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Tense and tearful, Elizabeth Bentley—branded as “Red Spy Queen”—told a House committee in 1948 about ex-comrades

| MEET TRAGEDY AND DISILLUSION

BY ELIZABETH BENTLEY

® Throughout World War IT a well-organized
group of Communists got themselves strategic-
ally placed in high government offices, where
they could drain off secret war plans and in-
ventions and pass them along to the Russians.
Among the most important links in this chain
of spies was Elizabeth Bentley, born in New
England and educated at Vassar. Her boss, Yasha
Golos, one of the top figures in the Russian un-
derground, was more than just a boss. He was
also her lover, and they lived together.

Last month Miss Bentley told how she and
Yasha traveled back and forth between New York
and W, ashington. picking up government data
Jrom Gregory Silvermaster and his wife. from
William Remington and others. They did their
Job so well that the Russians finally determined
to separate them from the American Communist
party and give them orders directly from Moscow.
Miss Bentley tells how she battled this move,
how Russian pressure killed her lover and how,
in desperation, she eventually broke away from
the Party and went to the FBI.—Tug Epirors
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MY MIND was made up. The Russians were
not going to take me away from Yasha.
He was all I had, everything I loved. He needed
me. He was so sick now that he would die if he
didn’t have me near him.

He too was determined that the Russians
should not have me. “No, golubishka,” he told
me tenderly, “that’s one thing I won’t let them
do. No matter what happens, I won’t let them
take you away from me.”

I was not the only member of our group of
spies that the Russians wanted. They were more
insistent now than ever about Mary Price, who
had borrowed “interesting” papers from Walter
Lippmann’s files when she was his Washington
secretary and copied them for us. They wanted
to make a prostitute of her, so she could pick
up more information for them. They were deter-
mined too to get the Gregory Silvermasters,
who had been my closest contacts in Washing-
ton during the early years of the war.

When Yasha told me what the Russians
wanted I exploded. “They can’t do that to us,”

I said. “Just let me at them and I’ll tell them a
thing or two.”

Yasha only looked at me pityingly.

Soon afterward he won a partial victory.
The Silvermaster group was to be turned over
to a new Soviet contact, but one who would not
see it directly. I was to continue collecting the
government secrets it turned up. Also I was not
to be taken away from Yasha. I would be able
to continue helping him with the other Com-
munist agents in Washington.

“You see,” I said happily to Yasha, “you
were imagining things. The Russians are intel-
ligent people. Once you explained the situation
they fell in with your ideas. Obviously they’re
only taking over the group to relieve you.”

I was soon to learn that my optimism was
unfounded. Yasha’s relations with the Russians
grew rapidly worse. Day after day they steadily
put the screws on him to turn over Mary Price,
and wearily but doggedly he refused.

Often he would come home taut and grim
after a meeting with (Continued on page 131)
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Continued from page 50

with his Russian contact and would
pace the floor silently, then throw him-
self on the couch and bury his head
in his hands. Bewildered, I would sit
beside him. unable to help, not know-
ing what was bothering him.

Sometimes in the midst of his pac-
ing, Yasha would stop and stare at me
savagely. Then in the tone of a man
heing tortured beyond his endurance
he would ery out, “If I turn traitor,
turn me in!”

I would turn my face away, because
the sight of that naked suffering was
more than I could bear. Even today
those words return to haunt me, and
the pain of remembering is deeper
because now I understand.

Much later I realized that Yasha
had been deliberately driving himself
beyond his physical endurance be-
cause for him death was a merciful
solution to his dilemma. The move-
ment had been his entire life. He had
given himself unsparingly and with-
out any thought of reward.

AFTF.R mid-November the Russians
issued an ultimatum: either Ya-
sha would hand over Mary Price and
agree to carry out any future orders
without quibbling. or he would have
to leave the service and be considered
a traitor. He must give his answer in
three days. Yasha received this news
listlessly. He was by now too beaten
and tired a man to care very much.

What his decision would have been
I never knew. Mercifully he was
spared the ordeal of deciding. On
Thanksgiving evening. a day before
he was to meet his Russian superior,
Yasha quietly died.

The night before, he was pensive
and absent-minded and forgot to keep
an appointment with a very important
contact. The next morning he slept
late and hardly seemed to have the
strength to get out of bed. I too was
exhausted. We thought briefly of
staying home and cooking a simple
meal. Then Yasha smiled at me
wanly.

“No.” he said finally. “Today’s
Thanksgiving, and I'd like a special
meal with all the trimmings.”

We had a late afternoon dinner and
then went to the movies. Afterward
Yasha thought he ought to go home
and change his suit. I looked at him,
and with panic I realized that the end
was at most a few days off. He
couldn’t be alone when that happened.
I must be close to him. Hurriedly I
bundled him into a bus. and we rode
home.

When we reached the drugstore a
block from my house, he began to
worry about our work. He insisted
that T make a phone call. I refused,
knowing he was in no condition to
think about such things. I told him I
was too tired to bother with work that
day. He looked at me sadly and said
the first cruel words that had ever
passed his lips.

“Why did I ever marry you?” he
muttered bitterly.  “I thought you
would be a good strong revolutionary
and not a sissy.”

I couldn’t answer him, for I think if
I had I would have burst into tears.

In silence we reached the front door
of my apartment house, and he pain-
fully climbed the short flight of stairs.
Once inside, he lay down on the couch
and turned on the radio. I busied my-
self in the bathroom, washing out his
socks.

Soon the program shifted. “Shall
I find another station?” I asked.

