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Foreword


I have written this book largely for two purposes. One, to pay my most able and mostly unpaid attorney, William McDaniel, for preparing my defense after my indictment by Lawrence Walsh and his cronies. Two, I hope to establish a small foundation to be administered by a third party to provide funds to CIA officers who find themselves caught up in political intrigues as a result of their official duties, so that in the first critical days of the confrontation, they can seek legal advice without having to worry about where the money for such will come from. I noted during my own experience with the Iran-contra nonsense and from observations during the Watergate episode that during the first days officers are particularly vulnerable. Sworn depositions and the like are seldom given with perfect memory and prove to be unwise. Prosecutors failing to make indictments on the real issues fall back on these depositions and other statements to bring cases of perjury and such in order to justify their fiscal expenditures and very existence. I do not anticipate that the funds of the foundation will ever suffice for entire trials, but perhaps they will rarely come to pass if early legal advice is available.


In addition, I hope this book will provide a more fulsome and accurate description to the public of what a Clandestine Services case officer really does. This is not a book to correct the record concerning events in Latin America during 1981–84, although it will do that to some extent. A full correction would probably take a book or books. Having read a few about this period, I conclude that if the rest of the written history one reads were as distorted and full of whimsy and inaccuracies as these books, we’d really know few historical truths about anything.


I do not have to thank a lot of people for their assistance in writing this book because it is largely straight from my head. I was closer to the events about which I write than most, although I have checked some details with retired colleagues, who have my gratitude and who know who they are.


A few places, dates, and of course participants have been blurred for security reasons. An F in brackets after a name indicates that it is fictitious even as an alias.


Finally, I want to thank Lisa Drew, my editor, for even considering this book and for her patience with its writing, and, two others, one a delightful Democrat, the other a precious and special friend, for making the entire endeavor possible.


San Diego, California


November 26, 1995




NOTE: The CIA’s Publications Review Board has reviewed the manuscript for this book to assist the author in eliminating classified information and poses no security objections to its publication. This review, however, should not be construed as an official release of information, confirmation of its accuracy, or an endorsement of the author’s views.





PREFACE


A Life in the Shadows of History


TWELVE HOURS IN BAGHDAD, 1986


The executive jet lifted off from an airfield somewhere in the Middle East and headed east and then southeast, into the hazy morning sun. Below, the desert appeared as through a granular, yellowish gray filter. It went on and on, interrupted occasionally by escarpments, hillocks, and black, antlike rectangles, sometimes solitary, at other times in groups and in motion. Through half-closed eyes I could almost imagine below my hero, T. E. Lawrence, rocking rhythmically in the saddle to the stride of one of the black rectangles, the camels of the bedouin Arab army of liberation he rode with on the way to ‘Aqaba in the summer of 1917. My other heroes, Marcus Aurelius and Frederick Townsend Ward, would have found the climate much too oppressive. Not Lawrence of Arabia.


Taking on altitude, the plane lined up with the now closed Trans-Arabian oil pipeline, which traverses Saudi Arabia and Jordan to Lebanon. On board were just the pilots, myself, and another CIA official, alias Wallace L. Goodspeed [F]. I was Dax P. LeBaron. Most Clandestine Services officers traveled in alias those days for security reasons. Wallace and I were making a secret trip to Baghdad in the early spring of 1986, in the midst of the bloody, prolonged Iran-Iraq War, hoping to meet with the Iraqi dictator, Saddam Hussein. About thirty-five minutes into the flight, the pilot adjusted his course to the northeast, straight for Baghdad.


The genesis of this trip involved Washington policy. Concern about the radical, religiously driven foreign policy of Iran, and the possibility of Iraq’s defeat, had forced the United States to quietly support Iraq with intelligence for its war effort. Iraq in return was to cease terrorist activities around the world, no longer harbor terrorists within its borders, and provide the U.S. government with information on terrorists and their activities.


Although we had given the Iraqis intelligence to improve their battlefield performance—particularly in the air—they were not fulfilling their end of the agreement. It was true that Abu Nidal and his band of murderers were gone, as were some other terrorist groups. However, Abu Ibrahim, the expert bomb maker, was still in Iraq. Ibrahim had a talent for constructing ingenious machines of death, such as refrigerator trucks whose cooling pipes were filled with liquid explosives. Perhaps the only countries in which the Iraqis engaged in terrorism those days (aside from at home) were Syria and Iran, their archenemies, who at the time were sort of allied against Iraq. The Iraqis needed Abu Ibrahim to conduct terrorism against them. Plus, some current and former Al Fatah terrorists had found safe haven in Iraq. My new area of responsibility at the CIA was counterterrorism, and I was going to Iraq to try to persuade them to cooperate to a greater degree in combating terrorism.


