 

Wire: I don’t want to. 
LHO: Why? 
WIFE: I’m simply afraid 
LHO: Of course you're afraid . . . 
Wire: I don’t know America, I only 

know Russia . . . You can go back to your 
own people . . . I don’t know how things
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WHEN LEE DECIDED TO GO HOME 

will be there. Where will you find work? 

LHO: I'll find everything, everything. 

lll do everything. That’s my job. 
Wire: How will they treat me there? 
(Radio drowns out conversation; impos- 

sible to get in entirety.) 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For OBJECT: OLH-2658 

For Periop: 19 JuLy 1961 

Wire: All you know how to do is 
torture... 

(LHO goes out; yells something from the 
kitchen.) 

Wire: Go find yourself a girl who 
knows how to cook... I work, I don’t 

have time to prepare cutlets for you. You 
don’t want soup,-you don’t want kasha, 

just tasty tidbits, please! 
LHO: I can go eat at a restaurant. 
WIFE: Go to hell! When are you ever 

going to leave me alone? I'll probably 

never live to see the day when you leave 

me alone. 
LHO: But you don’t know how to do 

anything. 
WIFE: Leave me alone! 

Ss” bumped into Misha Smolsky 
once on the street, and he asked 

her how she was doing with her man, 
and she answered, “Very difficult.” 
Misha said, “If it is difficult, why did 
you jump into it?” She said, “No, he’s 
not a bad guy, but food is very difficult.” 
At that time, in shops there was a lot 

to buy, but what do people in Minsk 
eat, after all?—potatoes, pork fat, pick- 
led cucumbers, pickled cabbage, beef, 

pork, mutton, turkey, goose. She wasn’t 

able to buy food he would like. For in- 

stance, Alik would say, “I want to have 

corn,” and any corn they grew around 

there was for livestock. So she said to 

Misha Smolsky, “Let’s say we have cul- 

tural difficulties.” 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For OpjEcT: OLH-2658 

For PERiop: 21 JULY 1961 
LHO: Well, why are you crying? 

(Pause.) I told you crying won't do any good. 
(Wife cries.) 

You know, I never said that I was a 

very good person. 
(Wife cries and LHO calms her down.) 
WIFE (through tears): Why did I get 

married? You tricked me. 

LHO:... You shouldn’t cry. I under- 

stand, youdon’t understand yourself why. 
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“Thanks, New York. You've been a wonderful audience.” 

WIFE (through tears): My friends don’t 
recognize me. 

LHO: Well? I’ve also lost weight, 

right? 
WIFE (cries): Why did I get married? 
LHO: Well, what am I supposed to 

do? Is it my fault that you have a lot of 

work? I mean, you don’t ever cook, but 

other women cook. And I don’t say any- 
thing about it. I don’t yell. You never do 

anything and you don’t want to do the 
wash. What do you do? The only thing 
you ever talk about is how tired you are 

at work. 

Wire: J didn’t get any rest. 

LHO: Well, what canI do?... 

(Pause.) 
WIFE: Everything was so good, but 

lately everything has gotten bad, 
nothing’s right. You can’t please a man 
like you. 

(They are silent.) 
(Later that night.) 
LHO: Well, what? This is ridiculous! 
WIFE: I want to sleep, don’t bother 

me!... You're so crude! I’m tired, I 

swear, I’m tired. 

LHO: And what did you do that 
you're so tired? You didn’t do anything. 

You didn’t cook anything. 
Wire: The cafeteria’s good enough 

for you. 

LHO: And who’s going to wash the 
shirts, the socks? 

WIFE: Everything’s already washed, 
go and take a look. You'll leave and then 
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you'll be unhappy alone, you'll see . . . So 
get off my back. What is it you want 
from me, anyway, what? For God’s sake, 

just don’t torture me. Soon enough 
you won't have me, and that’s all there 

is to it. 

(Pause.) 
Wire: ... You're laughing, but you'll 

cry later. (Pause.) . . . 1 don’t want to now. 
I’m tired. 

LHO: What did you do that you're 

tired? 
Wire: Don’t throw things around . . . 

LHO: What can I do? (Mocks Wife.) 
“T don’t want to!” Well, what can J say! 
We’re going to be here four or five 
months anyway. 

WIFE: I'll be here. Let the baby stay 

by itself. 

LHO: Are you crazy!? (Yells.) You 
should be ashamed! A child without a fa~ 

ther! You should be ashamed! (Laughs.) 

You're still my wife, you're going! And if 

I leave, ll send you an invitation. 

WIFE: You'll leave on your own. 

LHO: You should be ashamed! You 

don’t believe yourself what you're 

saying... 

Wire: I’m not going to promise. If I 

don’t go then that’s it... 
LHO: You're my wife, you're going. 
Wire: No. 
LHO: Why? 

WIre: I know why. 

LHO: Well, why? You don’t know 
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yourself. There, you see. Do you know 
how many foreigners live there? 

Wire: They won't take me there, and 

they won't create the conditions for me, 

they won't create them. ‘The American 

Embassy won't look after me. 

LHO: Why do you think that? I 

mean, | wrote that I was obligating my- 

self, [Note in left margin: “Obviously, he 
is obligating himself to provide her with 

everything she needs in United States.” ] 

You understand that you're my wife and 

that you’re going with me. When I ar- 

rived here it was difficult for me too. 

Wire: That is an entirely different 

matter. 

LHO: But I’m obligating myself! Pll 

do everything. 

(Pause.) 
WIFE: You won’t convince me. 

(Pause.) ... 
LHO: You're just stubborn. 

Wire: And you're always yelling. 

(Radio drowns out conversation.) 

HEN Marina’s friend Inessa 

met Lee Oswald, he seemed not 

exactly unfriendly but very suspicious 
about things. They exchanged a few 

words and then he sat down in a chair 

and became completely occupied with 

some comic books his brother had sent 

him from America. Inessa spent her time 

chatting with Marina. 

After a few more visits, however, 
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Alik’s suspicions began fading 
away. Before long, Inessa was eat- 
ing with them in their kitchen. In- 
deed, she even liked it that he 

hadn’t become open right away 
but had waited and observed. She 

thinks she probably wouldn’t have 
believed him if, immediately, he 

had been too friendly. In fact, she 
liked him as a husband for Ma- 

rina. He did all the man’s work 

around their apartment without 
needing reminders. Which is not 

too often true of Russian men. 

What she wasn’t so comfort- 
able with was that all of a sudden 
he would announce what he liked 
about the Soviet Union and what 
he didn’t like, and he would do it 

in the open—never whispering. 

And there were other little things. 
She really couldn’t say that she ap- 

proved of him entirely, even if they 
were only small things. He would 

carry on if dinner wasn’t cooked on 

time, and in her opinion Marina didn’t 
fit his American standards of what a wife 
should be. When they had fights, Inessa 
saw them as children, one more stubborn 

than the other. She liked them both and 
was comfortable with both, and—maybe 
she was just lucky—in her presence they 
never had any really big arguments. She 
does remember that Marina would 
get irritated when Alik would read his 
American comic books and begin 
to laugh loudly. On the other hand, Ma- 

rina thought he was too pedantic and 

told Inessa that she was dissatisfied with 
his mind. 

He also had bad habits. Like a worker 
or a crude soldier. He was always spoil- 

ing the air with gases. That was shock- 
ing, and he did it as naturally as drink- 
ing water. 

All the same, Inessa always felt that 
Alik was more calm than Marina. Out- 
side of those gases, he was very orga- 
nized. He liked perfection in everything, 
and Marina used to complain about this 

trait. Taken all together, Inessa never 
really thought that Marina was deeply 
in love with him. She thinks Alik loved 
her more. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For Opject: OLH-2658 

For PERIOD: 24 JULY 1961 
21:20 
Wire: Alik! Look, I forgot to iron
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HIS BAD HABITS 

the bedsheets—there’s one lying over 

there. Alik! Look how warm my ears are. 

(They joke around; they laugh.) 

LHO: Not bad songs they’re singing. 
Wire: There’s some festival going on. 

Everyone’s going to Moscow and people 
can say what they want. Before, you 

couldn’t say anything: not on the street, 

not on the streetcar, not on the trolley. 

When Stalin was alive there was a micro- 

phone in every house and you couldn't 
say anything. Nowadays it’s a different 
matter. 

LHO: Yes, yes, my sister. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For OpjecT: OLH-2658 

For PErtop: 29 JULY 1961 
(LHO hisses her.) 
LHO: Come here, lie down. 