(Continued on page 131)
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. . . in her beautiful Early
American house that’s so easy
to build. The actual-size paper
pattern is traced on plywood,
cut and nailed. There are full
directions for construction.
The house is 23" x 304" x
134" with living room, din-
ing room, kitchen, two bed-
rooms and a bath. All the
doors really open. Miniature
furniture that's widely avail-
able fits perfectly. (1644)
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> profits and friendly contacts. Earn spare time
money,too! It’seasy...read thiswonderfulnews...
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penny! Here are just a few of the dozens of refreshing
new ideas: Dutch Girl, Mexican motifs, fruits, flowers,
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ming sheets, pillow cases, towels; PLUS clever tea towels,
pan holders and pillow slips; sprays, designs for cut-
work and outline embroidery for luncheon sets, aprons,
pinafores. Exciting new ideas for toys, crib spreads,
infants’ wear and baby sandals. I send you this com-
plete selection of 85 transfer designs, each useable many
times, WITHOUT ONE PENNY COST TO YOU,
when you join Aunt Ellen’s Needlework Club.

1Valuable Membership GIVEN
2-Famous Monthly " WORKBASKET"’ Service

You don’t pay one single penny extra for these 85 Hot
Iron Transfer Designs and it costs nothing to belong to
Aunt Ellen’s Needlework Club. Membership is GIVEN
and there are never any dues or assessments. All you do
is subscribe to my valuable
monthly ‘“Workbasket Service”
which brings you every month 48
to 80 pages brimful of crochet,
knitting and tatting instructions
that even a beginner can follow
with ease. Typical subscribers
say, ‘“‘Ideas and patterns are
priceless’ . . . “Most modern of
all crochet directions.” Every
hour with the WORKBASKET
brings pleasure and profit, too!

NEW FASCINATING CRAFTS
for folks who like to "keep busy"”

Now the WORKBASKET each month has interest-
packed features on crafts to do at home for fun and
profit. “How To” articles on such popular new crafts
as weaving, ceramics, gardening and flower raising,
Alibasket making, costume jeweler{N. . . plus the new

Workbasket Kitchen column, omen Who Make
Cents, New Products, other worthwhile features.

SPECIAL OFFER — MAIL COUPON

For folks who join Aunt Ellen’s Needlework Club NOW . . .
the regular price of The WORKBASKET is $1.50 per year,
but as a special Get Acquainted Offer, just fill put and mail
coupon below with only $1.00 for next twelve monthly
issues—PLUS the 85 Hot Iron Transfer Designs and mem-
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Stopétte Protection
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You can be sure of Stopette. Each mist-fine
spray envelops the entire underarm. .. de-
stroys odor-producing bacteria, checks ex-
cess perspiration instantly. Does both with
the lightness of a fine, fine cosmetic. And
Stopette is easier than ever to use. You
never touch Stopette, hardly know it
touches you. Harmless to clothes. And the
squeezable Stopette bottle is unbreakable
... can't leak or spill. It's time you joined
the millions of Stopette users! Buy it for
the whole family—your man wants it, too!
At all drug and cosmetic counters.
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He only shook his head and closed
his eyes. drifting off to sleep. I went
back to the bathroom. changed into
my pajamas and set my hair in pin
curls. 'When I returned to the living
room he was sleeping peacefully. Com-
pletely exhausted myself. I stretched
out beside him and must have dozed
off for about an hour.

I AWAKENED suddenly with the pan-
icky sense that something was
wrong. Then I realized that. although
he was seemingly still asleep. horrible
choking sounds were coming from his
throat. Frantically T shook him.

“Wake up. Yasha!™ I eried. “You're
having a nightmare.”

He did not respond. but lav inert-
ly on the couch. the same choking
sounds coming from his throat. Re-
membering my Red Cross training I
dashed into the kitchen. returning
with a bottle of brandy. T tried to
force some of it down his throat. but
he couldn’t swallow. Then mv mind
flashed back fifteen years to my moth-
er’s last moments. This was a death
rattle that I was hearing. No. he
couldn’t be dving! T wouldn’t let him!
I grabbed the telephone and dialed
the operator,

“Operator!™ T shouted hysterically.
“Get me an ambulance. quick!”

“Just a moment.” she said calmly.
“I'll get you the Police Department.”

Sickeningly I realized that T couldn't
afford to get involved with the police.
It was too tlamgm'tm.‘: to the movement.
But I didn’t care then. My Yasha was
very ill. and I needed help. As T
waited. the steady voice of the desk
sergeant at the Charles Street police
station came on the wire.

“A man has just had a heart at-
tack.” I said. trying to keep my voice
steady. “He needs a doctor. Can you
help me?”

“Certainly.” he said. “T'll have an
ambulance there right away.”

I slammed down the receiver. fran-
tically tore off my pajamas and took
the hobby pins out of my hair. Yacha
still lay there unconscious. making
those queer sounds. As I threw my
clothes on and tied my hair into a
knot. I kept crying out desperately to
Yasha: “Hold on. darling. Just hold
on a few minutes longer. There’s help
coming.

The buzzer downstairs rang. Yasha
seemed to be still choking. but his eyes
had rolled upward. giving him a fixed.
glassy stare. Mechanically, without
even thinking. T closed his evelids.

There was a knock at the door. and
two men in white came in. The taller
one walked over to Yasha and looked
at him, He lifted Yasha’s eyelids and
stared at his eyes. then listened to his
heart. He looked at his partner sig-
nificantly. picked up the telephone and
dialed a number. i .

“Hello.” he said. “Yes. it's me.
No. pal. it’s too late. He's D.O.A.
What'll we do now? Wait for the po-
lice? OK. see you soon.”

He hung up the receiver and non-
chalantly lit a cigarette.

Quite suddenly my knees gave way
and I sat down on the nearest chair.
I knew that phrase. D.0.A. It meant
“Dead on Arrival™! The room swirled
around me. but with an effort T stead-
ied myself. Yasha was dead. Never
ﬂl{ilin \‘\‘nl_i]fi ]_ I”-’Ul' ||i_.' \'ni('[_‘_ _\-('\'(‘f
again would I come home to find him
waiting for me. | aripped the arms
of the chair and fought back a rising
hysteria. 1 wanted to go to pieces and
sob violently, What did anvthing mat-
ter now that he was gone?

