CHAPTER 1

The Most Dangerous
Road in Europe

(August 15-21, 1995)

For all of us there is a twilight zone between history and memory;
between the past as a generalized record which is open to relatively

dispassionate inspection and the past as a remembered part of, or
background to, one’s own life.

—ERIC HOBSBAWM, The Age of Empire: 1875-1914

THE MOUNT IGMAN ROUTE TO SARAJEVO was often described as the most
" dangerous road in Europe. Parts of the road, a narrow, winding red-dirt track
originally used only by farmers and shepherds, were controlled by Serb ma-
chine gunners, who regularly shot at U.N. vehicles trying to reach the Bosnian
capital. The roadbed itself had little foundation and no reinforcement along its
sides, and in several of its narrower sections it was difficult for two cars to
pass each other. The wreckage of vehicles that had slid off the road or been hit
by Serb gunners littered the steep slopes and ravines. In the summer of 1995,
however, with the airport closed by Serb artillery, the two-hour ‘drive over
Mount Igman was the only way to reach Sarajevo without going through
Bosnian Serb lines, - 07

The chief European: negotiator, Carl Bildt of Sweden, had been shot at
crossing Serb territory only weeks earlier, He urged us not to use the Igman
road, But without visiting Bosnia’s beleaguered capital we could not carry out
our mission. On August 15, we made our first attempt, taking a United Na-
tions helicopter from the Croatian coastal town of Split to a landing zone high
on Mount Igman, after which we would drive in armored vehicles to Sarajevo,
Our helicopter was unable to find a break in the heavy clouds over the landing
site. After circling for several unpleasant hours, we returned, frustrated and
tired, to Split, . _

Hearing  that we could not.reach Sarajevo, Bosnian Foreign Minister
Muhamed Sacirbey, accompanied by the senior American diplomat in
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe

: Croats
who rained artillery and racist rhetoric down upon the Muslims and the

” id. “We
* from their mountain capital of Pale. “You must speak for Pale,” I said
- won't deal with them ever again™* |

Frasure thought the meeting had gone well, but it left me dlssatltshﬁt:dv-vé
decided to see Milosevic again the next morning to let him @0W Al -
would not continue the cat-and-mouse game he had played with prevm1 ;
negotiators. To emphasize this, it was necessary to change the ground “fle
@ bit. Our entire team of six people had attended the first meeting, but Milo-
sevic had had only two people with him—his new Foreign Minister, Milan

Milutinovic, and his chief of staff, Goran Milinovic. Nine people were sim1;
Ply too many to establish the sort of direct relationship necessary for a fran
dialogue. :

Early on the morning of August 18, before our second meeting with M119-
sevic, I met with Frasure and Rudy Perina, the senior American diplomat in
Belgrade, in the garden of the ambassadorial residence. As we walked be-
tween the imposing old stone house and the tennis court, under magnificent
chestnut trees and presumably out of the range of prying microphones, I said

that I planned to throw a controlled fit to make clear to Milosevic that what he
was doing was unacceptable. Be

cause of this plan, I added, the next meeting
needed to be smaller,

Apologizing to Rudy, I asked him to drop out of the meeting. Returning to
the house, I asked the other two members of our team—] oseph Kruzel, the
Senior Deputy Assistant Seéretary of Defense; and Lieutenant General Wes-
ley Clark, the Chief of Plans for the J oint Chiefs of Staff—to drop out as well.
I'would take only Frasure and Nelson Drew, an Air Force colonel who, as the
National Security Council staff member op our team, represented the White
House. Frasure concurred with this suggestion.

