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To Joe





PUBLISHER’S NOTE



All employees of the Central Intelligence Agency must sign a confidentiality agreement that requires that they submit their writings to the CIA for prepublication review. Valerie Plame Wilson, whose work for the CIA entailed covert operations, of course abided by this agreement, and her manuscript was reviewed by the CIA and returned to her with numerous redactions—cuts—that the CIA determined were necessary. Many of these cuts related to material that would disclose Ms. Wilson’s dates of service, information that has already been widely disseminated.

As has been reported, Simon & Schuster and Ms. Wilson brought a legal action against the CIA; we felt that the redactions required by the CIA went beyond any reasonable requirements of national security and impaired important First Amendment rights. A federal district court has disagreed, determining, essentially, that while Ms. Wilson’s dates of service may be in the public domain, they cannot be reported by Ms. Wilson. Accordingly, Ms. Wilson’s portion of this book contains only that information that the CIA has deemed unclassified and has allowed her to include.

The sections of Fair Game that have been blacked out indicate the places where the CIA has ordered cuts. Still, even with these substantial redactions, we believe the book conveys the power of Ms. Wilson’s story, if, alas, not all its details.

To enhance the reader’s experience Simon & Schuster has added an afterword by reporter Laura Rozen. Drawn from interviews and public sources, it provides historical background and recounts portions of Ms. Wilson’s life and career that she was unable to include herself. When the afterword is read together with Fair Game, a full and vivid picture of Valerie Plame Wilson emerges. Ms. Wilson has had no input or involvement in the creation of the afterword, which she has not seen before the publication of this book.

Simon & Schuster has also added an appendix of relevant documents.

We thank you for your understanding and look forward to your enjoyment of this important book.







Fair Game






CHAPTER 1

Joining the CIA




Our group of five—three men and two women—trekked through an empty tract of wooded land and swamp, known in CIA terms as the “Farm.” It was 4 A.M. and we had been on the move all night. Having practiced escape and evasion from an ostensible hostile force—our instructors—we were close to meeting up with our other classmates. Together we would attack the enemy, then board a helicopter to safety. This exercise, called the final assault, was the climax of our paramilitary training. Each of us carried eighty-pound backpacks, filled with essential survival gear: tents, freeze-dried food, tablets to purify drinking water, and 5.56 mm ammunition for our M-16s. The late fall weather was bitter, and slimy water sloshed in our combat boots. A blister on my heel radiated little jabs of stinging pain. My friend Pete, a former Army officer, usually ready with a wisecrack and a smirk, hadn’t spoken in hours, while John, our resident beer guzzler, carried not only his backpack but at least fifty extra pounds of body weight. His round face was covered with mud and sweat.

When our point man gave the hand signal, we gratefully stopped, shrugged off our backpacks, and slumped together for a moment against a small protected knoll. Then we fell into formation again and moved toward the landing zone. When we finally reached a clearing at dawn, I could barely make out the blades of an enormous helicopter rotating slowly, and the friendly faces of my other classmates, Sharon, David, and Tex. I heard Pete mutter, “Finally.” We all surged forward, energized by relief and hope. I began to imagine the hot shower I would enjoy when this was over. Then suddenly the sharp firecrackers of light from magnesium flares exploded over our heads and the repetitive sound of machine-gun fire sent adrenaline rushing through my veins.

I dropped to the ground and crawled over to Pete, thinking he would know what to do. Despite three months of hard training, my idyllic suburban upbringing had not prepared me for incoming fire and the overwhelming physical sensations that accompanied it. Dragging me a few yards away to a crest of land, Pete pointed at the helicopter. “Get your ass over there!”

Before I knew it, we brushed aside any pretense of military discipline and made a dead run at the helicopter. As we careened down the hill at full speed, M-16s blazing, I caught the eye of a classmate running alongside me. His expression suggested a hint of enjoyment, or at least his awareness of the absurdity of the situation. Soon enough, I threw myself into the open door of the helicopter and caught my breath beneath the noise of artillery and the deafening sounds of the rotors and engines. I shrugged off my pack, and as we were lifted to safety, I marveled at how I came to be at the Farm.

[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.] As a teenager, I read William Stevenson’s A Man Called Intrepid, about the Office of Strategic Services (OSS) days during World War II. The OSS was the predecessor of the Central Intelligence Agency. I loved the book and I found the history intriguing. I began to seriously consider what working for the CIA meant. If I joined, what would I be asked to do? Was it dangerous? Did I believe in what the CIA did? My family had always valued public service and kept a quiet patriotism. On Memorial Day and the Fourth of July we always put out the flag in a big flowerpot. My father, Samuel Plame, was a retired Air Force colonel. When the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor in December 1941, he was studying at the University of Illinois in Champaign. He remembers that the next day the campus was a ghost town; all the eligible male students had left to sign up for military service. He was soon on his own way to enlist in the Army Air Corps—the Air Force predecessor—in San Diego. He served in the South Pacific during World War II and has a seemingly inexhaustible supply of corny jokes, stories, and songs from his time there. My brother, Robert Plame, older than me by sixteen years, joined the Marines in 1966 and was promptly sent to Vietnam. One day in 1967, as my parents and I returned home from some errands, the neighbors told us that two uniformed Marines had been knocking at our door. We learned that Bob was MIA. My stricken parents assumed the worst and, for a few days, we did not know if Bob was dead or alive. He was finally located on a hospital ship. During a reconnaissance mission behind enemy lines, he had been badly wounded in his right arm. He endured years of multiple, painful operations to restore some sensation in his limb. Incredibly, with just one working arm and hand, he went on to learn how to fly, ski, write, and tie shoelaces. He has been happily married to Christie, a nurse, for nearly thirty years and is the proud father of two bright and beautiful girls. I thought that if I served in the CIA it would extend a family tradition. Still, I had my nagging doubts. Hadn’t the CIA tried to kill Castro with an exploding cigar?



“Imagine you are meeting an agent in a foreign hotel room and there is suddenly a loud banging at the door. You hear ‘Police, let us in!’ What do you do?” This question was being put to me by a kindly looking older woman wearing pearls and a surprisingly bright yellow blouse during my initial CIA interview in Washington. I [Text has been redacted here.] had checked into a modest—well, seedy—hotel in Arlington, Virginia. I had no idea what to expect but the interview the next day, in a beige building in the suburbs of Washington, followed along the traditional lines of “What are your strengths, what are your weaknesses, why do you want to work for the CIA”—until now. This question veered off the conventional path and was more interesting. My immediate thought was that excluding espionage, there is only one good reason for an unrelated man and woman to be in a hotel room together. “I would take off my blouse, tell the agent to do the same, and jump into bed before telling the police to come in.” Her barely perceptible smile told me I had hit on the right answer. I thought, This could be fun. I was ready for the next question.

