
An Ode to Routine

Who can answer the question: Why do the 
streets draw one in so much? – After all, 
the desire for communication could just as 
well be satisfied in private gatherings or 
paying visits to people… Well, while you’re 
roaming the streets, the faces change, 
there are a lot of them, you’re not bound by 
the burden of theirs and your own intimacy 
– in this small, cramped town, cramped 
not only because of its narrow profes-
sional circles which spin around pushing 
their pinions deep into each other, there 
is no hierarchy – neither a horizontal nor a 
vertical one – it is a closed society that is 
revaluating its own values. It is a fatherless 
family; a society formed by the market as a 
possible hierarchy (why is the act of exhibi-
tionism so dear to me – as an alternative?) 
– everyone who is not encumbered by the 
shackles of his (seeming) respectability 
goes to the street in search of sincerity, 
solace or entertainment, sometimes pass-
ing by others, sometimes nagging, if you’re 
not too drunk yet, you can always go to 
another watering-hole, another company, or 
just burst out like thunder – that’s a better 
way to avoid psychological pressure than 
to sit at the house of some «remember the 
days...», who demands the admiration of 
his virtues from the companion – the admi-
ration that makes you feel nauseated if you 
express it. Besides, there’s no such custom 
to invite somebody for a visit – you see all 
the good friends everyday anyway; well, 
sometimes it’s different – a wedding or a 
funeral. The street folks don’t have that par-
ticular need, and so there is also no reason 
for envy and the fervor that comes out of 
it… Those doubts and sorrows turn the real 
into imaginary, and vice versa.

•

Lew Archer

I realized that I live for nights like this in 
which I drive through the big dead body of 
the city, producing connections between its 
millions of cells. I had the crazy dream that 
one day, if I connected the right nerves, the 
city would awake like Frankenstein’s bride. 
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FIRST VISIT

A nice quarter in the centre of Vilnius. 
Fences, gardens, houses. Spacious and flat.

We’re looking for the sign Detective Agency, 
but there are no passers-by who we could 
ask. It is the 3-o’clock-in-the-afternoon-
void I’ve known ever since my childhood, as 
the village was empty and there was this 
leaden feeling in the pit of my stomach. The 
sun blazes. We systematically check the 
parallel-running streets.

Then we’re standing in front of the sign. A 
brown wooden fence, behind it a pathway 
leads to a small house at the end of the 
garden. Detective Agency, next to it the 
ideogram of an eye. The venetians are 
drawn, almost as if a story by Raymond 
Chandler was to be filmed here at any 
moment. A man wearing dark glasses and 
a dark moustache opens the door and I tell 
him, beads of perspiration pearling, why 
we’re here. He bids us to follow him into a 
small dimly lit room with a settee. The boss 
of the agency enters. Dressed in black, 
reminiscent of a young James Woods, his 
skin not yet scarred. The detective, Oleg, 
has a very tangible gaze. He asks – How did 
you find us? and – You know what we do, 
now tell us what you do.

I sweat a bit more while the first guy pours 
us a tonic water; I try to explain how my 
artistic work is linked to the detective work 
of Lew Archer in 1940s in Los Angeles I 
tell them about Film Noir, Vilnius, my back-
ground and about photography.

Oleg listens. His gaze is unwavering and he 
suggests that we take a look at our respec-
tive websites over the weekend, so that 
next time we meet, well informed, we can 
proceed quickly to the interview. Impressed 
by the setup of the situation and relieved 
by the agreement to do an interview, we 
say good bye. The first man, who, as will 
emerge during our second visit, speaks 
fluent Polish, Russian, Belorussian and 
Ukrainian, kisses my hand in farewell.