Sl“hil.'rﬂ_)’ I remembered the police
were coming. Yasha’s pockets were
full of wvital material. including the
coded telephone numbers of most of
his agents. They must not be found.
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I couldn’t let Yasha down. I forced
myself to think clearly.

I persuaded the men to leave me
alone with Yasha. Hurriedly I bolted
the lock after them. Then swiftly.
systematically. I went through all Ya-
sha’s pockets. abstracting the material
and transferring it to my pocketbook.

When the police arrived they told
me. “You look worn out. ma'am. If
vou can get in touch with his doctor.
we can settle things fast.”

I got unsteadily to my feet and
dialed the doctor.

He sounded irritated. “There’s no
use in my coming down.” he said
crossly. “The man’s dead. isnt he?”

I hung up in despair and stared at
the policemen.

“Well.” said the larger of the two.
“we'll just have to wait until the
medical examiner comes =0 that we
can get a death certificate. Then the
body can be moved for hurial.”

A plain-clothes man from the
Charles Street station wandered in and
began to ask me questions, When 1
told him Yasha's hotel address he sent
some of his men over to the Hotel
Madison to take charge of the effects.

Then he turned to me and said,
“You've got a problem on your hands.
Some relative has got to authorize the
transfer of the body to an undertaker.
even when we get the death certificate.
Can you get in touch with a relative?”

“T can tomorrow.” T said.

“All right.” he told me. “After the
medical examiner is through. go ahead
and call an undertaker. Then. first
thing in the morning. call me up and
give me the name of the mortician and
the telephone number of his relative.
I think that will work. There’s no
need to take him down to the morgue.”

I felt a surge of relief. I didnt
want Yasha's body carried off to a
city morgue and put on a cold <lab
among strangers. [ wanted it taken
care of by someone I knew. and treated
with friendly consideration. But what
undertaker? At this point the medi-
cal examiner sauntered in. ohviously
annoyed at being dragged away from
a party.

“This is a hell of a time for any-
one to die.” he said. “Why didn’t his
own doctor come down? It would have
saved me a trip.”

Jl‘»"r then Lem Harris phoned. He
was a veteran comrade. 1 ex-
plained the situation briefly to him
without saying too much. and waited
for his answer,

“Don’t say anything on vour end.”
he said tersely. “Just listen to me.
Golos was a long-time member of the
LW.0. Theyll handle all the ar-
rangements. so vou won't worry about
the wrong sort of person coming in
to spoil the setup. And. by the way.
don’t hother the Reynoldses with all
this. There are angles they had bet-
ter not know.” j

I thanked him and hung up. By
then the medical examiner had filled
out the certificate and was ready to
depart. along with the police. .

As the door banged shut T realized
that it was now after 1:00 a.v. The
room was appallingly quiet. As T
looked over at Yasha. huddled in a
heap underneath a blanket that had
been thrown over him. the whole im-
pact of my griel suddenly hit me. 1
put my head down and sohbed une
trn“zlhl}',

Then panic seized me, Now I must
take Yasha's place and continue on
without his wisdom and love to suide
me. It seemed ae if | was “-;;{-kinu
head-on into a nightmare, o
it. I said 1o myself desperately.
Something is  very, yepy wrung.—
something that  killed my Y asha.
Whatever it is, I'm not soine >
it i going to be

on-

| \\nil‘t do



I walked over to the couch. and
gently pulling down the blanket 1
stared at Yasha's face. Shame flooded
over me. He depended on me to carry
on for him. I couldn’t leave now.
Gently I bent down and kissed his cold
forehead. This was my farewell.

AFTER the I.W.0. undertakers had
carried Yasha away in a canvas
basket, I found myself standing in an
intolerably empty. silent apartment.
Uncertainly I moved to the bathroom
and looked at Yasha's socks still
Lkanging there.

It was five o'clock. I put on my
coat and hat.

When I walked into the World
Tourists building the sleepy elevator
operator inquired why I was up so
early. I told him nothing.

Once in the office. I went to the
safe and stripped it of all incriminat-
ing documents. Into a suitcase. left
in the office for that specific purpose,
[ crammed all the papers and about
$1200 in cash. According to Yasha's
instructions—to be carried out in the
event of his death—the documents
were to be destroyed and the money
was to go to Earl Browder.,

Then I took a taxi home. I tore up
the papers and burned them in the
fireplace. Then. when the ashes were
cold, I leaned back wearily. If I
could only keep going a little longer!

At ten o’clock I went to Ear] Brow-
der’s office on the ninth floor of Com-

through my mind: When in doubt,
bluffi—and keep on bluffing!

“Of course. Earl.” I said, in what
I hoped was a calm voice.

He seemed relieved. “Good. Then
vou'll be taking care of the Washing-
ton comrades. I'm glad of that. I
don’t like the thought of our Ameri-
cans being turned over to Soviet con-
tacts, I've told Golos that over and
over again.”

This was the theme that had ob-
sessed Yasha during the last few
months of his life: Don’t hand the
Americans over to the Russians. And
now Earl, who seemed to be a fairly
sane person, was saying the same
thing. It couldn’t have been the im-
agination of a dying man. There was
something seriously wrong! Ear] was
an old friend of Yasha’s. I could talk
to him. and perhaps from him I could
learn the truth. Then abruptly I
checked myself. What had Yasha
said about Earl? He's a good guy,
but he doesn’t know all that’s going
on. Be very careful what you say to
him.

And here I was in the midst of a
spider web. holding all the threads in
my hands and yet not knowing what
pattern was being spun. Earl thought
I knew all the answers. I couldn’t tell
him I didn’t.