Wallace and I had been forced to wait almost a week for Saddam Hussein to decide when and if he would receive us. We stayed nearby in the Middle East in the event the decision was positive. Finally, we received the okay to proceed to Baghdad. In the ways of the Middle East, we were not told specifically that we would meet Saddam Hussein, but I knew that the principal point on my agenda would be decided by Saddam Hussein alone, whether we met him or not.


I had never been to Baghdad and looked forward to even a brief visit. Our aircraft began to lose altitude, and through the thick dust I could see the distant Euphrates River, and then a large city of flat-topped buildings, often within compound walls, seemingly guarded by thousands of sentinels in feathered green helmets—the famous Phoenix dactylifera date palms. I was diverted from this scene by the pilot’s leaning back through the cockpit door, speaking to us for the first time. He advised us that he had just been vectored to land at the Baghdad city airport, rather than the new international terminal outside the city, which we had expected to be our destination. As we lined up for our final approach from east to west, I had a marvelous view of the Tigris River, whose banks Baghdad spans. Wallace began to hum; we had said little to each other during the flight, perhaps because we were both talked out from our week of waiting.


At about 12:30 P.M. we landed and taxied up to the front of a square, squat, single-story terminal with a control tower on top, a copy of those I had seen in Delhi, Patna, Rangoon, Lahore, and elsewhere the British went. These were probably the work of a single architect in the “Works Department” of the British Raj, before or during World War II. The aircraft door swung down and a blast of intense heat, mingled with chewable particles of sand, swept through the fuselage.


Standing with hands on hips in the shade of the covered porch that surrounded the terminal was a tall, dour-looking man in his early forties. Dr. Fadil Barak, chief of the Iraqi Directorate of General Intelligence (DGI), was dressed in the green khaki uniform of the ruling Baathi political party, complete with handgun in holster, and accompanied by a phalanx of bodyguards and drivers. Barak had been granted his doctorate by Lumumba University in Moscow, and like most high officials in Iraq, he was a blood relative of Saddam Hussein. He shook hands, muttered a few perfunctory words of welcome, and with a grim, unsmiling manner whisked us off in a caravan of Mercedes-Benzes.


Wallace assumed we were headed for DGI headquarters, but instead we were taken to a walled compound in an obviously affluent suburb of Baghdad, evidently a DGI safe house for VIP visitors. This was fine with me. The Iranians had been firing Scud missiles at Baghdad for some time, and DGI headquarters had to be a target. It would be my bad luck to be inside when the Iranians got lucky with one of their Scuds.


Although we were due to fly out of Baghdad at about 12:30 A.M. on an Air France flight to Paris, the Iraqis insisted on giving us each a private bedroom suite in which to freshen up. Mine had a super king-size bed and an ornate bathtub that could contain three, which made for obvious possibilities under other circumstances. I splashed some water on my face, changed my shirt, and went downstairs. Barak and two or three of his subordinates awaited us.


Perhaps because Arabs refer often to their Arab “brothers” and the Arab “nation,” and the term Arab world is used by non-Arabs, there is the popular notion that all Arabs are rather alike, no matter from which country they come. This is incorrect. They do indeed share an overall cultural and religious heritage, but within this framework, different Arab groups, sometimes associated with a particular country, have evolved. The Iraqis are one of these distinct groups, and even within Iraq, there are major ethnic, religious, and cultural differences. For generations, other Arabs have disparaged the Iraqis as uncouth, ignorant plodders, but they have also feared them as tough and ruthless, frequently referring to them as “thugs.”


Wallace and I did not know what the intermediary who had arranged our visit to Baghdad had conveyed to the Iraqi authorities about the two purposes of our trip. He thought we were out of our minds when he learned of my mission, which was the principal one; Wallace had other matters, connected with intelligence support, to discuss.