[Text has been redacted here.] but I thought if it didn’t pan out, I could find something on Capitol Hill or in the Peace Corps. In the meantime, I found a job as a management trainee with a [Text has been redacted here.] Washington department store [Text has been redacted here.]. Despite the 20 percent employee discount, I hated working in retail, but it was a way to pay the rent as I continued through months of CIA psychological tests, a battery of interviews, and an exacting, comprehensive physical exam. One question out of at least four hundred in one psychological test still stands out in my memory: “Do you like tall women?” I still have no idea if I got the right answer on that one. Later that summer, I was asked to take a polygraph exam. It was a weird, but relatively brief experience. [Text has been redacted here.] At the same time, the Agency was conducting a security background check on me. Several neighbors reported to my parents that “someone [Text has been redacted here.] had interviewed them to ask if I had any known drinking, drug, or other problems.[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.] I nervously settled into my chair in a nondescript government classroom in a bland office building in a congested Virginia suburb. I took in my [Text has been redacted here.] classmates in our CIA introduction course. Many of the young men were clearly ex-military types, some still sporting regulation buzz cuts. Just less than half were women, but as I later learned, only a fraction of those were destined, like me, to work in the Directorate of Operations (DO). The rest were pegged to become analysts in the Directorate of Intelligence (DI) or administrative/logistical officers and the like in the Directorate of Administration (DA). A few were engineers who would ultimately work in the Directorate of Science and Technology (DST), the Agency’s research arm. It looked like I was the [Text has been redacted here.] by far and this suspicion was confirmed when a tiny woman, nearly as wide as she was tall, took me and three other (male) classmates into her office during a break. She was the DO liaison to the Career Trainees (CTs)—in other words, she would be our den mother as we worked through the initial training. It was hard to believe that this matronly woman had actually been an operator in “the field,” but she certainly knew a lot more about the CIA than any of us did. “[Text has been redacted here.] PCS meant “permanent change of Station,” in other words, assignment abroad. As the acronyms flew around us, it was clear that a paramilitary culture reigned at the CIA.

During our lunch breaks, taken at our desks or in nearby cafes, I got to know my classmates. I couldn’t help but feel intimidated—most either had gone to prestigious universities, or had at least a master’s degree or some years of military experience. All seemed much more sophisticated, smarter, better traveled, and wittier than I was. Feeling overwhelmed, I vowed to keep my mouth shut and learn as much as possible. Perhaps no one would notice that I had precious little meaningful life experience and was educated at a state school. Over the next few weeks, an interesting dynamic emerged. We had all taken the Myers-Briggs psychological profile test during the interview process. Most of the future operations officers, myself included, scored varying degrees of “ENTJ”—Extrovert, Intuitive, Thinking, Judgmental. ENTJ personality types tend to be strong leaders and feel the need to take command of a situation. The Myers-Briggs description of an ENTJ says that “although ENTJs are tolerant of established procedures, they can abandon any procedure when it can be shown to be indifferent to the goal it seemingly serves…They are tireless in the devotion to their jobs and can easily block out other areas of life for the sake of work. The ENTJ female may find it difficult to select a mate who is not overwhelmed by her strong personality and will.” ENTJs appear in approximately 5 percent of the population; apparently, that’s what the CIA was looking for in its future operations officers. We were drawn to one another, not just because we would be doing the same training and ultimately the same job, but because we had similar personalities. Wherever the future case officers gathered on breaks, they were usually the loudest, most social, and I thought, most entertaining. The air seemed to crackle with excitement. I began making friends in the class and despite our different backgrounds, we began to form deep bonds. I looked forward to attending the CIA introductory course every day where we learned how the Agency was organized, how intelligence was collected and analyzed, and how the wider intelligence community functioned. One of the most gripping guest speakers was a woman who had served her first tour as a case officer in Moscow. She told us in harrowing detail how she had been surveilled by Soviet intelligence while picking up and setting down “dead drops”—fabricated rocks or other innocent-looking containers with notes, money, and instructions to an important Soviet double agent. She was thrown out of the country (declared persona non grata, or PNGed in CIA lingo) but her agent, the spy for whom she was responsible, was not so lucky. He was executed. We all sat in stunned silence as we digested the huge responsibilities and the consequences of making a mistake.

Finally, after about three months of “CIA 101,” as we affectionately called the course, we were all sent on our way to our various “interims” to begin some on-the-job training. Being a CT on an interim at the Agency was comparable to pledging a sorority or fraternity: you were assigned the most tedious tasks and spent lots of time walking cables and memos to distant parts of the Headquarters building or waiting for a dossier in the vast underground space known as the file room [Text has been redacted here.], as I was beginning my first interim phase [Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.] female case officers were either former secretaries who doggedly worked their way out from behind their desks to field work, or the wives of case officers who got tired of being the only ones at home with the children while their husbands were out having all the fun being spymasters. There were a rare few who did not fit into these categories, but these older, tough-as-nails women who had triumphed through the entrenched discrimination scared me. I occasionally came into contact with them during my early interims, and I admired their ambition and perseverance, but it was clear that they paid for it with their personal happiness. Most went home in the late evening to a cat. In my class of fifty or so, just fewer than half were female. Of that number, about four were destined to go into operations. Either through ignorance of youth or naïveté, I did not see myself in the vanguard of a new CIA; I simply wanted to do well at my job and did not expect to find any sort of discrimination because of my gender.

I was assigned to interims mostly in the European Division of the DO. I generally enjoyed my work, menial as it was, but was anxiously counting the days until we could go to the Farm for our paramilitary training. Finally, the time arrived for me to pack a few items in my car and head south with the other young CTs. I had more and longer interims than most of my original classmates—[Text has been redacted here.] and as a consequence, I joined another training class. As instructed early on by the Agency, I had told my friends and family that [Text has been redacted here.] my time away from Washington was for some vague, undefined “training.” No one questioned this, or at least did so directly to me. All my friends outside the Agency were busy starting their own careers and so training was part of everyone’s early professional life. Only my parents and brother knew where I really worked. My mother and I agreed not to tell my uncle: her brother was an early Air Force jet jockey and would have been so proud of my career choice he could not have kept it to himself. As I sped along the highway toward the Farm, I was looking forward to this next phase of training, one that would move me much closer to a field assignment as a case officer.



“Check your sizes, only take one, keep the line moving! Let’s go!” barked the instructor in camouflage fatigues as we shuffled into a cavernous corrugated-tin warehouse in an open field at the Farm. In the dim light of the warehouse we picked combat boots, fatigues, webbed belts, caps, canteens, backpack gear, and other paraphernalia out of enormous bins. This stuff would see us through the next three months of military training. As our arms overflowed with equipment, the instructors, all ex-military types, took us next to the Quonset huts located deep in the scruffy pine woods. These would be our sleeping quarters. The women’s barracks was lined on both sides with bunk beds and had a spartan bathroom at the end. I had never had to wear a uniform at school, but as I changed into my fatigues, I liked the idea of not having to figure out my outfit every day—which shoes and belt would go together—for the next few months.