I eyed him appraisingly. “Will you
back me up if I refuse to turn Mary
Price over to the Russians?”

He hesitated. Then he nodded.

DO YOU WANT YOoURt
BEDROOM REDECORATED
ee. PLUS S1.000 IN CASH?

Then look for MY BEDROOM CONTEST
in SEPTEMBER McCALL’S

Enter this contest—you may win a completely

redecorated bedroom or one of the 615 prizes

munist party headquarters,  Even
dulled as I was by grief. I noticed
that his greeting was theatrical. He
advanced to meet me. both hands out-
stretched.

“Comrade Bentlev.” he said in a
tone worthy of a speaker on a ros-
trum. “this is a great loss to the
movement! Our old friend Golos is
dead. but we shall continue to go for-
ward!”

Briefly T told him what had hap-
pened. At the end I handed him the
£1200.

“Yacha wanted vou to have this.”
1 said.

He put it in his pocket absent-
mindedly. Then he turned to me.

“This thing’s got to be handled very
carefully.” he said. “We can’t let Go-
los be too closely tied up with the
American Partv—it’ll \\:rec‘k us. Leave
the publicity to me. Ill. 1a]k_ to Bu-
denz. You're taking Golos™ place,
aren’t vou?”

‘”(innl"it-‘!d to pull myself together. Emo-
tional strain plus lack of food and
cleep was beginning to tell on me.
But I couldn’t go to pieces now. ['here
wae too much at stake. “"]lal. ;u-tua!ly.
had been Yasha's job? Come to think
of it. 1 didn’t really know. Yet now
[ was in a tight spot. T had to answer.
Suddenly the old Party maxim Hashed

MidCentury

“We must have some foolproof
means of communication.” he said.
“Hereafter when you come here or
telephone. I will be available—no mat-
ter what I'm doing.”

I walked down the corridor to the
exit, thinking that Yasha must have
been very important for Earl to be so
subservient.

BM:K in the office. the day dragged
on. The left-wing press came, one
after the other—Louis Budenz from
the Daily Worker (he was careful to
show no indication of knowing me),
then a man from the Communist Jew-
ish paper Freiheit, then a staff member
from the Communist Russian paper
Russky Golos, an old friend of Yasha's
who was visibly moved by his death
and finally a representative of the
New Masses.

On Sunday afternoon the services
for Yasha were held at the Gramercy
Park Memorial Chapel on Second
Avenue. The small chapel was jammed
with friends. relatives and high-up
Communist party functionaries.

It was the first revolutionary funeral
I had ever attended. There was no
mention of religion. It consisted most-
ly of speeches by comrades extolling
the achievements of Comrade Golos.

( Continued on page 138)
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CHRISTMAS CARDS

to your friends and others
NGO EXPERIENCE NEEDED

Just show Phillips Christmas Cards to your
friends. It’s a wonderful way to earn extra
money—folks will buy from you the mo-

(Continued from page 135)
Finally Alexander Trachtenberg arose
and launched into what I later learned
was one of his customary long-winded
orations. I remembered what Yasha
had said about Trachtenberg. “He’s
just a windbag and a coward.” he had
told me. “I kicked him out of my of-
fice, and he hasn’t dared come back
since.”

Tn_-\'r evening at eight o’clock I had
a prearranged appointment to meet
my Soviet contact “Catherine” (who
had replaced John) at the newsreel
theater on 42d Street, -opposite
Grand Central Station. I was sure
that Catherine would not be alone.
Undoubtedly the Russians had heard
of Yasha’s death and would send some
high-up man to discuss the situation
with me.

Five minutes after I had arrived.
Catherine silently slid into the seat
beside me. For a few moments we
watched the film without speaking.
Then she put her hand on my arm.

“Follow me out.” she whispered.
“We have an appointment.”

When we neared the corner of 51st
Street I saw her taut face brighten.
I looked up the street to see a jaunty-
looking man in his mid-30s. with his
hat perched on the back of his head,
approaching us. As he walked up to
us Catherine greeted him with false
gaiety.

“Hello. Bill.” she said.
is your new boss. Bill.”

My new boss! I stared at him. not-
ing his deep-set eves. like round brown
shoe bhuttons. his high Slavie cheek-
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As I spoke I glanced over at Cath-
erine. perhaps half hoping she would
understand. To my dismay her face
was hard, and there was enmity in
her eyes.

Bill was eying me savagely. His
voice cut like a whip. “Let's not argue.
We want Mary, and we're going to
get her. And you will be wise to p]d\
almw with us!” The menace in his
voice was now unmistakable. “We've
spent months playing arnund with that
traitor Golos. dl’l(‘] now we're going to
settle this matter.’

That did it! The bewilderment that
had been clutching me disappeared.
I was suddenly alive and alert.

“Don’t be so excited, Bill.” 1 said.
“It takes time to work these things
out. but in the long run e\u»thmﬂ'
straightens out very nicely. Just give
me time to work on Earl.”

With triumph in his eyes. he nodded.
He thinks he’s scared me. I thought.
but if he only knew!

I said goodbye to Catherine and
Bill. made arrangements to meet them
the end of the week. then headed for
home.

On Tuesday I went to Washington
to see Gregory and Helen Silvermas-
ter. who were my most important
Washington contacts,

“Thank God you’re here.” Helen
said, “We read the news in the pa-
per. and we’ve been worried ever since,
We would have come up to New York
tomorrow if we hadn’t heard from
vou.”

A sad group of people sat around
the Silvermasters’ kitchen table, As
we sipped tea we talked about what
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to counterfeit them. However
a complicated ink process. this proved




impossible—until we were able through
Harry White to arrange that the U. S.
Treasury Department turn the actual
printing plates over to the Russians!

