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PROLOGUE:
London, April 1946


The war in Europe had been over for nearly a year. Churchill, the victor, had been thrown out of office by the votes of his own soldiers and sailors. England was exhausted, bankrupt, many of its factories and the centers of its cities destroyed, food rationed, hundreds of thousands of its men still overseas, the economy dependent on the labor of enemy prisoners of war. London, capital of the greatest empire the world had seen, was broken, pockmarked with wild-flower-strewn bomb sites. But the headquarters of the Secret Intelligence Service, MI-6, in Broadway Buildings and across St. James’s Park that of its counterintelligence division, Section V, had survived intact. As had the Café Royal in nearby Regent Street, London.


Captain James “Jim” Angleton, chief of counterintelligence for the Mediterranean Theater for the US Army’s Strategic Services Unit—the SSU, all that survived of the fabled OSS—had traveled up from Rome seeking advice from his mentor, H. A. R. “Kim” Philby, formerly of Section V, MI-6 counterintelligence. After meetings during office hours, they, and the head of Section V, Lt. Col. ­Timothy Milne, went to a nearby restaurant for a long dinner.


The Café Royal was a short twenty-minute walk across St. James’s Park from the Broadway Buildings, and less than half that distance from Ryder Street where MI-6 had sub-let accommodations to the American counterintelligence staff of OSS. It had been at Ryder Street that the future leaders of the CIA learned their trade. Malcolm Muggeridge described them in his condescending, oft-quoted description: “Ah, those first OSS arrivals in London! How well I remember them, arriving like jeunes filles en fleur straight from a finishing school, all fresh and innocent, to start work in our frowsy old intelligence brothel; all too soon they were ravished and corrupted, becoming indistinguishable from seasoned pros who had been in the game for quarter of a century or more.” Among the most innocent had been young, passionate, Jim Angleton, rescued from a dismal term in the Harvard Law School by a friendly conspiracy between his father, already a major assigned to OSS, and his old Yale instructor, Norman Pearson, head of X-2. And in this case Muggeridge was right: by that postwar spring Angleton had become professionally indistinguishable from the seasoned pros in MI-6, such as Kim Philby.


After his 1944 induction into counterintelligence tradecraft by Philby in London, Angleton had been posted to Italy, beginning his work there with routine interrogations of people who had been captured trying to cross the lines between the Allied and Axis armies. He then established networks of agents and opened relations with the Italian naval and civilian intelligence organizations. Soon enough he was, in effect, running those organizations insofar as their activities interested him. He developed liaison relations with a dozen or more foreign intelligence organizations, securing access to, and copies of, their files (a collection later to become the foundation of CIA’s own “Registry.” Angleton would always stress the importance of files and liaisons.) He intervened in Italian politics at the highest levels, seized fascist collaborators at gunpoint from under the noses of partisans, ate well, and from time to time, with traces of remaining innocence, wrote poetry late into the night.


But during that April 1946 lengthy dinner in London he was once more the apprentice, literally outranked by Milne and effectively outranked by Philby, who was a civilian, but arguably the equivalent of a colonel in the British service (as he would later claim to be in the Soviet service as well). Angleton needed advice because President Truman had been cleaning house, abolishing the OSS among many other Roosevelt-era organizations, making it known that he disliked espionage, per se. As a consequence the British secret intelligence organizations did not know what to make of the rump of OSS that was the Strategic Services Unit. Or so they said, gaining a certain advantage in negotiations by emphasizing the question of the SSU’s possibly brief survival. The Brits weren’t the only ones who claimed to be doubtful of the need to share secrets with what perhaps was a dying organization. The London branches of the other American intelligence agencies, such as the army’s G-2, the navy’s ONI, the FBI, were also offering limited cooperation. What was to be done? Angleton turned to his old teacher: Kim Philby.


That dinner conversation no doubt included a tour of the counterintelligence horizon—Italian and Greek struggles between the British-backed monarchists and the communist partisans, the threat to northeastern Italy posed by a Yugoslavia still firmly aligned with the Soviet Union, the futures of Spain and France. There was so much to discuss, so many secrets to share, hint at, regretfully decline to fully reveal. Philby dangled the bait of “certain materials” that would become available to the SSU once it was clearly the American counterintelligence interlocutor with Section V. The purpose of the bait, as was made clear to Angleton’s superior officer, Colonel William Quinn, in an August 1946 meeting with Sir Stuart Menzies, Chief of MI-6 and, again, Kim Philby, was a merger of MI-6 and the SSU. The British wished to have their American colleagues share the cribs, as it were, in their “frowsy old intelligence brothel.” Quinn replied, as apparently Angleton had not, that he preferred to build his own house, while also enjoying access to the favors available in that of Menzies. It would take the full force of Director of Central Intelligence General Walter Bedell Smith to achieve that goal.


The lasting influence of a charismatic teacher is something of a cliché. In this case that influence came with both a positive and negative sign. During the immediate postwar years Angleton and Philby continued from their respective posting and travels that professional intimacy forged in Ryder Street during the war. By 1950 when both were in Washington, Philby, remaining the dominant partner, effectively forged that near-merger of the two services he had proposed in the summer of 1946. And then, in the 1950s and 1960s, one intelligence disaster following another, it became increasingly clear to Angleton that there had been a third partner to the merger, the KGB. He had more and more reasons to reflect on that formative relationship, to wonder to what extent those disasters were “Kim’s work.”




PREFACE


“The Cold War is over. It is time to discard its stupid stereotypes, which portrayed the people on one side of the barricade as schizo­phrenics, homosexuals, alcoholics, chiselers and scoundrels, and their opponents as pure saints, committed to moral values.”*


When James Angleton died in 1987 and Kim Philby died exactly a year later, the overarching historical narrative seemed firmly in place: in the nearly century-long struggle between communism and capitalism, communism had lost, capitalism had won. Philby, with all his virtues, had chosen the wrong side; Angleton, for all his faults, had been on the right, the ultimately triumphant, side. Things look less certain today. Capitalism has come close to collapse, and in its recovery looks less and less closely allied with democracy. And if the lands of the former Soviet Union are no longer ruled by the Communist Party, virtually all of the East Asian mainland is—shall we say—managed by communist parties.


Matters of historical interpretation have become increasingly complicated. That is a good thing. The old certainties created distortions, bending the interpretation of such information we have about the twentieth century so severely as to be useful chiefly as information about the etiology of those certainties and interpretations themselves. We now must gather the used bricks of discredited historical narratives, chip off the mortar of earlier interpretations, and attempt to assemble what remains in ways less predetermined by the conflicting ideologies of their time. Of course, our stories, no doubt, will be determined by ideologies of our own, of our own time, of which we have little conscious awareness.


Further complicating the task at hand, the biographical narratives about Harold Adrian Russell “Kim” Philby and James Jesus Angleton were for the most part created, and kept in place, by their enemies. Angleton and Philby have often been depicted as two-dimensional exemplars of their ideologies: the anti-communist Cold Warrior and the traitorous communist spy. Sometimes they are presented in the psychologizing fashion of the second half of the twentieth century: the paranoid bureaucrat and the duplicitous sociopath addicted to betrayal. Neither should be pinned to their display cards in this way. Although both were alcoholics, as it seemed were an astonishing number of their peers, neither suffered from mental illness on the scale of, say, the first American Secretary of Defense, James ­Forrestal, with his hallucinations of the Red Army marching across the bridges of the Potomac River.


