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was told, it was my turn to step into the office. In-
side, I found the “representative of the government,

a dark blond man with penetrating eyes and an an-
gular face. He was a pleasantlooking individual,
about 45 or 50 years old. He just looked at me from
behind his desk without getting up or introducing

himself.

In front of the desk there was a narrow typewritex
table, jutting edgewise into the room, and at the end
of it an uncomfortable wooden chair. The man in the
blue suit and an interpreter sat on either side of the
POVErTIGENT _YEPTEsANTanve, WIONT We _Iater bepsn

. ties, we were
" the country, W
“half a _day by {rORHer. gppes
The customs men -had stald s,

‘another few minutes until ‘we.comld drive across the
no-man’s-land separating us from-Grechoslovakia. We
iwere alone in the room. But al}.of assudden, all five
+of them trooped back :in. i joBel hisadeted

Arovigided §
(a8 their spokesman, glared Bt me-form unommm%gm,; B
‘he said: “Beeause;of the anaterial we haverfoundrdnt - e
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fwhile ho and twe othee Wens¥lood by, ‘they orderedio ‘eould not contacf the

me to empty my pocketas AMar protesting brieBy, T

‘complied. But I cauldn'l:i understgndl’ why theg )vere :

so0 suspicious oI me. X -

The.objects T tock from my pockets included ﬁm‘ne
of the film rolls 1 had"stuffed into them at the
customs men's orders before, and my notebook. They
pounced on the ‘nbtebook, "because I had -forgatten
o mention it when they Had asked me to give them
ali the addresses I caryied on my person. I had
forgotten that I had séribhled a few addresses in it.

They nrdérqd me to strip down to my shorts. They.
inspected every: piece ~of .glothing .with meticulous
care,. fingexing: fhe seams, Upingg.and pocket flaps.
After checking my. clothes. item_by ifem, the. spokes-
man came ovey.and made, certain. that. I was not
wearing a money belt under my . shorts.

‘Humiliated and Helpless' - .
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The guards continued examining my. clpthing.and
.personal effects. They got more and more exeiked,
‘giving e the, impression that theje {1'discoveries”
were the higgest' thing that had. evershappened to
the border @ethchment near Uzligeseils ;

When theys Bad» satisfled -thelpX catiosity, they
motioned me to:¥ét dressed again.’ Then, they ordered
me out of the room and gave Ffarvey: Bennett, my
companion, the same tx'ea(mgnti v .

There is nothing like such a procedure to make
a man feel humiliated and helpless. I didn’'t know
what they wanted with me. By now T was frightened,
and 1 demanded that we be allowed to contact the
nearest U. S. representative.

At that moment, some American tourists coming
from Czechoslovakia entered the border station. They
were being processed outside, and I sidled outside the
building and started talking to them in English. They
were an elderly couple, and seemed te undersiand
Russian. They looked at me rather strangely when
I explained our predicament and asked them to con-
tact the U. S. Embassy in Moscow. I told them Har-
vey and I were being detained because we had been
accused of taking forbidden pictures.

They didn’'t say anything. Meantime, a Russian
guard who understood some English heard my efforts
to talk to them and approached us. He ordered me
rouzhly to “get back inside, and away from these
people”  Me said I wanted to make “rothing but
trouble.”

L felt deserted.  The American couple perhaps
Gt want to ruin a vacation trip by getting in.
volved in an “incident” just as they enteved the coun-

In any event, 1 doubted whether they would

v my message 10 the embassy.
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The author is greeted by his mother, Mrs. Ignace

Kaminsky, at family home in Edwardsburg, Mich.,
when he arrived there Oct. 24 after being released
by the Russians.

try to get the embassy and Bennett, who knew one
of the consular officials in Moscow, tried to reach
his residence. But all our cfforts were futile. We
never did get through to the embassy nor, incidentally,
did our telegram cver reach its destination.

By the time we ient to bed that night, Moscow
seemed the remotest spot in the world. As for the
U. S, my hometown, my family -they scemed on
another planet entively.