(Quie?.) 
19:40 

Wire: My God, your pants are so 
wrinkled. 

LHO: It’s been a while since you 
ironed them. 

WIFE: Four days ago. 
LHO: A week. 

WIFE: So? You could wear them 

for a week [but] you lie around in 

them. 

LHO: Take it easy... 
21:45 
WIFE: You're so wicked! (Squeals.) 

It’s true what they say about men 
not having any brains until they're 
thirty. (Laughs.) Ay! .. . Laughter.) 
What did you do? 

(They go to bed.) 
LHO: Don’t touch me, damn 

you. 
Wire: No, damn you. In a minute 

I’m going to cut off a particular 

place. Oy, mama. 
(They laugh.) 
(They talk about pregnancy; Wife 

tells about conversation with her doctor.) 

Wire: When the baby first starts 

moving, it'll be exactly half of my 

term. Give or take one or two days. 

Why does it seem to me that every- 

thing smells—my clothes, pillow, 

blanket? .. . I look so horrible. We 

all look horrible in last months [of 
pregnancy]. And if I’m dying, who 
will save me? I have narrow hip- 

bones. 

LHO: Me. 

Wire: The medical profession 
won't help, but you will. 

LHO: Be a composed lady. You're a 
lady. The very first day you became a 
lady. Good night. That's all. 

(They are silent.) 
23:00 

py always felt there was some- 

thing in Marina’s face that was cal- 

culating. But Pavel would rather say that 
he wasn’t prepared for Marina. He didn’t 
even meet her until the wedding, and 
then he didn’t take to her at first. 

Maybe Pavel saw her twenty times al- 

together, and he looked at her as a 
friend’s wife, nothing more. Whatever 

she was as a woman did not interest him. 

He had no hate for her; he just looked at 

her as a sheet for his friend’s bed. That 
was an expression he had learned at Ho- 

rizon. His factory, maybe because there 

were so many Jews in it, was considered 
to be the most humorous plant in Minsk. 

Certainly tractor factories and military 
factories were nothing like that, but then 
Jews who wanted to work in such places 
couldn’t get in. 

Pavel never saw Lee become very an- 

gry with Marina, but Oswald didn’t like 
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it at all when his new wife lit a cigarette, 
So whenever Pavel and Marina were out 
on the balcony together, Pavel used to 
hold one in his hand for her. That was to 
make it look as if Pavel were smoking, 
not her. He could say she inhaled as 
lightly and delicately as a yogi. 

Soon after Lee and Marina were mar- 
ried, Pavel was getting ready to visit his 
parents in Khabarovsk, and Stepan had 
a meeting with him. “Tell Oswald,” 
Stepan said, “that your father works on 
big deals as Air Force general. See if he 
will be interested.” 

‘The next time, when Stepan asked for 
Oswald’s response, Pavel said, “He just 
didn’t react at all.” 

Oswald had, in fact, ignored Pavel’s 
remark, but Marina said, “Oh! Why are 

you saying that to him?” And Pavel knew 
then that she understood a game was 
being played and that Pavel was a cog. 
He didn’t know if she was very quick 
or whether this news about his father 
had just been more interesting to her 
than to Lee. 

All the same, Pavel would say that he 
was not an active informant for the Or- 

  
‘I see you as a little bee, Kutner. Buzz, buzz, buzz, go make some honey. ” 
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gans. He never gave a written report, he 
never signed anything, and he did his 
best to be minimal with his Organ bosses 
when he did have to report. Pavel even 
told Lee not to talk too much with any- 
one. Then he added, “I’m telling you 

this, but other people might not.” He 
couldn’t allow himself to get more spe- 
cific than that. 

HE interviewers could not find out 
when Lee’s apartment had first 

been wired. The earliest transcripts they 
would receive from the K.G.B. were 
dated mid-July, which was just after Os- 
wald returned from his trip to the Amer- 
ican Embassy. The question, however, 

remained open. Had Oswald’s apartment 
been bugged in early March of 1960, 
prior to his moving in, or at some other 
period before July, 1961? It is also pos- 
sible, since the daily labor consequent 
upon bugging was an expensive item in 
their budget, that the local K.G.B., hav- 
ing close human sources in place, did not 

install equipment until those four days in 
July when both Oswald and his wife were 
in Moscow. 

In conversations with the interview- 
ers, Igor did say that after Likhoi was 
married it became crucial to learn all they 
could about Marina’s character. Was she 
a type of person to obtain secrets from 
her uncle and pass them on to Oswald? 

When installing a bug, the Organs 
would often rent a room in an apartment 
above or next door to their target. That 
was usually not too difficult, since people 

always had rooms for rent in a larger 
apartment. In Oswald’s case, conversa- 

tions were transcribed from a chamber 
above his apartment, and, later, such 

equipment was moved to a room next 
door. If the Organs had been able to rent 
an entire apartment above Lee’s rather 
than a single room, they would have 
bugged the bathroom, kitchen, and bal- 
cony—all three. But they did not have 
that kind of access. 

As for being able to observe people vi- 
sually, that was no longer difficult by 
1961. An imperceptible hole was made 
and a special lens inserted, a most useful 
tool thirty years ago—an early use of fibre 
optics. At that time, it was their “great- 
est weapon,” because it provided a good 
deal of information. 

For example, knowledge started to 
come in to Igor and Stepan that Marina 
had a low opinion of Lee as a partner. 

Still, their relationship was interesting. 

‘They got married and now they were go- 

ing to have a child. Was their reason 

love, or was it Oswald’s desire for better 

cover? This was one question Counterin- 
telligence had to determine. If, in the 

course of going back to his native coun- 

try, Oswald all of a sudden divorced his 

family and left without them, that would 

put the Organs on guard. Was it that he 
had completed his work and was now 

running away? But no—this man wanted 
his wife to go with him. That caused 
many suppositions to fall away. Studying 
the character of Oswald’s marriage re- 

duced anxieties for Igor and Stepan. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For PErtop: 26 JULY 1961 
9:50 P.M. (LHO goes into the kitchen; 

comes back.) 

10:10 P.M. (They go to bed.) 
10:15 P.M. (Intimate conversation.) 
10:30 P.M. (Quiet; they are sleeping.) 
11:00 P.M. (Surveillance ends.) 

Stepan was asked if it was K.G.B. 

policy to discontinue bugging at 11 P.M., 
since people usually went to bed then. 
He replied that this type of measure 

could be conducted around the clock or 

for only a few hours. A matter of opera- 

tive expediency. 

Nor was there a set policy about re- 
cording intimate moments. Usually, a 

K.G.B. transcriber would state that such 

an action had occurred, but would not 

give details. It goes without saying that 
each developer had the major responsi- 

bility for such decisions. It depended on 
what he was looking to analyze. Stepan, 
for one, preferred to avoid this sort of 
thing. “But assume I am C.1.A. or F.B.I. 

and I am trying to recruit a Soviet 
engineer. I would have to look for com- 

promising materials on him, first and 

foremost sexual things. Working as an 

analyst on such a case, I give this order: 

“Take down everything in the most 

detailed manner possible. All sexual 
processes. Take photographs. So on.’ 

Everything depends on which goal is be- 
ing pursued.” 

In Lee Harvey Oswald’s case, sexual 

details were not necessary. “If he and 

Marina said something of interest, let our 

transcriber take it down; but if Oswald 

and Marina are just making love, a per- 
son listening or looking through our de- 
vice would write no more than ‘intimate, 

tender moments.’” In fact, Stepan did 
not relish these personal occasions. Why 

irritate higher-ups who have to read it? 

But if something said is significant, well, 

his transcribers wouldn’t miss that—it 

gocs without saying. If, for example, sub- 
jects start, during lovemaking, to speak 

about important matters, that would 

be mentioned. Stepan recalls nothing 
significant, however, being noted during 
Oswald’s case. 