This study is an attempt to present Philby and Angleton primarily in their roles as secret intelligence professionals, as, perhaps, two of the pre-eminent members of that guild. On the other hand, they had personal lives: parents, friends, spouses, children, and, in Philby’s case, an alternate career, that of foreign correspondent. Both had remarkable fathers, Angleton’s a self-made man in the mythologized manner of the American frontier, Philby’s an important member, then critic of, the colonial service of the Raj. These matters will also be described insofar as they are relevant.


James Angleton and Kim Philby were friends for six years, or so Angleton thought. They were then enemies for the rest of their lives. Both agreed on that. This is the story of their intertwined careers and the effect of those careers on the Cold War.


 


 





* Lyubimov, Mikhail. “A Martyr to Dogma.” In Philby, Rufina. The Private Life of Kim Philby, p. 276.




INTRODUCTION


There are few places on earth more distant from one another than Boise, Idaho, and Ambala, in the Punjab. A hundred years ago Boise was barely a generation from its initial settlement by European-Americans: Mormons moving north from Utah and others moving west, the indigenous peoples having been pushed out by the US Army to make room for the course of Manifest Destiny. Ambala, near Lahore in what is now Pakistan, was then part of the British Indian empire, the Raj. In contrast to raw Boise, Ambala may have seen the armies of Alexander the Great pass by after encountering there a civilization even then perhaps already a thousand years old. And yet, around the year 1950, a few blocks from the White House, the black waiters in the fashionable Washington, D.C., seafood restaurant, Harvey’s, every few days brought cocktails, then lunchtime lobsters, to two men with those widely separated origins. James Angleton, who had been born in Boise and was to be buried there, was an important member of the Central Intelligence Agency (CIA). H. A. R. Philby, known as “Kim” since his childhood in Ambala, was a similarly important member of the British Secret Intelligence Service (SIS, often referred to as MI-6). They had known each other for most of a decade, had worked together closely in the past, and were now working together even more closely. They had much to discuss. Their lunches at Harvey’s went on late into the afternoons and were often followed (or proceeded) by more formal meetings at the Lutyens-designed British embassy on Massachusetts Avenue on Embassy Row or in the less comfortable offices of the CIA, on the Mall, near the Reflecting Pool. From time to time they would meet after office hours at one or another of the frequent receptions and dinner parties characteristic of the diplomatic-intelligence social circuit they inhabited. They had much in common; many secrets to share; as many to conceal.


As a rule, secret intelligence officers, like diplomats, record each meeting with a foreign official or agent. Angleton’s notes of his meetings with Philby are not publicly available. It is said that he burned them. Philby’s notes of his meetings with Angleton are also unavailable. Perhaps they reside as yet undisturbed in archives in London and Moscow.


Angleton’s position in the very new, still relatively small, quasi-military, American foreign intelligence organization, the Central Intelligence Agency, was as an executive in the division charged with collecting secret information. (Counterintelligence, which would be his métier, was still in the hands of an ex-FBI agent, William K. Harvey.) He had come to the CIA by way of the short-lived Central Intelligence Group and its predecessors, the Strategic Services Unit and the wartime Office of Strategic Services (OSS). Philby, seven years older, held the senior position, serving as liaison in Washington to the CIA, FBI, and the National Security Agency for the Secret Intelligence Service of the British empire. Philby had earlier run the Turkish station for SIS, and before that the section in London that had been established to watch the Soviet Union. During the war he had specialized in counterespionage; Angleton, then a newly commissioned officer in the counterintelligence division, X-2, of the OSS, was tutored and for a time in effect supervised in those matters by Philby. It has been said by a recent observer that Philby was Angleton’s “uncle” in counterintelligence matters. Of course Philby had other responsibilities. For fifteen years he had been an agent of the Soviet intelligence services, as he would remain for close to another fifteen years.


The careers of Angleton and Philby, and their relationship, helped shape the covert Cold War. Angleton built the counterintelligence staff of the Central Intelligence Agency, its hundreds of officers dedicated to preventing the penetration of the foreign secret intelligence service of the United States. In this, while he was chief of that staff, as far as is known, they were successful. In addition, Angleton established a worldwide alliance of anti-communist counter­intelligence services and, on the side, as it were, maintained control of intelligence relations with some key countries, such as Israel. During World War II Philby participated in the great secret intelligence triumph of the war, the Double Cross operation, which had penetrated the German Intelligence Service, turning it into a virtual branch of the Allied war effort. He had taught those lessons to Angleton and his colleagues in the OSS. Simultaneously, in his role as an agent of the Soviet intelligence services, he penetrated first the British, then the American intelligence organizations. That was, for Angleton, when he became aware of it, another lesson Philby taught.


Philby and Angleton were major figures in the Cold War. It is probably an exaggeration to claim that Philby’s work for the KGB* defeated the Anglo-American effort in the late 1940s and early 1950s to “roll-back” Soviet power from eastern Europe and areas, such as the Ukraine, of the Soviet Union itself. There were many other factors in play. And yet, without Philby, the Anglo-American-backed rebellions in Albania, Poland, the Baltic states, and the Ukraine might have gained more traction. Their failure was followed by the stasis of the Cold War. Similarly, it was not entirely to Angleton’s credit alone that between 1954 and 1974 the operations of the Central Intelligence Agency were not betrayed by Soviet penetrations of its staff,* and that the CIA constructed a worldwide alliance of secret intelligence organizations, but it was largely so.


The usual questions about Philby are those about the cause he served. How could this intelligent, civilized, charming man devote his life to the Moloch of Stalinist Russia? The questions about Angleton are about the effects of his very success. Why did he, why was he allowed to, call into question the loyalty of dozens of his colleagues? How could this similarly intelligent, civilized, personally charming man destroy so many careers?


Those are the wrong questions.


Philby became an agent of the Soviet intelligence services in opposition to fascism and the British empire, for socialism, as he understood it, and against capitalism and imperialism, as he saw them. Angleton was trained in counterespionage techniques—in part by Philby—and was employed for most of his career to apply those techniques. That was his job. As time went by he became increasingly motivated by anti-communism. That, eventually, became his ruling passion, counterintelligence its instrument. Both men had domineering fathers. In each case that is more interesting than explanatory. There is, as a matter of fact, nothing to explain. The question would not have arisen if Angleton had become, as his father wished, an expatriate businessman in Italy; if Philby had devoted himself to journalism, if they had been private citizens. But they were not private citizens, and that is why they, and their relationship with one another, are of continuing interest.


 


 





* “KGB” is used in this book to indicate the civilian intelligence service of the Soviet Union.


* With one, possibly two, exceptions.




OSS AND MI-6


If a quite elongated diamond were drawn on the map of England, with one point of the longer axis at Cambridge and the other at Oxford, the shorter axis would be anchored in the north at Bletchley Park and in the south at St. Albans, just outside the London M25 orbital motorway. Not that there was an M25 in 1943. The ancient market town of St. Albans was then sufficiently isolated to serve as an evacuation area, although it, too, had been bombed in the Blitz—lightly, as it were, with three clusters of bomb sites, one especially concentrated off the Hatfield Road, apparently aimed at the then fairly new Beaumont and Verulum state schools’ playing fields. The British intelligence services had a predilection for country houses, some great houses, like Blenheim, others merely large houses, like Glenalmond and Bletchley. Glenalmond, an Edwardian mansion, was located three miles away from those strategic playing fields of St. Albans, on King Harry Lane. It housed Section V, counterintelligence, of MI-6, the Secret Intelligence Service. The central registry of MI-6 was nearby at Prae Wood.