Nothing generates more heat in the

~chosen to participate in important meetings, My request ran against a diplo-
matic custom I greatly respected—that the senior resident American diplo-
matic representative should attend every official meeting with 2 head of
government. But although unhappy, all three men agreed without objection; It
could have been a difficult moment;

Twas deeply gratified by this early sign
of our cohesiveness as a team. sy o Rl

government than the question of who is

* Many earlier negotiating efforts of both the United States and the Europeans, including an American
probe as late as January 1995, had dealt with the Bosnian Serbs as a separate entity,

' Our diplomatic presence in Belgrade was unique in the world: it was a fully

mission, yet it was accredited to no one. Neith

functioning diplomatic
er the United States nor the Euro
the claim of Serbia and Mo

’ Pean Union recognized
ntenegro that they still constituted the “Federa] Rep
However, because of the value of continuing co

lted ublic of Yugoslavia*
ntacts with the Serbians, we maintained an Embassy in
Belgrade even though we did not recognize the country it wasin, = |
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe 7

drive than the route over Mount Igman. But the road ran through Bosnian S:erb
territory—“Indian country,” as Bob Frasure called it. I had traveled down it as
a private citizen almost three years earlier, on December 31, .l 092, huddled.m
the forward seat of a Danish armored personnel carrier, trying to appear in-
conspicuous under a U.N. helmet and a heavy blue flak jacket. We lfad been
stopped a half-dozen times by heavily armed Serbs who poked machine guns
around the inside of the APC while checking our ID cards (to make things

worse, mine was a crude forgery). Less than two weeks later, the Serbs had
killed a Bosnian Deputy Prime Minister during a search of a French APC not
far from where we’d been.

“We can only consider using that road,” I said, “if you give us your personal
guarantee that we will not be stopped by the Bosnian Serbs.”

“I'can’t give you that guarantee,” Milosevic said, “but I’ll ask Mladic for
one—"

“That’s out of the question, Mr. President. We can’t possibly accept guar-
antees from Mladic, only from you”

Sitting next to me on the long couch, Bob Frasure leaned over and whis-
pered, “We have no choice except Igman.”

That night we flew to Split. Four days earlier, we had stayed in the lovely old
Kastile Hotel, directly on the water; where we had dared Joe Kruzel and Wes
Clark to dive in from their third-story windows. The two men had leaped into
the water, proud of their courage. But the Kastile was forty minutes away from

the airport, too far for our exhausted team, and we opted for a dreary hotel
near the airport with chalk-white walls and blue lights.

On the short bus trip from our plane to the hotel, Kruzel and Frasure hung

on the hand straps and improvised a reggae lyric in anticipation of the trip we
were going to make the ‘next dayj its refrain was something about “Goin’ up
Mount Igman, mon, tryin’ to make da peace, mon It wasn’t much to listen to,
they cheerfully admitted, as they danced in the bus to their own song, We ate
dinner in the bleak hotel dining room, almost alone and unnoticed, I sat with
Frasure, Kruzel, and Clark; my executive assistant, Rosemarie Pauli, sat at the
next table with Nelson Drew, :

We talked at length about a mutual friend, Frank Wisner, who had recently
become Ambassador to India. When it came:to personnel in the State Depart- |
ment, Frank was always the first person I consulted. When I became Assistant
Secretary of State for European and Canadian Affairs in the summer of 1994,

he recommended Bob Frasure for the deputy’s job. Frasure had worked for
him in the Bureau of African Affairs ten years earlier: After one meeting with
B.ob, then finishing a tour as America’s first Ambassador to Estonia, I offered
him the job and asked him to reorganize the European Bureau’s Central Euro-

~
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe 9

As we talked, General Wesley Clark joined us. He was in a complicated ;C)lo-
sition on our team. A West Pointer, a Rhodes sch’o'lar from Arl;ansas,U an :
Vietnam veteran, he had been one of the fastest rising officers in .the nite
States Army—the youngest brigadier general at the time 'he got his first star.
He had a personal relationship, although not close, vxf1th arvxothcr' Rhodes
scholar from Arkansas who was now our Commander 1'n Chief, With three
stars, Clark was at the crossroads of his career; this assignment wo'uld lead
him either to a fourth star—every general officer’s dream—or. t_° rctlrcrfle.n't.
Assignment to a diplomatic negotiating team offered some excmr?g possnbx.h-
ties, but it could be hazardous duty for a military officer, since it might put him
into career-endangering conflicts with more senior officers. Clark’s boyish de-
meanor and charm masked, but only slightly, his extraordinary intensity. No
one worked longer hours or pushed himself harder than Wes Clark. Great
things were expected of him—and he expected them of himself.