AX and Marina were sure the Organs 

were bugging them. “Yeah,” says 

Marina now, thinking about it. “We'd 
become like two kids. Nothing or no- 

body is going to stop us. I was his ally all 

the way through. Just for the damn prin- 
ciple of it.” Once, when all lights were off 

in their apartment, they examined their 
electricity meter with a flashlight. The 

needle was still moving. That was when 
Lee said, “They bug our apartment.” 
Maybe he was just playing some game 
with her, making it dramatic. But if they 

wanted to talk, they did go out to their 
balcony or turned on their radio. Espe- 
cially so they wouldn’t jeopardize any 

persons they were talking about. Still, it 

did not become part of her life. If she 

wanted to talk to Lee, she did not always 

go out on that balcony. Because, really, 

there was nothing to hide. The most 

horrible thing, you would expect, was 
that maybe somebody was recording 
them in bed. Yet, and it sounds stupid, 

they weren’t all that concerned about it— 

isn’t that funny? But if they wanted to 
discuss something about their upcoming 
trip to America, they would go out to the 

balcony. Maybe she was just blocking out 

everything about this “intimacy part,” but 

as she remembers she didn’t mind all that 

much if someone was listening. Maybe it 

was because they didn’t make love as fre- 

quently in those months of pregnancy. 
Pavel knew that Lee’s apartment was 

wired. He couldn’t say exactly how he 
knew; probably it was intuition rein- 

forced by experience. Stepan, after all, 

knew certain things about Lee he could 

have learned only by such methods, and 
hints of such knowledge came out when 
he met with Pavel to give instructions on 
what questions to ask next. So Oswald’s 

apartment had to be bugged. 
Not his balcony, however. Pavel cal- 

culated that it would be difficult to dis- 

guise a microphone out on a naked bal- 

cony. Moreover, cars would be passing, 
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Lee and Marina leaving Minsk for America in May, 1962. ‘I don't think we're going to have any problems,” Lee said.  
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and there would be wind and interfer- 

ence from birds. From detective stories, 
you would have believed that the Organs 

had enough technology to put a minia- 

ture microphone in a button on a shirt, 
but that is very expensive. 

All the same, they were always there. 

Or so it felt. Pavel, when talking to Lee, 
would not allow himself to get curious. 
He didn’t want to gain any information 

he would have to divulge or else not be 

serving his Motherland. 
When speaking to the interviewers, 

Stepan always put his emphasis on the 

more efficient aspects of security activi- 
ties. He did not dwell on lapses. What- 

ever impediments might hinder good 
transcription were not going to be dis- 

cussed by him. After a review of those 

particular transcripts that the K.G.B. did 

provide, it is, however, hard to suppose 

that we are in the presence of advanced 
technology. As was often indicated by 
the transcriber, the sound was poor and 

Oswald’s radio was usually on. Indeed, 
he often had to yell above it for Marina 
to hear. Since it was summer, there were 

frequent visits to their balcony, and from 

there nothing could be heard, while the 

  

sounds of running water are what is 
picked up most often from the kitchen. 

Add to this that there might be un- 
professional fatigue visiting that K.G.B. 
auditor in the next room—even periods, 

conceivably, of dozing off—and one is 

left for the most part with a portrait of 
two young married people who argue 
with each other so fiercely and (for all we 

can make out) so pointlessly that an im- 
pulse arises to compose a one-act play: 
“Newlyweds.” 

INTERVIEWER: Did you ever fight 
over washing the floors? 

Marina: No. 
INTERVIEWER: Would he ever com- 

plain about the floors? 

Marina: I don’t remember . . . but I 
don’t think so. 

INTERVIEWER: Did you ever argue 

about cleaning the house? 

Marina: We probably argued about 
even the cats scratching the roof. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts 

For Opject: OLH-2658 

For Periop: 3 AuG. 1961 
18:24 (They enter room.) 

  

      
    

    

          
  

      

  
‘And now a word for those of you with oily skin. » 
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WIFE (yells): I'm tired of everything! 
And what about you? Can’t you wash? I 
suppose you want me to wash floors ev- 
ery day? 

LHO: Yes, wash these floors every 
day... | 

Wire: You don’t do anything and I’m 
supposed to spend all day cleaning up. A 
decent man would help. Remember you 
used to say: I’ll help! You did wash once, 
and now you talk about it endlessly, and 
I wash our clothes every time and it 
doesn’t count for anything... 

LHO: You have to make something 
to eat! 

WIFE (yed/s): I can’t. I’m not going to 
cook. 

LHO: You could make cutlets, put on 
water for tea. I mean, I bought every- 
thing, everything. 

WIFE: I won't. 
LHO: You haven't done anything. 
Wire: Well, what have you done 

for me? 
LHO: Silence! 

Wire: I’m not going to live with 

Ou... 

. LHO: Thank God! 
Wire: Take a look at yourself. A tidy 

man! You're twenty times dirtier 
than I am. Look at your pillow; you 
sleep on it once and it’s already 
dirty. 

LHO: You never do anything! 
Wire: That’s right, I just ca- 

rouse. I carouse with my health. 
LHO: You don’t do anything. 
Wire: You have cleaned up this 

apartment just once, and I’ve done 
it twenty-one times. You'll do it 
once and then talk about it all day. 

LHO: This house has to be 
cleaned every day. ‘There’s dirt in 
our kitchen, dirt everywhere. What 
good is that? You sleep until ten in 
the morning and you don’t do any- 
thing. You could be cleaning up 
during that time. 

Wire: I need my sleep. If you 
don’t like it, you can go to your 
America. 

LHO (calmly): Please, thank 

you. 

WIFE: You're always finding 
fault... 

LHO: You're ridiculous. Lazy 
and crude, 

Wire: I want you to feel what 
it’s like to be me for one day. (4f- 
ter a silence, she begins to cry.)
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“ARE YOU SURE YOU'RE NOT A SPY?” 

LHO: Well, what’s the problem? . . . 

Wire: Get out! I’m not your house- 

keeper. Give me proper conditions . . . 

LHO: Don’t cry. I'm just saying that 
you don’t want to do anything. 

WIFE: So? I never washed our floors? 

LHO: You're not a good housewife, 

no, not a good housewife. 

WIFE: You should have married a 
good one... 

(They're silent.) 
Wire: . . . Ifyou don’t like it, you can 

go to your America. 
LHO: I’ve told you for a long time 

that you don’t do anything. 

WIFE: I wash floors every day. 

LHO: It’s dirty. 

Wire: What's dirty to you is clean to 

me. I washed floors yesterday and you 

walk around in shoes. 

LHO: There’s dirt and dust because 

you open our balcony doors. 

WIFE (ye//s): It was closed all day. You 
don’t understand anything. 

LHO: Don't cry... 

Wire: Don't you see that I dust each 
morning? 

LHO: You don’t clean up over there 

on our table. 

Wire: Yeah, yeah, I dirty it up. I 

washed it twice and you never even 

washed it once... Do you hate me when 

you yell at me? 

21:55 

LHO: Yes. 

WIFE: Yes? 
LHO: Yes. 

Wire: ... Why are you afraid of 

people? What scared you? 

LHO (yells angrily): Shut up, shut 
up... You stand there and blab. 

Wire: You're afraid of everybody! . . . 
LHO: Shut up! 
Wire: Are you afraid that they'll steal 

everything from you, a pot of gold that 

you have? (Laughing.) At times like this 

you could kill me. You have to have some 

kind of strong will. 

LHO: How about some potatoes? 

Wire: They're not ready yet, what can 

Ido? 

22:37 (They go into the kitchen.) 
22:40 (Wife makes LHO wash his feet.) 
23:00 (It's quiet in the room; no conver- 

sation.) 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For OBJECT: OLH-2658 

For Periop: 11 Aucust 1961 
LHO: If you don’t love me, then how 

can you live with me? I give and will give 
you every opportunity... What do you 
want? One minute you say you want to 

leave, next minute you don’t want to 

leave. 

Wire: Sometimes I’m just afraid of 

going with you... 

LHO: This last month you've changed 

entirely. No tenderness, nothing. If it 

weren't for your being pregnant... 

(Doesn't finish his sentence.) I can’t yell at 

you in the presence of other people, but 

you're always saying things about me 

around other people... And then you 

tell fairy tales about how I’m going away, 

how I’m leaving you, that everything’s 

my fault. But even so I want you to be 

with me. I understand that you.are the 
way you are and that you can’t be any 

different than you are. (Pause.) Why do 
you make yourself out to be so wronged? 

The most wretched girl in the world! 
You're talking nonsense. 

Wire: To hell with you... 

LHO: Ah, you don’t respect me. 

Wire: Alik, we already fought enough. 
And now you're at it again. 

LHO: You weren't this way before. 

Wire: Neither were you. 

23:35 (Quiet; they're asleep.) 

VI-DEPARTURE 

‘Remember, 'm Marina. Don’t 

let her get lost in history.” 