•
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Colombo

In the TV-series Colombo, the crime - the 
act of murder - is shown in detail in ad-

vance, so that the enigma to be resolved is 
not that of whodunit?, but of how the de-
tective will establish the link between the 
deceitful surface and the truth about the 
crime (its latent thought): how he will prove 
to the culprit his or her guilt. The success 
of Colombo attests to the fact that the true 
source of interest in the detective’s work 
is the process of deciphering itself, not its 
result. Even more crucial than this feature 
is the fact that not only do we, the specta-
tors, know in advance who did it (since we 
directly see it), but, inexplicably, the detec-
tive Colombo himself immediately knows it: 
the moment he visits the scene of the crime 
and encounters the culprit, he is absolutely 
certain, he simply knows that the culprit 
did it. Colombo first knows with a mysteri-
ous, but nonetheless absolutely infallible 
certainty, who did it, and then, on the basis 
of this inexplicable knowledge, proceeds to 
gather proof.

•

SECOND VISIT

I park the car next to the fence and again 
press the bell next to the detective eye. The 
venetians are drawn today as well. Whether 
this is weather- or industry-related, I ask 
myself. Again it’s the polyglot detective who 
opens the door and leads me to the rear of 
the small house, where Oleg has his office. 
He’s on the phone. Today, again a Friday, the 
atmosphere is busy, Oleg dressed in beige, 
and all in all everything seems less discreet 
than during the first visit. It is as if the atmo-
sphere here could be dimmed: bright, dull, 
relaxed, suspicious, lurking, jovial.
	 This time juice is served. Oleg is a bit 
pressed for time, but in a very cheerful 
mood. I’ve noted down more or less struc-
tured questions on a sheet of paper.

Oleg is also a magician. «White magic»,  
as he stresses.
«Do you use magic tricks in your work?»  
«Yes.» He shows me one. He conjures a 
number on a slip of paper. «That can be 
very helpful sometimes.»
«We observe processes, people... The situ-
ation in Lithuania is so: everything is per-
mitted which is not forbidden by law.»
«You have to be able to converse easily 
with different people, and what’s more, you 
continually land in situations you’ve never 
experienced before, where you have to find 
your own way. Over and over again. It’s all 
a series of improvisations.» «Which ma-
terials do you use in your work?» «Photos, 
video, texts.»
«Do you have any role models in film/lit-
erature?» «Yes, one of them is the Russian 
TV series The Meeting Place Cannot Be 
Changed, my hero is the detective Gleb 
Zheglov, played by Vladimir Vysotsky.» I 
really liked his saying that «to get people 
to talk you have to make it interesting for 
them: one can say the word villain in a 
way that makes the person feel mortally 
insulted, or in a way that makes them melt 
under the charm.»

•

Bärlach

Your thesis was that human imperfection, 
the fact that we are never able to forecast 
the action of others with certainty, and that 
we are not able to account for coincidence 
in our considerations, is the reason why 
most crimes are destined to be revealed. 
You called it stupidity to commit a crime 
because it is impossible to operate with 
people like with chess pieces. In contrast I 
asserted the thesis, more to contradict you 
than out of persuasion, that the confusion 
of human experience enables one to com-
mit a crime that cannot be recognized, and 
that for this reason most crimes go unpun-
ished and happen so unexpectedly that 
they don’t even have to happen in secret. 

If I call him bad it’s because he does good 
as much out of a mood, out of an inspiration, 
as the bad that I’m sure he is capable of. 
He will never do bad things in order to get 
something, unlike others who commit a crime 
in order to earn money, to conquer a woman 
or to gain power. He instead will do it, even 
if it’s maybe pointless because in his case 
there are always two possibilities, the bad 
and the good, and it’s chance that decides.

In his case the bad is not an expression of 
a philosophy or of a desire, but of his free-
dom: the freedom of Nothingness.
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Zveryno Ziedas 

Taxis and other night drivers. The kebab 
kiosk is a neon-illuminated pita oasis and 

stands there as if there is nothing more 
important in the world in this very moment.

Everyone gets hungry sometime when the 
night is long. And this is where they meet.
During the day one enters the shed, at 
night there’s a sliding window through 
which the meat is handed over. The round-
about is a hub for wheeling and dealing, a 
bus stop, a catering location and overall an 
infinite loop of creatures of the night.