Of the people at the hotel that evening, the one I knew least was Samuel
Nelson Drew, a forty-seven-year-old Air Force colonel who had recently
joined the National Security Council staff. In civilian clothes he seemed less
like a military officer than an academic. (He had a doctorate from the Univer-
sity of Virginia.) A devoted family man with a strong Christian faith, he had
worked for almost four years at NATO headquarters, where, among other re-
sponsibilities, he had headed a special crisis task force on Yugoslavia.

In our first meeting with Milosevic, Nelson hung back, saying almost
nothing. But near the end of dinner, Milosevic began to pay close attention to
him. Sensing that he could become a vital part of our team, I took him aside
that night, and urged him to speak up more. As we prepared for the next day’s

trip, he seemed subdued, and spent part of the evening writing a long letter to
his wife.

On Saturday, August 19, we ate breakfast early and returned to the French air
base. The French helicopter had room for only six passengers, but we were
seven, counting Rosemarie Pauli and General Clark’s executive assistant,
Lieutenant Colonel Dan Gerstein. So Rosemarie; who had visited Sarajevo on
two earlier trips with me, offered her seat to Gerstein. ,

The helicopter ride was relatively uneventful, although swooping between
hills and looking for breaks in the clouds can never be entirely routine. Nelson
Drew, seeing the savage land for the first time, stared silently out the small
window, After about ninety minutes, we landed in a soccer field at Veliko
Polje, near the Mount Igman pass. Our greeting party was headed by Lieu-
tenant Colonel Randy Banky, the senior American military liaison officer with
the U.N. forces in Sarajevo. Two vehicles waited for us on the soccer field—a

large, heavy French armored personnel carrier, painted U.N. white, and a U.S.
Army Humvee. : :
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe 11

got out of the car, looking puzzled. “I don’t understand this guy,” he said.
«He's speaking French.” I jumped out of the Humvee to help, but I couldn’t
quite grasp what the French soldier was saying, something about a vehicle be-
hind us going over the edge of the road. I thought that I had misunderstood
him. Behind us was—nothing. I signaled Clark to join me. The APC must be
far behind us, I thought. Then it hit me. ‘

Clark and I ran back about thirty yards. About six inches of red clay seemed
to have broken off the edge of the roadbed. We could hear voices in the woods
below, but we saw nothing except a few flattened trees. Somewhere below us:
lay the APC with our colleagues.

Wearing heavy flak jackets and helmets, we jumped off the edge of the road
and started down the steep incline. We were less than ten feet below the -
roadbed when two enormous explosions went off. Small-arms fire broke out
around us. From below and above people cried out in French, “Mines! Get
back on the road!” Grasping roots to.pull ourselves up, we scrambled back
onto the road. ,

The shooting continued. Far below in the distance lay villages with a clear
line of fire. We had no idea whether they were Serb or Muslim. Iran back to
our Humvee and asked the sergeant to turn it around in case we had to get
back to the relative safety of the woods and the soccer field-helipad. We tried
to set up our portable satellite dish to establish communications with the out-
side world, but the vertical rise of the mountain made contact impossible.
Colonel Banky had disappeared. :

Finally—it seemed like an eternity but was in fact less than ten minutes—a
French corporal ran up to us, The missing APC, he said, was not i
below us, as we had thought, but beyond the next hairpin turn.