Evidently these activities of the Sil-
vermaster group interested the Rus-
sians very much. for by spring Bill
had shifted his point of attack and,
dropping the subject of Mary Price.
launched into a stormy demand that
Greg be turned over. I refused and,
with Earl backing me up. continued
to battle against any such idea. Bill,
evidently unable to get any further in

_the matter, finally said that he would
] cettle for just one meeting with Greg.

After that. he assured me. I could car-
ry on as contact.

“After all.” he said reasonably,
“he’s one of our most valuable peo-

p
ple. and 1 would like to have a look
at him.”

Dubiously I consulted Earl. who
thought the matter over and then half-
heartedly agreed.

One evening Greg and I met Bill for
dinner at Longchamps. at 34th Strect
and Fifth Avenue. Bill was in his
gayest mood. and went out of his way
to charm Greg. He insisted that Greg
have the most expensive meal. com-
plete with wine. He flattered him on
the work he was doing, implying that
he was one of the pillars of the Soviet
Union. I watched him cynically,
thinking of the real Bill beneath all
this veneer of good fellowship.

T MY next two meetings with him
Bill was oddly quiet and peaceful.

He was undoubtedly up to something.
1 was soon to find out. One day. al-
most drooling with arrogance. he said:

“Farl has agreed to turn Greg over
to me.”

I stared at him. with a sinking feel-
ing.
“[ don’t believe it!”

“Go and ask him,” he replied.

The next day, as I faced him across
his desk. Earl refused to look me in
the eye.

“I've told our friends that they can
have Greg.” he said.

“But why did you do it. Earl?” I
eried out. “You know what the Rus-
sians are like. They’ll ruin Greg.”

He shrugged his shoulders and care-
fully looked at the wall.

“Don’t be naive.” he said cynically.
“You know that when the chips are
down I have to take my orders from
them. I just hoped that I could side-
track them in this particular matter,
but it didn’t work out.”

“But Greg’s an old friend of yours.”

“Sy what?” he replied. “He's ex-
pendable.”

So that was Earl Browder. head of
the American Communist party!

Bill. once he had won his victory,
relaxed.

One evening Bill suggested that I
draw a salary as an agent. I didn’t
like the idea. even though it was only
to be 850 a month. I refused. but Bill
continued to press me. finally raising
the ante to S300.

After several long battles on this
subject. Bill shifted his point of at-
tack. He was. he said. in the fur
husiness. He would like to buy me an
expensive fur coat. When I turned
him down on this he bobbed up with
the idea of presenting me with an air-
conditioning unit for my apartment.
So they are trying to buy me off. I
thought to myself. Then. still strug-
eling not to believe it. I turned to him.

“Bill.” T asked. “is this vour idea.
or were you told to do this?”

He looked away from me. “No. it
wasn't my idea. I never do anything
on my own.” Then, very bitterly:
“I'm only small fry. They can kick
me around all they want to.”

On the day of the 1944 hurricane I
went down to Washington to collect
the Silvermasters” material for the last
time. Our mecting was a sad one. We
ate our dinner almost in silence. I
went over their material briefly. then
I reminded them that Bill would be
expecting Greg in New York the fol-
lowing week. We stared at one an-
other. This was the end of the good
old days. the days when we worked
together as good comrades. Now we
were parting.

Back in New York T got their ma-
terial together. adding to it the data
from my other agents. and went to
meet Bill. I handed over the package
and stood looking at him. He smiled.
and for the first time [ saw what
seemed like pity in his eyes.

“Goodbve and good luck.” he said
gently. “Remember you are to meet

vour new contact in two weeks.”

I_\' garLY October T met Jack. my
new cantact. in front of a drugstore
on Park Avenue in the 50s. He was
completely colorless and nondescript.
This. I said to myself, is the most
perfeet undercover agent T have seen.

He looked at me sharply. “Let’s
go up to Central Park and find a
hench and sit and talk.”

His English was as good as mine.
There was even a touch of Brooklyn
about it. Could he he a Russian? 1
asked him if he spoke Russian. He
smiled and said he didn’t.

“You know.” I caid casually, “the
Russians used to call me umnitsa
[clever little girl].”

He laughed. I smiled to myself.
He certainly knew Russian. No one

(Continued on page 140)
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(Continued from page 139)
who didn’t know the language could
have got the implications of that
word. Then abruptly he stopped and
glared at me. realizing too late that
I had trapped him.

“All right.”™ he said grimly. “vou
caught me on that one. But I'm not
a Russian—I'm a Lithuanian and
proud of it. Now let’s discuss what
we're going to do with the rest of your
contacts,”

But T was ready for him. “I'm not
going to discuss anything with vou.”
I said. with my jaw set. “You put me
in touch with the head of the outfit
and T'll talk to him.”

Mercilessly he pounded at me. us-
ing most of Bill's tactics and a few
more besides. but I refused to budge.
Finally he agreed to make arrange-
ments for me to meet the “big boss.”

“He’s just been sent over to straight-
en out the organization.” he said. “We
are now getting modernized and on a
more efficient ‘hasis.”

I was. Jack explained. to continue
seeing him every two weeks in order
to deliver material. But periodically
I would consult with the new man. Al
on policy matters. Next Wednesday
night T would meet him in Washington
at a drugstore on Wisconsin Avenue
and N Street. 1 was to wear a hat
with a red flower and carry a copy of
Life magazine.

AS 1 rode down to Washington that
afternoon. 1 felt that at last I
was about to settle my undercover ac-
tivities for good. Now I would see
the top man and battle things out
with him.

I waited for what seemed an inter-
minable time on the corner. Then fi-
nally. when I was about to give up in
despair. I heard a voice with a dis-
tinctly British accent say. “I'm sorry
I'm so late.”

He was, I saw. a man of about five
feet five. fattish. with blond hair
brushed straight back and glasses.