The previous year, a Palestinian terrorist offshoot of Arafat’s Al Fatah led by Mohammed Abul Abbas, aka Abu Abbas, had hijacked an Italian cruise ship, the Achille Lauro. They murdered a wheelchair-bound American passenger named Leon Klinghoffer and subsequently threw him overboard off the Syrian coast. Eventually, the ship and the terrorists returned to Egypt. The Egyptians refused to hand over the murderers, including Abu Abbas, and prepared to dispatch them to Tunis by air. Lt. Col. Oliver North and other National Security Council staff members had devised a plan to capture Abbas and his team of terrorists by forcing down their Egyptair flight as it was en route to Tunis. Aircraft from the U.S. Navy’s Sixth Fleet in the Mediterranean accomplished the task, and the Egyptian aircraft landed at Sigonella, the NATO base in Sicily. The plan had worked, but the Italians refused to arrest Abu Abbas and in fact assisted his departure to Belgrade, Yugoslavia, whence he proceeded to Baghdad. Abbas had been sheltered there by the Iraqi authorities ever since, in clear violation of our agreement.


I was in Iraq for the explicit purpose of returning Abu Abbas to the United States to stand trial for murder. I was not naive enough to expect that Saddam Hussein would hand over Abbas directly to us. In the Arab tradition, that simply was not done. Instead, I had formulated a plan to extract and capture Abu Abbas in a way that would not implicate the Iraqi government, but would require its connivance, involving our forcing down an Iraqi plane headed for Yemen with Abu Abbas aboard. Yemen was one of the few places left in the world where Abu Abbas would be welcome. It was not the greatest plan, but we had ruled out other options after extensive analysis. Perhaps the Iraqis could come up with a better solution.


As I explained the purpose of our visit and sketched the outlines of the plan, Barak’s cold eyes grew wider and wider. By the time I was finished, his demeanor clearly signaled that he, too, thought I was insane. In a bizarre way, Barak took it almost personally. He seemed insulted that we would dare ask such a thing. He began to sulk.


Aside from the issue of turning over an Arab “brother” (actually other Arabs don’t like Palestinians, equating them with Jews and envying their intelligence, commercial know-how, and work ethic), I suppose the act of murdering a single American tourist (and a Jew at that) and the risk of turning over the murderer simply didn’t compute for a man who had witnessed and been associated with the killing of thousands on the battle-front with Iran, not to mention Iraq’s internal bloodbaths, as Saddam Hussein liquidated his real and imagined opponents and failed military officers. On the other hand, Barak and the others had to consider the effect of a negative reply on the intelligence support we were providing.


Immediately Barak launched into a harangue about the inadequacy of America’s intelligence support. This was not a new complaint and was, in fact, another of the reasons for our trip to Baghdad. At that point, the Iraqis were being pressed very heavily and rather successfully by Iranian forces in the Al Faw peninsula, which lay south of the large and important Iraqi city of Basra. If the Iranians broke the Iraqis at Al Faw, they could sweep into Basra and the fate of the Iraqi regime would be in question.


Barak complained about our intelligence on this front, and in particular about the Iraqi Air Force’s inability to hit Iranian oil facilities and military targets in the Iranian hinterland. Although he steadfastly maintained that it was our fault, the real problem was that the Iraqis didn’t know how to use intelligence and get it to the shooter who needed it. Moreover, out of fear of the Iranians’ missile defense, Iraqi pilots were loath to make their bomb and rocket runs under forty thousand feet. From that altitude, a “dumb” bomb—as distinct from a “smart” or guided one, which the Iraqis didn’t have—will not hit the target, except for pure luck. Naturally, the pilots would not admit their apprehensions and thus their failure to make their attacks at lower, more effective altitudes, and their superiors had no way of checking on them. Ergo, the Americans’ intelligence was faulty, and given the Iraqis’ paranoia, they probably argued that it was intentionally so. Throughout our stay, Goodspeed spent much time closeted with intelligence analysts on this issue.


Even though Barak was head of Iraqi intelligence, I knew that he would not be the one to decide on the Abbas matter. Saddam Hussein alone would make that decision—with or without input from Barak. As we continued to press for our meeting to discuss the issue with Saddam Hussein, our host became frigid. While we were forced to linger over a huge midafternoon lunch, Barak engaged in a series of intense telephone calls. It became clear that the Iraqis were stalling for time. On arrival, we had made a fundamental mistake when we told Barak that we had a flight twelve hours hence. They could wait us out. Eventually, we corrected this by indicating we would stay as long as required. I suspect that the Iraqis hoped we would just go away, but when we seemed determined to stay until we got a decision, they had to do something more.