At that moment we realized how bad the situation was, Until then we had
expected to find our colleagues injured but, we hoped, not seriously. I had not
allowed myself to think of any worse possibility. o

Wes and I started running down the road, twenty pounds of extra weight
cutting into our necks and chests. We rounded the hairpin turn and followed
the road for almost a kilometer, Finally, we ran into a cluster of French vehi-
cles on the road, including a medical vehicle that had, by chance, been com-
ing up the road. They were grouped at the spot, we now realized, where the
APC had bounced over the road and continued to somersault down the moun-
tain. Below us trees had been flattened as if by a giant plow.

The shooting died down and rain began.to fall. In addition to five Ameri-
cans, four French soldiers—the driver and three other men who had been in
the APC—were missing. We established a weak radio contact with the Em- -
bassy in Sarajevo through the Embassy radio net, but because we did not
know exactly what had happened, we asked Sarajevo to hold off reporting

mmediately
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The Most Dangerous Road in Europe ' 13

tatively identified as Joe Kruzel and Dan Gerstein, to the nearest field
;,eonspital. Wes had seen charred remains of two other bodies, probably Bob
and Nelson. .

As we stood on the road absorbing this unbearable news, a jeep drove up
and stopped. A tall, thin French officer stepped out, introduced himself as
General René Bachelet, the commander of Sarajevo Sector, and began issuing
instructions to his troops. Behind him came another French medical unit and
the first Americans, three security officers from the embassy. -

By now, journalists in Sarajevo had picked up some conversations about
the accident on the internal radio network of the French military and had
begun to report a confused and inaccurate version of the accident around the
world. It was time to talk to Washington. Asking the American Embassy se-
curity unit to take their orders from General Clark, I left for Sarajevo with
General Bachelet. On the road we passed the wreckage of several other vehi-
cles that had been hit or had slid off the mountain; one had gone down only a
week earlier, killing two British aid workers.:

The American Embassy in Sarajevo had recently moved out of crowded and
vulnerable rooms in the Holiday Inn. It now occupied a small villa next to the
U.N. military headquarters. The communications equipment—secure tele-
phone lines, radio links, and telegraph facilities—were crammed into one tiny,
windowless room. It was from there that we now attempted to coordinate our
activities. John Menzies, a brave young career diplomat from the United
States Information Agency who was awaiting final Senate confirmation to be-
come Ambassador to Bosnia, had already alerted Washington to the tragedy.
Shortly after 2:00 pM. in Sarajevo (8:00 A:M. in Washington) the State De-
partment Operations Center—the indispensable nerve center that keeps all se-
nior State Department and other officials around the world linked to one
another twenty-four hours a day—set up, in its usual efficient manner, a con-
ference call with the National Security Advisor, Tony Lake, and his deputy,
Sandy Berger; Deputy Secretary of State Strobe Talbott; and the Chairman of
the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General John Shalikashvili. (Both Secretary of State
Christopher and Secretary of Defense William Perry were on vacation.) I de-
scribed the scene, stressing that our information was incomplete and that Gen-
eral Clark was still on the mountain. | zuf it
The Associated Press, Reuters, and UPI had all reported that the French.
- APC had hit a Serb land mine. It was important to correct this as quickly as
Possible, in order to prevent runaway journalistic speculation and pressure for
a military response. I asked Washington to include in its initial announcement
a flat statement that the tragedy had been caused by a road accident. We
agreed that the officials designated to tell Mrs. Frasure and Mrs. Drew the

Scanned with CamScanner



¢ Dangerous Road in Eurgpe
The Mos .
eir husbap g,
e worst, but nOt‘t‘fonIf;lzr:tril-—we had be:: ea(hsy

