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INTRODUCTION


I am neither a journalist nor do I pretend to be a good writer. This is my story alone. It is not invented; it is a story of betrayal and a near nuclear holocaust. It is a story of German history. It is a story of American history. I was not a principal player but a witness to history from a catbird seat while stationed at the American Embassy in Bonn, Germany. My path crossed with the movers and shakers of American geopolitical power. But it did not start off that way.


I was born in the year 1941 in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. At the age of 21, I was graduated from the Pennsylvania State University with a Bachelor of Science degree. As a consequence of the military draft, which compelled males of my age to serve two years for their country, I was elected to complete Reserve Officer Training Corps training. Commissioned by Robert F. Kennedy as a second lieutenant US Army in June 1963. Active duty was deferred for one year, at which time I was employed by the Certified Public Accounting firm of Ernst and Ernst, Grant Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. My intent was to serve the required two years in the US Army, then return to Ernst and Ernst, where I was guaranteed a promotion after my return. This never happened. I never returned to Pittsburgh.


The Army sent me to Germany in June 1964. The Cold War was at its height. I understood and spoke no German at the time. This was the time of Kennedy -"do not ask what your country can do for you, but what can you do for your country." We were thankful for being born into freedom in a land of unlimited opportunity. I believed in the American dream. Two years of compulsory military duty were expected. I was ready to defend with life and limb the inner German border against a Warsaw Pact Soviet-led invasion against US and NATO allied forces. I was often rousted out of bed in the middle of the night on alert, hurriedly dressed in full combat gear to lead troops into predetermined defence positions in German forests and towns.


As a boy, I always had an interest in languages. At age 12, on a boring car trip down Interstate 95 from Pennsylvania to Florida, my father, who spoke several languages, taught me how to count from one to ten in seven different languages. So at least I could count from one to ten when first arriving in Germany. Over the course of almost 30 years of German language capability development, I became, according to the Army, a Foreign Area Specialist as a secondary military occupational skill (MOS) which resulted in two tours of duty at the United States Embassy in Bonn, Germany.


Although I did not know it when growing up, I was surrounded by Germans or at least German names. Families by the names of Tepke, Renz, Ludwig, Burnsdorf, Haberstock, Holzsizer, Meinhart, Baumann, Brettschneider, Wendelin, Etzler, Kress and Truschel were neighbors. I thought they were all American names! So did they. At least their kids did. Pennsylvania Dutch was their heritage. Dutch had nothing to do with the Netherlands. It was a pseudonym for Deutsch. When Germany was the enemy during World War II, these families suppressed their heritage and fully assimilated their children. Speaking a foreign language caused suspicion of espionage. My paternal grandparents were immigrants from Poland. They, too, were wary of their grandchildren speaking a foreign language. I remember begging my grandparents to teach me Polish. No, you are an American. You speak English, they said. A consequence of World War II and The Cold War. Poland was communist. The enemy. Not only were we young Americans integrated, but we were also assimilated. Assimilation in the sense of integration with loyalty to the country of home and hearth.


I was always fascinated with Germany. I eventually discovered America here. Strong democratic values and a flourishing economy, reminiscent of America in the 1950s and 1960s. Unfortunately, my country now seems to be going in the wrong direction. At the close of the constitutional convention on September 17, 1787, Benjamin Franklin was asked, "What kind of government have you given us Mr. Franklin?" He replied I have given you a republic if you can keep it. Ironic that former Nazi Germany, which became a democracy after 1945, is now preserving democracy while ours is declining. Or shall I say, decaying? I often wonder about the parallel between the fall of Rome and the preservation of Christianity by the Germans of the Holy Roman empire. Ironic that former heathens preserved Christianity. Now it seems democracy is being maintained by postwar Germans. In the words of John Fitzgerald Kennedy, "the torch has been passed" to a new generation now responsible for upholding and defending our democratic freedoms and human values. It is up to this generation to defend our 242-year experiment in democracy. I hope they succeed. Henry Kissinger has likened states to living beings. Their survival depends on the integrity and competence of the men that lead them.1


Lately, there has been much skepticism from intellectuals such as Chris Hedges about the future of democracy in America.2 According to George Carlin, the comedian, believing in the American dream happens only when one is asleep. I do not share this skepticism. I cling to my optimism for this beloved country of mine.