OMETIMES Marina would won- 

der if Lee thought it would be 

harder for Americans to arrest him if he 

came home with a wife and a child. 

Maybe his mother had told him to bring 

his Russian along. Since his mother 
wrote letters to him in English, how 

could Marina know? She would apolo- 

gize to Americans, but she did not really 
like their language. It was much less 
beautiful to her than Russian. 

In the later months of her pregnancy, 
Lee became careful. The American baby 
book said, Don’t make love once a cer- 

tain month is reached—now she can’t re- 

member which month. And Lee was 

protective, very protective of their unborn 

baby, and tender, very tender; he mea- 

sured her stomach and he petted it. 

She wasn’t showing anything for a 

long time. Just a little belly. Once, he 
asked, “Are you sure you're pregnant?” 

He was afraid their baby might be too 

89 

small. But he was excited when he heard 

the heartbeat for the first time—a nice 

quiet moment. He loved to lay his ear on 
her stomach and listen. 

All through their marriage, she would 

say, little by little, maybe their sex got 

better. Only one thing she would never 

allow: “What do you call it?—when 
people kiss feet—fetish?” She never 

heard about anything like that until she 

read of it. She would never allow men 

that, but Lee was not perverted in such 
a way. He was nice. When her feet felt 
wooden in the last months of pregnancy, 

Lee would massage them. And later he 
was very kind about a few stretch marks 
she had after June was born. He would 
look at their baby and say, “Your mama 
did all this for you,” and he would stroke 
those stretch marks and kiss them. But, 
of course, they were never that bad. She 
never got that big. 

Now, at night, in their small apart- 
ment, as winter came on, he would write 

in a notebook. Since they were going to 
America, he had started a new journal, 

and for a couple of nights he wrote so 

much that she finally asked him if he was 

a spy. Up to then, she had tried to respect 
his privacy. She didn’t believe that mar- 

riage was a place where you have to 
smother each other. People must have 

their own lives. But she was curious. So 

she asked him what he was writing, and 
he told her it was his memories of Rus- 

sian life. She said, “Are you sure you're 
not a spy?” He said, “What if I were?” 
He stared at her. He said, “What would 
you do if I am?” She really didn’t know. 
She started thinking about it. When he 

saw how worried she looked, he said, 

“Don’t worry. I was joking. I’m not 

a spy.” So she trusted him. Still, she 
could see how he might be a spy. Who 

could love the Soviet Union? She didn’t. 

No admiration there at all. Why, she 

even smoked Belomorkanal cigarettes. 

Her private protest. She could explain: 

Belomorski Canal had been built by po- 

litical prisoners, whose bones were bur- 

ied in the canal banks, and later, when 

they named a cigarette Belomor, people 

saw it as a symbolic memento of all the 
bones that were buried during Stalin’s 
period. “A great economic achieve- 

ment—so many bones were buried there. 
Our system was such that you have to 
read between the lines. People knew 

what was happening even if they could 
not tell. We felt solidarity with people
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CIRCE’S POWER 

I never turned anyone into a pig. 

Some people are pigs; | make them 

look like pigs. 

I’m sick of your world 

that lets the outside disguise the inside. 

Your men weren’t bad men; 

undisciplined life 
did that to them. As pigs, 

under the care of 
me and my ladies, they 
sweetened right up. 

Then I reversed the spell, 
showing you my goodness 
as well as my power. I saw 

we could be happy here, 

as men and women are 

when their needs are simple. In the same breath, 

I foresaw your departure, 

your men with my help braving 
the crying and pounding sea. You think 

a few tears upset me? My friend, 

every sorceress is 
a pragmatist at heart; nobody 
sees essence who can’t 

face limitation. If I wanted only to hold you 

I could hold you prisoner. 

buried near Belomorski Canal. Even 

now, people won't switch, even now. 

Belomor is not just a cigarette. If you buy 

it, you're saying, “Chank you, brother. 

You died. I’m with you.’ So Russians 
laugh when they smoke Belomor. ‘They 
say, ‘My God, everything built in Russia 

is on the bones, you know?’ ” 

She felt an outcast at work, however. 

When she walked into a room, others 

became quiet, like maybe they had been 

talking about her. She wasn’t invited to 

have lunch with them anymore. 

Nov.-Dee. 

Now we are becoming annoyed about 
the delay. Marina is beginning to waver 
about going to the U.S. Probably from the 
strain and her being pregnant. Still, we 

—LOUISE GLUCK 

quarrel and so things are not too bright, es- 
pecially with the approach of the hard Rus- 
sian winter. 

S” had not wanted to marry a Rus- 
sian boy, because it was accepted 

that with ninety-nine per cent of them 

you would end up being beaten by your 

man—slapped or struck, anyway. Now, 
all of a sudden, here she was married to 
a foreigner who was beginning to control 
her physically. 

In Russia, women would always tell 

you, “After your honeymoon, don’t let 
your husband dominate. What goes on 

in the beginning is how it will be later.” 
So she and Lee both stood their ground. 

They would argue and slam doors. But 
there came a day when he hit her. She 
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was so ashamed. She left Lee and went 
to her aunt. She doesn’t remember what 
their fight was about, but she thought, 
I’m not going to take it. She left. Lee had 
slapped her with an open hand on her 
cheek, and she went and knocked on 

Valya’s door—it was late at night. Her 

aunt asked, “Who is it?” and when Ma- 

rina said, “Can I come in?” Valya said, 

“Are you alone?” Then Marina heard 
Uncle Ilya say, “Tell Marina to go back 

home.” Her aunt stood up then to Ilya. 
She let Marina in. Her uncle said, “This 
is the first and last time you are coming 
here after you have a fight with your hus- 
band. Come here together once you 
patch everything up, but don’t come here 
alone. If you want a marriage, solve your 
own problems. Don’t visit this place ev- 
ery time you have something wrong.” At 
the time, Marina thought he was cold- 
blooded, but now she would say he was 

right. Ilya had been cruel but wise. 

When she went home the next day, 

Lee said it would never happen again, he 
was sorry, but she remembered how, just 

before he got violent, he had turned very 

pale and his eyes had no expression, as 

if he were looking at her from very 
far away. 

In Minsk, he hit her only three or four 
times. That is not what she found de- 
grading in Russia. It was that K.G.B. was 

always bugging whatever they did, and 
then the F.B.I. got into their act in 
America. Now she was having to dissect 
her life for interviewers one more time. 
So who was worth it, and what for? Why 

did she have to explain herself to any- 
body? She didn’t want to talk about Alik 

hitting her. Because that put him in a 

bad light. How could he defend himself 
from a crime she doesn’t think he com- 
mitted if people have mental pictures of 
him beating her? 

From K.G.B. Report: 

During meeting on November 20, 1961, 
Mr. Prusakov, L.V., clarified that twice dur- 
ing this recent period he spoke with his 
niece Marina and her husband, Oswald... 

As a relative of Oswald’s wife, Prusakov 
expressed an opinion that Oswald’s deci- 
sion to return to America may turn out to 
be a mistake. Prusakov spoke to him of 
complications in international situation, 
also to a possibility he would be recruited 
into American army, problems of finding 
work in America, as well as some possibility 
of his arrest there. Oswald explained to 
Prusakov that he hardly thinks he will be 
called for military service, since he has al- 
ready served his term... and concerning 

a
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NOT AN INTERROGATION 

his possible arrest—he doesn’t think Em- 
bassy employees would lie to him. Never- 
theless, Oswald promised to weigh all these 
obstacles concerning his return to America. 

As Prusakov further explained, he also 
tried to convince his niece Marina that it 
was inexpedient to go to USA. A similar 
influence on Marina was undertaken by her 
Aunt Polina, living in Kharkov. As a result 
of these conversations, Prusakov decided 
that Marina didn’t feel like going. How- 
ever, she was very concerned how she would 
carry on her further life, having a baby from 
Oswald. 

Prusakov promised to continue to work 
on convincing Oswald and his wife to change 
their opinion about going to America. Pru- 
sakov didn’t recall any suspicious moments 
in Oswald’s behavior. 

ERHAPS the time had come for 

K.G.B. Counterintelligence, Bye- 

lorussia, to divest itself of a person who 

could easily create an international epi- 

sode and was contributing very little at 

work, or so said a report on December 

11, 1961, sent to the Minsk City Militia 

Department from the Plant Director and 

the Personnel Department Chief: 

Lee Harvey Oswald... hired as regula- 
tor in experimental shop of this plant on 
January 13, 1960. 