The British empire was run on principles of strict economy. The peacetime army, compared to the armies of other European states, was quite small, as was the empire’s bureaucracy. The money saved in this way was available for the navy and for the private investments that were, after all, the purpose of the empire. The economical operations of the army and other imperial means of control were made possible in part by intelligence organizations, in other words, spies, notably the Indian Intelligence Service1 and that devoted to Irish affairs, the Special Irish Branch of the Metropolitan Police of London. The various police and secret intelligence services in India were so omnipresent that during World War II Americans there were warned by their government to regard the country as “a police state.”2 The Special Irish Branch of the Metropolitan Police became known simply as Special Branch as it focused as much on communists and their supposed associates (such as Labour Party government ministers) as on Fenians, in a manifestation of the attitude of some members of the British ruling class that those subjects of the Crown in the British Isles, who were not members of the ruling class, were simply one more subject population. The Security Service, MI-5, and MI-6, secret intelligence organizations that came into existence in the early twentieth century, floated between the uniformed services and the Foreign Office. MI-5, devoted its efforts to matters within the British empire, while the other looked after matters in the rest of the world. There was an official pretense that they did not exist. Their budgets were not included in the official account books, their employees “worked for the government” or, as with SIS staff, “worked for the Foreign Office.” MI-5 and MI-6 were quite small until it became clear that a second world war was at hand, at which point they expanded.3


The national government of the United States had only had ad hoc experiences of secret foreign intelligence organizations before World War II. There were diplomatic reports, of course, and the army and navy had military intelligence organizations serving military purposes. Beyond that there were the Federal Bureau of Investigation’s activities in Latin America, which, from the point of view of the American government, hardly counted as foreign intelligence. The first proper American foreign intelligence organization, the Office of Strategic Services, was an initiative of William Stephenson, head of British Security Coordination, a large imperial propaganda and espionage organization, targeting the United States, with headquarters in New York City. (Stephenson, following the model of Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Purloined Letter,” had housed his secret organization in the most conspicuous location in mid-twentieth-century America, the Empire State Building.) Stephenson thought it would be useful to the British empire to have, perhaps to control, an American equivalent of MI-6.4 As explained by a knowledgeable observer, “Short-term considerations suggested that it would be better for the British to get in on the ground floor.


And, by offering all possible help in the early stages, to earn the right to receive in return the intelligence that might be expected to flow from the deployment of the greater resources of the United States. There was also the immediate chance of getting information through United States embassies in countries where Britain was no longer represented, such as Vichy France, the Balkans and even Germany.”5


President Roosevelt asked William Donovan, a Republican, much-decorated World War I veteran, co-founder of the American Legion and at that point and later a Wall Street lawyer, to lead the effort to create such an organization. This was a fairly typical Roosevelt initiative, at once limiting the scope of Hoover’s Federal Bureau of Investigation, co-opting a possible rival politician, bringing under his direct control the collection of potentially valuable information. Donovan went to London to learn how British secret intelligence was organized (and, not incidentally, to assess the prospects for British victory in the war), meeting many of the principals of MI-5 and MI-6. These made the seductive gestures of opening (some of) their secrets to him, seeking by this means to ensure that at that beginning American and British secret intelligence were virtually indivisible; assuming, or hoping, that the former would be an instrument of the latter. As it was, for a time, until those roles, like so many others in Anglo-American relations, reversed.


The new American organization, initiated on 11 July 1941, was made responsible, when in 1944 it was taken from the military and transferred to the Executive Office of the President, for, inter alia, “Coordination of the functions of all intelligence agencies of the Government … evaluation, synthesis and dissemination within the Government” of intelligence “in peace and war,” collection of information, “subversive operations outside the continental limits of the United States, and “Direct liaison with secret intelligence agencies of foreign governments.”6 OSS became something like a combination of the British MI-6 and the Special Operations Executive (SOE), both collecting information and undertaking subversive operations. It was where the founding group of CIA officials—Dulles, Wisner, Helms, and James Angleton—learned their trade from their British colleagues. Angleton was tutored in his particular specialty in the offices of Section V of MI-6, counterintelligence, which has “a highly specialized target: the enemy’s own secret service.


The object is not merely to uncover political, military or other secrets … It is rather to build up a detailed picture of the operations, techniques, personnel, structure, and policy of the hostile service. Of course the most desirable information of all is what the enemy knows about oneself and, in a further sophisticated twist, what he knows that one knows about him. If the enemy’s secret information about one can be discovered, it is by definition no longer secret, and his knowledge is powerless … The ideal objective of counter-espionage is to make the enemy service a docile extension of one’s own.”7


The counterintelligence division of OSS, known as X-2, was established on 1 March 1943. Perhaps its most important achievement was accomplished nearly at once when it was given a copy of the paper “memory” of British secret intelligence. “In return for O.S.S. men and materials, the British now proposed to throw open their legendary … archives, that worldwide register of suspects, those precious card catalogs.


With this single breakthrough the O.S.S. was made. One declassified O.S.S. after-action study states: ‘Here was a field in which O.S.S. would have otherwise been unable to participate effectively at all. The British provided files, sources for information, operating techniques, trained assistance and facilities which proved indispensable. It would have taken O.S.S. perhaps decades to gain by itself the experience reached in only two years of British tutelage, and to build up the extensive files it was able to copy from British sources.’”8


The American theorist of “strategic intelligence,” Sherman Kent, underlined the importance of such files: “Acquiring knowledge of personalities is one of the most important jobs of an intelligence organization.


The ideal biographical file would have tens of thousands of names in it, and against each name a very wide variety of data. There must be a wide range of data because there are so many pertinent questions always being asked about people. What sort of man is he? What are his political and economic views? What are all his names and when was he born? Can he speak English? Who are his intimates? What are his weaknesses? How long is he likely to hold his present standing? Where was he in 1937? etc.”9


OSS eventually obtained similar files from all western European secret intelligence services, as well as from a few others. By the end of the war the American registry included approximately 400,000 names of America’s suspected or potential enemies, domestic and foreign.10 These were passed on to the successor organization, the CIA, where they were—are—augmented and digitized. However, as James Angleton would caution a few years later, even then the lack of a trace did not mean that a suspected spy, for example, was cleared; it meant that there was literally nothing in the files about that person. No one could be proved innocent, only not yet proven guilty.


According to the OSS report on its own wartime activities, “It soon became evident that by working in close collaboration with the British, knowledge could be acquired and personnel trained in the highly intricate techniques of counter-espionage manipulation and the control of enemy agents through which knowledge could be gained of the enemy’s plans and intentions and the enemy could be deceived as to one’s own.”11 The British had an even more intimate relationship in mind. Timothy Milne, a longtime MI-6 official, remembered that although collaboration between MI-6 and what would become its American counterpart began even before the American entry into the war. After Pearl Harbor the head of Section V of MI-6, Felix Cowgill, decided to merge the counterintelligence headquarters of the two organizations: MI-6’s Section V and what became OSS’s X-2 staff. When the first American X-2 officers arrived in England, they were housed in St. Albans and in huts at Glenalmond. Secret documents were shared between Section V and X2, including ISOS.*12


The future head of counterintelligence for the OSS, Norman Pearson, lately and later of the Yale University English Department, and three uniformed officers (and four secretaries), arrived in London toward the end of March 1943. On 15 June 1943, the Counter-Intelligence Division of OSS became the Counter-Espionage Branch, X-2. According to an Office of Strategic Services memorandum of 19 May 1944, “The X-2 Branch is primarily concerned with the existence, identity, and methods of enemy espionage, counter-espionage and saboteur agents and protection against them.


