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			For Ethan, Emma, and Katelynn.
By far, my greatest accomplishments.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			I Should’ve Known I’d Leave Alone

			On a spring evening in 2001, Ana Montes adjusted the antenna of her shortwave radio by the window in the bedroom of her quiet Cleveland Park apartment in Washington, D.C.

			Cherry blossoms had reached their peak and fallen in pink piles. Pandas Mei Xiang and Tian Tian had just made their home at the National Zoo, which sat a couple of blocks from Ana’s home. She could see the city’s odd black Canadian squirrels, which had infiltrated D.C. after escaping from that same zoo more than one hundred years before, engaged in their annual spring rituals in the grass outside her building.

			Ana also hoped for love.

			She had tried dating, perhaps once dreaming of a big Puerto Rican family like the one in which she had grown up. But three times a week, she pulled the Sony radio, which looked like something any shortwave hobbyist would pick up at RadioShack, from its spot next to her radiator. In her closet sat a professional-looking leather-ish document holder—ubiquitous in the days before everything went online—from which she pulled a piece of paper with a series of letters set up like a matrix. Had she gotten the paper wet, it would have disintegrated.

			She kept a go-bag in the closet next to the radio. It contained money and maps for several big cities around the world. If she wanted to run, she could.

			She lived in a co-op like a thousand other city apartments: hardwood floors, high ceilings, and marble entranceways. Like those other eighty-year-old dwellings, the thick brick walls prevented any signal from getting through. She placed the antenna close to the window.

			Then she waited.

			In that apartment, she kept a picture of her family: her brother Tito’s graduation from the FBI Academy. He stood with his then-wife Joanie, a fellow FBI agent. Ana’s dad was in the picture. He had served in the US Army as a psychiatrist. And Ana’s sister Lucy was there. She worked as a translator for the FBI, helping to break up a notorious ring of Cuban spies.

			It’s difficult for me to look at this picture. It represents why it took almost twenty years to stop hating Ana Montes. I graduated from the same academy, took the same oath, and believed with all my heart that, even with its problems, the United States would always be the first of my commitments.
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			Each of Ana’s family members, except for her brother Carlos, also took this oath seriously, putting country ahead of just about everything else, often including family. But by the time Tito graduated from the FBI Academy, Ana had already been to Cuba illegally—twice. The Cubans had already arranged for her to meet Fidel Castro to receive an award for her espionage, though their schedules didn’t align. And I believe—but can’t prove—she offered intelligence to Cuba about El Salvador that resulted in a 1987 ambush in which a Green Beret, Staff Sergeant Gregory A. Fronius, was killed. But that was through no fault of hers. In her mind, he was responsible for the actions that might have caused his path to cross with hers.

			Ana’s dreams differed significantly from those of her family, and her cause was more important to her than how her actions might affect those she loved. She risked not only spending the rest of her life in jail but also ruining her family members’ lives.

			There’s some irony there: Ana wrote that her father was abusive and that she felt guilty she could not protect her three siblings. From then on, she advocated for the underdog, but she left her mother, brothers, and sister to deal with the aftermath.

			Ana had started out as an idealistic young woman, passionate about her beliefs. In school, everyone knew she hated the Americans’ interference in Central America. It wasn’t that she thought their governments were better than her own, she just didn’t think the United States should involve itself in other countries’ affairs. The Cuban people should rise up to overthrow their own government—without the help of the United States, which had tried multiple times to get rid of Fidel Castro. The Reagan administration poured money into El Salvador—$1.5 million a day, at one point—to defeat the leftists in a stand against communism. After a training course in counterinsurgency techniques provided by US special operations troops, El Salvador’s army rounded up men, women, and children in a tiny village and massacred 1,200 people.1 You could legitimately argue that the US government was wrong to do this, but you don’t fix American policy by handing over information to Castro, Cuba’s leader from 1959 to 2008 who was known for banning free speech, executing thousands of opponents, and keeping most Cubans in a constant state of poverty.2

			Ana didn’t support that—didn’t support the poverty and the executions and the lack of freedom. But she hated the colonialist feel of US involvement.

			She saw the US government as the enemy. In fact, she kept not a trace of herself in her cubicle at work: no pictures, no postcards of sunny beaches, no posters of cats offering motivational phrases. But there hung, at eye level on the wall in front of her desk, a quote from Shakespeare:

			The king hath note
 Of all that they intend,
 By interception
 Which they dream not of.