Our training quickly assumed a pattern: up at 5 A.M. for physical training, which involved running or walking in formation while singing bawdy songs to keep tempo, just as military recruits have done for decades; followed by a quick breakfast, then a morning class in a military discipline. Lunch [Text has been redacted here.] a throwback to traditional southern cooking. Almost everything was dipped in batter and deep-fried, and a salad bar was considered newfangled. This was usually followed by an outdoor activity, then dinner—more deep-fried food—then some brief free time before lights-out at nine. There was naturally plenty of complaining—some good-natured, some bitter—among the class members, but the instructors, [Text has been redacted here.] were more than capable of subduing a bunch of whiny suburbanites and kept us in line. For many the physical demands of the course were tough—running at least three miles in the morning, trekking through the woods with eighty-pound backpacks and an M-16 rifle—and more than one overweight trainee gave up in the middle of a march or quit well before completing the required sit-up reps. Fortunately, I had always been athletic, and though the physical requirements of the course were a challenge I was able to do them all. I began to see the Farm experience as camp for adults.

Each week was devoted to a different topic [Text has been redacted here.] and the instructors struggled to whip our class into shape and instill some military discipline. The Agency clearly understood that we were rarely, if ever, going to be called upon to use these skills, but the Farm paramilitary course remained a popular class for Agency recruits because management realized it forged an esprit de corps that would last throughout one’s career. Moreover, it gave the Agency another opportunity to evaluate a new employee’s strength of character, ability to work in a team, and dedication—all skills critical to success in the Agency, no matter what your career path.

One of our first sessions involved learning about weapons and how to use them. Unlike some of my ex-military classmates, my exposure to guns had been limited: I knew that my father kept his World War II service pistol strapped to the back of the bed headboard, in the event an intruder got into the house. Learning about [Text has been redacted here.] guns was completely new to me and to my astonishment, I found I was pretty good at it [Text has been redacted here.] Probably aided by beginner’s luck, I simply followed the instructions: hold your breath steady, take careful aim, and pull the trigger slowly. I was apparently the best in our class [Text has been redacted here.], which I am sure many of my male colleagues found unnerving. My proudest moment came when I managed to score very high on a handgun test, despite having to balance on crutches after spraining an ankle during a morning run in the dark.

As the weeks went by and we learned [Text has been redacted here.] skills perhaps more appropriate for an Army ranger than a CIA case officer lurking around bars, a vague understanding hung over us that at some point we would face an interrogation exercise designed to simulate POW captivity. From the beginning we had been taught how to build and sustain our cover and we knew that we would be severely tested toward the end of the course, but we had no idea where or when this would happen. Before dawn one Monday morning, after all the students had returned from their weekend break, we were awakened with war cries and curses and flashlights being shoved in our faces as we were pulled from our bunks.

Although we had known this challenging portion of the course was coming, it was unnerving to look around and not see our instructors’ familiar faces. They were unknown authorities dressed in fatigues, most with black hoods with eyeholes. As I hurried to dress, I kept telling myself that this was just an exercise, but their rough taunts and shoves as we moved out of the Quonset hut to the woods were realistic enough to set off a surge of adrenaline. For hours in the dark, we were forced to crawl on the ground and do push-ups and sit-ups—and if you faltered in any way, you were kicked or subjected to brutal verbal abuse. After a long, exhausting march through the woods, each of us with one hand on the shoulder of the student ahead, we were thrown into a waiting army truck. We bounced over dirt roads and stopped at a small white concrete-block building surrounded by pine trees. The real fun was about to begin.

[Text has been redacted here.] at the time I had no idea what had happened to the [Text has been redacted here.] The combination of factors [Text has been redacted here.] really got to you psychologically. Your rational mind kept saying that this was just an exercise, one that you had known was coming, but another small voice in your head wondered what the hell was going on. It was certainly realistic.

At some point, hours later, I was pulled into my first interrogation. I struggled to keep my wits about me. [Text has been redacted here.] As I sat down—a slight concession that they had given us a few hours earlier—I dared [Text has been redacted here.] check my surroundings. To my delight, a classmate who had become a friend had chosen that moment as well to defy the rules. The brief smile and eye rolls we exchanged renewed my confidence that I would get through this.

[Text has been redacted here.] I fainted—from low blood sugar—and fell backward. When I came to, I was mortified to find myself being held by the elderly director of the Farm, someone I had only seen at a distance and when he addressed our class the first day. The good news was that at least I knew it was still an exercise. My relief was short-lived [Text has been redacted here.] I liked the quiet and dark of my new small wooden home. I began to think about who I should put on my Christmas card list that year and how much of each address I could remember. Finally,[Text has been redacted here.] we were “freed” by our regular instructors and after another bumpy ride in the back of an army truck, we arrived at our Quonset huts. We were filthy, disoriented, and famished. As I stood under the hot shower, luxuriating in being clean, the nightmarish capture exercise faded quickly to a surreal memory. I had passed another of the Agency’s tests, had not ratted out my classmates, and after a good weekend of sleep, would be ready for the next challenge.



“One, two, three, go!” yelled an instructor in my ear, wind ripping around us, as my legs dangled out the airplane’s open door. I was terrified beyond anything I had felt before, but the instructor had vowed when he checked our parachutes and tightened our webbing that if we went up in the airplane, the only way we would come down was by parachute. There was no backing out now and so I lurched forward—helped by a strong shove from instructor “Red”—and plunged toward the earth at 120 mph. As the instructors had predicted, my mind froze during the first jump, and that’s where the training on the ground is indispensable. All the jumps from shoulder-high platforms and then from the tower, in which you hurtle toward a padded truck at the end of a long cable, forms muscle memory that takes over when the brain fails. As the parachute opened above me and I drifted slowly down, I reached up, grabbed the toggles, and tried to steer away from the electrical lines that were racing toward me at an alarming speed and land in the zone marked with white chalk. The jump instructors had drilled us to land on our feet and immediately absorb the ground’s impact up the side of our body and then roll. At 118 pounds, I was so light that I could have just stayed upright on my feet when I hit the ground, but went through the motions of dropping and rolling so I wouldn’t be chewed out by the instructors. My relief at being on the ground somewhere inside that chalk circle was overpowering and gave way to a huge surge of ego and pride. “I did it!” Only four more jumps and I would have my much-coveted “jump wings.” It was exhilarating and I was sure I was having a better time at work than anyone else I knew.

When the paramilitary course ended, we were given the option of attending jump school—provided we could pass our physical tests and standards. I knew from the moment I heard about this opportunity that it was something I would try for. After nearly ten weeks of physical conditioning [Text has been redacted here.] we felt we could eat nails for breakfast. Still, not everyone opted to jump and some of those who tried, failed. One woman, Karen, whom I had come to regard warily because of her overly ambitious nature, clearly wanted to jump. She was not a nemesis per se, but her superior airs got my competitive spirit going and I passed the test with flying colors, if only because I didn’t want her to beat me. After a few days of training, we were told that we would make five jumps over a period of three days to earn our wings. I dared not tell my parents about my latest “job opportunity”—my mother would not have slept for the entire week.