I leave the open space and turn into Narbuto 
Street, in the direction of Karoliniskes, the 
quarter home to the television tower.

•

Karoliniskes

A green neon sign flashes, Kebabas. Be-
hind it the television tower, illuminated, 
stark. Urban. The area in front of it, perhaps 
a car park, is almost empty. A couple of 
minibuses stand around. I see a group of 
people near one of the buses, sitting on 
fruit crates. «We’re not extras!» one calls 
out. I squeeze the television tower into 
the rectangular of the camera and step 
closer. Three men, one woman, sitting and 
smoking. I light up too. A Pole, two Lithu-
anians and a Russian woman, they’ve sold 
potatoes at the market and are now waiting 
for the hired minibus. One thousand kilo-
metres wait to roll under the wheels until 
tomorrow evening. One of the Lithuanian 
brothers goes to pick up the minibus, the 
cigarette packs remain on the roof of the 
Mercedes and Vaidas, as the other brother 
introduced himself, spends the next half an 
hour pacing up and down the road looking 
for the Marlboros catapulted out into the 
night. It takes a while.
Olga: «How do you know that you can trust 
us and simply join us? You’ve got no idea if 
we’re good or bad people?»
Me: «True, but I notice if the situation feels 
odd, and then I skedaddle pretty quickly. 
And I don’t automatically think that people 
are bad. I don’t find too many suspicious.»
Janek: «Well, I’m not a bad person.»
Olga: «That’s news to me!»
Olga: «No, seriously, don’t walk around here 
alone, this is a dangerous area. I grew up 
here and would never walk from here to Sta-
toil by myself at night. There are too many 
junkies here and sooner or later they’ll swipe 
your camera. You’re safe here with us.»
Me: «And how do you know that I’m not up 
to no good? Maybe you’re in danger at this 
very moment. Perhaps I’ve photographed 
you for the sixth commissariat archive.»
Vaidas returns with the cigarettes, whiskey 
is passed around in a metal cup.
Olga: «Take a photo of Vaidas! Look at that 
giant potbelly.»
Me: «Take a step back, Vaidas, your belly 
really doesn’t fit in the frame.»
Olga: Laughs. «Did you hear that, Jurek, the 
belly doesn’t fit in the frame.»
He doesn’t mind being photographed. On 
the contrary. He throws himself on the fruit 
crates and sits erect looking directly into the 
camera. A picture before it’s even in the can.
Me: «Can I photograph both of you too?»
Jurek: «No way. The bus, yes.» (They hole 
up for the moment behind the bus, two-
hundred percent outside the camera angle, 
while I photograph Vaidas).
Olga: (In Russian) «And you can’t under-
stand any Russian?»
Jurek: (In Russian) «Speak Lithuanian with 
her, she can’t understand Russian.»
Me: «I understand a bit, but I can barely 
speak it.»
Olga: «We speak Russian here, Jurek is a 
Pole, I’m Russian, Vaidas Lithuanian. We 
all grew up in this neighbourhood. That’s 
quite normal.»
Me: «The official version is different. For 
the benefit of the Lithuanian Grand Duke 
back then, the Pole and the Russian have 
faded out of the picture.»
Olga: «Well, that’s our everyday life here.»
Me: «We’re you off to tonight?»
Vaidas «Warsaw, to pick up cherries for the 
market. We’ll be back tomorrow evening.»
Jurek: «Have another sip.»