			But I think, by the time she hung her antenna out the window that balmy evening in 2001, Ana Montes had begun to understand that she had betrayed not only her family and her country, but also herself.

			When you picture spies, you may think of martinis, sweet cars, and sexy clothes. That wasn’t Ana. She didn’t go out with coworkers. She behaved awkwardly at parties. She hadn’t had good luck dating. She filled her apartment with academic books about South America and traveled often to the Caribbean for “work” vacations, but her coworkers found her intellectually arrogant—always the smartest one in the room. Often, she was, in fact, the smartest person in the room, but some people handle those situations with more grace than others. She treated colleagues’ ideas with boredom or annoyance.

			She couldn’t be friends with the people at work because she disagreed with what they did for a living. Her attitude was, “I’m not going to be friends with you, Bob, and I’m not going to your kid’s christening or your birthday party because I really hate you, and I hate what you stand for, and I hate that you believe in what you’re doing.”

			Instead of hanging out with her coworkers, she socialized with her handlers: she saw them as friends.

			The Cubans had known her for more than sixteen years. I think they cared about her, and not just because she was an asset. For all her social oddities at work, she had changed the game for her handlers. She wanted nothing to do with dead drops. Robert Hanssen—the FBI agent who spied for the Russians for more than fifteen years beginning in the late 1980s and who was also known for being smart and standoffish—used a park in Fairfax, Virginia, as a drop site. Ana wanted none of that. She could easily have met her handlers in nearby Rock Creek Park, a lushly wooded area with lots of turns and hiding spots, but she knew better. No woman would have wanted to be alone in that park for long. Even as Ana sat in her kitchen window playing with the antenna, congressional intern Chandra Levy, who lived nearby in the Dupont Circle neighborhood, had already disappeared that spring after going for a run in Rock Creek Park.

			Instead, Ana insisted her handlers meet her face-to-face. Dead drops? No. She ate lunch with them in the middle of the day, often handing off classified discs like she might a music CD she wanted to lend to a friend. The tradecraft? Brush passes in the middle of a tunnel or a subway entrance that happen so quickly they’re barely visible. She didn’t bother with that.

			She was hiding in plain view.

			At the same time, she built relationships with her handlers and absolutely considered them her friends.

			Still, she kept thinking about her future. She craved companionship. A loud house. Nieces and nephews and nonsense. Lots of Puerto Rican food—fried plantains, rice and pigeon peas and cilantro, pastries stuffed with beef. Café con leche. And flan.

			The work—the constant vigilance, the watching to make sure no one followed her, the fear that someone would find her out stressed her to the point of bad health. She exercised almost daily, a regular at the local gym. She listened to the anxiety tapes she kept in the nightstand of her bedroom. But still she lay awake at night, worrying, her thoughts circling over the details of the day as she tried to suss out whether she had missed anything. Did anyone notice that she’d left early?

			Beyond that, she worked a lot of hours between the two careers. Her bosses at the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA) saw her as one of the best—the “Queen of Cuba”—and she advanced quickly. Then she came home, typed out from memory everything she had learned that day, and waited for word from her handlers.

			It was too much. She thought about a relationship—someone to help ease the load—often enough that she came up with a plan. In 1998, she asked the Cubans to set her up with a mate. It seemed perfect: he’d already be in on the game. She told them she wanted someone Latin, smart, good-looking, and athletic who didn’t smoke—from a country known for its cigars and 60 percent smoking rate. But Castro’s food rationing and a gas shortage had caused people to lose weight and get more exercise.3 Her odds seemed good. Sure, they told her, they could find her someone.

			They had her travel to a Caribbean island to meet her match. The guy undoubtedly worked as an intelligence officer. The Cubans weren’t going to pull some random guy off the street and say, “Hey. You’re going on a date.”

			But after a couple of days together in paradise, Ana realized she would have to find someone for herself. Her new Cuban friend was overweight. He smoked. He was not athletic.

			She felt no spark.

			Ana had always put the Cubans first. They had comforted her, nurtured her, and allowed her to contribute to a cause she believed in. It sustained her, to a degree, intimately—at the friendship level. But she wanted more, and she sensed she didn’t have a lot of time. She needed to get out before she got caught.

			Being a woman had helped her. It’s not like she was wearing a mustache and fedora, but the word “she” just wasn’t coming up anywhere in the missives from the Cubans. Had we known …let’s be honest, there weren’t a lot of women working as intelligence analysts at the time. There weren’t a lot of women working for the DIA period then. Knowing her gender would have narrowed our search significantly—and we did know there was a spy. But nothing pointed toward a woman.