It was an excellent time to be an American in Germany in the early 90s. We had won the Cold War and were happy for the reunification of Germany, which would not have happened without US leadership. President George H. W. Bush helped to make this happen despite objections from UK Prime Minister Margret Thatcher and French President Mitterrand. I was lucky to have served during this time. I had made very close friends with many German officers and members of the German department of defense. I often would say to mein "Waffenbruder," Comrades in Arms, "Zusammen haben wir den kalten Krieg gewonnen," together we won the Cold War.


My story begins...but first, this remark... My German secretary said she did not give a "shit" about espionage. Just this...did her Romeo agent love her?




CHAPTER 1


US Embassy, Bonn, Germany May 1983 Arrival


It was the last week in May 1983, late afternoon. Cherry blossoms are pregnant in bloom. Giving birth to rose-colored petals, fluttering to the ground. Pink carpets lay underfoot on vast green meadows between diplomat apartment houses positioned along the Rhine River. Years before, a landscape architect had designed pleasant walkways, spacious green parks between family living areas and placement of trees and shrubs of a wide variety. Cotton woods and maples were planted here to make Americans feel at home. This was evident as I stepped from a rental car, looked around and started walking. I wasn't sure of the directions. A petite blond walked toward me. As she drew closer, piercing bright blue eyes and a smile greeted me.


"Excuse me, Ma'am, do you know the way to the American Embassy Club?"


"Oh, straight ahead, around the corner. You can't miss it."


"Thanks very much."


It was my first Embassy reception. One of many to follow. That evening I called my wife, Birgit. Although we flew from Washington Dulles airport to Germany together, she went on with our 2-year-old son, Alexander, to visit her parents in Bad Hersfeld in central Germany. I continued straight to Bonn, the German capital.


"What is it like in Bonn, or should I say Plittersdorf?"


Plittersdorf was the name of the adjacent small village where American diplomats were housed.


"Wie Gott in Frankreich, verdantly beautiful." (Contrary to the description by Julia Childs, whose husband Paul was posted here in 1955 as mentioned in the book 'A Covert Affair by Jennet Conant.)


"Can't wait to see it."


"They call it the Golden Ghetto," I said.


The Office of Defense Cooperation


I was assigned to the Army Section, Office of Defense Cooperation, US Embassy Bonn. As I walked towards the American Embassy club, I reflected on how this assignment came about. In 1982, while serving at the Pentagon, a call came in from my assignment officer at the Military Personnel Branch (MILPERCEN).


"Good morning Walt, this is John Grozny, Lt. Colonel, MILPERCEN."


"Good morning John. What's up?


"Your tour of duty at the Pentagon will end next year, 1983. You scored high on the Defense Language Aptitude Test, and you voluntarily took the German language test and scored a 1/1 for listening and reading."


"That's correct, John. During my first tour of duty in Germany, from 1964 to 1967, I made an effort to learn German and decided to voluntarily take the test."


"Would you be interested in an assignment at the US Embassy in Bonn, Germany?"


"I sure would!"


I was in a pressure cooker assignment at the Pentagon with a demanding cigar-chomping two-star general boss who slept in his office. The only affordable housing was located in Rockville, Maryland. A two-hour drive to the Pentagon in northern Virginia, depending on traffic. Finding a parking place in the Pentagon parking lot was a challenge. Just to get to work by 7:00 AM meant going out the door at 5 in the morning, bringing our baby, Alexander, to the babysitter, dropping off my wife, Birgit, in Bethesda, Maryland, at IBM, enduring rush hour traffic on the Beltway and bumper to bumper to Washington Memorial Parkway, Spout Run, to the Pentagon. We could only afford one car, a two-door coupe Subaru. Bonn, Germany, sounded like heaven.


John continued, "Well, Walt, this is a nominative assignment, which is not a sure thing. Your file will be submitted to a decision committee, and if selected, we will let you know."


"OK, I'll keep my fingers crossed."


About 60 days later, John called again.


"Good morning, Walt. This is John from MILPERCEN. Congratulations. They have accepted your nomination."


"Wow! That is good news."