Then Vaidas’ brother arrives with the hired 
bus. They’ve given him plain diesel instead 
of turbocharged diesel. «Consumes more 
fuel and doesn’t drive as smoothly», ex-
plains Vaidas.
They load the empty crates in the bus, 
suddenly everyone’s very quiet and busy, 
work is work. One last photo of Vaidas in 
the cockpit of the minibus, then they set off 
in the direction of Warsaw.
I drive to the petrol station accompanied by 
Olga and Jurek to buy pizza and beer, then 
I drop them off at the block where they live. 
Olga kisses me good-bye, wondering again 
how I can be so open to strangers. We tap 
telephone numbers into ours mobiles and 
they vanish between the parked cars.
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Direction Druskininkai

The sky over Vilnius is exploding. The rain 
teems down, sharply and strong. The flip-
flops of the summer guests catapult the 
rainwater onto the necks of their wearers. 
The lightning bolts one more time, the thunder 
follows grumbling, the rain stays. The streets 
are darker than night, the sky painted.
	 I get lost while driving along the western 
edge of the city, something that hasn’t hap-
pened in a long time.
	 Lazdynai, then in the direction of Gerunai, 
and unexpectedly I’ve ended up on a dirt 
track. With the Vilnius signpost in front. I 
turn left and there stands the same sign-
post, this time crossed out, a little bit fur-
ther on the Vilnius sign again. Someone’s 
playing a joke here, ten metres of dirt track 
separate the city from the country, here 
urban is a word taken from television.
	 Back on the main road in the direction 
of Minsk. Lorries thunder past, the road is 
quick and leads through a forest. I lose the 
rhythm a touch, not particularly pleasant 
between two lorries.

My orientation comes back to me again and 
finally I’m on my way in a southerly direc-
tion, and there it is, the three-dimensional 
city signpost, an idea that has survived the 
Soviet era, reworked now in metal and neon 
lights instead of concrete and moonlight.
	 But there is no light. I’ve driven 16 kilo-
metres to see that there’s nothing to see. 
Normally the sign radiates monumentally 
in the middle of fields, today nothing shines 
except the full beam of my headlights. 
Damn it. A minor thunderstorm is all that 
it takes for the gateway to the city to black 
out? Or is it only flared up for special oc-
casions? 16 kilometres back, the rain has 
stopped, the camera remains empty for the 
day. Only a latent image in my mind.

•

Raymond Chandler

There are many people who state that 
Hammett was generally not writing detec-
tive stories, only brutal chronicles of sordid 
street quarters that contain a criminal 
element only in an offhand manner, like the 
olive in the Martini. 

Through these sordid streets a man must 
go who himself is not sordid, who is not 
afraid and has a pure consciousness. He is 
the hero; he is everything. He must be an 
ordinary man – but nevertheless, unusual. 
He must be, to use a quite trite expression, 
a man of honor – out of instinct, pure ne-
cessity and without thought of it, and in-
deed without words about that. He must be 
the best person in the world and a person 
good enough for any world. 

His private life is of no importance to me.

He is a relatively poor man, otherwise he 
would not be a detective. He is a simple 
man, otherwise he could not deal with sim-
ple people. He has a sense for character, 
otherwise he would not understand any-
thing about his profession. He would not 
accept dirty money nor would he accept an 
offense from anybody without revenging it 
strongly and passionlessly. He is a lonely 
guy, and his concern is that you respect 
his pride, otherwise you will be sorry to 
have met him. He talks like a man of his 
age – with a rough humor, a lively sense for 
the grotesque, disgust for hypocrisy and a 
contempt for small-mindedness.

The story is the adventure of this man 
in search for a concealed truth, and it 
wouldn’t be an adventure if it wouldn’t hap-
pen to a man who is made for adventure. 
The range of his consciousness might 
surprise you a bit, but this belongs quite 
legitimately to him because it belongs to 
the world in which he lives. If there were 
a lot of these guys, the world would be a 
comfortably secure place but nevertheless 
not so boring that it would not be worth 
living in it anymore.

•

Ketvirtadienis, 2008, Liepos 31

•

A road leading off Ukmerge Street

The police drive past me twice. But I’m 
parked faultlessly, just on the edge of the 
no waiting sign. Nothing doing. I want 
to photograph the suburban skyline. At 
night, in the tradesman van, alone. I’m on 
the lookout for faces and stories and thus 
arouse suspicion. The Judge and his Hang-
man, read from back to front.
	 Anyway I’m hungry. And yes, the only place 
to get something to eat at this time of night 
is, besides the petrol station, the McDrive.