			American women don’t spy against their country. Either they’re too smart to try or they’re smart enough not to get caught. They have kids, and it’s hard to spy when there’s often a small child in the vicinity. And it’s stressful—people in the intelligence community tend to drink a lot.

			It’s not like you can go home and tell your spouse what you’ve been working on.

			Except, if women do spy, they’re usually part of a couple. Of the 148 Americans-who-spied cases from the 1940s to 2001, seven of the twelve known women spies were recruited by their boyfriends or husbands.4

			Ana’s motives also made her unusual. Most spies do it for at least a couple of reasons: they might be communists who also like nice boats. Or they may have a gambling problem but also think their boss is an asshole and have a grudge against a whole agency. They may want to be James Bond—yearn for the excitement and adventure—and also be dealing with an addiction.

			Ana was different. She saw her spy craft as altruistic and morally just: she accepted no money. She did it purely because she believed the United States was wrong—she betrayed her country out of the goodness of her heart.

			One man’s freedom fighter is another man’s terrorist, but to me, it was the epitome of betrayal.

			She had already outlasted the majority of spies. Almost half of them make it about five years before someone catches them. She had been at it for sixteen years.

			Maybe, because she was so stressed out and so ready for a relationship, she opened her heart to the enemy: Roger. Dark hair and eyes, like hers, a big grin, and smart. Fit. He worked as an intelligence analyst against Cuba for the Defense Department’s Southern Command near Miami.

			She knew she couldn’t date a Cuban watcher, or, frankly, anyone, and spy for Cuba and make the relationship work. He was either in on it, or he was going to notice that Tokyo Rose was hiding in the closet three nights a week with her radio.

			That spring, she made up her mind. She would quit her job at DIA because working for the American government felt like torture—she didn’t want to work for the war machine. And she planned to tell the Cubans she was done.

			She wanted to have a life.

			But she was about to become Cuba’s most important spy and one of America’s greatest enemies.

			
			
		

	
		
			1

			Someone That You Think That You Can Trust

			I’m a pretty analytical person: I like facts. I like to break things down until they become smaller facts. And then when those facts become small enough to become actionable items, I like to deal with them quickly.

			I’ve been dealing with Ana Montes for decades.

			In some ways, you’d think our upbringings were similar: We both had dads who served in the military. We both moved around during our formative years, causing us to learn how to build new relationships just as we dealt with the angst of puberty. Our fathers were both brilliant. Both had strong personalities. We both had mothers who did everything they could to keep us safe.

			But somewhere, she went in the furthest direction one way while I went completely the other. (I’m not even going to try to figure out who went left and who went right here.) I, and people much smarter than I, have all combed over the data, looking for the why of it, but even if I hit on a theory—or the XXX does—there’s a deeper why behind that: genetics. Abuse. Crossed brain signals. Birth order.

			All of the above.

			She would undoubtedly say—well, and has said—that she simply fought for the rights of the Cuban people. But why? I mean, the Cubans aren’t the first to hold a grudge, legitimate or not, against the United States. And Fidel Castro? I’d put a lot of people on a heroes list ahead of him.

			For me, it comes back to that photo. Ana and her family. Her smile even as she betrays them.

			She was born on a military base in Nürnberg, West Germany, in 1957. Her father, Alberto Montes, served there as a US Army physician. He had gone to medical school in upstate New York before joining the army in 1956.5 After the family moved to Topeka, Kansas, while Ana was a child, Alberto worked at the Menninger Clinic for seven years.

			When she was ten, her family moved to Towson, Maryland—just north of Baltimore—a university town with historic buildings dating to the 1830s, a mall, and a theater. There, her father began a psychiatry and psychoanalytic practice, and his family lived in a nice home, and his children went to good schools.6

			On the outside, it doesn’t seem like such a bad life. But the more I learn about people, spies and otherwise, the more I realize how many people face trauma at some point in their lives and how differently it affects each of us, even within the same family.

			Ana’s parents were from Puerto Rico. It has been reported that her dad supported the Puerto Rican separatist movement, and that he expressed those views in letters and articles, according to research by the DIA.7 But Ana’s sister Lucy says this is absolutely incorrect: “Dad always supported commonwealth status because Puerto Rico was so poor,” she said. “He was always a moderate about this and politics in general.”

			He sent a letter to Vice President Al Gore and the governor of Puerto Rico asking that the territory be allowed to make some of its own decisions, but Lucy said most Puerto Ricans believe that should be the case.