The next morning (Aug. 260 we were awakened
by the Intourist.man. Fle and the blue-suited official,
who just “happened to be strolling by,” lold us that
we would have to be interviewed by a “representative
of the Soviet government,” to clear up the matter,
and that it wouldn't tuke long until we could continue
our trip.

Around noon, Benneft w#fs called into the office
of the Intourist manager. I sat down outside the door
ta wait for him. A few moments later, the man in the
blue suit came out of the office and ovdered me to sit
across the room, out of earshot of the proceedings
inside.

Harvey came back two and a hall howrs later. Ile

ealling “grindstone.”” 1 can't remember his real name
ner many of the others.

“Grindstone” beckoned me to sit down on the chair
and started asking my personal history. He began
with my date of birth and went on through my up-
bringing and education—I received my master's de-
gree from the University of Michigan earlier this year.
He asked about my military history, and seemed in-
terested when I said 1 served four years in Korca
with the U. 8. Air Force,

A Friendly Little Chat

He also asked about our itinerary and whether I
had ever been in the Soviet Union before. I answered
him truthfully, that I had worked as a guide during
the U. S. exhibition in Mescow last year, and teld him
which cities we had visited during our current motor
trip. :

Right after these preliminary questions, 1 de-
manded again to be allowed to contact the U. S. Em-
bassy in Moscow. His answer: “We don’t think the
embassy wants to have anything to do with the likes
of you” We were in deeper trouble than I had sus-
pected. .

When 1 asked him why we hadn't been able to
reach the embassy on the phone the night before,
intimating that he had stopped our communications,
he just smiled. N

1 asked whether I was under arrest. He replied
quickly: "“No, no; we are just having a friendly little
chat with you fellows, trying to clear up all these
matters.” He also added that we were free to “take
a walk, or something,” whenever we pleased. When
I asked how much longer we would be detained in
this manner, he replied, “maybe another few hours.”

The same pattern of interrogation lasted for nine
days, with one exception: Bennett's sessions with
“Grindstone” grew progressively shorter, while mine
stretched ‘out until, with a morning, afternoon and
nighttime grilling, they occupied most of my day.

In the meantime, the Russian secret police had
translated my diary, notebook and photo-log. On the
first day that “Grindstone” had this translation on
hand, he began asking me why I had taken these
notes. When I countered that I had the vague idea

. of writing a book at the end of my trip, he bellowed:

“You had no such intention; you are an intelligence
agent.”

“You came here last vear,” he went on, “and you
came back again because we did nothing to catch you.
You are a wolf trying to get into the manger so that
you can hurt the peaceful sheep. But we won't let
you.”

'We Are Hitting Pay Dirt

As he continued his accusations, day in, day out,
he had a habit of acting out every one of his state-
ments in comic opera fashion, lurking in the shadows,
photographing imaginary seccrets and taking furtive
notes.

The pressure of the interrogation increased as the
days went on. When he finally got to a photograph
I had taken of a radar installation and the correspond-
ing notation in my diary, his eyes lit up and he ex-
ulted, “Now we are hitting pay dirt.” He accused me
of being a spy, of being sent by Allen Dulles, head
of the Central Intelligenee Agency, to ferret out So-
viet military scerets,

These accusations, incidentally, seem to have been
picked up by the American press from Russian press
releases. I would like to state once again for the
record that I was not an agent of the Central In-
telligence Agency or any other intelligence organ-
ization.

As the interrogation pressed on, “Grindstone's”
manner seemed to change. He grew friendlier, more
paternal. And, strangely, I began to accept him as
a voice of author He sccmed to be pleased and
found me “cooperative” when, under pressure of his
tutoring, I admitted that the book I had intended to
write might not have been friendly toward the Soviel
Union.

He even suggested a {itle for it: “The Sovict
Union Talks of Peace and Prepares for War” And
when, dead tired, I admitted that I might have called
it that, he entered it into the record as a fact,

I was unaware of what was going on. Was I
being “brainwashed"?

Continued Tomorrow.
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