The day of the first jump dawned gray and cool with light wind gusts. Our group of six went through the safety procedures and scrambled, two at a time, into the light aircraft with our craggy jump instructor, Red, who never went anywhere without a full cheek of tobacco. I was dismayed that my ultracompetitive classmate, Karen, was in the planeload with me. As I watched her tumble out first, again with a helping hand from Red, I thought, If she can do it, so can I, and a few minutes later, out I went, too.

Once everyone came down—from a speck in the sky to a heap of nylon on the ground—we cheered and high-fived one another, feeling cocksure and very cool. Then Red walked out from the airplane hangar with his unmistakable swagger. He had just heard that a storm was coming in for the next few days and he wanted to know if we were willing to complete all five of our jumps that afternoon. We all looked at one another—there was no question. We gathered up our parachutes without a word and hustled over to the hangar to prepare for our next jumps. We weren’t about to leave the Farm without pinning those little silver wings on our fatigues.



I tapped lightly on the door at 7:30 A.M. and pushed it open a little way. I heard “come in” and stepped into the office for a meeting with my operations course adviser. [Text has been redacted here.] Dick sat behind his desk, smoking a cigarette. The heavy pall of tobacco already filled the small space. His salt-and-pepper buzz cut, short-sleeved plaid shirt, and thick glasses completed the look. Next to the ashtray was his customary can of Coke. Breakfast of Champions. “How’s it going?” he rasped as his hand shook on the way to his mouth to take another drag. Dick was not a bad adviser, but he was not terribly effective.[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]. Years of living abroad, dealing with agents, and juggling the demands of a demanding double life inevitably took their toll on officers’ health, marriages, and families. The Agency’s frequent solution was to send its troubled officers to the quiet of the Farm, which perhaps helped restore the officers’ balance, but the result was that many broken-down officers taught the new, idealistic students that a life in the CIA was a tough one. Senior management periodically vowed to put only their brightest stars at the Farm and reward them with a promotion for their stateside tours so the junior officers could be taught by the best. But the reality was that most of the time the best and most effective officers wanted to be in the field recruiting spies.

Still, Dick had significant field experience and I asked him how to pace an upcoming exercise. He exhaled smoke over my shoulder and looked down through his heavy glasses to read my latest report, written late the night before [Text has been redacted here.] Although it was easy to make fun of the make-believe world [Text has been redacted here.] passing the course was deadly serious if you ever wanted to serve in the field. Through short deadlines, sleep deprivation, constant surprises, and changes in the scenarios, the instructors ratcheted up the pressure on the student cadre. I felt like I was living under a microscope, and all my interactions—even in rare moments of relaxation—were under close scrutiny from the invariable edits on our reports to follow-up debriefing sessions with instructors after operational exercises, to the feeling that we were being watched by instructors even when we shared a beer with them in the evening. We knew we were being evaluated: Did we have “the right stuff”?

The kickoff exercise for the operations course a few weeks earlier had been surprisingly easy. [Text has been redacted here.] Our job was to find our target person, chat up him or her, and secure another meeting. As I surveyed the crowded room [Text has been redacted here.] I saw that I probably had some relevant life experience that I could use in the exercise. As a Pi Beta Phi sorority sister at Penn State, I had lived through the frenzied “rush” weeks, and once I’d been accepted in the sorority, I attended many a crowded party where fitting in and exchanging easy banter with others was key to social success. Now, I smiled to myself, envisioning the room as nothing more than another fraternity/sorority party I dove in, trying to find my target, “Gary.” Introducing myself, talking a bit, eliciting essentials, and moving on proved to be easy for me. I had a revelation as I worked the crowd in the club: the vast majority of people really only want to talk about themselves. Answering a query about yourself, especially if there is not a lot you want to give out, is a matter of providing enough to be polite, then deflecting the question back to the conversation partner. It was a lesson that would serve me well in the years ahead [Text has been redacted here.] and the need to deflect attention from myself to my target became critical.

I took a quick break from my quest to find Gary and made a beeline for the bar, where I gave back my glass of wine and asked for sparkling water with a twist so it would look like a gin and tonic. Another early lesson: don’t drink more than one drink on the job because it impairs your memory. I turned around and saw an instructor with dark hair and gray sideburns standing alone and thought I would try my luck. Bingo! It was Gary. [Text has been redacted here.] “Oh, how interesting,” I replied, as I turned on the charm. In no time we had agreed to meet in the next few days for lunch so that Gary could tell me more [Text has been redacted here.] Mission accomplished, I thought, as I left the party early.

Over the next few weeks, I met regularly with Gary and got to know more than I ever wanted [Text has been redacted here.]. More important for the point of the exercise, I was learning what made him tick: his motivations, prejudices, and aspirations both personally and professionally. He was quite engaging and had obviously perfected the role of Gary. After much practice, he was great at tossing out details, some meaningful, some useless, to see how much I would pick up. After each meeting, I scrambled back to our “Station offices [Text has been redacted here.] and wrote reports on the [Text has been redacted here.] At each meeting, as we got to know each other better, Gary provided me with tantalizing tidbits [Text has been redacted here.] In the early meetings, I usually excused myself to go to the ladies’ room during the meal and furiously scribbled down all the facts and figures and names he had given me on the little pad I kept in my purse. This is crazy, I thought more than once as I sat inside the bathroom stall, fishing around in my bag, but just as in paramilitary training, I was playing on the instructors’ game board and I had no choice but to follow their rules if I ever wanted to become a case officer. Over time, I got better at retaining the flood of information, but it was a relief later when [Text has been redacted here.] I could sit in hotel rooms with a real recruited asset and openly take notes without resorting to the ladies’ room subterfuge.

While this exercise [Text has been redacted here.] was being played out over a course of weeks, we were simultaneously receiving training in [Text has been redacted here.] how to write an intelligence report and a slew of operational cables were all topics. Lectures in the auditorium, given by the resident instructor staff, were often supplemented by Agency officers visiting from Headquarters or the field who had relevant experience to impart. The best speakers were invariably surrounded by curious students later that evening [Text has been redacted here.] where if your schedule allowed and you didn’t have any ops meetings or intel reports to write up, you could drop by for a beer, play Ping-Pong on a battered table, and socialize a bit. Visitors delighted in regaling their adoring audience with real-life war stories [Text has been redacted here.] We were being inculcated into the Agency culture and through these stories we learned what we might face and what might or might not work once we got into the field.

Although the pressure to perform was intense, and the feeling of being constantly observed and judged could be oppressive, there was no doubt that learning some of these spy skills was fun [Text has been redacted here.] My friend David and I briefly considered using our new skills to clandestinely photograph two students who everyone knew were carrying on a torrid affair, even though one of them was seriously involved with yet another student in the same class. Max, a mild-mannered but obnoxious type, had apparently no idea that his “friend,” Tim, was making passionate love to his girlfriend. We thought some well-timed photos would help set the record straight but finally decided to let Max find out the truth for himself.

Some lighthearted moments occurred [Text has been redacted here.] The cameraman laughed so hard the picture went out of focus.