			“He was never a separatist, as in ‘secession,’” she said. Fidel Castro, however, had other ideas.

			The separatist groups have sought independence from the United States since 1898: Puerto Rico has a long history of trying to gain independence from somebody. Before the United States, it was five hundred years of Spanish rule. Puerto Rico was part of the trade pipeline from Spain to the American colonies, which meant it was important to all of Latin America. It remained in Spanish hands until the end of the Spanish-American War in 1898, when both Puerto Rico and Cuba came under US control.8

			Cuba gained its independence from the United States in 1902, but only after agreeing to allow US control over the Guantanamo Bay military base. Many in Puerto Rico hoped they would also gain independence. So, a group of nationalists launched small attacks at home,9 attacking and killing shady cops and going after government offices. Some of those nationalists were then executed.

			They decided to take the fight to the mainland. In 1950, two of the nationalists attempted to sneak into Blair House in Washington, D.C., to try to kill President Harry Truman as he slept there during renovations to the White House. One Secret Service agent and one Puerto Rican nationalist died during a shootout with the men guarding the Blair House. Pedro Albizu Campos, who led the revolt, was sentenced to eighty years in prison. In 1954, the separatists tried again: they sneaked into the US Capitol and began shooting members of Congress, wounding five of them. After that, support for the movement fell off, for the most part.

			Fidel Castro, of course, played on the similarities between Puerto Rico and Cuba as a publicity campaign to gain support for Cuba and against the United States. As Ana was growing up, Fidel Castro told Barbara Walters that he supported the independence of Puerto Rico, which undoubtedly would have been a topic of conversation in the Montes household.

			But Ana’s sister Lucy told me she doesn’t remember her parents being involved in that movement.

			“My parents voted in all the elections, but they weren’t politically active,” she said.

			They did care about Puerto Rico—cared that it was poor with the median income in 2018 at $20,000, while 44 percent of the population lived in poverty, according to the US Census10—and that it didn’t get the resources it desperately needed. Cared that people in the United States didn’t seem to care about it or even understand that it’s part of their country.

			“They both were highly educated, very knowledgeable, and they knew what was going on in the world,” Lucy said. “And they definitely had strong opinions about things that were going on.” Dinner conversation might have been limited, she said: everyone knew better than to talk about anything touchy when they discussed the latest news.

			“He didn’t accept differences of opinion,” Lucy said of her father. “Maybe that’s inherited.”

			In some ways, Ana’s childhood was typical: she liked the beach, soccer, Stevie Wonder, and chocolate chip cookies, according to her high school yearbook.

			But as the oldest of four children, Ana had some typical birth order trappings: perfectionism and a need for control. She saw herself as responsible for her two brothers and sister. She told investigators that there had been abuse at home, and that she felt guilt for not being able to protect her siblings.

			“It was the belt,” Lucy said, “when Dad lost his temper.”

			Ana was only a year older than Lucy, two years older than their brother Tito, and five years older than Carlos, so she could hardly protect her siblings against an adult man. Still, she stepped in when she could.

			“You know, she was the oldest,” Lucy told me. “She helped us all at one point or another. She was a little protective in that way. But as far as intervening or protecting us from abuse? No, she couldn’t do that. She was a child.”

			Her father hit all the children, Lucy said, but she only saw him hurt her mother, Emilia, once. At the time, Puerto Rico had a higher rate of child abuse—though mostly neglect—than the rest of the United States, according to the National Child Abuse and Neglect Data System.11 That is, in part, cultural: gender roles tend to be rigid and dictated by a conservative political system, talking about domestic violence is taboo, and police response is slow or nonexistent, a 2020 series by Type Investigations shows.12

			But in Towson, the neighbors might have been surprised to learn the respected Freudian psychoanalyst who lived down the street—the man who helped people work through adulthood difficulties brought on by childhood trauma and who was “well regarded”13 in the community—was the cause of trauma in his own family.

			“No parent can emotionally abuse a child like a disturbed mental health professional,” Dr. Eric Shaw, an experienced psychologist and recognized expert on insider threat, told me. “In addition to carrying the authority, dependency, and gravitas of a parent, they also carry the professional status and knowledge of a mental health professional. When they lash out, they are likely to cut to the core, indicting the intimate personal characteristics of their kin. They don’t just make the child feel guilty about something they have done, they make them feel ashamed of who they are.”