The “more” turned out to be a meeting with Iraqi spokesman and foreign minister Tariq Aziz at his office. The Foreign Ministry was a modern building with low ceilings, rather dimly lit probably because of the war, and furnished with an abundance of tasteful leather furniture. It was about 9 P.M. and after a brief wait we were ushered into Aziz’s office. With his short, tubby appearance and fluent English, Aziz, the token Christian and a real survivor in the Baathi leadership, appeared almost urbane—except he, too, was decked out in the green khaki uniform of the Baathi party and armed with a handgun, which seemed odd for a foreign minister.


Aziz gave us no more cause for optimism than had Barak. We went around and around with our arguments, but to no avail. What we were asking was impossible, he said, and he indicated that his response had been cleared with Saddam Hussein. There was still some dancing around on whether we would meet him. Despite that, Aziz’s attitude all but clinched it for me. I figured it was a no-go on Abu Abbas—we might as well gather up our baggage and head for the airport. It was about 10 P.M. and it had been a long, unrewarding day.


Returning to the safe house, Barak insisted on further conversation about intelligence support while we awaited dinner, which was forever in coming. When we pointed out the long drive to the international airport and the lateness of the hour, Barak brushed our concerns aside. Shortly thereafter, he left to take a telephone call and returned to say that Saddam Hussein would be unable to see us because he was preoccupied with events at Al Faw.


With a few additions and substitutions, Wallace and I were treated to another gastronomic excess, with more or less the same food we’d had for lunch. I had never seen so much beef and lamb in various forms on one table for so few people; moreover, there was a large assortment of Arab meze or appetizers, and mountains of fruit and luscious dates, probably the Barhi and Halawy varieties from Basra. Alas, there was no alcohol, and I could have used a drink. Everyone was on edge, but we continued to eat and talk. However, the pauses between the sentences grew longer and longer. There was a definite undercurrent of hostility on both sides. Barak pouted like a petulant child. Every so often we mentioned to him that it was becoming increasingly urgent that we head for the plane.


Goodspeed, one of the lightest travelers I’ve ever known, and I retired briefly upstairs to bring our bags down. We assumed we’d be leaving directly, but even after dinner, Barak continued to delay our departure. There was a look of increasing concern on his face. Perhaps there was behind-the-scenes maneuvering that was out of his hands; perhaps Saddam Hussein was still mulling over the idea of receiving us. Perhaps they were wondering if in refusing to meet with us they risked cutting off the flow of U.S. intelligence about Iran. They might even have been weighing the possibility of letting us have Abbas after all, but I doubted it. Perhaps it was nothing more than gamesmanship and deliberate provocation on Barak’s part.


By now it was nearly midnight, and we were still sitting around the villa. It turned out that we were waiting for the phone to ring. When it did, Barak had a brief conversation with someone on the other end and finally decided it was time to go to the airport. Although I hadn’t given this venture a high probability of success, I was aggravated by the way it had failed. Above all I was annoyed at Barak’s unnecessarily nasty attitude and downright rude behavior. Because of his stalling, there was no way we were going to make the flight to Paris. The Arabs’ characterization of the Iraqis as uncivilized thugs was correct, I thought.


A very large, new black Mercedes pulled into the drive. I assumed that the chauffeur would take us to the plane, but Barak opened the driver’s door, literally yanked him out of the seat, and got behind the wheel. I sat in the passenger seat beside him, and Goodspeed climbed in back with the bags and what was to have been our chauffeur. We roared out through the gate and into the suburban Baghdad night on the way to the airport. Rarely have I had a high-speed drive like that. Barak appeared to be taking out his hostility toward us by driving at breakneck pace, and it was not because he was trying to get to the airport in time for us to catch our plane. By my watch, we were about to miss it. It was well after 12 A.M.


We were a land rocket. The speedometer read two hundred plus kilometers per hour. Fortunately, we eventually found ourselves on a four-lane highway. Careening down the road, I felt the Iraqis had acted in bad faith, that they had suckered the U.S. government into a deal with no intention of fulfilling their end of the bargain. I felt frustrated that the American government was helping them at all and enraged that Iraq was getting away with harboring criminals who murdered innocent people in acts of terror. I suspected that my government, and this was what really pissed me off, would uphold our part of the agreement. Undoubtedly, I was also angry because I had failed and I don’t like to fail. Good tries don’t count as far as I’m concerned.