He grasped my hand cordially, “I
bring greetings from Moscow,” he
said. “And now. I'm hungry.”

We hailed a cab. and 1 gave the
driver the address of Naylor's. where
at that hour of the evening there
wouldn’t be very many people.

During dinner Al ate almost wolfish-
ly. explaining that it was a long time
since he had had such good food.
Then lie threw his napkin on the
table. lighted his cigarette and mine
with an expensive gold lighter and
began to talk.

“T've known about vour work for
the last two vears.” he said. “I'm the
man who sits behind the desk in Mos-
cow and keeps track of the reports.
In fact. I've been sent over here espe-
cially to see vou and tell you that we
all think you've done splendidly and
have a great future before vou. But
youre just a neophyte now. in spite
of the good work vou've done. There
are so many things that vou need to
know—photography. codes. wire tap-
ping—and we’ll have to teach them
to you. You see. now vou've moved
up in the organization and have be-
come one of our poles.”

“A what?” I asked.

He drew a piece of paper and a pen-
cil from his pocket and began to
sketch rapidly. The completed diagram
puzzled me just as much as his previ-
ous remarks. It seemed to consist of
a series of different-sized circles and
Xs connected by lines.

He laughed. “Look here. It’s not
so difficult. The small circles at the
bottom of the page represent agents
in the United States Government. The
slightly larger ones to which they are
connected by lines are couriers. The
Xs to which these are attached stand
for mail drops. and the medium-sized
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circles to which these in turn are
hitched are the poles—that is, the
trusted members of the service who
take complete charge of a group of
agents, Thus, three agents in Wash-
ington are handled by one courier,
who in turn puts the information into
a mail drop, where it is passed on to
the pole.”

“And I am to become a pole?”

“Right. And it’s a great honor too.
In fact, it’s rare indeed that an Amer-
ican works himself up to such a post.”

Then. to my astonishment, he drew
himself up stifly in his chair and
looked at me very seriously.

“You are very fortunate. A great
honor has just been bestowed on
you. The Supreme Presidium of the
U.S.S.R. has just awarded you one of
the highest medals of the Soviet Union
—the Order of the Red Star.”

I stared at him. “The Red Star.” I
said dazedly.

“T don’t blame you for being over-
whelmed.” he said. “It’s an honor
that few people receive.” Then he
pulled a clipping, in color, from his
pocket. “This is a facsimile of the
decoration,” he s=aid. “The original
will arrive very shortly. But you can
take my word for it that this medal is
one of the highest—reserved for all
our best fighters. Although all the
other decorations on a soldier’s jacket
are worn on the left side, this one
alone is worn on the right. That en-
titles you to many special privileges.
You could even ride on the streetcars
free.”

He stopped for a moment. Then,
seeming to sense that I was not too
impressed by this, he went on. “Be-
sides, you are a member of the most
powerful organization in the Soviet
Union. We are the ones who really
rule the country. Just wait until you
pay a visit to Moscow. You will be
wined and dined and treated like a
princess. We know how to reward our
people for what they have done.”

This speech revolted me. I thought
for a moment I was going to be vio-
lently ill. I pulled on my coat and got
to my feet.

“I’d better leave now, Al” I said.

S“T'm afraid T'll miss the last train.”

As he handed me into a cab, Al
took my hand and kissed it

“Goodbye. darling.” he said.

I didn’t answer, for I think if I
had I would have spit in his face.

o THIs was what the top leaders of
S the Communist world movement
were like! What a fool I had been!
I had given all my energy, all my
time, everything I had and loved for
the Communists because I thought they
were trying to better conditions for
downtrodden workers everywhere. I
had submitted without question to
Party discipline. I had even risked
my liberty. and perhaps my life. by
spying on the U.S. Government.
Thousands of others had done the
same thing. And for what? To estab-
lish a new privileged class in Russia?

A rage crept over me. Now for the
first time I knew what I was dealing
with. We had all been fooled. I cried
out to myself,

Somehow I got back home. but for
days I moved as if in a nightmare.
My initial rage was succeeded b)-" a
frightening feeling of impotence. Ll_ke
Yasha, I was caught in this ugly in-
trigue. There was no way out. And
not only 1 but all my good Communist
contacts, who didn’t know what was
zoing on and who relied implicil]y on
me. What could T do?

For the next month 1 continued to
go down to Washington and collect
material from my agents. meanwhile
trying desperately to think of some
plan for getting out of all this. Each
time I looked at them it was a fresh
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reminder that I was responsible for
keeping them in this horrible affair.

Nights I couldn’t sleep. I would
walk the floor or go out and walk
around Greenwich Village until three
o’clock in the morning trying to figure
a way out of the situation.

After putting out tentative feelers,
I was convinced that all my Com-
munist contacts—however loath they
might be to do undercover work—were
so completely saturated by Communist
ideology that it would he useless to
take the chance of telling them the
truth. All they would do would be to
go up to Communist headquarters and
denounce me as a traitor.

I decided on strategy. I would slant
the information I had on my contacts

g ANDWICH SPECIAL

Cream butter with a

dash of mustard, a squeeze
of lemon, a sprinkling of
chopped parsley before
spreading over sandwich

to such a degree that they would look
like poor risks to the Russian secret
police, and perhaps they would drop
them. Where they were nervous and
high-strung. I reported them on the
verge of cracking up. Where they had
had too much open Party work in the
past, 1 overemphasized the fact. Where
they were in too close contact with
dangerous elements (J. Julius Joseph
had formed a friendship with an Army
counterintelligence agent) I warned
that the whole organization might be
in peril if they were kept on.