[Text has been redacted here.] Methodology and theory[Text has been redacted here.] in the classroom was followed by plenty of on-the-road experience[Text has been redacted here.] It was exacting, time-consuming work and we all spent hours in our cars with maps, watches, and piles of debris accumulated from our small purchases[Text has been redacted here.]. I panicked when I realized that my meticulous plan [Text has been redacted here.]had a fatal flaw; a [Text has been redacted here.] stop that I had included and was vital [Text has been redacted here.] was closed. There were no other good choices nearby. The closest open establishment was a seedy topless bar, and being a nice suburban girl, I didn’t know how I would explain a visit there. I had no choice but to follow through, parking in front of the dark storefront and pantomiming shock and dismay at the store’s closure. As I leaned into the windowpane, and cupped my hands around my eyes as if checking to see if there was anyone moving around in the store, I could see [Text has been redacted here.] I looked like an idiot. My evaluation on that particular exercise was “not satisfactory.”

As the weeks turned into months we all sweated through countless evaluations of our writing, our planning abilities, our [Text has been redacted here.] skills, and our ability to think on our feet and cope with increasing amounts of stress that was no less real for being artificially generated. Several students dropped out and went back to Headquarters to find another job in the Agency or left altogether. A few other students were asked to leave because of fatal flaws in judgment or attitude, such as making the same mistake twice, not demonstrating appropriate respect for the instructor cadre, cheating in any way, or simply not possessing the intangible “it” quality that makes someone into a case officer. This news naturally spread like wildfire among the students and while I found it terrifying, it only made me try harder because the prospect of working for the Agency, living abroad, and perhaps even having my own war stories to tell one day was simply too enticing. I didn’t want to be asked to leave. One night, [Text has been redacted here.], I got out of my car and gathered my purse and notes. The June air was so heavily humid that my silk blouse stuck to my skin and my feet ached in my high heels (we had to dress up [Text has been redacted here.] when appropriate [Text has been redacted here.]). I had at least three hours of work ahead of me to get all my report writing done; it was due to the instructors by 7 A.M. the next day. I paused to look up at the starry sky. I laughed at the absurdity of my situation, but at that moment, even when exhausted from the work I had done and still had to do, I had no doubts that I would pass the course.

During the final weeks of the [Text has been redacted here.] course, the students were divided into small teams [Text has been redacted here.]. Each team member needed to work closely with others to help solve operational problems and make sure that U.S. policy-makers received the good intelligence they needed and deserved. Fortunately, my team was a strong one, its members all students I had become friendly with. The only exception was Gerry, a bespeckled, rather goofy-looking guy whom we all saw as the weak link. He never seemed to put two and two together and it was a mystery to us why he hadn’t been booted out. We just rolled our eyes whenever he made another incredibly stupid suggestion and we tried to work around him the best we could. As the operational pace was ratcheted up even further during the weeks of the final exercise, our classroom, the Station, became a hive of activity at all hours. At 2 A.M. you could go to the room and no doubt find someone from the team finishing up a report [Text has been redacted here.]. Vicious summer thunderstorms cut out the power several times and rendered our [Text has been redacted here.] useless, so on a few nights our classroom looked like a twisted tableau from a medieval monastery—we were bent over yellow legal pads writing out our reports in longhand while candles flickered in the middle of the table. We joked that the adverse conditions were preparing us for future assignments to Africa or parts of Asia.

The climax of the final exercise [Text has been redacted here.] was to test our skills in an environment where presumably we’d never been. We were supposed to [Text has been redacted here.] pull together all the loose threads we left dangling [Text has been redacted here.] in order to make the final week a success. Working both as a team and individually, we got to work [Text has been redacted here.] trying to figure out what surprises the instructors had in store for us. However, despite the instructors’ best efforts to keep us under control, the months of pressure had taken their toll and [Text has been redacted here.] we acted like eighth-graders on a class field trip. Coming down to the wire, we were giddy, feeling like we had completed a master’s course in an eighth of the time. Although my team had no major screw-ups, our heretofore ironclad discipline broke down a little bit and we attended more than a few operational meetings with raging hangovers.

[Text has been redacted here.] the instructors met one final time to vote on whether to pass a student, fail him, or assign him probationary status. [Text has been redacted here.] As we finished up one of our last fried lunches in the mess hall and waited for the graduation ceremony, we heard that the instructors had voted out two more students and given three probationary status. The pain and humiliation of not graduating after completing the course would have been terrible, and I was glad that everyone on our team, even Gerry, passed.

That evening [Text has been redacted here.] our class graduated. This time I did not trade in my wineglass for water with a twist. [Text has been redacted here.], I had gone from an idealistic and intimidated [Text has been redacted here.] woman overwhelmed by my new surroundings, to an idealistic [Text has been redacted here.] woman who had been challenged and had thrived. I had jumped out of airplanes, [Text has been redacted here.] walked miles in pitch-black woods, knew how to write an intelligence report really fast, [Text has been redacted here.] I was simultaneously exhausted and exhilarated. So far though, all these skills had been used [Text has been redacted here.]; calling on them in the real world would be the genuine test, but it was one that I welcomed. I was ready [Text has been redacted here.]









CHAPTER 2

[Text has been redacted here.] Tour





I settled into my small wooden chair at an outdoor cafe in a crowded, bustling part of the [Text has been redacted here.] and busied myself by pulling out a tour guide of [Text has been redacted here.] and a map. It was the best time: early evening, the furnace blast from the summer day over, the jasmine just opening to perfume the air, and the sunset still streaking the sky pink and orange. I ordered a cold coffee in my halting [Text has been redacted here.]—espresso and milk were shaken together in a drink with a frothy top [Text has been redacted here.]—and settled in, ostensibly to study the map. I lit a cigarette, another gesture to fit in with the crowd because most [Text has been redacted here.] smoke like chimneys, and tried to look relaxed. I was actually extremely keyed up and waiting for my target, a [Text has been redacted here.] who the CIA thought might be associated with [Text has been redacted here.] highly dangerous terrorist group [Text has been redacted here.]. We had a vague description of him from another source and knew he often frequented this cafe in the evenings. My job was to [Text has been redacted here.] the target [Text has been redacted here.] As a [Text has been redacted here.] female with blond hair and blue eyes, I looked as nonthreatening and non-CIA as possible, and that was the whole idea. [Text has been redacted here.] Sometimes when officers are very “clean,” that is, not overexposed to foreign intelligence services, they are capable of doing the most delicate work.

With my coffee nearly gone, and as I worked on my third cigarette, I had almost given up hope [Text has been redacted here.] when a man, one who matched the description given to me, sat down a few tables away, alone. I overheard him order [Text has been redacted here.]—a small plate of appetizers. He was maybe in his forties; his dark hair was streaked with gray and pulled back into a ponytail. His dress was rather sloppy and unremarkable. I tried not to let my hands tremble as I paid for my drink and slowly gathered up my things from the wobbly round table. As I did this, I plotted my path past the target, calculating how many angles I could get on him before I would be out in the busy pedestrian street outside of the cafe’s boundaries. [Text has been redacted here.] Swept into the throng of tourists enjoying the last bit of a summer’s evening, I took a long, circuitous route to my parked car. Along the way, I stopped at many of the [Text has been redacted here.] brightly lit tourist shops, and bought little plates and a charm [Text has been redacted here.] When I reached home later that night, I sighed with relief that my first real operational act as a case officer had gone without incident.