"There is one glitch. You will have to bring your level of German language listening and speaking proficiency from 1/1 to the highest level, which is 3/3. To do this, we will send you to the Defense Language School in Monterrey, California, for 6 months of intensive German language training starting in January 1983 because they want you in Bonn at the latest by early June or late May."


"Well, John, I can't leave my wife here in Northern Virginia for 6 months. She works full time at IBM in Bethesda, plus we have a 12-month-old baby son, Alexander.


I have checked this, and there is a State Department language school in Rosslyn, Virginia."


"No can do… this is a budget problem. Defense Department's pot of money versus the State Department's."


I always had a mindset of never taking no for an answer. This would not stand. So, I argued...


"This will not cost the Defense Department one dime…actually will be savings, plus I can achieve level 3/3 in half the time… 3 months.


Allow me to send a request as an exception to policy showing how much can be saved in travel and per diem costs."


A few weeks later, I received approval. Attended the State Department Language School in Rosslyn, Virginia and achieved a 3/3 test score after 3 months. Most of the language instructors were native German speakers married to former US state department employees.


"Well, gentlemen, welcome to the State Department language school. From now on, we will only speak German. Speaking English would be only an exception where it might be needed for clarification," said the school director.


One of my instructors, Frau Lany, would ask what I thought about the political situation in Europe and specifically in Germany in German. To be honest, I hadn't given it much thought. Up to this point in my career, I was apolitical.


"About eight months ago, the assistant US Military Attaché, Lieutenant Colonel Charles Ray, in Paris, France, was assassinated. Do you think this might have been carried out by the Red Army Faction, and are you not concerned about your safety as a military officer serving in Bonn, Germany?" Asked Frau Lany.


"Actually, I'm not concerned about it. I really am not familiar with the details of his assassination. I believe I heard that a woman may have carried it out. It could have been a jilted lover for all I know," I replied.


I would later learn the details of Lieutenant Colonel Charles Ray's assassination. Nine years later, under suspicion of espionage, I would reveal the connection of his assassination to my secretary, Gabriele Kliem.


"So, what do you think of the newly formed Green Party in Germany? Don't you think they are a joke? I really don't believe they will last long," said Frau Lany.


I would soon experience the Green Party's aversion to the US military in Germany. I had very little knowledge of what was happening in Europe, let alone Germany, to this point in my career. My background was in logistics, not in geopolitics. I would soon get a practical education in the school of hard knocks. Fortuitously, my classmates were all State Department employees destined for assignment at the American Embassy in Bonn, Germany, just like me. We got to know one another. We got to like one another. Right off the bat, I had made excellent contacts and acquaintances, which would facilitate interoffice coordination at the US Embassy.


Since I only had to attend school in the mornings, I took advantage of the afternoons and built a house in Alexandria nearby. I was reeling from the consequences of a nasty divorce and needed to get on a better financial footing to support my new family.


I had acquired a building lot for nothing by convincing my mortgage company, Lomas and Nettleton, to remove the encumbrance on the extra lot included in an old house bought in Alexandria, Virginia, right after my arrival in June 1980. The cost of the building was significantly reduced. With my wife's IBM salary and mine, which was encumbered by alimony and child support, I built the house without any loans. In early May 1983, I sold the house, taking back the first mortgage from the buyer just before departing for Germany. The extra income from the mortgage was to play a role later when I was interrogated by the FBI and the CIA.


At the end of May 1983, I reported in to the Office of Defense Cooperation and was given a spacious office with a view of the Rhine. I was the replacement for Lieutenant Colonel (LTC) Anthony McClure.


"Hi Walter, welcome to Bonn. Should I call you Walt or Walter?" Anthony asked.


"Walt is fine, thanks.


"This is Gabi, Gabriele Kliem; she will be your secretary." Anthony was getting ready for his new assignment and was emptying his desk.


Gabriele would turn out to be the most productive spy for the East German STASI during the Cold War, as narrated in this documentary 30 plus years later.3


"Walt, let's meet Lieutenant Colonel Bill Cowan, who is in charge of our department." Anthony continued.


"Hi Bill, this is my replacement, Lieutenant Colonel Walt Bawell," said McClure.


"Pleased to meet you, Walt. You know you met my wife, Diane, yesterday when you asked for directions to the Embassy Club. At least, I believe it was you."