During his employment as regulator his 
performance was unsatisfactory. He does 
not display initiative for increasing his skill 
as a regulator. 

Citizen Lee Harvey Oswald reacts in an 
oversensitive manner to remarks from the 
foreman, and is careless in his work. Citi- 
zen L. H. Oswald takes no part in the so- 
cial life of our shop and keeps very 
much to himself. 

At Horizon, Katya, working down ( 
the aisle from Alik, had come to no- 
tice that he was becoming less and 

ten, he would sit with his feet on the 

table. When there was no table, he 

would put his feet on a chair. His 

fellow-workers decided it was Amer- 

ican culture. 

They would say to him, “Alik, 
why do you come here and go to 

sleep? It’s still morning.” He would 

answer, “I made love a lot. That’s 

why I’m sleeping now.” 
“Maybe he said it in joking,” 

Katya said. “But it was not impor- 
tant for me.” 

Step by step, people stopped be- 
ing curious about him. Once or twice, 
after Alik was called into the office 

for a reprimand, he would come 

back to his worktable and say, “I am 

going to write my memoits—How 

I Remeniber the Soviet Union.’” 

\ 
less of a worker. More and more of- | 

Nobody reacted. Everybody thought, 

What is he going to write if he can’t even 

speak properly? It was best to keep some 

distance from him. How could you know 

what is in his mind? 

FTER Marina filled out every paper, 

every one of so many needed 
for her to go to America, and all those 

weeks went by, and then all those months 
from August to December, a phone call 

came to her at last, when she was at 

work. Marina was told to go over to the 
main government building on Lenin 
Street, where M.V.D. and K.G.B. were 
housed. 

She came in from a side street 

and walked downstairs. There was 
only one man in the room; he “was 

gray-headed, he was authority.” He 

was tall, but she doesn’t remember his 

face. Just that he was in uniform. Nor 
does she recall whether he called her 

Marina or Mrs. Oswald; but he did say, 

“I’m here to talk to you about your pa- 
pers. You're applying to go to the United 
States.” 

She told him that that was correct. He 

said, “You don’t have to be afraid. This 

is not an interrogation. I just want to talk 

to you to find out what is your reason for 

leaving this country. I want to ask a few 
questions. You know,” he said, “you are 

not going to be arrested or anything. It’s 
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just normal procedures.” ‘Then he asked, 
“Is there any political reason? Do you 
have anything against this country? Do 
you disagree with something?” 

She said, “No. My reason is that I’m 
married to an American. He’s going 
home and I’m his wife. That’s my only 
reason for going. That’s all there is to it.” 

He said, “Is there any way I can 
persuade you not to leave? Because 
such an act will jeopardize the reputa- 
tions of people you work with, and your 
relatives.” 

She picked up on this. She said, 
“My uncle had nothing to do with it. 
He didn’t approve of my marriage. He 
agreed only because my husband told 
him he was not able to go back to Amer- 
ica. So it was my uncle’s understanding 
that I would not go. Now my husband 
does have a chance to return, and,” she 

added, “I’m not leaving for any political 
reason.” 

He chewed it over from this side and 
that; then he closed his file on all his pa- 
pers and said, “If that’s what you think, 
I guess it’s what you do.” 

As he opened his door for her, he 
said—and she remembers that here he 
did call her by her first name—‘T’m not 
talking to you right now as an official, 
Marina. Look at my hair—l’ve been 
through the war. You’re young, you 
could be my granddaughter. I’m strictly    

  
“Theyre from the new Gangsta line of sleepwear.”
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talking to you as a man. How do you 
know that your best circumstances are 
not right here? You cannot guarantee 
that your marriage will be all right. 
You're taking a large leap. If your mar- 
riage doesn’t work, there’s no easy way 
back. You'll be all alone. Think about 
that when you go home now. I’m talking 
to you like a grandfather, and this deci- 
sion is yours.” 

She did think about it. As she walked 
home, she thought about it a lot. He had 

been a nice man. He had not switched to 
his mean side. He had talked to her as 
another human being. When she told 
Lee, word for word, what had happened, 
he said, “I don’t think we're going to have 
any problems. The light looks green.” 

They had come a long way. Even 
when Lee had proposed, she hadn’t 
thought that they would allow them to 
get married. So much had happened so 
quickly. 

Dec. 25, Christmas Day 

Marina is called to the Passport and 
Visa office. She is told we have been granted 
Soviet exit visas. 

Br Igor and Stepan had come to 
their assessment of Oswald: He 

was a person you could call emotional. 

‘He's mellowed quite a bit over the years. However, that’s become a signature thing for him.” 

That had manifested itself in fights that 

arose between him and his wife, al- 
though such fights tended to be short- 

lived. On the other hand, Oswald was 

never involved in acts of public violence. 

In fact, the head of M.V.D. militia de- 

livered an official document to K.G.B. 

saying that Oswald had never been ob- 

served in any form of hooliganism. 

In addition, Oswald’s hunting trips 

now offered no problem for Counter- 
intelligence. He had gone on several oc- 

casions, and according to their sources 

he was a poor hunter and came back 

with nothing. He never made attempts 
to isolate himself from his group, never 
tried to approach industrial sites in 
the forest, and never made suspicious 
movements. K.G.B. questions on this 
matter, therefore, were put to rest; 

Oswald even went without his camera. 

If he had brought it along, they would 

have looked to determine whether 

he approached such installations in 
order to take pictures. But he didn’t 

even bring it. Finally, he sold his gun 

on the second of January, 1962, ap- 

proximately a year and a half after 
purchase, the gun bearing Serial Num- 

ber 64621. 

So the Organs concluded that they 
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might as well allow Oswald to return to 

America. 

From K.G.B. Transcripts: 

For OpjecT: OLH-2983 

For PErion: 19 May 1962 

LHO: How could you! You were off 

from work somewhere for three hours. 

(Baby is crying.) 
WIFE: You idiot! ’'m not going any- 

where with you. You can take the baby 

and go. Take her and go. 

LHO: Shut up. Take your baby. 

(Baby is crying.) 

WIFE: Leave me alone. Do whatever 

you want, I’m not going with you. You 
never do anything to help me out. Go, 
feed the baby. You can kill me, but I’m 
not going to get milk. I’m just going to sit 

here and watch. You'll create these scan- 

dals until two in the morning, I don’t just 

take off from work somewhere—I have 

to sleep at that clinic. These doctors seem 

to make a point of not waiting for me. 
(Cries.) 
What, I have to run home [from my 

clinic]? 
LHO: Exactly. 

(They go into kitchen.) 
12:50 (They come back in.) 
WIFE (sobbing): Out of my sight, you 

dog! You scoundrel! 

Don’t look at me 
that way—nobody is 
afraid of you. Go to 
hell, you bastard! 

LHO: You're very 
good, 

WIFE: You can go 
to your America with- 

out me, and I hope 
you die on the way. 

(LHO leaves.) 

(Quiet in the apart- 
ment.) 

They left by train 

and travelled through 

Poland, Germany, 

and Holland. In Hol- 

land, they boarded 
the Maasdam for the 
United States, and 
arrived on June 13, 
1962. 

Marina did not 
tell anyone, but Dal- 
las and Fort Worth 

were disappoint- 
ing. She was not 
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impressed with Texas. She had thought 
it would be like the movie “Oklahoma!,” 
which she had seen in Minsk, and had 

been full of cowboys and the West, but 

here it was not like that. The residential 

area was all right, because the grass was 

mowed, and, no matter how poor the 

house, it was at least big enough for a 

family—but she did not like the two cit- 

ies Dallas and Fort Worth. They had no 

harmony. ‘They were disorganized. One 
tall building and three short ones, then 
an empty lot. Never anything beautiful or 

old. She did not know if the city was dy- 
ing or growing up. No, she was not im- 

pressed. The only thing she really liked 

was the smell of the mimosa trees. 

She wrote a letter back to the girls at 

the pharmacy and said that the Russian 

language had been difficult for Alik and 

he had always been mispronouncing 
words, but now she was living in his 
shoes, mispronouncing American words. 

At her letter’s end, she wrote, “Remem- 

ber, ’'m Marina. Don’t let her get lost in 

history.” 