With some of the Communists of
long standing I used a different tack.
I treated them as Bill had me at our
first meeting, using the same brutality
and the same savagery. I demanded.
I threatened. I almost beat them into
submission. It doesn’t matter what
they think about me. I decided. just
so long as I save them. Let them
learn what the G.P.U. is really like,
I thought. Perhaps it will wake them
up. If it doesn’t, then there isn't any
hope anyway.

ow it was getting on toward the

holiday season, and I began to
buy the usual Christmas presents for
my people. Jack demurred at getting
caviar for Earl Browder. He didn’t
see why the guy merited it. The Rus-
sians don’t like Earl. I thought. This
is only one of many indications. Ohvi-
ously they think he’s getting too in-
dependent. They resent his meeting
with Sumner Welles at the State De-
partment. Pretty soon they’ll cut him
down to size.

In Washington I handed Jack the
Christmas present I had bought for
him—a rather good-looking leather
wallet. 1 was surprised at his reaction.
He took it in his hands and smoothed

it lovingly. Then he said, “I've never
owned anything as expensive and
beautiful as this before.”

The next night I had dinner with
Al and gave him his present.

“The scarf is all right,” he said
precisely. “but the gloves are not
well made.”

Then after dinner he said, “We
have at last decided what to do about
all the contacts that Yasha Golos
handled. You obviously cannot con-
tinue to handle them. The setup is
too full of holes and therefore too
dangerous. I'm afraid that our friend
Golos was not too cautious a man, and
there is the risk that you, because of
your connection with him, may en-
danger the apparatus. You will there-
fore turn them over to us. We will
look into their backgrounds thorough-
ly and decide which ones to keep.”

He paused for a moment, while I
stared at him with the fascinated gaze
a bird gives a snake about to devour
it. Then he continued. “This shift-
over must be made immediately, so
you will stay on as long as necessary
to make the arrangements.”

My brain seemed paralyzed. 1
stalled for time.

“But I ean’t, AL” I protested. “It
will be impossible for me to get hold
of all my contacts at such short no-
tice—and, besides. I can’t be away
from the office that long.”

After some argument he agreed that
I was to return to New York the next
morning. settle my urgent business
there. return to Washington and pre-
pare my contacts for the transfer.

This, however. was not all Al had
to say to me. He had also made plans
for my future. I was, he said, an ex-
cellent agent. He would like me to
continue on with the G.P.U. In this
case | was to sever all connections
with my Russian-controlled business,
the U. S. Service & Shipping Corpora-
tion, be put “on ice” for a period
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of six months until they had deter-
mined that the FBI had lost all in-
terest in me. Then I would be set up
in a new “cover” business in Wash-
ington, Baltimore or Philadelphia. I
would be given a new group of govern-
ment contacts to take care of. prob-
ably more important than 1 already
had. In the event I insisted on re-
maining with U. S, Service—which he
hoped would not happen—I would be
permitted to drop out of active under-
cover work. although T must be ready
to help them at any time,

“I hope that you will choose to re-
main with us,” he said suavely. “You
have an excellent record, and you can
be of inestimable value to us. You are
one of those rare people—an Ameri-
can with brains. Besides, I like you
personally. I think we could work
very well together.”

On the train back to New York I
made a sudden decision. I would
leave the U.S. Service & Shipping
Corporation. Then I would go on ice
as Al had suggested. Little by little
I would impress on the Russians that
I was worn out from too much under-
cover work. If necessary I would put
on an act and pretend that I too was
cracking up. They wouldn’t want to
take any chances that I might fall
apart and talk too much. They would
probably hurriedly drop me.

Not long afterward the Russians
decided it was dangerous for me to
remain in the apartment where Yasha
had died. They felt it must be under
FBI surveillance. I was told to find
another place and move as quickly as
possible. I took a room in the Hotel
St. George in Brooklyn.

At my next meeting with Jack he
told me that he would have to leave
me. From then on I would be in con-
tact with Al alone. 1 was sorry to see
him go, for of all the agents I had met
since Yasha's death he was the most
decent.

Jack looked at me wistfully. “I'm
sorry to have to say goodbye,” he said.
“You've always brought me good luck.
Twice since I've known you I've had
promotions in the service, and once a
medal.” He stopped for a moment and
then added. “But that’s as far as I'll
go. They say that sooner or later water
reaches its own level, and I've reached
mine. There isn’t any further to go.”

“l don’t understand what you
mean.” 1 said.

He laughed bitterly. “I know our
work in the United States better than
anyone else. including all the big
shots like Al that they send over from
Moscow. I guess I'm too good. They’ll
probably send me to Latin America
next.”

So that was it. The organization
didn’t like people like Jack getting to
be too powerful. When they became
too efficient they were shifted some-
where else. For all his years of serv-
ice and his good work, he was in a
more precarious position than I was.

“Look here,” he said abruptly, “if
they want to send you to Moscow,
don’t go. You wouldn’t like it. not
after you've lived in the United
States.”

The more he talked., the more 1
wondered how I could slide out of the
mess I was in. I had seen at first
hand how efficiently organized the
Soviet machine was. how successfully
it had penetrated into even the highest
places in the U. 8. Government. Some-
how it must be stopped. and 1 was in
a position to contribute my little bit.

AS THE weeks rolled by I wrestled
with my conscience. Should I go
to the FBI and tell them all I knew
about Soviet undercover work in the
United States so they could break it
up? No, I couldn’t do that.

What about the comrades with
whom I had worked in Washington?
I'd have to turn them in. There was
no other way to smash the Soviet ma-
chine. But they were my friends. my
comrades.  Together, through bad
times and good. we had fought to
huildh a better world. Then 1 thought.
They're not my friends any more, If
they knew I no longer believed with
lhe_m they would denounce me as a
traitor. We're in opposite camps now,
I thought sadly. When the revolution
comes we'll have to shoot one another.

