COMING TO AMERICA
Albrecht Dittrich had received
the best training possible from
the Soviet Union’s KGB spy
network and was ready for an
assignment. The KGB considered
Albrecht as an elite, one of the
best, therefore picked him along
with 9 other KGB secret agents to
infiltrate their most powerful
adversary: the United States of
America. In the Fall of 1978,
Albrecht boarded a plane with
ten thousand dollars in spending
money, a false West German
passport, a short wave radio
which was commercially available, a note pad with chemically
impregnated sheets of paper for secret writing, whatever mental
intelligence he stored in his brain, and a false birth certificate sewn into
the cover of the secret writing note pad. The birth certificate identified
Albrecht as Jack Barsky, a name he would maintain for the rest of his life.
The journey to America took three weeks and three different passports.
First stop, Belgrade. Then to Vienna, Rome, Madrid, Mexico City, into
Chicago then to his permanent posting in New York City. With today’s
southern border controversy, my first question seemed obvious.
How difficult was it to travel from Mexico City into Chicago?

Jack’s reply, “It wasn’t, everything was prepared. I was given the trains
to take, the flight numbers of airplane flights, and which airline to take. I
took American Airlines from Mexico City to Toronto, Canada, with a
layover in Chicago. I got off the plane in Chicago and easily made it
through Customs. I was asked, ‘Are you here for business or pleasure?’
I told them neither one; that I just wanted to look around Chicago. So,
Customs allowed me to pass.”
That easy?
“Yes, that easy. But there I was, in
Chicago by myself with seven grand
remaining in spending money. I
picked a hotel out of the phone
book and ended up in the south
side of Chicago, the pits. I had a TV
but you paid a quarter for every 30
minutes of viewing time, and the
hotel was right next to a stairway
up to the L. Every five or ten
minutes a transit train came roaring
JACK BARSKY, AGE 25 by. I had no frame of reference as
to how bad that was. That developed afterwards. As much as I had
studied the U.S. and interacted with comrades who had been in America,
I still had no clue.”
So, a tall, white Russian, in the south side of Chicago?
“Yep. I’ve speculated as to what would have happened had someone
robbed me. I carried a Canadian passport; there were no Russians in
Chicago, and we didn’t have a Plan B, as in, what if? I reserved a room
for two nights, but it was horrible, and I knew I had to get out. It didn’t
feel right, there had to be better places. After the first horrible night, I

was walking around trying to find a newspaper and a map of the city, so
I walked north. Block by block it got richer, and I’m thinking, ‘Wow, so
between the richest sections and the poorest sections I found a fairly
nice place then I checked-out of the dump on the south side. The new
place was clean, mixed race, I wouldn’t be a standout. I walked around,
bought some American clothes….I’d been wearing West German attire.
Anyway, I bought a leather jacket. It was made in Poland. (Laughter)
Then I bought two suits. Why? My judgement was off. I mean, I didn’t
get a job for 18 months and most likely it wouldn’t be a job requiring a
suit. I should have bought blue jeans and T-shirts, and that’s exactly what
I ended up wearing.”
How long did your money
last?
“About one year. I found a
hotel room for $600.00 per
month…oh, by that time I’m
in New York. And I received
another ten grand in a dead
drop. That got me through
the second year, but I also got
a job during the second year.”
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How did you get a job with
no work background?

“You find a job where no one
asks. Getting established took time, but we were trained on how to do
it, on how to become an American. I got a library card first, then a New
York driver’s license, and in those days it was easy to get a Social Security
Card even if you’re in your thirties. I pretended I’d been a farm worker
because farmers weren’t subject to Social Security laws in those days.

My Soviet bosses told me to find a job as a dock worker. Are you kidding
me? Those were premium jobs, union jobs, and controlled by the Mafia.
No way.”
Why New York?
“The goal was always New York. I was only in Chicago about five days.
We only had KGB representation in three cities, Washington, DC, San
Francisco, and New York. New York had the most representation, you
know, UN employees, diplomats…there were several hundred in New
York. So my Soviet bosses told me to get a job as a cab driver. Well, I
rejected that idea because you worked your ass off for low pay. I had a
better idea; I applied for a messenger’s job, got it, but still worked my ass
off.”
Why a messenger’s job?
“Because they only asked one question, ‘do you have a bike?’ I didn’t,
but I told them I would buy one. They said, ‘okay, you got the job.’ I
started the next day, as a contractor, not an employee. I got paid by the
piece, about three or four times that of minimum wage, but very
dangerous. I got through that and made enough money to justify an
apartment at a lower-middle class level, plus I started college.”
College? Which one?
“Baruch Business College in the Manhattan Borough. You see, nobody
in the messenger business asked for I.D.s or documentation back then.
It was a culture of ‘nobody asked, nobody told’, but it was a beneficial
decision on my part because I learned about Americans for two years
before delving into the part of society where folks were smart enough to
start asking question. Basically, I learned to be an American in a very safe
environment.”
Where you spying at the time?

“No. During the first two years you get a job, documentation, a U.S.
passport, then supposedly go back to Moscow to get setup in Europe
with a business so they can funnel money into that business. That way
you become a formidable weapon for communism because after a few
years you’re established as a successful business man. I could knock on
the door of any country club, get in, and make valuable contacts. I was
slated for political contacts, in government or close to government. Of
course there was no plan for me to go to college plus I’d created a few
red flags by making mistakes.”
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What mistakes?