Finally, about halfway through the journey, I turned in my seat toward Barak and said, “Tell Abu Abbas I am coming after him, and when I find him, and I will, I am going to kill him.” I repeated myself to make sure Barak got it. Then, for the first and only time during our visit, the grim-faced Fadil Barak smiled, and broadly so. I had finally said something he understood.


There was an audible gasp from Wallace in the backseat. Both of us knew that a presidential executive order forbade killing anyone. I knew my remark was bluster born out of frustration, but did Barak? I doubt it, for it fit with his view of the world and I hope he conveyed it to Abu Abbas.


The moment we arrived at the terminal, guards rushed out from everywhere to take our luggage and our tickets and escort us. Barak strode through the beautiful, recently completed airport as though he owned the place. Groups of people parted in front of us as they recognized Barak or his green uniform.


We were already half an hour past the departure time for the Air France flight, but the plane was still there. It couldn’t go anywhere because an Iraqi Army armored personnel carrier had been parked crosswise at its tail. We assumed that we were heading straight for the departure gate, but that was not what Barak had in mind. He ushered us into the VIP lounge and proceeded to have tea served. Arab hospitality at its best. To be polite, you really have to have two cups. Goodspeed and I looked at each other and settled back on the comfortable leather couches, drank tea, and made small talk. Barak kept us there for about twenty minutes. Finally, one of his minions produced two nicely wrapped boxes of dates, one for each of us. With that, Barak accompanied us to the gate and said an unsmiling farewell.


I am absolutely sure of one thing. He was delighted to be rid of us. However, the hostile stares of the sweating passengers and crew when we entered the aircraft indicated that we were not particularly welcome there either. We should have been; the armored personnel carrier coughed to life and clanked away; the plane could depart.


It was probably about a quarter to two in the morning when we lifted off. All I could think was that I needed a stiff drink. I asked the stewardess for a double whiskey and soda. As the plane gained altitude and the other passengers dozed in the darkened cabin, I tried to put the past fourteen hours of frustrations in perspective.


Goodspeed was already asleep in the seat behind me when the man across the aisle asked what line of work I was in. I told him I sold wholesale funerary supplies. He smiled grimly and went back to his book. My cover story was designed to be a conversation stopper, and it worked every time, on this occasion better than most, for my would-be interlocutor surely knew there were a lot of war dead in Iraq and probably thought I had filled up my order book. That Muslims don’t make much use of mortuary supplies, he probably didn’t know.


We had not gotten Abu Abbas, but we had signaled that we were on the offensive against terrorists and their supporters. This and the near miss of Abu Abbas at Sigonella would trickle into the consciousnesses of some of these murderers and their potential followers and perhaps give some of them pause. Meanwhile we could continue our pursuit. Maybe I was just putting the best face on a failure; time would tell. I ordered another double whiskey and reminded myself that my great friend Chuck Cogan, in Paris, had made dinner reservations for us and his wife at Brasserie Flo for that evening.


Postscript: Fadil Barak was removed as the head of the DGI not long after our trip. I doubt that our visit had anything to do with his departure. My experience in Baghdad indicated that he was a dim bulb. In October 1996, an Iraqui opposition leader informed me that Barak was liquidated by Saddam Hussein in 1991.







PART I





THE MAKING OF A SPY






CHAPTER 1


Formative Years


After all this time, you can still hear my hometown in my voice. The clipped Yankee tones of Nashua, New Hampshire, have stayed with me—as have many of the values and traditions that were instilled in me there.


I was born Duane Ramsdell Clarridge on April 16, 1932. The following year, my parents and I moved into a house on the corner of Webster and Elliot Streets that had been built for my father by my grandfather, a contractor. It was brick, and it was double layered to keep out the New England winter. My father, a dentist, was very proud of that. The house was also an ingenious example of recycling: those two tiers of bricks had been scavenged from a church in southern Nashua that had burned down.


My father, Duane Herbert Clarridge, was the fifth of six children born into a family of some means in Milford, Massachusetts. Grandfather Clarridge’s hundred-acre farm was situated on a knoll, and the wood-framed house was reached by a graceful, long gravel driveway, which wound around past the barn, garages, gas pumps, dynamite storehouse, and various outbuildings.