It will, in all cases not imperiling special sources of information, promptly inform the Security Office of evidence of enemy affiliation or association of O.S.S. personnel. It may conduct investigations either on its own initiative or when suggested by the Security Office … The X-2 Branch solely is responsible for coordinating and controlling the operations of double agents.”13 [Emphasis added.]


“Double agents”: people employed by a secret intelligence agency to spy on an enemy’s secret intelligence agency, while being, in fact, the agent of the target organization, were, for counterespionage officials, at the center of their work. Much later, the counterintelligence staff of the Central Intelligence Agency would take its responsibility for internal investigations to heart: some would think too much so; some, that it was too late.


Section V moved on 21 July 1943,14 to 14 Ryder Street, St. James’s, London, across the park from the headquarters of the British Secret Intelligence Service, which were in Broadway, midway between Buckingham Palace and the Houses of Parliament. Ryder Street was not luxurious. The rooms were small and inadequately heated with small coal fires.15 Nonetheless, it was a good neighborhood: the Ritz a few blocks in one direction; Pall Mall with its clubs a few blocks in another direction, just past Christie’s. The then-modern, concrete, Arlington House Apartments, where Guy Burgess’s mother lived, was, and is, midway between Ryder Street and the Ritz. The Unicorn pub, a favorite of Section V, was conveniently located between Quaglino’s and Wiltons restaurants, barely a block from 14 Ryder Street. Turnbull and Asher, at the corner of Jermyn and Bury Street, have a small black and white photograph of what was left of the buildings across the street after a high explosive bomb had done its work. Three bombs fell at that intersection during the Blitz. Three more bombs fell on Bury Street, just north of Ryder Street, but the Blitz was over by the time Section V took up residence there among those bomb sites, gentlemen’s clubs, restaurants, and pubs, leaving only the gaps between the buildings as records of its effects.


X-2 moved into Ryder Street a month after Section V, on 27 August 1943. Its offices were “located on the third (U.S. fourth) floor and consisted of eleven rooms and eight bathrooms.


There would be space for thirty desks comfortably or forty desks with moderate crowding. The entire collection of rooms could be blocked off from the rest of the building and a passageway cut through to No 14; this job was undertaken by his Majesty’s Office of Works in addition to minor repairs necessary as a result of bombs which had fallen nearby … the office was not completely established in the new quarters until 15 January 1944.”16


During official business hours, the head of MI-6, Section V, Felix Cowgill, and his American counterpart, Norman Holmes Pearson, got along well, as each made it his business to ensure.17 Cowgill’s assistant, H. A. R. “Kim” Philby, also made it his business to get along well with Pearson, and most others, including James Angleton.


 


 





* Illicit Signals Oliver Strachey: the unit that read ‘Abwehr (German Intelligence Service)’ messages.




FATHERS AND SONS


ST. JOHN PHILBY


BRITISH EMPIRE, the name now loosely given to the whole aggregate of territory, the inhabitants of which, under various forms of government, ultimately look to the British crown as the supreme head … The land surface of the earth is estimated to extend over about 52,500,000 sq. m. Of this area the British empire occupies nearly one-quarter, extending over an area of about 12,000,000. Encyclopedia Britannica, Eleventh Edition, 1910.


The 3 October 1960 edition of The Times of London carried an obituary of “Mr. H. St. John B. Philby: Explorer and Arabist.” It began: “Mr. H. St. John B. Philby, C.I.E., an explorer of the first rank to whom we owe most of our knowledge of the Arabia of today, died in Beirut on Friday. He was 75.” The obituary went on to balance an account of Philby’s career and achievements with statements about his difficult character, his “assurance of being always right, especially as against the British Government.” It gracefully concluded: “When Philby’s eccentricities have been forgotten he will still be remembered for his great work as an explorer.


The oil prospectors who used his maps and descriptions found them completely accurate. He made large additions to British collections of geological and zoological specimens from Arabia. The British Museum owes to him many new species of birds, including a partridge named after him and a woodpecker named after his wife. He took up the collection and study of early Semitic inscriptions in Arabia, and he claimed to have increased from some 2,000 to over 13,000 the number of known Thamuddic inscriptions … Philby married in 1910 Dora, daughter of A. H. Johnston, of the Indian P.W.D. She died in 1957. There were four children.”


For most of the forty years before St. John Philby’s death, except for a few months in 1955, references in The Times to “Philby” were to him, and not to his son Harold Adrian Russell “Kim” Philby.


Harry Saint John Bridger Philby was born into late Imperial colonial society on 3 April 1885 in the town of Badulla, Ceylon (as it was then known), in a mountainous area in the southeast of the island. He was one of four sons of Henry Montague Philby, a coffee planter, and May (Queenie) Duncan, daughter of the commander of the Colombo British garrison.1 Neither the father’s career nor the marriage was a success. When in the late 1890s the coffee plants of the area succumbed to coffee leaf rust, many of the British planters switched to growing tea. Henry Montague did not and lost his farm. May Philby, a more resourceful person, took the children off to live with her parents, who were by then retired and wealthy in London, and thereafter maintained herself and her children by running boarding houses for gentry. Henry and May’s son St. John, “Jack,” won a scholarship to Westminster School, which he entered in 1898 at the age of thirteen, where he was a success at both games and studies.2 He would visit and remain loyal to his old school all his life. He won an exhibition in Classics from Westminster School to Trinity College, Cambridge, arriving there in October 1904, where his friends and contemporaries extended from Rupert Brooke and James Strachey to Jawaharlal Nehru. St. John Philby worked hard at his studies, as he always would, while enjoying acting and debate, particularly the latter, as he always would. At the end of his third year, having changed to Modern Languages, he received a first class degree. Given his social class and his father’s unfortunate experience in business, Philby’s career options came down to two forms of government employment: the army or the civil service. The latter, in turn, offered a choice of the home civil service, the foreign service, or the Indian Civil Service. Unsurprisingly, he chose the last of these.