I had been [Text has been redacted here.] on my first assignment for less than a month. I was constantly surprised at how much responsibility, for agents’ lives and for significant sums of money, the CIA deemed a [Text has been redacted here.] officer could handle. The Agency management put a lot of confidence in the Farm courses in paramilitary and operational training as a way to weed out the incompetent or unready. I was thrilled to have been chosen for the [Text has been redacted here.] assignment and spent days planning each aspect of the operation with colleagues. Hollywood gives the false impression that CIA operatives make decisions and act unilaterally; rogue operators appear to be the norm. While in the real CIA world there are moments of rash individuality, successful operations are always the result of a team effort. [Text has been redacted here.] I was delighted to be officially part of our team.

When I graduated from the Operations Course [Text has been redacted here.] I had been picked up by [Text has been redacted here.] the Directorate of Operations (DO). In a furious horse-trading exercise, the various geographic divisions of the DO bid on the students deemed the best and the brightest at the Farm. In fact, each division routinely sent down several of its most senior officers to each class to proclaim the advantages of that division in a carefully choreographed dog-and-pony show. [Text has been redacted here.] officers generally spent most of their careers in one region of the world, so getting in someplace where you actually wanted to live and serve was important. Students spent hours agonizing over their choices and attempted to game the system, to little avail. In the NFL draft–like atmosphere, few got what they really wanted. I was lucky. As a child, I had traveled widely in Europe with my family and felt comfortable and happy whenever I was there. My first trip was as a nine-year-old to Italy, where we rented a villa with another family in a little town north of Rome called Porto Santo Stefano. My strongest memories of that visit were tasting gelato for the first time and being impressed with the vastness of Saint Peter’s Basilica in Rome. I had not yet studied ancient Rome in school, but what child’s imagination would not be stirred by the idea of using the Coliseum to stage mock naval battles or to watch gladiators fight lions? From that summer on, I was absolutely hooked on travel. Fortunately, as a retired Air Force officer, my father and his dependents were entitled to fly “space A” (space available) on military aircraft crossing the Atlantic. My parents and I would show up at McGuire Air Force Base in New Jersey with bags packed, not really knowing where in Europe we would end up—the schedule was dictated by military needs, of course. Thus, we traveled to Italy, Germany, Ireland, Switzerland, and France. One time, we could not get space A, so we took the early 1970s version of discount airlines, the no-frills Laker Airways, to London. There we stayed at Doris Duke’s magnificent town house near Marble Arch, which had been turned over to the U.S. military for officers’ quarters after World War II. I wandered the vast building and imagined the opulent ballroom full of people. So though I briefly considered the Soviet and Eastern European Division (SE), I was relieved when the European Division (EUR) picked me up and promptly assigned [Text has been redacted here.]. All that stood between me and my new career was [Text has been redacted here.] language training.

[Text has been redacted here.]. How are you? I am fine. I was not blessed with linguistic talent and learning a foreign language had always been hard, mind-numbing work for me. I seemed to need to hear a word fifty times for it to register. Every day on the Metro ride from my small apartment to the classroom in suburban Virginia, I reviewed vocabulary words on big stacks of white three-by-five cards. It was a painful process, further exacerbated by our teacher, [Text has been redacted here.] had been a resistance fighter [Text has been redacted here.] during World War II and was rightfully very proud of his service and [Text has been redacted here.]ancestry. Although good-spirited, he was not the most effective teacher and was convinced that his noble language could best be learned via memorizing obscure [Text has been redacted here.] proverbs. He would rattle off a saying [Text has been redacted here.]. Glaring at me and my two classmates for our stupidity, he would finally deign to give us the translation. “It means: the goat’s hair needs a fine-tooth comb!” Of course. Finally, the Agency deemed me proficient enough to order off a [Text has been redacted here.] restaurant menu and sent me to my first posting [Text has been redacted here.] I felt like a racehorse at the gate.



[Text has been redacted here.] was an incredibly vibrant and chaotic place. [Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]

My [Text has been redacted here.] Chief, Dave, was idolized as a genuine DO cowboy. Despite family wealth (whispered to come from [Text has been redacted here.] patents), a proper New England upbringing, and an Ivy League education, he could drink, smoke cigars, and curse like a sailor with the best of them. His operational exploits in Africa were legendary and he was now winding down his career with a posting to [Text has been redacted here.] site of his first assignment years before. When I arrived [Text has been redacted here.] I was given an appointment to see Dave and was ushered into his large and airy wood-paneled office. Dave was slouched in his leather chair with his feet up on his enormous desk; he chomped on an unlit cigar. I had been introduced to him [Text has been redacted here.] previously and was a little nervous, hoping to exceed the expectations of this lionized officer. He took the cigar out of his mouth long enough to say “Turn around,” twirling his index finger in a downward spiral in case I didn’t get the gist. I was confused. He wanted me to do what? I obediently turned around like a mannequin and waited for his next words. “Great, great. You’ll do fine here.” Dave had a twinkle in his eye and I didn’t know how seriously to take him. After a few more words of welcome, I went back to my desk, trying to process what had just happened. Dave proved to be a very good boss who encouraged the best and engendered deep loyalty from his staff. He may have missed the memo about how to greet a [Text has been redacted here.] female employee, but I decided not to let it bother me. Other female officers didn’t shake off his sexist attitudes so easily and were offended by his remarks but I didn’t want to waste time dwelling on it. He was not the first or the last male dinosaur at the CIA, and meanwhile there was work to be done and a reputation to earn.



When a junior officer [Text has been redacted here.] you were on your own. Just as law partners are expected to bring a certain amount of business to the table each year, so it was with CIA case officers. Consequently, there was a lot of “trolling,” that is, looking for targets of interest under every rock and at every [Text has been redacted here.] cocktail party. Working a social function effectively and efficiently to turn up potential recruitment targets became a necessary skill.

Without a doubt, the best officer I have ever seen work the room was my Deputy [Text has been redacted here.] Chief, Jim. Jim was tall, dark, and handsome and a legendary recruiter. While I was still learning the ropes [Text has been redacted here.], I found myself at a social function that felt like the bar in Star Wars; each introduction was to yet another weird character. I am of average height but I towered over most [Text has been redacted here.] men of a certain age [Text has been redacted here.] But it wasn’t just the height issue; there seemed to be an unusually high proportion of oddly dressed partygoers and strange behavior in the crowd. Still, I did my best to mingle and pass out my calling cards, getting several in return. The next day in the office, a colleague and I compared notes on whom we had spoken to and whether to pursue further contact with any of them. Jim happened to walk by our desks and casually asked whom we had met the night before. We proudly passed him our little stacks of business cards and he rifled through them, dismissing each with “recruited already; don’t bother; unreliable; recruited already; maybe.” My colleague and I looked at each other and laughed. Jim had been to the party before we got there and canvassed the room thoroughly. We were choking in his dust. If we were to have any chance of finding someone of interest, we quickly learned to get to a function before Jim.