A Stepan would inform the inter- 

viewers in the fall of 1992, Li- 

khoi’s file was discontinued by the sum- 

mer of 1962. In his actions, his behavior, 

in his way of life, there had been no in- 

dication that he was any kind of intelli- 

gence agent. Of course, the possibility 
still existed that he had been sent over to 
study U.S.S.R. living conditions inti- 

mately. That information could then be 
used by American special services. Such 

a possibility could not be excluded, 
although there was no way to find 
that out. A person could always walk 

around, meet people, study everything, 

make mental notes. Then, on his return 

home, a report could be written telling 

about everything. One cannot do much 

about that. But as far as Oswald being 

an active agent—all indications were 

negative. 

They could ask their own overseas 

agents in the First Directorate who were 

stationed in America to watch Oswald 

now that he was back in his own coun- 

try, but it would be very difficult, very ex- 

pensive. To put surveillance on him in 

the United States would suggest that 

they considered him highly important, 

but by the time he left Minsk he was no 

longer looked upon as being in so serious 

a category. Nor would any Russian 

people who lived in Fort Worth be con- 

  
  

    
  

          

  

    

  

    

  

“When we have interactive books, the first thing I'm 

going to do is rush Little Nell to a hospital.” 

sidered a potential source. Over there, 

K.G.B. officers avoided the Russian 

community and American Communists 

and sympathizers. If a K.G.B. agent 
working illegally in America sees an 
American Communist coming his way, 
he will go in the opposite direction. One 

does not want to stray into the F.B.1.’s 

field of surveillance. So while there might 
have been some interest in following 

Oswald’s activities on his return to 

America, any estimates of risk and cost 
made it not worthwhile. 

VII-SHOCK 

‘Did you attempt to 

recruit Oswald?” 

kK remembers shock. For every- 
body at Horizon. She couldn’t 

believe it had happened. He was just a 
young boy with a running nose. When 

it was cold, you could always see his run- 
ning nose.‘And suddenly he killed this 
American President? Other men in her 
factory were stronger than him, much 
stronger. He was like that, small. 

At Horizon, people did speak about 
it a little, but it was something that hap- 

pened far away, and in a few days rep- 
resentatives from the Organs came over 
and told them it was best not to talk 
about Oswald. Forget him. Best to for- 
get him. Best for all. 

IMMA had always known she could 
hurt his feelings, and so she never 

did. “I could paint a portrait of him as 
someone who thinks too much of him- 
self but doesn’t work to become the per- 
son he wants to be. You should know 
what kind of person you are. The most 
important thing for Alik was that he 
wanted to become famous. Idea Num- 
ber One. He was fanatic about it, I 

think. Goal Number One. Show that he 
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was different from others, and, you 

know, he achieved this goal.” 

The permanent effect of knowing 

Lee Harvey Oswald, she would say, is 

that ever since 1963 she has been afraid 

to visit the United States. No longer is 

her motto “Ad astra per aspera’ —through 

adversity we reach the stars. 

FTER the assassination, they were all 

worried at the pharmacy. “What 

will Marina do, being so lonely now with 

two children? How is she going to live 

financially—how will she manage?” 

They were certainly worried. 

pm was offended when this War- 

ren Commission presented Lee 

as an underdeveloped mentality. Very 

offended. Pavel didn’t like the idea 
that somebody who was not stupid 
was being shown to the whole world as 
if he were. 

What with the time difference be- 

tween Dallas and Minsk—eight or nine 

hours!—Pavel happened to be out with 

young students at a large dancing party. 
He acted as the disk jockey. He had his 
tape recorder, and was putting on differ- 

ent kinds of music; then, suddenly, in- 

formation came over their radio—Ken- 

nedy was killed. He listened to the Voice 

of America and it said that Lee Harvey 

Oswald, a person who lived in Dallas, 

was being arrested. 
For years, Pavel kept collecting all 

kinds of different articles on this subject. 

He could never accept it as a fact. Read- 

ing more and more about it, however, he 

decided that one person could always 

make another do anything. You can 

break a person, and you can certainly 
change a person by force. In Pavel’s 

opinion, Lee Harvey Oswald is not Ken- 

nedy’s murderer but was somehow in- 
volved in a plot. Because, after all, Lee 

was no angel. He could be a part of 

somebody’s plot. 
After Lee was killed by Ruby, Pa- 

vel mailed a letter to Marina giv- 

ing his condolences. Next morning, 

K.G.B. was at his door. That was No- 

vember 26, 1963. He was taken to 

their office by trolleybus. He was not so 

important a criminal that they were 

going to send a car. He remembers that 

he had on a Chinese blue coat, a scarf 

and cap, and both men who came for 

him were dressed in regular street 

clothes, but then K.G.B. people only 

  

wear their uniforms when on parade, or 

in a cofhin. 

They went through a side entrance, 

up crazy stairs to the second floor, and 
from there he could look out a window 

and see a bookstore. He didn’t know 
whether he'd ever get back to that street 

outside. Maybe it was the worst emo- 

tional moment in his life. His letter to 

Marina had sympathized with her feel- 
ings; now he was a criminal. Only later 

did he understand that by writing such 

a letter he had truly scared the Organs. 

His letter might influence international 

relationships: somebody in Russia was 
sorry for the wife of this man who had 
killed Kennedy. 

They let him sit in a chair. They were 
very polite; they didn’t beat him. They 
were K.G.B., after all. He was sitting in 

a room with a big table, and there were 
a lot of officers and bodyguards around, 
maybe seven people. 

They started by telling him, “In our 
country, only representatives of the 
people can send sympathies. You are not 

a representative of our people. You have 
no right to express sympathy. That's one 

thing. You have lost your political vigi- 

lance. You have become politically short- 
sighted. If you don’t want somebody to 
write the laws of our country on your 

back, if you want to see some sky again, 

then stop doing stupid things. Speaking 
of that, how are you related to Marina 
Oswald? Did you sleep with her?” They 
would ask him other questions, then go 
back to that: “Ever sleep with Marina?” 

For some reason, that interested them. 

They might accuse him once more of 

losing vigilance, but that was only an ex- 

cursion. Then they would come right 

back with something like “Why did you 
write this kind of letter if you didn’t sleep 

with her? Are you crazy?” 
They went with him to the post 

office, and he had to fill out a document 

saying that he wanted his letter back. So 
Marina never received his last commu- 

nication to her. In fact, he thinks K.G.B. 

already had it, but needed him to request 
it back in order to give formal proof that 
they were properly honoring the Geneva 

convention. 

Before they let him go, they told him 
not to speak on this subject. That be- 
came Pavel’s largest reason for leaving 

Minsk and going to study at Tbilisi, in 
Georgia. Half of the radio factory knew, 

after all, that Lee Oswald was his friend, 

‘ 

so how was it possible that he wouldn’t 
talk about it if he stayed? In fact, one or 
two people actually said, “We hope you 
didn’t mention our names while you 
were interrogated.” 

Soon after, K.G.B. agents made that 
visit to Horizon when they told every- 
body to keep their mouths shut about 
Oswald. By then, Pavel was already in 
Tbilisi, but he heard that shop people 
were called in one by one and the Or- 
gans had private conversations with 
them about respecting silence. 

HEN Kennedy was assassinated, 
Ella was waiting to be asked, 

“Come to our K.G.B. office. Sit down 
and give us your information.” But she 
was never approached. 

Ella remarked that she could invent 
stories now: “It’s very fashionable to say, 
‘l was abused by the Organs. They ru- 
ined my life.’ It’s very high style to have 
been approached by them and suffer.” 
She says she could invent a story, but 
she’d rather tell the truth. She was not 
approached. 

After the assassination, she had wor- 
ried that they would come, and she did 

live in fear—kept thinking they were 
going to ask her to come in—but no- 
body did. Now that she thinks about it, 

she would say she might have had 
friends who were approached. From 
what she’s learned since, she believes Lee 
must have been watched constantly, and 
she thinks she must have been watched, 
too. But since there were only two of 
them, she thinks Pavel must have been 

more interesting, because Pavel brought 
people to meet Lee. She was always 
alone with him, so maybe she was of 
less interest. 

As for whether Alik was guilty of as- 
sassination, she cannot believe that. “He 

was so gentle,” she says. 

{et IVANOVICH said, “Lee was the 

scum of society, a person spoiled 

from the cradle, so to say. Not serious. 

Inconstant. Something was probably 
wrong with his state of mind.” 

Igor Ivanovich was asked, “After the 

assassination, you must have felt bad?” 