St. John Philby passed the examination for the Indian Civil Service in 1907. As explained by a nearly contemporaneous article in the Encyclopedia Britannica, “Candidates for the civil service of India take the same examination for the 1st class clerkships of the British civil service …


The subjects include the language and literature of England, France, Germany, Italy, ancient Greece and Rome, Sanskrit and Arabic, mathematics (pure and applied), natural science (chemistry, physics, zoology, &c.), history (English, Greek, Roman and general modern), political economy and economic history, mental and moral philosophy, Roman and English law and political science.”3


Philby did well, as he always did in examinations, especially with languages. As required of those entering the governing caste of the empire, he then spent a salaried year in England, preparing for a final examination in Indian Penal Code and the Code of Criminal Procedure, “Mahommedan” Law, the Indian Evidence Act, and more languages: Hindi and Persian, perhaps Sanskrit. He also passed the compulsory examination in riding. Thus prepared to be a servant of the empire, St. John Philby, age twenty-three, sailed to India in November 1908.4


We are familiar with the world of late imperial India, the Raj, from the vast, romanticizing, English-language literature emerging from or describing it: the comfortable life taking place in many-servanted bungalows in the cantonments; the all-important club—no Indians or dogs allowed—the petty intrigues; the “love” affairs; the summer transfers of households from the plains to the incongruous gingerbread houses of the high mountain town of Simla; the intense male friendships within officialdom, among “our kind.” It was part of a world, the British empire, including, formally, informally, loosely, much of Africa and the Pacific, bits of the Americas, aspects of China. However, its heart was the Indian empire, then including not only present-day India, Pakistan, Bangladesh, Ceylon (Sri Lanka) and Burma (Myanmar), but as well, in the Arabian peninsula, Aden (now part of Yemen); Oman (“informally”) and the United Arab Emirates: in effect the entire southern and eastern coasts of Arabia. The interior of Arabia was still officially part of the Ottoman empire, which maintained the pilgrimage railroad from Damascus to Mecca, but for most other intents and purposes it was the ungoverned realm of feuding clans and tribes of Bedouin. This westward extension of the Raj would become St. John Philby’s home ground.


The overt purpose of the Indian Civil Service was to govern India, to bring the rule of law “to the lesser breeds without the Law” in that vast and varied area. Young “Jack” Philby was first assigned to administer that law in the Jhelum district, Punjab, just southwest of Kashmir. There he learned Urdu and the various requirements of the administration such as finance and judicial procedure. Transferred to Rawalpindi, he put these into practice, learned Punjabi, was highly rated in his work, and repeatedly promoted.5 He married in 1910 Dora Johnston (slightly déclassée, in the class-obsessed hierarchy of the Indian Civil Service, as her father was only in the Punjab Provincial Engineering Service). Philby’s distant cousin, then Lieutenant, later Field Marshal, Bernard Montgomery was best man at their wedding.6 St. John Philby would continue to accumulate languages, partially in order to increase his income as the government of India offered monetary prizes for good results on language examinations. (While receiving judicial training in Multan, Punjab, Philby learned Baluchi.) Between 1911 and 1915 he earned over 10,000 rupees in this way.7 In September 1911, after various temporary assignments, the young Philby couple moved to Ambala, between Delhi and Lahore, where St. John Philby served as a revenue assistant, a difficult assignment in the midst of a drought with a famine threatening. There Dora gave birth to a son, on New Year’s Day 1912, inevitably, presciently, to be nicknamed “Kim,” supposedly because, like Kipling’s hero, his first language was not English, but that of his locally recruited Ayah. In 1914 St. John Philby became Deputy and Acting District Commissioner at Lyallpur, halfway between Delhi and Kabul, in the Punjab, then was appointed to the Criminal Investigation Department at Simla, working for the empire’s Punjab government.8 In February 1915, after passing the Urdu language examination in Calcutta with honors, Philby became head of the language board there. With one or two minor hitches, he had made a good start to a career in the service of the administration of the Raj.


The life of the British colonial caste was severely gendered, the men working in the administration of vast populations, playing polo and cricket, drinking, hunting tigers; the women socializing and reproducing. All this while just outside the cantonment gates, the life of India went on as best it could, given the restrictions, taxations, and assorted inequities of colonial rule: the chronic savagery of the empire punctuated by the occasional massacre. St. John Philby, ambitious, gifted, very sure of his own judgments—increasingly as time went on—did not quite fit. Too clever by half, too much given to seeing the “natives’” side of the issues, too often expressive of his own opinions, his career was constantly on the verge of being sidetracked, but in the event, for a time, for nearly a decade, it was not. When the war began in the summer of 1914, St. John Philby was still sufficiently conventional to try to get to the killing fields of the Western Front but was held in post until, on 15 November 1915, he was sent to Basra (now Iraq, then Mesopotamia) and put in charge of the finances of the British administration of areas occupied by the British (Indian) army, as a major in the Political and Secret Department, adding for that purpose Arabic to his language store.9 As with so many other legends, that of St. John Philby began in Baghdad.


Iraq was then a province—actually three provinces—of the Ottoman empire, which, allied with Germany, was at war with the British empire. In order to protect its Indian possessions from Germany, and to gain additional oil reserves, the British had sent an Indian army to Basra, in the south, and had it march up the Tigris River, aiming for Baghdad. In a legendary exhibition of incompetent generalship, this force, while still short of Baghdad, was thoroughly defeated by a Turkish army at a place called Kut, in April 1916. The commanding English general, Townshend, taken to luxurious captivity in a villa near Istanbul, left his men to die of starvation, disease, and what was called “mistreatment”: repeated whippings and rapes. Another Indian army, under a different British general, took Baghdad in March 1917. In October 1916, between the fall of Kut to the Ottomans and that of Baghdad to the British, St. John Philby was promoted to the rank of Revenue Commissioner and made a Commander of the Indian Empire (CIE). In May 1917, he went to Baghdad as personal assistant to the High Commissioner, Sir Percy Cox. While there he became the hero of a story seemingly from the Arabian Nights:


Twice St. John Philby disappeared from base, each time wandering the by-ways of Baghdad disguised as an Arab beggar. Two clever Germans were causing concern to the British forces at this time. One was the famous Wassmuss, who ranged with a band of guerilla fighters throughout Persia, swooping down on oilfields and generally upsetting the British lines of communication between India and Mesopotamia. The other German was Preusser, who claimed to be the master of the Persian Gulf. St. John Philby had to pit his brains against these two clever men. The sequel was inevitable. ­Preusser was knifed by an Arab one night and died. Wassmuss found a cordon closing around him in Persia and only escaped by a sensational ride through the night towards the rooftop of the world, where he took refuge in a Central Asian state. When this work was finished St. John Philby again disappeared.10


The storyteller was the novelist William Makin. When not—­possibly—embarked on Harun al-Rashid adventures, Philby was sent to Arabia in November 1917, which marked a turning point in his life.11


The Arabian peninsula was at this time part of the “informal” empire, except those areas, like Aden City, that were overtly held as colonies. To the north, greater Syria, including Palestine, remained under the suzerainty of the Ottoman empire. The interior of the Arabian peninsula was disputed by Arab clans and tribes, their alliances shifting and rapidly reversing. The empire, informal or not, in long-practiced fashion, played them one against the other, an activity complicated in this case by the overlapping responsibilities of the Indian empire’s officers reporting to Delhi and the officers of the Arab Bureau, headquartered in Cairo. Both wished to use these tribal warriors to push the Ottoman empire out of the vast area between the Mediterranean and the Persian Gulf. The rival tribal leaders, chiefly Ibn Saud (Abdulaziz ibn Abdul Rahman Ibn Faisal ibn Turki ibn Abdullah ibn Muhammad Al Saud) and ­Hussein ­(Hussein ibn Ali al-Hashimi), each wished to use the British to become the sole king of the Arabs. The Arab Bureau supported Hussein of Mecca and his son Faisal: Hashemites; the government of India supported Ibn Saud, an ally of the fundamentalist Wahabi sect, but it could just as easily have been the other way around.