[Text has been redacted here.]

When I was finished with my [Text has been redacted here.] duties for the day, I usually went [Text has been redacted here.] a rabbit warren of rooms [Text has been redacted here.] It was only then that I could write up my reports from any operational meetings of the night before or prepare for future meetings. The summer I arrived [Text has been redacted here.] there were quite a few first-tour officers [Text has been redacted here.] Looking back, we were like puppies: eager to please, enthusiastic about everything, but still needing to be housebroken. At times we were all impossibly arrogant, sure we had a recruitment just around the corner or nodding as if we actually knew what a senior officer was talking about in a complex operation [Text has been redacted here.] became our training ground where we put into real practice all the lessons they had taught us at the Farm. With so much happening when I arrived, the sense of competition between the junior officers was keen, as was our common sense of purpose. We watched one another’s successes and failures like hawks, calculating our own achievements against someone else’s. We worked together, played together, and developed a tough facade that came in handy when dealing with the odd characters, in the office and out, who made up our universe.

One colleague who didn’t quite fit the mold was Mark. A dapper Asian-American, Mark was a little older than the rest of us junior officers but was still on his first tour. He had enjoyed a successful career in finance before joining the Agency and completing the training. Mark was as ambitious as the rest of us, working long hours and pursuing the most promising targets for recruitment, and it was clear he was willing to do almost anything to endear himself to a target. One time he told us he had vacuumed the target’s apartment at his request while the target collected the papers he wanted to give to Mark. I thought that was odd, but it got him what he wanted—information on which to base an intelligence report. However, there was a certain manic edge to his work that none of us could quite put our finger on. Within a year of his arrival, Mark had recruited a very good source and sent Headquarters dozens of reports [Text has been redacted here.]. After he recruited a few more targets, management touted him as the next big thing. Within months, however, they began to have serious doubts about the veracity of his cases. After Mark’s tour was finished, I heard through the grapevine that a review of his reporting had shown that he had fabricated much of it, and I believe he was unceremoniously frog-marched out of Headquarters. For me it was yet another lesson in the tired but so true cliché that appearances can deceive.

Meanwhile, I was trying to make my mark as an operations officer and spent most evenings out and about, learning about my new environment [Text has been redacted here.]. It was a punishing schedule: a day full of [Text has been redacted here.] work, followed by a few hours in the office to accomplish our “real” job reading incoming cables, writing up reports to send in to Headquarters, and operational planning, among other things. The evenings were devoted to meetings or social events. [Text has been redacted here.] Many times I didn’t get home until 12:30 A.M. or so, and had to be at the office by 8:30 A.M. [Text has been redacted here.] chronic sleep deprivation became a way of life for the junior officers.

As I worked [Text has been redacted here.] I realized with a start that I might already have a potential [Text has been redacted here.] star on my hands [Text has been redacted here.]. Nicholas was an excellent [Text has been redacted here.] writer and highly intelligent, probably too much so for his own good [Text has been redacted here.] After meeting with Nicholas several times [Text has been redacted here.], I had a chance to evaluate what was wrong and try to figure out how to fix it. First of all, his enormous ego, already quite developed—since most [Text has been redacted here.] males from birth are led to believe by their mothers that they are precious beyond words—needed some [Text has been redacted here.] stroking. That was an easy fix. Second, like most humans he wanted someone to listen. So I listened to him talk about his personal problems and frustrations—everything from discussions over which school to send his child, to musing about buying a vacation house, to exasperations with both his wife and mistress. I would occasionally nod or make appropriate noises. Finally, and perhaps most important, he craved a challenge. If he felt he wasn’t being pushed, he stopped caring. [Text has been redacted here.]—he was bored. So I began to use all the tools at my disposal to make his [Text has been redacted here.] meetings worth his while. I educated myself [Text has been redacted here.] to sharpen and focus our questions, [Text has been redacted here.]. Over several months, the intense care and feeding of Nicholas worked [Text has been redacted here.]

After working with Nicholas [Text has been redacted here.] as I was taking furious notes I looked down to see his hand resting on my thigh. “What are you doing?” I asked with scorn in my voice. This was a battle I didn’t need to fight right now. Nicholas had always been an incorrigible flirt, and we had become good friends, but this time he had gone too far. He took his ever-present pipe from between his teeth and looked at me with big, brown, suddenly teenage-lovesick eyes. “You are so beautiful,” he said, and leaned in for a kiss. What ensued was a scene out of a TV sitcom: I jumped up and Nicholas literally chased me around the room as I dodged and moved furniture between us. After what seemed like eternity, while I shouted “You are crazy, stop this!” we stopped to catch our breath and glare at each other over the round wooden dining table. “Nicholas, this is just not on. Bad idea. It’ll only get you in trouble and stop us from working together at all.” He chuckled and settled back down on the couch docile as a lapdog and declaring that nothing of the sort would happen again. Perhaps he felt his [Text has been redacted here.] heritage demanded that he make a pass at a younger female, or was just curious about what would happen. Maybe it was just an insider’s joke for him. I’ll never know. I just remember feeling both furious and foolish and wondering how I could have handled it better or differently. When I returned to the office later that afternoon, I didn’t tell anyone what had [Text has been redacted here.] and a few weeks later, I said a sad farewell to Nicholas and wished him the best.

[Text has been redacted here.] It was like being in sales—for every hundred calls you made, perhaps ten would buy the encyclopedia set. I had been working on [Text has been redacted here.] a highly intelligent and well-connected [Text has been redacted here.] who enjoyed the confidence of some of [Text has been redacted here.] most elite political players, for some months. I had developed him first through meetings at his office, and later, during long lunches discussing U.S. [Text has been redacted here.] relations. I had worked hard to show him that I was [Text has been redacted here.] the person he should to talk to if he wanted to get his views to those who mattered in Washington. [Text has been redacted here.] fought a bad case of nerves as I made my way to my meeting [Text has been redacted here.].

We were sitting in a bustling tavern [Text has been redacted here.]. As the lunch crowd thinned and the waiter cleared the last of our [Text has been redacted here.] didn’t hide his high opinion of himself, often offering his ideas after taking long self-important drags on a Marlboro; however, his smarts and experience more than made up for his bravado. I took a small sip of [Text has been redacted here.] wine that somehow perfectly complements [Text has been redacted here.] cuisine, and then a deep breath. “You know, [Text has been redacted here.] your insights are brilliant and absolutely on the mark. They could really help Washington understand the changing political landscape [Text has been redacted here.]. Despite the perks I offered, his face remained impassive. I could feel the [Text has been redacted here.] beginning to eat away at my stomach and imagined returning to the office empty-handed, my colleagues sympathetic but perhaps secretly a little pleased. When I finally paused for breath, he leaned toward me, his face so close I could see the stubble on his cheeks and the pores of his nose. After what seemed like an interminable silence, he exhaled smoke through his nostrils, smiled, and whispered in his heavy [Text has been redacted here.] accent, “What took you so long?”