And he replied, “Bad? I felt hor- 
rible. In fact, it was the worst moment 

of my life.” 
When he was asked if K.G.B. had 

interrogated any of their prime sources 

after the assassination, Igor Ivanovich 

is
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d June at Lee’s funeral. She didn’t get up with him that last morning. He said, “Go back to sleep.” And he left quietly. ina an Tar
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suddenly became emotional. He looked 

as if he might burst into tears. He did 

not answer the question. Later, he cried 
out, “Everybody blames me for this! 

It was as if I knew he would shoot.” Af- 

ter a minute or two, he added, “We 

had no data. You could not find one 

single person from Minsk who would 

say, ‘Yes, Oswald had these intentions 

to go back to America and cause all 

this trouble.’ ” 

He and Stepan had tried to consider 

where they could have failed. Their in- 

ner fear: “What if the preparation of this 
action commenced in Minsk?” They 

were considering everything. 

Then he added, “Quite frankly, we 
were not worried about public opinion 
in America. We worried about what 

Moscow would say once we sent them 
Oswald’s file. Would they consider our 

job well done or poor? That was what 

we worried about.” . 

wa Stepan Vasilyevich heard 
the announcement on the radio, 

his second thoughts, after first saying to 
himself, “It’s impossible!,” were more 
complex. As more news arrived from 
various broadcasts, he came to a con- 

clusion that Oswald could not have 
done it alone. Oswald had been sucked 
into it somehow. Because a single fact 

was being exploited—that Oswald had 

been in the Soviet Union. A conve- 

nient shield for certain people! “Their 

mass media started blaming everything 
on our Soviet Union. My opinion is that 

it was all sewn together with white 
threads. To cover their tracks in this 
crime.” 

When Stepan was asked how long 
it took for word to come from Mos- 

cow that they wanted Oswald’s file, his 
reply was that Moscow Center’s request 
came late on that night of Novem- 

ber 22nd. Igor Ivanovich was given an 

order, and he told Stepan to take 

Likhoi’s file to Moscow. Gather it to- 

gether and leave. 
No preparations were necessary. Both 

men knew Oswald’s materials well, and 

the file had been stored in the archives 

of their building. So all Stepan had to 
do was take it out, put it in a sack, sign 
for it, and leave. He used a gray mailbag, 
the kind used for sending quantities of 

mail, and the file was not large enough 
to fill it. 

Then Stepan flew to Moscow on No- 

‘ 
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vember 23rd, and arrived at Lyubertsy 

airport, accompanied by another K.G.B. 
man from Minsk, who was armed. It 

was not a regular flight, since Moscow 
wanted it quickly, but there were two 
seats open on a military plane. 

When asked if he was very nervous, 
he said, “I don’t think so. I didn’t feel 
any guilt. I was pure as crystal. What 
could I be afraid of? Of course, it was a 
tragic situation. But being nervous, 
hands shaking, so forth—why? I was fly- 
ing to our Center in Moscow with a 
clean conscience. I didn’t have any ex- 
cessive emotions or anything like that. 
I just thought about what sort of ques- 
tions they would ask. And I had only 
one answer: Oswald did not have any 
undisclosed relation to our agency. What 
worried me more was whether official 
people would be there to meet me at 
Lyubertsy airport because, otherwise, 

how would I get to Moscow on public 
transport?” 

He did not have to worry. Official 
people greeted him right away, in- 
troduced themselves, showed their 
identification, and they all drove off. It 
was an overcast day, but no rain, no 

snow. Gray. 
They went to the main building, to 

Lubyanka, drove directly into the edifice, 
and were received by higher-ups. Stepan 
thought it might be the assistant direc- 
tor of K.G.B. He didn’t know these high 
officers personally. It was his first visit to 
Moscow Center, and this legendary 
building, Lubyanka, was full of laby- 
rinths. He had to follow closely behind 
whoever was walking in front of him, 
down endless narrow halls. A thin red 
carpet ran the entire length of each 
long hall. 

When he finally. was led to the 
appropriate office, several people were 
waiting for him in a reasonably large 
room, but there wasn’t anything on 
their table. He doesn’t know if it 
was in their American Division or 

some other department, but Stepan 
merely said, “According to your instruc- 
tions, our file on Oswald is now de- 

livered.” And they said, “Good, just 

leave it here.” 
Their first question came: “Did you 

attempt to recruit Oswald?” He said, 
“You can cut off my head, but not only 

did we not try to, this very thought did 
not even enter our minds. Read these 
documents. It’s very clear in which di-
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K.G.B. ISSUES AN ORDER 

rection we were working. In accordance 

with your instructions.” 

He looked at them and noticed that 

they practically sighed with relief. He 
wasn't worried about their believing 

him, because the documents made it 

clear what kind of work they had been 

doing. You couldn't falsify something 

like that. Of course, Stepan was some- 
what disturbed, but he had no large 

fears. These documents made it clearly 

visible how they had been conducting 
their operation. 

Afterward, when slanders concern- 

ing the Soviet Union kept circulating, 
he thought maybe Nikita Sergeyevich 
Khrushchev would give these files to the 

American government. All these Ameri- 
can rumors would then burst like a soap 

bubble. But it didn’t happen. 

On this day, at this meeting on No- 

vember 23, 1963, they invited him to sit 

down; they were polite. He remembers 

he even tried to stand up, and they said, 

“Sit down, sit down,” but there was 

nothing on their table, no tea. He 

doesn’t recall whose picture was on the 

wall, maybe it had been Dzerzhinski, but 

no flag—that he would have noticed. 

And the room was brightly lit. The last 

thing they said was “Leave this file. And 
thank you. Your mission is over. We'll 

organize a return ticket for you.” 
He took a regular night train back 

to Minsk with the same fellow he 

had taken off with. Before leaving, 
they strolled around Moscow and went 
shopping. He bought something for his 

children. 

On his return trip, Stepan didn’t 

have special thoughts. If Oswald had 
been C.I.A., he could not have done 

any more in Minsk than gather in- 
formation in a contemplative way, not 
manifesting anything, not being an 

active agent. He could have studied So- 

viet life, and then disclosed such in- 

formation later in America. Such a ver- 

sion could not be excluded. As much 

could be said of any foreigner who 

spent two years in the Soviet Union. 

“Besides, when Oswald came to Minsk, 

in January, 1960, Kennedy wasn’t 

yet elected President. So Oswald could 

not have been sent with such a goal 

in mind.” 

If Stepan had any troubled thoughts 

on his return trip, therefore, it was not 

over his own performance. He explored 

various scenarios, thoughts came into his 
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head, various versions appeared, but in 

the end he said to himself, “Ach, it’s 

time to go to bed. Americans cooked it 

up. Let them figure it out.” 

When he got home, which was Sun- 

day morning, it was still Saturday night 

in Dallas, so Oswald would not be am- 

bushed by Ruby for another eleven 

hours; about eight in the evening on 

Sunday in Minsk is when Stepan would 

receive that word. When he returned, 

therefore, on Sunday morning around 

eight o'clock, the first thing he did was 

go to his home to shave. Leaving in such 

a hurry for Moscow, he had not taken 

his toilet kit. He washed, then had 

something to eat and went straight to 

work, where he reported to his superi- 

ors. People, of course, were talking about 

it in the building. Everyone was listen- 

ing to radios. Even then, a lot of his 

colleagues did not know he had worked 

on this case, but everyone’s opinion 

was stirred up. After all, it was a shadow 

on Minsk. 
People who knew Oswald said im- 

mediately that Alik couldn’t have done 

it. So said people who knew him. 

Even many people who didn’t have 

contact with the fellow didn’t believe it: 

We're getting along with America a little 

bit better, so now all this business? 

They didn’t do further analysis. Their 

file was in Moscow; they didn’t have 

materials, Besides, what could they have 

analyzed any further? When the file 

came back from Moscow, some twenty- 

seven years later, nothing had been re- 

moved or commented upon; everything 

was there as he recalled it, certified and 

signed by him. Stepan was asked why, 

then, had Igor Ivanovich reacted so 

strongly as to say, “Everybody blames 

me,” but Stepan indicated that Igor was 

a more sensitive person than he was. 

VIII—EPILOGUE 

The widow's elegy. 

Si can no longer know what it is she 

knows. She has passed through 

thirty years of interviews, more than a 

thousand hours of interviews; and the 

questions never cease. She may be the 

last living smoker to consume four packs 

a day. How can it be otherwise? The 

past is filled with guilt—the future is full 

of dread. Only the present is clear; she 
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always suspects the motives of the new 

people to whom she speaks. How inno- 

cent can be their motive for approach- 

ing? These days she feels that the walls 

are coming closer. If she starts thinking 

about what has happened to her—not 

with pity, she will say, or sorrow for her- 

self, but just hoping to lessen stress—she 
feels she is choking. 