St. John Philby, who, despite his putative nocturnal feats of daring, was unpopular among the representatives of the Raj in Baghdad—too often asserting his own opinions against those of his bureaucratic superiors—decided he would rather go exploring than sit in an office. The expedition in which Philby participated was intended to persuade Ibn Saud to lessen his hostilities against the Hashemites, so that the Arab tribes of both western and eastern Arabia could be used together by the British against the Ottoman empire. Philby reached Ibn Saud’s capital on 30 November 1917. He found that there were still difficulties between the Hashemite king and Ibn Saud. This is summed up by a typical comment from St. John Philby: “Ibn Saud displays consuming jealousy of Sherif [Hussein] whose assumption in correspondence of title of ‘King of Arab Countries’ galls him to distraction, while at the back of his mind is the suspicion that Sherif’s attitude in this connection is based on some secret understanding with us.”12 Philby remained in Arabia for nearly a year, finding his vocation not as a financial control officer in the imperial administration, but as a desert explorer and companion of Ibn Saud, then merely an Arabian chieftain, later, King of (Saudi) Arabia. Philby rapidly adopted Arab ways, food, dress, and manners—useful in winning their cooperation with imperial plans. We have a glimpse of him in this guise during his first journey east to west across Arabia, in pursuit of that elusive alliance between the King of Mecca and Ibn Saud. He had stopped near Mecca, where a British “Arab agent in Taif was to report: ‘It was possible to distinguish Philby from the thirty-five Bedouin in his group only by the fact his feet were not quite dirty enough.’”13


As World War I was coming to a close, Philby remained in Arabia, beginning to explore the interior of the peninsula, along the way creating the maps for the Royal Geographical Society and amassing those collections that made his name.14 Then, in London on leave, Philby found himself famous, and, with many months of back pay, prosperous. On 28 April 1919 he was given the honor of reading a paper on “Southern Najd” to the Royal Geographical Society, describing “a journey he took in May and June last year from Riyadh, the Wahhabi capital, to the Southern extremities of the Wahhabi country and back.”15 (He lectured again on that topic for that audience on 3 May 1920.) In June he flew to Arabia on an emergency mission to talk Ibn Saud out of massacring the Hashemites. “Hussein’s quarrel with Ibn Saud had been smouldering for months, with repeated border incursions by one side or the other. In late May, a Sherifian army under Abdullah [Hussein’s son] had been attacked while sleeping in its tents, and was virtually destroyed.”16 When Philby’s aircraft stopped at Suda Bay, in Crete, he was joined by Colonel T. E. Lawrence, who happened to be there also en route to Cairo. Lawrence and Philby reached Cairo on 28 June, where they stayed at the ambassador’s residency. Philby soon flew back to London, Lawrence to Paris and the frustrations of the Peace Conference.


Philby’s role, as Ibn Saud’s minder, involved, among other things, bear-leading him when he was honored with a royal reception in London, on 30 October 1919. The Times recorded that “The King, who was accompanied by The Queen and the Princess Mary,


Received in the Throne Room of the Palace a Mission sent by the Ruler of Najd, consisting of His Excellency’s son, Shaikh Faisal ibn Abdul Aziz Ibn Saud, Shaikh Ahmad ibn Thunaiyan Ibn Saud and Shaikh Abdullah al Quasaibi, with Mr. H. St. J. Philby (Mesopotamian Civil Service) in attendance, who acted as Interpreter.”17


After the royal reception (and an exchange of ceremonial swords by the monarchs), Philby escorted the Saudi party on a tour of the United Kingdom, including a stop at his son Kim’s prep school, no doubt thrilling the boys and adding immensely to Kim’s prestige. St. John Philby lingered in London, lecturing to the Central Asian Society’s Anniversary meeting on 23 June 1920 on the topic of “The Highways of Central Arabia.” Towards the end of August, he was sent back to Baghdad with his old supervisor, Sir Percy Cox, to help “restore order” in Mesopotamia, where tribal raiding had become a problem for the imperial administration, despite the comparative novelty of aerial bombardment. Philby became adviser to the Iraqi Minister of the Interior, with a good salary and, overlooking the Tigris, a big house in which he installed Dora and their new daughter, at the center of the local British colonial society.18


St. John Philby had been working with T. E. Lawrence to further the cause of Arab independence, which they both advocated, against the grain of Imperial strategy. Things, as usual, got complicated. Lawrence’s favorite, Faisal, son of Hussein, struggled in Syria with the French, on the one side, and with more radical Arabs, on the other. Plots followed one another in rather quick succession, and after Cox arranged for a tighter British grip on Iraq, against Philby’s opposition, Philby was brought on side by being made Minister of Interior, in his own right, replacing his Arab colleague. He was opposed to this in principle, advocating Arab self-determination and self-rule; in practice, he (and Dora) rejoiced in the power and luxury it brought. It was a short-lived triumph. By October 1921 the Hashemite Faisal, as the candidate of Lawrence and Gertrude Bell, had been installed as King of Iraq, in lieu of his lost Syria. Philby, as an anti-Hashemite, had been fired, and then, by means of a virtual deus ex machina, had been named political adviser (Chief British Representative) to another son of Hussein, the Emir Abdullah of the new entity of Transjordan. The “deus,” in this case, was T. E. Lawrence, who wrote in a successful recommendation: “Philby is a very powerful and able person … We have often thought of him for Trans-Jordan which he would do splendidly if he would play fair. His trouble is an uncertain temper.”19


To most intents and purposes Philby was now governor of that part of then Mandate Palestine east of the Jordan River. In partnership with the Hashemite Emir, Philby set about creating in the uncertain geographical expression “Transjordan,” a state, with a civil service, police force, regular finances, and, perhaps most notably, a British-officered army, which was to become the Arab Legion. The close relationship between the Emir and the imperial government was cemented during a visit by the Emir to London in October 1922, arranged by Philby, by negotiations, ceremonial meals, and a trip to the zoo. The Emir wanted a promise from the imperial administration that Transjordan would achieve the status of an independent, or at least semi-independent, state. The imperial authorities were overtly encouraging, but nothing was concluded during the Emir’s time in London. However, as The Times put it, “Mr. St. John Philby … will remain in London to discuss and settle with the British Government those points of detail which remain to be deposed of,”20 and communicate such faits accomplis to the Emir. In the new year, back in Amman, Philby began the development of the ancient rose-red city of Petra as a tourist destination. Among the first tourists were his wife and son, Kim, who, in the summer of 1923, “arrived [in Amman] agog to see the sights …”21


After many quarrels with the High Commissioner for Palestine, Herbert Samuel, under whom he served, Philby resigned in April 1924 from his post in Transjordan and went to England on leave for a year, embarking on a round of lectures and book projects. He resigned from the Indian Civil Service itself in May 1925, no doubt to the relief of all concerned.22 The imperial administration was tired of his “uncertain temper,” and he of its policies for both India and the Middle East. He thought, and argued for, a larger, if not the largest, share in the government of India for the Indians themselves, and he, with Lawrence, believed that the empire had double-crossed the Arabs.23 Philby’s resignation did not affect his renown in London as an Arabist. On 16 June 1925 he gave the Royal Asiatic Society’s first Burton Memorial Lecture. In the months following he lectured to the Fabian Society on “British Policy in the Middle East, 1879–1926” and on 8 July 1926 lectured to the Central Asian Society, on “The Triumph of the Wahabi” and on the administration of the Wahabi to the Central Asian Society on 19 October 1927.24