(Continued on page 143)
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I began to think about what hap-
pened to an individual when he joined
the Communist party. When we joined
we had done so honestly. But over the
long years of indoctrination we had
become so warped that we were no
longer true even to ourselves. I was
breaking away from this perverted
thinking, but the others were gradual-
ly being dragged deeper and deeper
into a hell from which there was no
possible escape.

If T turned them in they would no
longer be useful to the Soviets. At
least they would be free of any fur-
ther entanglements. Perhaps they too
would be able to find their way back
to that integrity which they had lost
while believing they still had it.

Back and forth I swayed. One day
I would determine to go to the FBL
The next, I would decide I could not
do it under any circumstances.
would walk night after night. unable
to sleep. Then I would doze off in the
early hours of the morning, awake an
hour or two later dripping with sweat
and in the midst of a nightmare.

Always it was the same dream. and
no matter how thoroughly I awakened
myself I would always go back to it.
I was watching an execution. The vie-
tim was always different—sometimes
it was Mary Price. sometimes Greg
Silvermaster. Yet every time. I had
the strange sensation that it was I who
was about to die.

I became thinner, paler and tired-
er. But I could not make up my mind.
I wanted someone to force me to ac-
tion. If only the FBI would arrest me!

One day I pulled myself together.
There was only one thing to do. I
must get out into the colntry and
away from this problem. I must get
enough rest so that I could think clear-
ly. With this thought I packed my
bags and set out for Old Lyme, a small
Connecticut town.

Here, after a few short weeks, my
strength started to come back—and
with it my peace of mind. Living
among these sturdy. solid Americans
I felt my self-respect coming back.

Sometimes in the evenings I would
start out along a winding road to the
top of a hill. where I could look out
over the town. As I watched the last
rays of the sun settle on the white
spire of a church, I would feel a
strange sense of contentment, Alone
up there. I would feel that the past
ten years had been only a nightmare.

On my way back from the hill one
night, I passed the Congregational
Church. Almost without knowing what
I was doing, I opened the door and
walked in. It was quiet and peaceful
inside. I sat down in a back pew. won-
dering just why I had come in. I
found myself trying to pray—calling
out for help to Someone whom all
these years I had denied.

A strange sense of peace came over
me. And then, in the empty church,
the voice of my conscience seemed to
ring out loudly: “You have no right
here—yet. You know now that the
way of life you have followed these
last ten years was wrong. You have
come back to where you belong. But
first you must make amends!”

Slowly I got to my feet and walked
out into the bright sunshine,

HE FBI man sat across the desk

from me, his face neither hostile
nor friendly. He offered me a ciga-
rette and then settled back in his chair.
I was somewhat disconcerted. In-
stinctively I had expected that he, like
the Russian secret police, would im-
mediately pounce on me. asking ques-
tions, demanding answers. Certainly
the FBIL having taken the trouble to
follow me around. must know who I
was. There must be something wrong.
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I had no way of knowing, of course.
that the FBI was also in a predica-
ment. Far from being unconcerned,
they were startled by my sudden ap-
pearance in their offices. They were
in grave doubts as to my motives. In
fact, I later learned they thought I
was an agent provocateur sent in by
the Russian secret police.

As the fall wore on I paid the FBI
many visits, going over the informa-
tion I had in my possession. I had no
idea what the FBI men thought about
me personally, nor did I know what
my own fate was to be. I never asked
them, and they never volunteered the
information. In spite of this strange
relationship, I liked them. They were
so very different from what I had ex-
pected. ;

One day one of the FBI men said,
“Well, Elizabeth, now we come to the
sixty-four-dollar question. Would you
be willing to keep on going as you
are now? It's important to us that
you stay in the U. S. Service & Ship-
ping Corporation to keep it from fall-
ing into Soviet hands. With vou in
there we can keep tabs on what is go-
ing on. Then too, it's vital to keep in
contact with the Russian secret police
and also with the people you know in
the American Communist party.”

I did want to get out of all this
mess, but I couldn’t leave with a clear
conscience until every last tag end
had been tied up.

“Of course,” 1 agreed.

And so for many wearisome months
I continued outwardly to lead the
same life I had before, seeing the
same comrades, meeting my contacts
—always with the FBI tailing me,

Y LATE winter in 1947 I became

definitely alarmed. The Commu-
nists had by now learned that I had
talked. I began to receive mysterious
telephone calls at all hours of the day
and night and threatening letters.

But then things happened in rapid-
fire order. The grand jury brought
in indictments against the eleven Com-
munists who composed the so-called
“politburo” of the American Com-
munist party. The next day an in-
vestigator for the Un-American Activi-
ties Committee called me. I received
a subpoena to testify at hearings of
the Senate Investigations Committee.

For the next few days I marveled
at the pandemonium that had broken
loose. The story was splashed over the
front pages of the newspapers, and re-
porters haunted my hotel in Brooklyn.
I hadn't realized the story would make
such a stir. From now on I would be
a notorious person—the “Red spy
queen.” Would there ever be any
peace for me from now on?

Yet the worst ordeal of all was sit-
ting in the committee’s hearing room
and watching my old comrades as
they testified. As I listened to person
after person, I felt sick. There’s Lud
Ullman. I thought. He's my age,
and yet how he looks like an old man,
burned out and hollow-eyed. There’s
Greg Silvermaster, a shell of a man.
And as my eyes wandered over all of
them, my horrible dream came back
to me. Those were my cnmrades—anld
I was their executioner. I felt a terri-
ble sadness.

They are spiritually dead. I thought
with sudden and final release. But 1
am alive and I can speak for them. for
all those whom I have left behind—
those lost ghosts that have died for
an illusion. Telling their story and
mine. I will let the decent people of
the world know what a monstrous
thing Communism is. THE END

Miss Bentley’s life story will appear in
greater detail in a book titled Out of
Bondage: My Life as a Spy. published
July 30 by Devin-Adair.
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