“For instance, we’d been trained in Moscow on how to fill out the form
at the U.S. passport office. I left blank ‘where I’m going and when,’ and
under occupation I wrote, ‘messenger.’ Therefore, you had someone
who doesn’t make much money, doesn’t know where he’s going or
when, yet he wants a passport. I was asked questions on another form I
wasn’t prepared to answer, like ‘where did you go to high school’ and
stuff like that. What I should have done under ‘occupation’ was write
‘independent contractor’ and destination ‘Mexico City’ at some point in
the future, then I would have obtained a passport. I married a woman
who was an illegal, but since I could prove to Immigration authorities
with my false documentation that I was an ‘American citizen’ then it was
easy to get her legal.”
Did you target college students?
“It turned out that way. The college route was Plan B after the fact. I
was suddenly a strong asset focusing on students, profiling them, and
sending their profiles back to Center (KGB) for evaluation and feasible
recruitment. Of course they always wanted me to make contacts with
more important people, but how? How do you introduce yourself to,
let’s say, a member of an intellectual ‘Think Tank’, do you say, ‘hey, I
want to be your friend.’ I’m not the kind of person who shows up at a
cocktail party and is able to B.S. my way through things, I have to have a
reason for being there. So, from that angle I was a failure. I made no
important contacts until, ironically, after I resigned from the KGB and
was in the ranks of the upper middle class.”
Did you graduate from Baruch?
“Yes, in 1983, with a degree in Business Administration with a strong
concentration in computer systems, after which I got an entry level
position at Metropolitan Life. That’s when I entered middle-stream
America and started losing some of my hardcore ideology, because it was

a nice place to work, I didn’t feel exploited, and even got a free lunch. It
felt like with the insurance business I had a job for life, in other words, I
could work for retirement instead of having to depend on the communist
cradle to grave mentality. I felt at home, I liked my work, so those radical
communist beliefs slowly started to fade away.”
Any other influences?
“That was during the Gorbachev era and his Perestroika (restructuring)
of Russia, which included an idea floating around that communism and
capitalism could converge into some sort of socialist nirvana. People in
the KGB were even thinking along those lines. I still thought we’d have
to take care of all these exploited people, but I certainly wasn’t exposed
to exploitation, but I figured it had to exist somewhere (Laughter). The
thing is, I wasn’t curious enough to do a lot of research to find out if I’m
in a good place, am I doing the right thing, it’s almost like I didn’t want
to find out. I don’t think I was afraid of it; I think I was just too shallow.
Then after I turned on the TV one day in 1989 and saw people climbing
on the Berlin Wall, I was completed surprised by that. By that time I’d
been gone from the KGB for about a year.”
How do you resign from the KGB?
“I knew I had to come up with a lie that the KGB would buy hook, line,
and sinker. I believe they believed my cover was about to be blown. It
turned out to be a false alarm but they tried to call me back to Moscow.
They didn’t know it, but I had an 18 month old child here in the U.S. and
I just couldn’t leave her. This is the moment in my life when I allowed
love to come back into my life in a big way. It was unexpected, I mean,
what if I can’t see this child again, what if I couldn’t take care of her? I
already had a child in Germany but I knew he would be taken care of by
a good family structure, his mother and grandparents and so forth. So,
instead of returning to Moscow I sent them an explanation that I can’t

come back to Moscow because I had contacted HIV, Aids, and I had to
stay in U.S. to receive treatment. In those days Aids was pretty much a
death sentence so they bought the lie.”
Why do you think they believe you?
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“Because I was so secret that
they only knew about my life
what I told them about it.
They did not check on me.
And there was good reason
for that. Who would be doing
the checking? One of our
diplomats who was already
known to the FBI.? I’m a
spider in the middle of his
web, and if somebody
touches it over here, then you
have reverberations over
there. You don’t want to
danger that asset.”

That makes sense.
“Yes, because they trusted me implicitly since I had openly admitted
mistakes when I made them. The way I communicated I came across
very authentic, so when I used the Aids story there was no reason for
them not to believe me. They didn’t know about my child and I knew
they didn’t know that I had married this illegal woman whom I made a
citizen. All they knew was how I lived, the kind of car I drove; a beat-up
Honda Accord with 90,000 miles on it. I had good reasons to return to
the East, I had everything materially, a family, over $60,000 in savings,
they had promised me a house and just awarded me the second highest

decoration in the Soviet Union in those days. So, I had every reason to
say ‘I’m coming home’, but I wrote to them, ‘I have Aids,’ so they had to
believe me. And they did, and they left me alone.”
What about your family in Germany?
“The KGB went to my wife in Germany and told her I had passed away.
They gave her all my money, which back then in East Germany was a
fortune.”
Did your German wife believe them?
“Based on the good relationship I now have with our son…oh, I have not
met with my former East German wife again, but we have had telephone
conversations…anyway, our son told me his mother didn’t quite believe
that I was dead. But she had no way to verify that I was still alive so
eventually she did declare me dead. There is a record in the German
Social Security Administration that I am indeed not here anymore.”
Did your East German wife know you were a KGB agent?
“Yes, she knew I was working for the KGB and they even ‘cleared’ her so
we could ‘be allowed’ to marry. In fact, at first they wanted her to go
with me to the U.S., but she wasn’t psychologically able to handle that
kind of pressure.”
So, the KGB just wrote you off?
“Yeah, they had other things to worry about. This was 1988, the Soviet
Union collapsed in 1992, so things there took priority.”
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