St. John Philby’s life had divided into two parts. In England he was a famous lecturer and writer about Arabian matters; in Arabia, where he lived at first in Jeddah, then in Mecca and Riyadh, he became a companion and adviser to the King, Ibn Saud, and spent as much time as possible exploring the desert, first by camel, later by automobile. He converted to Islam, in the summer of 1930, effectively for business reasons. His biographer comments: “Philby was a celebrity, and his conversion was news abroad; it was immediately reported in the British and Egyptian press.”25 Philby became Resident Director in Arabia of Sharqieh Ltd., an import company, playing a not inconsiderable role in the modernization of the country. (For example, despite the world Depression, which was particularly acute in Arabia, Philby arranged a contract with Marconi for telegraph stations there in 1931.)26


But Philby’s main interest was in exploration: with the fame it brought and the contributions to science he achieved. His most famous expedition was the crossing of the “Empty Quarter,” the Rub’ al Khali. Its beginning was signaled by a small item that appeared at the bottom of page 11 of The Times on 24 March 1932 entitled “Mr. Philby’s Arabian Journey,” with the subtitle “A Scientific Expedition.”


Mr. H. St. J. Philby left Hasa, in North-East Arabia, early in January for the remote oasis of Jabrin, with the intention of crossing the Rub’ al Khali from east to west and emerging at some point on the coast of the Hadramaut … Good camels have been provided.


On 7 April, readers of The Times were informed that “A telegram was received in London yesterday from Mr. H. St. John Philby sta­ting that he had reached Mecca after a successful expedition.” The Rub’ al Khali is a sand desert occupying most of the southern part of the Arabian peninsula. Philby’s achievement was a noteworthy demonstration of endurance and willpower. After its completion, he went immediately to London, where on 23 May he gave an address to the Royal Geographical Society, entitled “Great Arabian Desert.” (The lecture was attended by his wife and son, the latter, “wild with excitement,” coming down from Cambridge for the occasion.)27 On 22 June Times readers learned that: “The first of three articles by Mr. H. St. John Philby will be published in The Times next Monday.


The articles describe his crossing early this year of the Rub’ al Khali, or Great Southern Desert of Arabia. They will be illustrated by photographs taken by the explorer during his great journey and will include striking pictures of an immense lava field, the meteoric crater of Wabar, the site of an ancient river on which fresh-water shells were found, and the Jurassic cliffs of Wadi Dawasir, which was only reached after a journey of 350 miles across waterless desert.”


The first article duly appeared on 27 June; the second on the 28th with a selection of Philby’s photographs filling half a page of The Times under the heading “Crossing the Rub’ Al Khali: Secret of the City of Wabar,” the third on the 29th with this introductory note: “In the last of his three articles, which is published in The Times to-day, Mr. Philby concludes the description of his remarkable journey through the Great Desert of Southern Arabia. Admirably told there is something in the very air of Arabia that breeds style [a reference to Lawrence and Doughty] it is a fascinating narrative of ninety days of travel in the most inhospitable regions of a barren land.”28 On the 13th the Near and Middle East Association gave a dinner in honor of “Mr. H. St. John Philby” at the Hotel Metropole in London. On the 16th Philby was featured on the evening BBC National Programme. Rudolph Said-Ruete, of the Royal Geographical Society, stated in a letter to The Times on 2 July: “Mr. H. St. John Philby’s magnificent journey through the Rub’ al Khali … will rank … as one of the most noteworthy ventures of research in Arabia to the present day.” Philby continued to be invited to lecture and was feted for the rest of the year: Near and Middle East Association gave a dinner in Philby’s honor on 3 July, followed by a lecture with slides by Philby. He again broadcast on the BBC that weekend. Philby lectured to the Royal Asiatic Society on 6 October and two days later was listed in The Times under a schedule of “Lecturers for the Year” at Oxford just after Albert Einstein and J. G. Frazer. St. John Philby was thought of as a hero in the class of Lindbergh or Scott of Antarctica.29


St. John Philby’s career, his place in British and Middle Eastern society, were instrumental in facilitating his son’s journalistic careers and both his entry into MI-6 and his association with the Soviet intelligence services. The father was a famous and influential, if controversial, figure in the British empire and in the Middle East. And he was an anti-imperialist, “agin” the government of the day, at a time when the British empire could be referred to, as justly as Czarist Russia, as a prison-house of nations. He was familiar with the leading members of the ruling class in the countries of the Middle East and was, in effect, the founder of Jordan, while playing a crucial role in the development of Saudi Arabia. He died, it is said, in his son’s arms.


JAMES HUGH ANGLETON


James Jesus Angleton was the son of James Hugh Angleton, usually known as Hugh Angleton, a salesman and an adventurer, who alternated between careers in business and the military. While the Philbys, as a family, despite the eccentricities of St. John Philby, were members of the traditional governing class of the British empire, the Angletons were people of the American frontier, always returning to remote Boise, Idaho, ultimately to be buried there. The Angleton family seems to have originated in North Yorkshire, England, some members of the family in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries emigrating to Virginia and Maryland in what was then British North America. They became part of the westward drift of the European-American population, crossing the Appalachian mountains to Kentucky, then moving on to the Midwest. James William Angleton, a farmer, born in 1865 in Boone County, Kentucky, moved to the central Illinois village of Edinburg, in Christian County (named for an eighteenth-century soldier, not the religion). Christian County, near the geographical center of Illinois, was—and is—nearly entirely agricultural, a vast, flat expanse planted with corn in the north and wheat in the south. A history of the county written in 1901 tells us that: “The life of the early settlers was exceedingly primitive.


Game was abundant; wild honey was used as a substitute for sugar; wolves were troublesome; prairie fires were frequent; the first mill (on Bear Creek) could not grind more than 10 bushels of grain per day, by horse-power. The people hauled their corn to St. Louis to exchange for groceries.”30


James William Angleton and his wife Maggie raised nine ­children—five sons and four daughters—all but two of whom remained in rural Illinois as teachers, farmers, housewives, and such. One became a county supervisor. The two who left Illinois went on west to Idaho, where one became a road worker. The other was James J. Angleton’s father, James Hugh Angleton, born in 1888 in Sharpsburg, Christian County, the second child and eldest son of James William and Maggie Angleton.31 He attended the public schools near Taylorsville, Illinois (as opposed to the Westminster School, London), completing a “work certificate” in 1907, taking a twelve-week teacher training course in 1909 at Illinois State Normal School in Charleston, Illinois (rather than Modern Languages, Trinity College), and taught in the Christian County public schools for three years. Perhaps out of a lack of enthusiasm for a life of teaching in rural schools, he moved to the western mountain state of Idaho, as was the tradition in that place and era for ambitious young men: “But I reckon I got to light out for the territory ahead of the rest …” Idaho was thinly populated in the first decades of the twentieth century, its economy primarily devoted to agriculture and mining, in roughly equal measure, none of its cities reaching a population of 10,000. The dominant religion, by far, was that of the Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-Day Saints (Mormons). The state’s largest city, Boise, was the site of a candy manufacturing business, Idaho Candy Company, for which James Hugh Angleton went to work as a jobbing salesman. He was still in contact with its president, Charles Adams, a quarter of a century later.