them for th e call my wife, dally sort hma‘“ed

fews prepmi some(()int 11 her the news personally, s eWOUld
e

Finally, I 88 " ms——i?)‘l‘] when she woke up.
e

ivid description of his efforts ¢, etrje
with a viv

VE the
as now certain were Boh and NeIS{)n. \x;
n, who he W discuss arrangements fo, bring;, - ¢
fihe tWO T vl again to di ican Army hogpzn© "8 t
mains 0 | Shalikashvi through the American Ity pl a iy Gey
called Genera injured home ikashvili, Menzies came into the tin Oy,
bodies and th; (alking (0 Shallkgi . 'Said quietly, his long armg haﬂging
P A: f-o“o]m- «Kruff 1 -;Sn’(:;iaice it to the hospital. M;tsrsluvse 1:53(:] Mjurjgg.
mca%(r):lless athis side. “D the worst moment of the day thou .ht; ad el
m(')lt‘lhis was, in some ways, bout Bob and Nelso.n’ . . Osand D
red the terrible news aall three of our senior cqlleagues Were deaq Ang
Eb:;tein had made it. Now sardonic, wise Joe—dying helpleaslsls};l as he Wfis
o i G
: fiel : d the tele
dnventtt:) tgfhers in Washington an.d tumzalled from Jackson Ho]
gt President Clinton : e
A short time later hort vacation. I did not realize thep
where he was takmg“a s %resident’” I began, rather formaj
forty-ninth birthday, “Mr.

duty to report that three members of your negotiating te
d u 0 LI ) c,,
;:g in ;yvehicle accident on Mount Igman

fiy
oy

&, Wyoming
that it wyg his
Y “we have the
am died thjg morn.

€ home as a team, Then

o resume oy missjop ' 221 it

“That’s fipe € President said. “Come home ag S00n as you can, but m t

it clear pubjic) At our commiitey o the peace effort will continue and tha
You will Jeaq A f

. ¢ before yoy leave” Knowing we were fo-
‘ 88, ePresident Was think;
Publicly hy the trageg

Inking aheaq for us. He wanted to show
.~ Tagedy 10t stop the Peace effort.

of ug, Including Bob apg Joe ‘
The Pregige. . .

" " I
Clson, Wwould want to cont{nu?ew
. y 1N I'ep()rtin to th " son Holé a
ater, sajq Publicly, wy 5 10 the nagjo, from Jack
at we ;

: d,
At they woy)g Wantus to do is to press ahea
e intenq ¢ do» S e

0

' ner
Scanned with CamScan



The Most Dangerous Road in Europe 15

The next few hours were a blur of action that felt meaningles.s; we kegt
thinking of how the smallest changes might have prevented the acclc.ient,.yetnxt
was already permanently imprinted on our lives. We found Gerstein alive in
the makeshift French hospital in the basement of the Sarajevo Post Of.ﬁce
Building; he was banged up but in surprisingly good shape. He told us a little
about the terrible scene inside the APC: how it had slowly started to slide over
the edge, how no one had time to speak or get out, how he had grabbed a metal
pole above his head and pressed his face hard against the outer walls of the
APC as it tumbled—he estimated twenty to thirty times—four hundred meters
down the mountain; how it had come to a stop and he had climbed out the top
hatch, then, hearing Pete Hargreaves moaning, had gone back to help him es-
cape.

'%‘hen, Gerstein said, he and Hargreaves went back to the APC one more
time and pulled Joe Kruzel out through the hatch just before the ammunition
exploded. He last saw Joe as the Bosnians took him to the field hospital. It was
his impression that the others had been knocked unconscious in the violent
initial bouncing and tumbling of the APC, and that they never had a chance.

Hargreaves himself had survived by wedging himself under his seat, after al-
most being thrown out the back doors as the APC fell.

We wanted to leave Sarajevo with our fallen and injured comrades that
evening. But the injured could travel only by air, and this produced an ironic
result: the very permission to use the Sarajevo airfield that had previously
been denied us by the Bosnian Serbs—and that could have prevented the ac-
cident—suddenly materialized, arranged swiftly by the French directly with

Mladic. As we: went through that. dreadful day, the French and British
arranged to send helicopters to the Sarajevo airport to take us out,

Menzies sent word to President Alija Izetbegovic that we still wanted to see
him, but, given the circumstances, we asked him to call on us at the Embassy
rather than receive us in the normal manner at his office. At precisely 6:00 p.m.,
Izetbegovic and Sacirbey strode up the steps of the American Embassy. Men-
zies, Clark, and I greeted them outside the front door in front of a large throng
of journalists, and escorted them into a conference room, where Genera]
Bachelet joined us.