They forgot to mix the lemonade powder 
into the sprite. It smells like the water used 

to rinse a soda machine.
	 In the driveway leading to the courtyard 
of an apartment block I pour the liquid out 
onto the street and eat the cheeseburger. 
The neighbourhood, so it seems to me, is 
only supposedly peaceful. Something’s in 
the air. I wipe clean my fatty fingers and 
change gears into reverse. Whatever’s going 
to happen tonight can go ahead without me.

The instant when everything becomes 
potentially suspicious is the moment you 
can begin to relax. 
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JURIJUS
IVANOVIČIUS

NOSENKO

1927 m. spalio 30 – 2008 m. 
rugpjūčio 23 d.

2008 m. rugpjūčio 27 diena, „NY times“:
VAŠINGTONAS – „Jurijus Nosenko, buvęs 
tarybinis agentas, kuris buvo pačių svar-
biausių šaltojo karo špionažo įvykių centre, 
mirė šeštadienį gyvendamas svetimu var-
du, kažkur pietinėse valstijose – trečiadienį 
pranešė JAV žvalgybos atstovas. Jurijui 
Nosovui buvo 81 metai.“

Kaip toliau rašo „NY Times“, „praneši-
mas buvo ilgas, bet neinformatyvus, ypač 
atsižvelgiant į faktą, kad Nosenko savo 
karjeros pradžioje buvo KGB šnipas, o vė-
liau slapstėsi JAV. Aukšto rango žvalgybos 
pareigūnas nesuteikė jokių detalių apie 
mirties priežastį arba Nosenko šeimą, jei 
jis ją išvis turėjo. Pats pareigūnas kalbėjo 
tik su anonimiškumo sąlyga.“

2008 m. rugsėjo 1 d., „LA times“:
„Jurijus Ivanovičius Nosenko gimė 1927 
metais, Nikolajeve, Ukrainos miestelyje 
šalia Juodosios jūros.
	 Jo tėvas, karinio jūrų laivyno inžinie-
rius, Nikitos Chruščiovo TSRS valdymo 
laikais tapo laivų statybos ministru. 
Privatūs mokytojai suteikė Nosenko žinių 
apie klasikinę Vakarų literatūrą ir vaikinas 
pradėjo simpatizuoti Vakarų kultūrai.“

„1950 metais, baigęs Tarptautinių santykių 
institutą Maskvoje jis tarnavo karinio jūrų 
laivyno saugumo tarnyboje. Tuomet jis tapo 

KGB Tarybinio vidinio saugumo departa-
mento direktoriumi.“

2008 m. rugpjūčio 27 diena, „NY times“:
„1962 metais, dalyvaudamas misijoje 
Ženevoje, Nosenko susitiko su CŽV žval-
gybos agentu ir pareiškė, kad jis nori tapti 
dvigubu agentu. Be to, kad jis deklaravo 
savo simpatijas Vakarų kultūrai, Nosenko, 
už informaciją dar paprašė 200 dolerių, 
kuriuos jis buvo skolingas KGB, nes „juos 
išleido prostitutei ir buteliui degtinės“.

2008 m. rugsėjo 1 d., „LA times“:
Vėliau jis pareiškė, kad „ši istorija buvo 
išgalvota, kas vėliau sukėlė ir daugiau CŽV 
abejonių apie tikruosius Nosenko ketinimus.
	 Ar tikrai jis parduotų savo šalį, kurioje, kaip 
jis teigė, liko jo žmona ir dvi dukros, už $200?“

Tačiau jo alkoholinis polinkis nebuvo melas 
– Nosenko buvo girtas kai jis pirmą kartą 
sutiko CŽV pareigūnus Ženevoje, kur vykdė 
diplomatinę misiją. Tuomet jis atskleidė 
itin svarbią informaciją apie Tarybų šnipus  
dirbančius Vakarų šalių ambasadose, taip 
pat rusų žvalgybos darbo metodus.