In late 1915, Francisco “Pancho” Villa, who led the Mexican Division of the North, was contending with Venustiano Carranza for the leadership of the Mexican Revolution. When the United States government recognized Carranza as President of Mexico and took steps to assist him, Villa began attacks along the border, raiding Nogales, in Sonora, and, famously, Columbus, in New Mexico. In response, an American expeditionary force invaded Mexico but failed to capture Villa and was eventually forced to retreat by Carranza, in one of the usual confusing episodes of the Mexican Revolution. In order to stabilize the border, a large number of United States National Guard troops were called up in 1916, among them those of the Idaho National Guard, to which Angleton belonged. That unit was stationed from July to December 1916 at Camp Stephen J. Little, in Nogales, Arizona, across the border from the Mexican city of the same name.32 While in Nogales, James Hugh Angleton, then going on twenty-eight, met Carmen Mercedes Moreno, seventeen years old at the time, who had been born in the small town of Suaqui, Sonora, almost three hundred miles south of Nogales. She was the daughter of Jesus Romo Moreno, who, according to a later statement by her husband, owned mines and a store. Carmen Moreno and James Hugh Angleton were married on 10 December 1916.33 Early in 1917, after the Nogales interlude, Angleton took his wife home to Boise, leaving the Idaho National Guard in April. While the Philbys were to live in a mansion overlooking the Tigris, the Angletons lived in a two-bedroom wooden house in a neighborhood of similar workers’ houses in Boise. James Hugh and Carmen Angleton had three children in Idaho: James Jesus almost immediately (9 December 1917, named for his father and maternal grandfather); Hugh Rolla two years later; then Carmen Mercedes.


When the United States entered World War I, James Hugh Angleton spent six months at Camp Pike in Arkansas (1918–19) for Infantry Officers School, graduating as a second lieutenant in the infantry, but did not go to Europe. Back in Boise, he worked for Idaho Candy for five years, selling candy to the owners of stores in the region. He then joined the National Cash Register Company as a sales agent in January 1922, at a salary of $4,000 per year (the equivalent of the average US income in 2017). In the early twentieth century National Cash Register was a technology company, as it would be called today, and one of the era’s monopolies. Practically every business came to need cash registers and 90 percent of those were manufactured by National Cash Register. James Hugh Angleton’s family legend included stories of mule-back cash register deliveries to isolated frontier towns, and—with the boom and the modernization of the 1920s—a gradual rise through the ranks of the National Cash Register Company, first as sales agent for Southern Idaho and Eastern Oregon, then moving to the Dayton, Ohio, corporate headquarters in September 1927 as an instructor and a year later as Midwestern regional sales manager. According to a number of the corporation’s newsletters from around that time: “J. H. Angleton, the man selected as the manager of the Northern Division, has won success in this business through hard work and study of both of the Company’s product and the needs of merchants …


Having had previous selling experience before coming with this Company, Mr. Angleton’s first position was that of salesman at Boise, Idaho … So successful was he as a cash register salesman that in this same year he was appointed as sales agent at the Boise Agency. As sales agent he was even a greater success than as a salesman. Up until a little over a year ago he operated this agency in a very splendid and profitable manner, building up a fine selling organization … His ambition, his desire to get ahead, and his ability to pick and train salesmen were instrumental in his being chosen as one of the Sales School instructors in 1927 and later as an assistant to Mr. East in the Pacific Division … When a new Division Manager was needed to fill the vacancy that came as a result of Mr. East’s resignation, Mr. Angleton was ready to fill that position.”34


In Dayton the Angleton family lived in a house twice the size of that which they had left in Boise. It was in the wealthy suburb of Oakwood, then an enclave of National Cash Register executives. A fourth child, Dolores, was born in Dayton. The stock market crash and ensuing Depression strongly affected National Cash Register. Corporate profits reported in March 1931 for 1930 were half those for 1929. By April 1931, with sales improving, James Hugh Angleton had become the company’s national sales manager at a salary of $2,100 a month (the equivalent in purchasing power of nearly $400,000 per year today).35 That December, he became Vice President of Overseas Sales for the company. In 1933 he went to Italy to inspect the National Cash Register operations there, liked what he saw, and—in lieu of a promotion—bought the Italian franchise from the company, moving his family to the grand Liberty-style Palazzo Castiglioni on the Corso Venezia in Milan in December 1933, when his eldest son was sixteen. Despite the stagnant Italian economy, and perhaps because of the support of the fascist state for big business and the restrictions it imposed on unions, James Hugh Angleton’s average yearly earnings during the Depression amounted to 700,000 lira, perhaps something more than that number in purchasing power in 2017 dollars.


It was a very long way from Sonora and Boise to the palazzo on the Corso Venezia and all that went with it: the vacations in the Haute-Savoie; meetings with the important people of the fascist zenith; the diplomatic friendship of the American ambassador, William Phillips (who was to be head of OSS in London for the second half of 1942); and the Rotary Club business connections with corporate peers from other American multinationals, including IBM’s Thomas Watson.36 James Hugh Angleton became president of the American Chamber of Commerce in Italy, the center of a network of connections between US and Italian business, on the one hand, and the Italian and US governments on the other. He was probably the best-known American in northern Italy,37 his appearances at trade fairs and the monthly lunches of the American Chamber of Commerce noted in the Corriere della Sera. He traveled widely in France and Central Europe, meeting with National Cash Register colleagues and others; meeting with the German and American military and naval attachés in Rome; keeping track of matters at the boundary between politics and business, and generally exercising some sort of oversight over the European operations of National Cash Register.38 The busy, athletic, extroverted, quintessentially American father; the polyglot close-knit family around the Mexican mother in the palazzo; the comings and goings of those years (business trips, vacations, Boy Scout Jamborees in Hungary and Scotland) formed a background to James J. Angleton’s early life markedly unlike that of many of his American contemporaries.39 It was, however, converging with the type of life that had been led at the same age by Kim Philby, at least in comparison with the distance from Ambala to Boise. By the mid-1930s their fathers were on more or less equal social footing; the schooling of the sons, comparable; their outlooks similarly cosmopolitan.




YOUNG MEN


KIM PHILBY: JOURNALISM AND ESPIONAGE


In India, Harold Adrian Russell “Kim” Philby learned to speak English soon enough and later decorated it, he recalled, with a stammer “caught” from an admired slightly older boy on the voyage “home” to England. “Home,” where he was deposited with his grand­mother, was a house in Camberley, Surrey, near the Sandhurst military college. Crossways, as it was called, was a rather ordinary house with the usual small front and larger back garden on a street with similar houses. It was a house full of women: grandmother, great-grandmother, cook, maids, nurse, occasional visiting aunts. In 1919 Kim Philby’s parents appeared from “the East,” taking him with them to live in town in St. Petersburg Place, near Kensington Gardens, where he went to the school around the corner. At that time he formed an early, characteristic, memory of his father: “I remember he took me through Kensington Gardens to the Royal Geographical Society.


There, in an upper room he sat me on a stool beside a huge table covered with large sheets of blank paper, ink bottles, pens and a lot of pencils sharpened to the finest point imaginable. My father was drawing a map, and, as far as I could see, an imaginary map at that because he had no Atlas to copy from … He was, most probably, filling in the blank spaces in the notorious Empty Quarter, giving reality to what was until them a largely imaginary landscape.”1
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