"Oh, yes, the charming lady that gave me directions… please thank her again for me."


"Let's go meet our Chief, Colonel Donald Brock. By the way, Colonel Brock has a great mind and an equally fantastic amount of knowledge on our operations here. The Colonel likes to talk a lot, so I will leave you two alone.


I am sure he will answer all your questions, Walt."


"Thanks, Bill."


Colonel Don Brock and the Meaning of Security Assistance


I was warmly greeted by Colonel Brock, a Special Forces, Army Ranger, Airborne, a seasoned veteran of Vietnam and former National Snowshoe Champion. Snowshoe Champion medals hung on his office wall, including a collage of military awards, trophies and certificates.


"Well, Walter, I hope you and your family are settling in and have received your housing accommodations."


I wasn't going to tell my boss to call me Walt. Unless he told me to call him Don, which he never did.


"Yes, sir. Presently we are in temporary quarters and will be moving into permanent housing on Europastrasse."


Lighting up his cigar and leaning back in his chair, blowing a puff of smoke, Colonel Brock said,


"You know, Walter, the US Embassy's Office of Defense Cooperation (ODC) is the nexus of foreign policy, national security and US influence on recipient nations. We now have less influence on German defense projects than we once did. Germany has reconstituted its defense industrial base and now demands bi-lateral two-way street agreements, offsets for arms transfers."


"What do you mean by two-way street agreements or offsets, sir?"


"The Germans will not buy from us unless we buy from them. Otherwise, no deal. Also, the sales must be of equal value."


"Can you give me an example of a two-way street transaction?"


"I sure can. Right now, the Germans want our Patriot Missile defense system, but they do not want to buy it outright. The German defense minister wants to make a deal for us to buy their Roland Air Defense System. Not only this, but they also want rights for co-production of the Patriot Missile System. Richard Perle will soon be in town to conduct negotiations with the Germans, who will be led by German State Secretary, Lothar Rühl, one of your assignments is to facilitate these negotiations. You will also be responsible for the Pershing II missile sales case, which is a political hot potato."


I would later learn the consequences of Pershing II stationing in Germany. Colonel Brock further elaborated on the mission and history of US-German defense cooperation.


"First of all, let me tell you that the ODC is under the operational control of the Ambassador, although our military bosses are located at European Command in Patch Barracks, Stuttgart. In effect, we are at the cross-section of the State Department and the Department of Defense. We have to walk a tight rope, especially when there is a question of turf. Sometimes we get squeezed between the two."


I would later be caught in a turf battle between The State Department and the Department of Defense.


"Looking out the window toward the Rhine," Colonel Brock continued,


"ODCs are the implementers of "security assistance" and are present in US Embassies of large countries throughout the world. Security assistance supports the national interests of the United States. It is never to be used for domestic partisan political gain. Security assistance operations are the sinews of foreign policy. They are the sequel to the Confessions of An Economic Hitman, the title of a book by John Perkins, (Appropriation, September 23, 1981) but at a milder level here in Germany, ODCs serve to provide assistance in mutual defense cooperation, military equipment, training and logistics. This also includes the transfer of technical data packages, manufacturing licenses and co-production agreements. ODCs have the mission to provide this information to American business visitors, including contact points within the host nation, information on host nation defense budget planning, and cooperative defense programs' status.


This means we are facilitators of defense industrial cooperation between US and German business interests."


"You mentioned that ODCs operate at embassies of larger countries.


What about smaller countries?"


"For small countries, security assistance comes under the purview of the US Military Attaché. Our office is unique because we are also the Department of Defense (DoD) Representative for Germany. A mission that was usually given to the military attaché. This means we are the focal point for all DoD activities and programs within the Federal Republic of Germany."


"So, how do you define security assistance, sir."


"Well, Walter, the term security assistance is not readily understood by the layman and is familiar only to a limited number of key political figures, managers and academicians. Henry Kissinger understood the true meaning of security assistance which is integral to foreign policy. Nations have the ultimate responsibility for security which must not be compromised. So, security assistance can mean military assistance, military training, foreign aid, arms transfers, defense cooperation and logistics to advance our national interests. It is often the focal point of heated national and international political debate. Especially now with the decision to install Pershing II missiles on German soil. They make frequent headlines in German newspapers."
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