Tomas Mangoldas, "Šaltasis karys", 
1991 m.: Pasak Tomo Mangoldo knygos 
„Šaltasis karys“, Nosenko CŽV tiksliai 
nurodė 52 JAV ambasadoje Maskvoje 
esančius mikrofonus bei būdus, kuriais 
vadovaudamiesi sovietai išvengia šių 
pasiklausymo aparatų aptikimo. 

Nosenko porą metų teikė informaciją už 
kurią jam kasmet buvo pervedami $25,000 į 
Vakarų banke esančią sąskaitą. 1964 me-
tais, per surengtą pasimatymą, jis nelauktai 
pareiškė, kad jis buvo susektas KGB ir kad 
jam reikėjo tuojau pat perbėgti į JAV. No-
senko pareiškė, kad Ženevos KGB skyrius 
gavo telegramą, kurioje jis yra kviečiamas į 
Maskvą, todėl jis bijo, kad viskas išaiškėjo. 
JAV Nacionalinė saugumo agentūra, kuri 
sekdavo visą tarp Maksvos ir jos ambasadų 
vykdomą susirašinėjimą,  vėliau nustatė, 
kad tokia telegrama nebuvo išsiųsta, tačiau 
to dar nežinodama CŽV sutiko, kad Nosen-
ko perbėgtų į JAV.  Nosenko taip ir padarė. 

www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk (prieiga 
per internetą: http://www.spartacus.school-
net.co.uk/SSnosenko.htm, rugsėjo 8 d., 2008 

m.) teigia, kad perbėgdamas P. Nosenko 
tvirtino, kad jis turi svarbios informacijos 
apie JAV prezidento Dž. F. Kenedžio, kuris 
buvo nušautas tik prieš kelis mėnesius, 
nužudymą. Jis CŽV aiškino, kad būtent 
jis buvo tas pareigūnas, kuris asmeniškai 
dirbo su Lee Harvey Oswaldo, įtariamo 
Kenedžio nužudymu, byla. Nosenko dėstė, 
kad po KGB interviu su Osvaldu buvo nu-
spręsta, kad pastarasis „nėra pakankamai 
protingas, kad taptų KGB agentu“. 
CŽV žvalgybos šefas James Jesus 
Angletonas netikėjo Nosenkos pasakojimų 

dalimis, nes tuo pačiu metu jis bendradar-
biavo su kitu KGB perbėgėliu Anatolijumi 
Golitsinu. Golitsinas teigė dirbęs kai 
kuriuose KGB skyriuose, kuriuose dirbo ir 
Nosenka, tačiau šio niekada nebuvo suti-
kęs. Savaime suprantama, Nosenko buvo 
apklausinėjamas CŽV, ir vienos apklausos 
metu, jis prisipažino, kad kai kurie jo pasa-
kojimai apie save buvo išgalvoti. 
	 Viską dar labiau apsunkino tai, kad dar 

vienas CŽV dirbantis rusų agentas kodiniu 
vardu Fedora patvirtino Nosenkos pasako-
jimus. Tai reiškė, kad jei Nosenko buvo spe-
cialiai KGB pasiųstas agentas apsimetėlis, 
Fedora irgi buvo dizinformatorius. Nosenko 
atliko porą melo detektoriaus testų ir abu 
testai rodė, kad Nosenko melavo apie Lee 
Harvey Oswaldą.
Pagal vieną iš teorijų, Nosenko buvo 
specialiai pasiųstas į JAV iš karto po to, kai 

Oswaldas nužudė Kenedį, kad pateikdamas 
klaidingus parodymus, nukreiptų įtarimus 
nuo Oswaldo ir KGB ryšių. Nosenko neigė 
bet kokią galimybę, kad Oswaldas buvo ap-
klausinėjamas KGB ar kad jis buvo sekamas 
savo buvimo Maskvoje ir Minske metu. 1961 
m., dirbdamas „Horizont“ televizorių fabrike, 