			But the family no longer lived in Puerto Rico, and Ana’s mother wasn’t having it. Based on my experience with her, I’d call her a firecracker, and I wouldn’t want to get between her and one of her children. As Alberto worked at his practice, Emilia worked as an investigator for a federal employment anti-discrimination office, the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission, and she became well known in the Hispanic community.14

			In fact, long before Ana listened on a shortwave radio for messages from Havana, her mother had developed strong opinions about the country in the mid-1970s.

			“The Cubans and I had our encounters,” she told the Miami Herald. “They don’t fight clean.”

			Emilia had worked to gain a slot for a group of Hispanic immigrants in the Showcase of Nations city festival in Baltimore. The festival was a big deal: a mayor had worked to bring the international neighborhoods downtown for parties that would bring tourists into the city. Folks could drink German beer, eat kielbasa and gyros, and watch Irish clogging. Italian fest. Greek fest. Korean fest.

			Emilia’s entourage included people from all over Latin America. But a group of Cuban exiles believed it should have the slot. Emilia didn’t see “Cuban Fest” as particularly inclusive.

			“They had a knock-down, drag-out fight,” fellow activist Javier Bustamante told the Miami Herald. Emilia won.

			She won against Alberto too. The couple separated when Ana was fifteen, and Emilia divorced Ana’s father in 1978, just after the girls left the house for college. Emilia got custody of the younger children, as well as the house, the car, and alimony.

			Ana wasn’t having it either.

			“She was very defiant,” Lucy said. “She was the only one. She had a lot of courage.”

			Ana disobeyed him, but she didn’t hide it. Once, when Ana was in college, she wanted to go to Ocean City with her friends for a week during the summer. Her father told her she couldn’t.

			“She said she was going, and he slapped her,” Lucy recalled. “Then she got in the car with her friends and she left.”

			But Lucy doesn’t remember Ana getting in trouble when she got home—she thinks her mother talked her father down, or that perhaps he realized he shouldn’t have slapped his adult daughter—that perhaps she was old enough to make her own decisions about a trip to Ocean City.

			From a young age, Ana saw herself as a protector. She liked to fight for the underdog, and she always took control. “Monte’s childhood made her intolerant to power differentials, led her to identify with the less powerful, and solidified her desire to retaliate against authoritarian figures,” the US intelligence community (USIC) wrote in its psychological profile of Montes.15 Much has been made about Ana’s relationship with her temperamental father, and there’s truth to it.
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			“Even as kids, she didn’t share much,” Lucy said, then laughed. “I think I was always just the pesky little sister.” She never felt close to her sister.

			But she remembers that Ana could be compassionate, as do others. Her cousin Miriam Montes Mock remembered that once, when a friend was getting married, Ana pulled money from her wallet to donate because she knew the young couple was low on funds. Ana didn’t know them, Miriam said. Another time, Miriam asked Ana why she wore all black that day. A friend had just lost her father, Ana told her, and she wanted to be with her in spirit.16

			She kept herself neat and was affectionate with her family, Miriam remembered—and she loved Ana’s sense of humor.

			But life in Ana’s family could feel small. Her father paid for Ana and her sister to go to college, but there were only a few jobs he saw as acceptable for women: child psychiatrist, teacher, pediatrician, or nurse. Three of her father’s aunts and his sister went to college—and they were all teachers.

			“He said that women didn’t need to go to college, because they raised the children,” Lucy said. “If they went to college, it was to educate their children.”

			Tito got married while he was in college, Lucy said, but he didn’t tell his father for more than a year. “When my father found out, he cut him off,” Lucy said. “He refused to pay for the rest of his college.” Tito, his father told him, was responsible for his own family.

			“Ana seemed to have a need to punish,” Lucy said. “My father did too.”

			Ana inherited her father’s “very rigid” moral code, Lucy said. “She can be harsh. She has a few of his negative qualities; she has a few of his positive qualities. She can be very compassionate.”

			Lucy believes that the Cubans were able to “manipulate” her sister using psychology as a tool.

			But I’m not sure. There’s nothing that makes me believe Ana did not leap willingly to her fate.
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			It’s My Life

			Picture this: A beautiful town laid out in 1869 to support a railroad.

			 Minooka. Potawatomi for “good land.”

			Population? Fewer than five thousand. Everybody knew everybody, and everybody needed somebody to talk about. It’s a suburb of Chicago, but it felt like a suburb of Mayberry. Siding and brick buildings. Sprawling fields with pick-your-own corn. Soybeans. Big yards. Sidewalks.