It is hard for her to remember details. 

After her Warren Commission testi- 

mony, everybody accused her of lying, 

but she was just a human being, and if 

she was lying it was honestly—because 

she was floating through a foggy world. 

Memories kept coming, going. Maybe it 

was some self-protective mechanism. To 

keep her psyche from collapsing. People 

were saying to her, “You're so strong” — 

but it was not heroic effort. “It is in ev- 

ery one of us—you just decide not to die, 

that’s all. You dare not to die.” 
Now that she is fifty-three, Marina 

would agree that one doesn’t need to ap- 

proach her with such labels as good 

woman, bad woman, villainess, heroine, 

someone who’s been treated unfairly, 

someone treated too well. “You can be 

all of that in one person,” Marina said. 

“One can be a villain, and next time 

a hero. 
“If we go through Lee’s character, I 

myself would like to find out: Who is 

he? Was he really that mean of a per- 

son?—which I think he was. But it’s a 

hard road for me to take, because I do 

not want to understand him. I have to 

tell you in advance that, as far as Lee is 

concerned, I don’t like him. I’m mad 

at him. Very mad at him, yes. When a 

erson dies, people have such anger. 

They loved their husband or wife for a 

long time so they say, ‘How dare you 

die on me?’ O.K., but that’s not my 

reason. For me, it’s ‘How dare you aban- 

don me? In circumstances like that? I 

mean, you die, but I’m still here licking 

my wounds.’ 
“All the same, I’m definitely sure he 

didn’t do it, even if I’m still mad at him. 

Because he shouldn’t involve a wife and 

family if he was playing those kinds of 

games. Yes, I do believe he was on a 

mission, maybe even when he went to 

Russia, but first I have to figure out what 

he was doing here. It wasn’t just happen- 

ing here all of a sudden in America. It 

was a continuation. In my mind, I’m not 

trying to convince you or the American 

public—I have to resolve it for myself. 
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But I think he was sent over to Russia, 

maybe. | think so. I have no proof. | 

have nothing. I do think he was more 

human than has been portrayed. I’m not 

trying to make an angel out of him, but 
I was interested in him because he was 

different, he would broaden my horizon, 

and all the other men I wanted had been 

taken or didn’t want me.” 

Every time she watches a film and sees 

an actor playing Lee, the actor is noth- 
ing like him. He turns his head like Lee 

or waves his hair the same way, but, she 
says, your American public knows Lee only 
from a few photographs, and that is what 

this actor is copying. She sees another 

Lee, and she does not know the psyche 

of that fellow. She still has it to discover. 

Her interviewers asked how she 

would have felt if.a truck had hit Alik in 
Minsk—if she had been his widow then, 
would she have thought of him fondly? 
She said yes. She would have thought it 
was just a stormy beginning but they 
were breaking ground that they would 

later stand on in their marriage. After all, 

she took a chance. She had crossed the 

ocean for him. Of course, she was afraid 

of him already, even if little by little she 
had been learning that she did not know, 

never knew, where she stood. Not with 

him. But at least you could hope. 

She will never forget that on their last 

night in Texas he had kept making ad- 

vances to her until he went to bed, and 

she had refused. They had not been get- 

ting along. 

Afterward, she had to think, What if 
he really wanted to be close to me? What 
if [ put him in a bad mood? It torments 
her. What if they had made love that last 
night? But she is the wrong person to 

talk to about this, she would say, because 
she is not a sexual person. Sensuous but 

not sensual. She didn’t like sex, she 

would say. She was not expert, nor could 
she tell you how grandiose something 
had been, because she had never experi- 

enced that. No Beethoven or Tchaikov- 

sky for her, not in bed, no grand finale. 

Marina: In Texas, sun is very intense 

for me and very harsh, very bright. I love 
moon. It’s cool and it’s shiny and that’s 
my melancholy period. And some people 
are shining and they are bright and they 

burn. You know what I mean? I’m not 

sun. ’'m a moon... I look at America, 

it’s all wonderful. But you go to the damn 
grocery store and it’s two hundred vari- 

eties of cereal. And basically it’s only oats, 

corn, how many things . . . Just so some- 
body going to make extra million off that. 

It’s so unnecessary. If that’s progress, if 
that’s abundance, how stupid for us to 
want it. Three hundred bags of poison, 

maybe only two or three good... That 

kind of progress I don’t think we should 

strive for... Do I make any sense to 

you? Or ’m fast complaining? 

INTERVIEWER: No, I agree with you. 

The morning when Lee left, Friday 
morning, November 22, 1963, she did 

not get up with him when he arose very 
early. She tried to, but he said, “Don’t 
worry. Go back to sleep.” And he left 
quietly. 

She had gone to bed after him the 
night before. He was already asleep or 
pretended to be. Then, when she woke 
up in the middle of the night to check 
on baby Rachel, she took a look at him. 
The only illumination was by night- 
light, very low. But Lee scared her. She 
touched him with her foot, and he 
kicked it away. Then he lay so still that 
it was like he had died. He didn’t move 
for the next hour. She said to herself, “Is 

he alive?” He looked so still. Absolutely 
gone. She couldn’t hear his breath. She 
had to bend over very close to feel his 
breathing—she thought he had died on 
her. Isn’t that funny? For all these years, 
she remembered saying, “Thank good- 
ness he’s alive.” And he made no sound 
all night and never moved again. 

In the morning, he made himself in- 
stant coffee, drank it in a plastic cup, and 
went off to work. 

HE sits in a chair, a tiny woman in 
her early fifties, her thin shoulders 

hunched forward in such pain of spirit 

under such a mass of guilt that one 

would comfort her as one would hug a 

child. What is left of what was once her 

beauty are her extraordinary eyes, blue as 
diamonds, and they blaze with light as 
if, in divine compensation for the dead 

weight of all that will not cease to haunt 

her, she has been granted a spark from 

the hour of an apocalypse others have not 

seen. Perhaps it is the light offered to vic- 

tims who have suffered like the gods. + 

  

This account was adapted ft ‘om “Oswald's Tale: 

An American Mystery,” to be published by 

Random House in May. 
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FREE WHEELING 

    Starting at just $845, Air/Land 
per person* 

Discover both the renowned sights and 
the hidden glories of the 

French Provinces with affordable 
drive-it-yourself air-land packages. 

Free wheeling in the 
Chateaux Country 

starts at only $845 and includes: 

° Round-trip on Air France, NY-Paris 
° Hertz rental car for 5 days, unlimited mileage 
with expert itinerary maps 

¢ 3 nights accommodations in cozy countryside 
hotels 

° Continental breakfast...and more, 

Or go “Free Wheeling” in 
Burgundy... Normandy... Provence... Alsace... 

Bordeaux / Perigord / the Dordogne. 

See your travel Specialist or call 
1-800-Jet-0999 

* Price based on double occupancy from New York. 
Departure taxes/fees additional. Packages available 

from all Air France gateways with supplement. 
Please inquire. 
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ESSON WITH 

STEVE ALLEN 
An INTRODUCTION To Jazz PIANO 

Play along as one of our most beloved 
7 entertainers teaches his tricks of the 

trade, from blues to jazz standards. 

"| 80 Minute Video, $29.95+$4.50 p/h 
Visa/MC/Discover FAX 914-246-5282 

1-800-33-TAPES 
HOMESPUN VIDEO 
Box 325N Woodstock, NY 12498   
  

  

  

(Wf 
48,000 Patterns 

China, Crystal & Flatware 
Obsolete, Inactive And Active. 

Buy Or Sell. 

REPLACEMENTS, LTD. 
1089 Knox Road, PO Box 26029 

Greensboro, NC 27420 - Dept. YO45A 

1-800-562-4462 

WATER FLUTE™ 
Indoor or outdoor, complete 
fountain-pond of cedar and 

bamboo. Fill, plug in and relax to 
the soothing song of falling water 

§ 28"x41”, $295.00 24”x30” $265.00 

i Table Top Size 15”x17” $185 

Shipping add 10% 

VISA, MC, or Check 

j a1 i ADAMS G ADKINS 

1048, FARLYS* © ALEX. VA22308 6 I -800 -928 -3588 

  

  

     

    

      
 