[Text has been redacted here.] I felt some of the self-imposed pressure ease just a bit; I had proved to myself that I could do this bizarre but exhilarating job after all. However, I began to ask myself questions about what my work asked of me. [Text has been redacted here.] I began to take stock of what my work really entailed, the ethics of it and how it affected the lives of my agents and their families. After observing many operational scenarios and seeing the effects of CIA activities play out in real life [Text has been redacted here.] over many months, I came to some conclusions from which I have never wavered. In some cases, such as terrorists, Eastern Bloc officials (during the Cold War), or, individuals associated with the proliferation of weapons of mass destruction, there was no doubt that convincing them to provide the United States with privileged information was of the highest value to our national security. Other agents, [Text has been redacted here.] did not contribute so sensationally to U.S. policy-making needs but they nevertheless played a vital role in keeping bilateral relationships on track. [Text has been redacted here.] the good people of the State Department can only do so much to build and maintain a productive dialogue between the United States and another country. Sometimes events unfold so quickly that multiple channels, including sensitive ones from clandestine sources, are necessary to contain a crisis. I believed then, as I do today, that a strong intelligence service is essential to our country’s security and it is sometimes the most effective means of providing U.S. policy-makers with the information necessary to make the right decisions to keep our nations strong. [Text has been redacted here.] I felt a deep sense of personal obligation toward the agents [Text has been redacted here.] handled. I made sure that my tradecraft practices were as solid as possible and always tried to deal with the agents with integrity, respect, and compassion. The CIA likes to point out that it couldn’t do its job if it only recruited Boy Scouts, and operations officers often speak of their agents with bloodcurdling disdain. But while I came across some seriously flawed agents who were impossible to like or admire on any level, I treated them all decently; it was the least I could do, given their decision to help my country.

[Text has been redacted here.] John, [Text has been redacted here.] had nothing but disgust for the CIA, and considered [Text has been redacted here.] dirty rotten [Text has been redacted here.] John’s opinion was shared by many, although not all, of his colleagues, who saw in the CIA the cowboy behavior that gave the United States a bad name and made their job [Text has been redacted here.] that much harder. Their resentment was further fueled by the sense that the CIA officers tended to get [Text has been redacted here.] more “perks.” These feelings were strongly reciprocated by the CIA, who viewed State Department officers as feckless, ineffective whiners who worked strictly bankers’ hours. Although both sides contained elements of truth, more should have been done to educate young recruits at both the Agency and State about what the other side brought to the table. I thanked John for his information and promised to pass it along [Text has been redacted here.]



[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.]



While I accumulated these cultural experiences, I was increasingly baffled that many of my colleagues seemed determined to despise [Text has been redacted here.] and its inhabitants, seeing only the frustrations and the shortcomings of life [Text has been redacted here.]. They seemed to dwell on the many negatives to living abroad, raving [Text has been redacted here.] about the impossible driving habits of [Text has been redacted here.], the puzzling lack of street signs, bizarre store hours (someone drew up a matrix so you could tell what time your neighborhood pharmacy was open if it was Wednesday, summer, and in the afternoon), and the corrupt and nearly nonfunctioning nationally owned telephone service where you could wait for years to get a phone line. It was primarily, although not exclusively, the nonworking wives of [Text has been redacted here.] officers who complained the most bitterly. While their husbands worked within a sort of small America, they were left alone and expected to navigate a foreign culture, get their children into school, negotiate with the landlord, fix the car, deal with the sullen shopkeepers, and then pleasantly socialize in the evenings to help advance their husbands’ careers. Many families found solace at the “Hamburger Hut” on Saturday afternoons on the U.S. base [Text has been redacted here.]. Here, between bites of their burgers and fries, they groused with other Americans about living conditions and reminisced about how much better it was back in Smalltown, U.S.A. The PX was a mob scene on weekends as [Text has been redacted here.] staff loaded their carts with American-made goods that were impossible to find at that time [Text has been redacted here.]: fabric softener sheets, Frosted Flakes, electronics, and the latest CDs from Sinead O’Connor and Madonna. [Text has been redacted here.]I had nothing but contempt for this weak display of homesickness. I had not moved three thousand miles away from home to re-create it all over again. Most weekends, I zoomed onto the base only long enough to fill up my car with the cheap gas, and then drove off to explore the countryside in all its variety and magnificence.



[Text has been redacted here.], I figured I was taking my boss’s advice to heart [Text has been redacted here.] Many of my weekend trips [Text has been redacted here.] had a secret [Text has been redacted here.] agenda. I took several [Text has been redacted here.] female [Text has been redacted here.] on these road trips and I learned more about their desires and motivations in one weekend than in a slew of dinner meetings in town. Inviting a male [Text has been redacted here.] was trickier, for the obvious reason of not wanting to send the wrong, romantic signals. In those cases, I included a small group of friends to block any assumptions that more than platonic friendship was involved, [Text has been redacted here.] I selfishly got to explore one of the most interesting countries in Europe while doing my job. It was a good thing that this was a built-in perk, because no one joined the Agency to get rich. My hard-earned language skills improved, encouraged by city-dwellers and villagers alike who absolutely lit up when they saw a blond, blue-eyed woman attempting to speak their language [Text has been redacted here.]



[Text has been redacted here.]

[Text has been redacted here.] my tour [Text has been redacted here.] wound down. Professionally, it had been a success. I discovered that I loved my job and was getting better at it [Text has been redacted here.]. My supervisors had consistently given me outstanding evaluations on my annual reviews. Personally, I had come to love [Text has been redacted here.] and made good friends [Text has been redacted here.], and I had traveled throughout the region as much as I could afford or justify. I began to think about my next tour when the cable from Headquarters arrived. I read, “We look forward to your return. Please report to [Text has been redacted here.] [essentially, the Chief of assignments for a division] to discuss your next assignment upon return from annual leave.” My heart sank. This wasn’t good. Usually an officer moved directly on to a second tour in the field if the first one had been successful, [Text has been redacted here.] and the Agency was not hiring enough new officers to fill the often boring but nonetheless critical support jobs at Headquarters. A new edict required first-tour officers to return to Washington at the completion of their assignments. This made for quite a bit of grumbling in the ranks; we had all joined the Agency anticipating spending the bulk of our careers overseas because not only was overseas work more professionally challenging, it was also the fastest way to get promoted. The last thing I wanted to do was return to Headquarters, but I had few alternatives. I had not acquired a “godfather” as some of my male peers had done. There were few senior female operations officers to act as mentors and the male officers seemed naturally to gravitate toward the young-buck officers who reminded them of themselves at an earlier, hungrier stage.

As I packed up to leave, my mind raced with plans. [Text has been redacted here.] I had enjoyed an easygoing camaraderie with my colleagues at the Station, but realized that as much as I valued their company, it wasn’t a prerequisite to my professional success or personal contentment. To my surprise, I realized that I had an entrepreneurial streak, and wanted to test it further. As I wrapped up breakable items in newspaper, I began to develop a plan [Text has been redacted here.]
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