			Casseroles from the neighbors, who desperately wanted to see what kind of housekeeper your mother was.

			When we moved there, I was in culture shock. So was my mother.

			We’d just come from Franklinville, New Jersey, where Mom had worked as a nurse in Camden, Dad had taught physics, and we lived on a dirt road in the sticks. My best friend’s dad worked at a refinery across the river not far from South Philly, and the rest of my classmates’ dads were blue-collar too. Franklinville was tiny—unincorporated—but it still had a bar, right next door to my best friend’s house. My dad and his dad frequented it. Neighbors? Well, there were peach trees in an orchard across the street, where my sister Heather and I played for hours, building forts, climbing trees, and generally getting by without parental supervision.

			But Minooka? They meant it when they said, “It takes a village,” and we—my sister, my parents, and I—suddenly found ourselves surrounded by typical Midwestern neighborhood scrutiny. We had moved on up to the middle class, and Mom planned to make the best of it.

			Now picture this: Dad out in the tidy new yard next to one of the laser-straight sidewalks pouring concrete for a fifty-foot ham radio antenna. The roof of the house hit about halfway up the shaft of the antenna. He used his ham radio—and the towering antenna—to communicate with people around the world.

			Wait, your dad didn’t do this? Huh.

			The neighbors were not pleased, and neither were my sister and I.

			Just after we moved, Dad made one of his many unilateral decisions about our lives: Heather and I would also get ham radio licenses so that we, too, could talk to strangers from around the world. After school and on weekends, Heather and I listened not to Bruce Springsteen and Madonna and all the things the other kids listened to, but to Morse code on tape.

			Dah, dit dah dit, dah dit dah…

			Sometimes, whether we wanted to or not, Heather and I sat in Dad’s office while he “talked” to strangers around the world in Morse code.

			When we weren’t memorizing dashes and dots, we learned radio theory in preparation for our ham radio license exams—like why certain messages needed to be transmitted at certain frequencies to be heard in certain parts of the world. Honestly? I didn’t care.

			But I couldn’t argue with my father. Ever.

			“You’ll need this one day,” he said.

			Why on earth would I need to know radio theory? People were already using brick-sized car phones. Dad’s antenna did not seem like the wave of the future.

			Dad would prove to be right.

			Damn it.

			In Jersey, my parents had struggled on the salaries of a nurse and a teacher, so Dad used his physics background—and his incredible intelligence—to get a job in 1980 training engineers how not to melt down the reactor at Commonwealth Edison’s nuclear power plant. In 1979, Three Mile Island in Pennsylvania partially melted down, leading to a “voluntary evacuation” of the town—and the twenty-mile area around the meltdown—and costing an estimated $2.4 billion in 2021 dollars to clean up. In response, the industry decided to bring in smart people to train engineers to make sure that never happened again.

			So yeah, Dad trained nuclear technicians and engineers.

			Mom was a bit easier for me to relate to—calm, caring, and kind, like she came out of central casting for a TV mom. But if Dad worked to keep the region safe, Mom had her hands full with us. Before we left New Jersey, Heather and I spent a lot of time playing on our own, like most kids of that generation. When the streetlights came on, thousands of members of Generation X headed home for dinner or risked being grounded from watching TV.

			Heather and I were pretty much inseparable. We slept in the same room and, because our tiny house didn’t have air conditioning, often slept on the floor with our heads in the hallway so we could catch some breeze from the family’s one fan.

			One day, as we played in the peach orchard, genius struck: I would use a magnifying glass to see if I could light a plastic garbage can on fire. I caught the sun just right and hit the can. And then the bush next to it. I screamed in terror as I imagined burning down the entire orchard, and Mom came running. She put out the fire before it got too bad.

			Saved.

			Except, she wasn’t done with me.

			She grabbed my wrist and dragged me to the sink. She forced an unlit match into my fingers as she held my wrist. She lit the match and continued to hold my fingers over the base of the match as the fire crept down. Just as the fire licked my finger—the very instant I could feel the heat—she doused my small hand with water and extinguished the match.

			“There,” she said. “Now you’ll never play with fire again.”

			She was right. For the most part.

			Mom hit us with the practical while dad stuck with the academic. They tag-teamed morality by sacrificing financially to send Heather and me to Catholic school. Mom supplemented her nursing income by helping at school and with bingo nights, and often came home smelling of cigarette smoke from the dauber crowd on their big night out. When Mom worked, Dad made dinner—usually fried hot dogs and baked beans.