- Several people in Washington had suggested that we conduct substantive
Conversations with Izetbegovic, but it was clear that the circumstances were
not appropriate for a serious discussion. With the press listening, I thanked the
French and the Bosnians for their help during the long day. The Bosnians,
having lost so many people in-the war, seemed relatively unmoved by three
American dead. Finally, slightly annoyed. with Izetbegovic, Menzies point-
edly said that, while we fully recognized how many Bosnians had died, these
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both on stretchers and looked awful, was done. far froxp the television.can;;ras
and with dignity. All this Rosemarie accomplished with her usual skill. beat-
tered by the loss of our three colleagues, and aware that E;he woulc.i have ﬁn
in the APC if there had been room for one more person in the helicopter, she

carried out her responsibilities calmly and efficiently until we reached An-
drews Air Force Base the next day. :

As we changed aircraft at Split, we spoke briefly to the press, telling tt.lem
we would resume our shuttle diplomacy in about a week. I expressed pftrtmu-
lar outrage at a statement by the Bosnian Serb leader, Radovan Karadzic, that

we had taken “an unnecessary risk” by using the Mount Igman road rather
than crossing Bosnian Serb territory—a deliberately nasty reference to the

Serb offer to use the Kiseljak road. I called the tragedy “an accident, but an ac-
cident of war.”

Air Force doctors quickly examined Gerstein and Hargreaves as we flew to
Ramstein Air Base in Germany. The Supreme Commander of NATO, General
George Joulwan, an old friend from Vietnam, had flown to Ramstein from his
headquarters in Belgium, He stepped forward, saluted as we disembarked, and

embraced me. Then we stood at attention as the three coffins received the first
of many official American salutes on their way to their final resting places.

I knew the American military hospital at Ramstein well from my time as
Ambassador to Germany,

most unforgettably from an afternoon spent visiting
the Americans wounded in the ambush in Mogadishu, Somalia, in October
1993. The raw. courage a

nd patriotism of those young men, several of whom
had lost their sight or limbs during the fighting, were still vivid in my mind.
Now the same doctors treated Gerstein and Hargreav

€S as we took our first
showers in two days and prepared to return home.

At 12:15 pM. the next day, August 21, we landed at Andrews Air Force Bage,
As our large C-141 pulled slowly up to the spot where so many of America’s
triumphal and tragic returns have taken place, the injured men were taken off

the plane separately, out of sight of the television cameras. Clark, Rosemarie,

and I walked into a silent crowd of friends and family. I could see some of our
closest colleagues—Warren Christopher, Bill Perry, Strobe Talbott, Madeleine
Albright, Tony Lake, Sandy Berger, Peter Tarnoff, and others—sitting immo-
bile in chairs behind a velvet rope. A place had been saved for me next to my

wife, who silently squeezed my hand as I sat down,
We had brought our comrades home, and it was time for others to carry on

With the heartbreaking but necessary rituals of remembrance and farewe]]

Suddenly, exhaustion hit us. As we squinted into the bright midday August

Sun at Andrews and an Air Force band played “Nearer, My God, to Thee,” the
coffins were unloaded and pla

ced by an honor guard into three hearses,
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and Perry talked movingly ?bout the men Who 1

one another and sought out the wives and chj) dren of Bad iy
for a few moments, we stood around in 4 dngg o o
what to do next. Peter Tarfxoff, the Undersecretary of State, foung rné :r?
gently he would take Kati and me t.lome. We drove into Was_hi ngton 1 i
with Peter, a close friend for over thirty years, and Brooke Shiaris N Bty
bott's wife. Dropping us off, Peter suggested we take the regt o thy Zbe T
and asked if I could come to the State Department the next — ay
with Warren Christopher. Bton

and Nelson. Then,

Cet
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