Oswaldas  sutiko 19-metę Mariną Prusako-
vą, su kuria po 6 savaičių susituokė, o dar 
kitais metais jaunoji šeima išvyko gyventi 
į JAV, kur dar kitais metais, kaip tikima, 
nušovė tuometinį JAV prezidentą Kenedį.
2008 m. rugpjūčio 27 diena, „NY times“:
CŽV šefas James Jesus Angletonas tikėjo, 

kad jei Nosenko bus tinkamai apklaustas, 
bus atskleista ir Lee Harvey Oswaldo bei 
Kenedžio nužudymo byla. Be to, tuo pačiu 
metu buvo atskleisti keli su CŽV bendra-
darbiaujantys TSRS dirbantys agentai. 
Mr. Nosenko buvo uždarytas betoninėje 
celėje be saulės šviesos, šviežio oro ir 
draugijos 1,277 dienoms, o J. Nosenko 
buvo duodamos „teisybės piliules“, LSD, 
buvo atliekami melo testai bei jo smegenų 
„encefalografijos“.

Kaip bebūtų, Nosenko nepalūžo ir CŽV 
turėjo pripažinti, kad Nosenko buvo 
neapsimetantis perbėgėlis. Nosenko buvo 
išmokėta tam tikra pinigų suma ir jis buvo 
išsiųstas tęsti savo gyvenimo nežinomoje 
JAV vietovėje nežinomu vardu su retomis 

galimybėmis skaityti paskaitas CŽV 
mokykloje. 

1986 metų televizinė drama „Jurijus 
Nosenko: dvigubas agentas“ (rež. Mickas 
Jacksonas)
Trumpas siužetas:
Paviešintais Jurijaus Nosenkos apklausų 
dokumentais pagrįsta dokudrama yra 7-8 
dešimtmečiais CŽV purčiusio skandalo 
rekonstrukcija. Tuometinio kontržvalgybos 
šefo  Jameso Angletono geras bičiulis 
Kimas Filbis pabėgo į TSRS, todėl šis ne-
nuilstamai ieškojo kitų dvigubų agentų tarp 
aukščiausių CŽV pareigūnų, kas sužlugdė 
40 CŽV darbuotojų karjeras, tačiau leido 
išlikti nepastebėtiems tikriesiems KGB 
dirbusiems agentams. 
Porą metų anksčiau perbėgęs kitas KGB 

agentas Golitsynas (kurį vėlesni tyrinėtojai 
laiko tikruoju perbėgėliu apsimetėliu) 
papasakojo visai kitą KGB pasaulinių 
tikslų istoriją nei tai atliko Nosenko. Jei 
Golitsynas pabrėžė padėties rimtį ir didelę 
Tarybinės invazijos grėsmę, tai Nosenko 
atsakydavo, kad nebuvo jokios rimtesnės 
grėsmės. Prisimenant tuometinę politinę 
situaciją ir Karibų raketų krizę, pasirin-
kimas, kuriuo iš perbėgusių šnipų tikėti, ga-
lėjo lemti visiškai priešingas JAV saugumo 
politikos tendencijas.  

Anatolijus Golitsynas, 1964 m.:
-Nosenko yra KGB siųstas pabėgėlis-apsi-
metėlis, apie kurio atvykimą aš jus iškarto 
perspėjau. Jis čia atvyko sužlugdyti mano 
parodymus, - teigė Golitsynas, tuo metu 
laikytas pačia didžiausia CŽV žvalgybos 
kare su KGB sėkme.

It was later explained that she kept her identity secret by continually vibrating
her body in public so that any photograph of her face would be blurred

Lee Harvey Oswaldas, 1959 m.

Jamesas Jesus 

Angletonas

Anatolyi Golitsyn

Lee Harvey 

Oswaldas, 1961 m.

M. Prusakova, 1959

“Jurijus Nosenko: dvigubas

agentas”, 1986 m.

Kimas Filbis,1990
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