			Yum.

			Civilian women taught at St. Catherine’s of Sienna, while nuns ran the show as administrators. My biggest memory? Being thrown through the air as I saw black, then white, then grass, then sky. It was a playground fight, and I don’t even remember why it happened, but I do remember a heavyset nun pulling me from the fisticuffs and flinging me away. She suspended me from school, and then, when I got home, Mom and Dad punished me again with a grounding.

			Ultimately, it was a typical 1980s upbringing—strict but also based in freedom: the freedom to play without direction. The freedom to make decisions, bad or good, and face the consequences. The freedom to learn through hard work. The freedom to figure out how to get the things we wanted because probably Mom and Dad weren’t going to spring for a new pair of Levi’s jeans—and nobody wanted to go to school in JCPenney’s Plain Pockets. In retrospect, that probably set us up pretty well for life.

			But I remember some tough moments. My father, without question, is brilliant. I could have studied for twenty hours a day and still never understood the beginnings of his job. To be fair, nuclear science did not interest me. I worked hard at school, but academically, I wasn’t an overachiever. And Dad, as brilliant as he is, couldn’t always see around his need to explain a thing: if I tried out for the baseball team, he would explain how to play ball—even if he had never donned a glove.

			Sometimes Dad got so involved in his own thoughts that it was as if no one else was in the room.

			In Minooka, Heather and I loved that we got to walk to school—it was only a mile—except in the northern Illinois winters. Gray. That damp cold that settles in your bones and stays until June. And the wind encountered no obstacles as it blew across the plains. One night after basketball practice, I walked home in the snow in the dark. As I crossed the railroad tracks, my dad drove past…and didn’t stop. I walked the rest of the way home, flexing frozen fingers to try to warm them and grumbling under my breath.

			“Why didn’t you stop?” I asked as I came in the front door of the house.

			“I honestly didn’t see you,” he said, looking confused.

			It was dark and snowy. I’m sure he was deep in thought about some nuclear meltdown problem.

			Between the household struggle to make ends meet and my dad’s absent-minded professor tendency, I became independent quickly.

			But Dad’s lectures shut me down a bit. I knew I wouldn’t be heard, and I’ll admit that it gave me a bit of an inferiority complex. It turns out that I’m a fighter, even if I didn’t know it then. I needed to prove him wrong, but I also needed to learn to do things my own way. Being shut down as a kid means that, as an adult, I’m a good listener, a good observer. It also means I know how to get a point across when I need to.

			But at twelve, as I worked to prove myself, I started as a paperboy for the local rag. The route started a mile from our house, but I didn’t mind the distance. I ran cross country and track, so I thought of it as part of my workout. But Sunday mornings? Remember the ads that, pre-internet, used to take up half the paper? Mom cutting coupons and kids digging through the Toys “R” Us pages? On Sundays, I had to combine the ads with the rest of the paper, which meant I had to get up way too early. The ads doubled the weight I carried the rest of the week, so I had to head out twice because I couldn’t carry it all at once.

			It was uphill, but only one way.

			As a shortcut, I crossed a grassy area and went over the semi-abandoned railroad tracks that ran through town. In its heyday, the trains moved grain from the farms to the cities. One snowy morning, as I cut through the field, I caught sight of something odd. It looked like a gun. I picked it up but realized immediately it was not a toy. I put it down, marked the spot, finished my route, and then went home and told my parents.

			A couple days after I took the local police to the spot, Dad showed me an article in the newspaper—the same one I delivered every day. “Minooka Teen Finds Loaded Gun,” the headline read. I didn’t understand how the reporter knew. Reluctantly, Dad admitted that he called the paper.

			He wanted to tell the story of a young kid taking initiative and making good decisions.

			In 1983, Dad’s dad died suddenly. By Christmas of my freshman year of high school, we had moved back to Jersey to be closer to family. We lived in Ocean County—the Jersey shore, though back then, in Jersey, we just called it the “Shore.”

			Oddly, my cool-kid status—I was shy and dorky, but now armed with a sweet ham radio license—didn’t improve after moving halfway through my freshman year. In fact, it’s possible that the chip on my shoulder had started to develop into a boulder. I settled in as an outsider.

			In homeroom, I sat behind a cute girl named Lora. She loved the hair metal band Night Ranger, and she was nice. And she liked me. Which caught the attention of a big, stocky kid with a bad haircut. Lineman on the football team. “Jimmy,” because it was, after all, Jersey. His dad was a state trooper, and Jimmy was, well, a bully. He and his buddies in homeroom harassed me relentlessly, typically by misidentifying my sexual orientation.

			I mean, I was fourteen and in a new school. I wasn’t dating anybody, male or female.

			I was afraid to stand up for myself because I knew Jimmy would kick my ass and it would hurt. A lot. And then my dad would kick my ass again after I got suspended from school for fighting.

			I figured there had to be an alternative. The summer after my freshman year, I convinced my mom to let me play football. With Jimmy. One day, lying on the floor of the locker room, mostly undressed except for the athletic tape that pinned my arms to my body and my legs to each other, one of the coaches walked in. He shook his head and kept walking.

			Being “taped” was a commonly accepted hazing ritual in high school football—almost like the “Code Red” from A Few Good Men. But that didn’t make it, or me, cool.

			So that whole football thing worked out well.

			Music kept me company during those awkward years in high school. Edward Van Halen on MTV. Eddie was a guitar god. And it’s damned hard to hear a lecture over a guitar solo. My parents paid for my guitar lessons, and I suddenly knew what color my parachute was. But being a teenager in the late ’80s in New Jersey could mean only one thing: Bon Jovi. Slippery When Wet. Obviously, I would be the next Jon Bon Jovi. Fuck you, Jimmy. Fuck you, Jimmy’s bully asshat pals. And yeah, Dad too—though I still can’t quite bring myself to type the words. He’s my dad; the thought was fleeting.

			I waited to be discovered. Probably I should have practiced while I waited. And it might have helped to have some actual musical talent. I did play in the church folk band (there were cute girls in the “band”), but that would be the extent of the screaming crowds.

			Oddly enough, between the ham radio and the bully Jimmy, as well as my dad’s formidable personality, I was set for life.

			 

		

	
		
			3

			Those Spies Hide Out at Every Corner

			Revolution always speaks to romantics: Ernest Hemingway. Victor Hugo. James Baldwin.

			Ana Montes.

			Of course, some romantics pour out their ideas in novels, treatises, or even lyrics. Others get so caught up in a story of their own making that they can’t see beyond their personal bit of the tale. The saga of Ana’s betrayal begins with a romance not long after the spring break showdown with her father, the rebellion still heating her blood.

			During Ana’s junior year of college at the University of Virginia, she studied in Spain. Francisco Franco, the military general who had led the Nationalist uprising in the Spanish Civil War and became the country’s dictator in 1939, had just died. You could call him “fascist light,” as he evaded allying himself with the Axis during World War II, but he still took on much of their language and methods. He ruled cruelly: concentration camps, forced labor, and thousands of executions. He restricted the rights of women, determining they should serve in traditional roles. He made homosexuality illegal. He made deals with Adolf Hitler.

			In the 1960s and 1970s, students began to protest—efforts that were shoved down by the police. But before Franco died in 1975, he restored the monarchy. And Juan Carlos, the new king, led the country back to democracy.

			It was early days when Ana arrived: in January 1977, tens of thousands of people protested in Madrid against the violence that appeared to be spread by the neo-fascists angered by the king’s changes17—the nationalists of Spain and those who didn’t want to see any move toward the left. The police arrested “seven Argentines, three Cubans, two Australians, an Englishman, a Colombian and a Lebanese” for the violence, according to the New York Times. They were all believed to have fascist ties.

			In June, the country had its first elections. The new constitution was approved in 1978, so Ana was there for the discussions about what a democracy should look like—and how the people could decide it. The political left supported the king. The king legalized the Communist Party. It felt like a new beginning.



OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
_PETER J. LAPP
4 ith Kélly Kennedy

An FBI Agent’s Insideri;}-\, co
Spy Who Evaded Detection f ears





OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/AdobeStock_92391060.png





OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/3.png
Ana with her mother Emilia, sister Luc
December 1986.






OEBPS/image/posthill_v_black.png





OEBPS/font/CompactaLTStd-Light.otf


OEBPS/image/2.png
3
i
<
g
N

N v AR

Ana with ber family from Tits graduation from New Agent Training at
the FBI Academy in February 1988. L to R: Ands father, Alberto, Ana,
Lucy, Joan Andrzejewski, and Tito.





OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf



OEBPS/image/1.png
QUEEN
wGUBA

An FBI Agent’s Insider Account of the
Spy Who Evaded Detection for 17 Years

PETER J. LAPP
with Kelly Kennedy

Koo

PRESS





OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-SemiboldItalic.otf