The main house was large and spacious. The huge living room had an impressive brick fireplace; the dining room could seat thirty-five people comfortably. Upstairs were innumerable bedrooms. In addition to his contracting business, Grandfather was a sort of gentleman farmer. A few token cows, pigs, horses, and chickens were always around. The property also contained some heavily wooded areas and a stream. In the middle of the woods was a log cabin that my father and his older brother Lee had built as a hideaway.


Grandfather’s name was Arthur Preston Clarridge, but everyone, including his children, and his wife, Myrtle, called him the Boss. To some extent all of his children were intimidated by him. I don’t think that my father’s childhood was particularly happy. Grandmother Clarridge came from old New England stock of near-Mayflower vintage. Her maiden name was LeBaron, and she traced her lineage back to a French doctor of the same name who arrived in the Massachusetts Bay Colony before 1630. She ran her home like a tight ship, and she was always busy with the domestic details of managing the large establishment. She was a great cook, but not particularly warm or affectionate. Being the next-to-last kid, my father was almost a nonentity within the family. His great refuge was school and books, which were, apparently, provided in some profusion. He attended a one-room schoolhouse and always did very well academically.


In the long run, a lack of attention from Grandfather may not have been such a bad thing for my father. The Boss ran the family establishment somewhat along baronial lines, basically indenturing his two oldest sons, Fred and Lee, to his construction business and building them nice houses at the bottom of the knoll. His daughters Hazel and Sybil and their husbands had homes on another side of the knoll, but not on the family property. Hazel’s husband also frequently worked for the Boss. The only two children who really became independent were my father and his oldest sister, Frances, a teacher, who escaped Milford. She was instrumental in getting the Boss to agree that my father should go to college. He went to Tufts for a year and then transferred to Harvard, graduating from Harvard Dental School in 1927.


My mother, Alice Scott Ramsdell, was educated beyond high school, completing her studies in Boston in 1929. She met my father when he came to Nashua to join another dentist in his practice and married him shortly thereafter. She was a good-looking woman with a gorgeous figure. I came to know that in great detail because when I was about thirteen, I ran across a picture album in her secretary. The entire album consisted of nude pictures of her that my father had taken in the forest on Grandfather Clarridge’s farm in Milford. Serious photography was one of my father’s hobbies.


Like those of many women of her day, my mother’s interests were centered around family and community. Besides caring for my sister and me, she was active in a Nashua ladies’ organization called Good Cheer, which supported a number of visiting practical nurses, and she spent a lot of time on her own going around and helping the elderly.


My parents were active Republican Party stalwarts and campaigners. When Wendell Willkie was running for president in 1940, they gave a party for him. I remember being introduced to him and shaking his hand. This was a special event, but political gatherings at our home were not all that unusual. My maternal grandmother, Alice McQuesten, had married George Ramsdell, the son of a former governor of New Hampshire (Republican, of course), during the 1898 Spanish-American War.


My maternal grandmother was widowed at an early age, but never remarried. She lived about a block away from us in a fine turn-of-the-century cottage with a slate roof. Grandmother Ramsdell, whom we called Nana, was by any measure a formidable woman. She had white hair, and one of the family myths was that her hair had turned white overnight after a fall down the steps leading to her front door. Educated as a teacher, she was born in the tiny hamlet of Litchfield, New Hampshire. She attended school in nearby Merrimack, a feat that required her to row across the Merrimack River, even in winter, twice daily. Moreover, she never learned how to swim.


Grandmother’s son, my uncle George, lived with and took care of her. He did odd jobs for my father and worked as a deliveryman for his uncle, who was a successful grocer and butcher in Nashua.


Nana doted on me, and we spent a lot of time together. I remember her staying with me in the hospital when I had my tonsils taken out at age three. She slept in a chair at my side, held my hand, and fed me ice cream to soothe my sore throat. Of course, one reason why my mother didn’t perform this duty may have been that my sister, Cynthia Delight (Delight because my father was delighted to have the daughter he wanted), was just a newborn at the time. She was born in 1935, and I remember being profoundly disappointed at her homecoming. I expected a playmate and here was this squiggly little baby.


*  *  *


In the 1930s most children didn’t go to preschool, but stayed home until they went to elementary school. In Nashua at that time, kindergartens were just being organized. After some kind of evaluation, I began first grade in 1937, a year earlier than my peers, at Mount Pleasant Elementary School. Being a year ahead had its pluses and minuses throughout my childhood and adolescence. There was no question that I could do the schoolwork, but I didn’t do nearly as well with the social “work” of growing up. I was a rather shy and withdrawn child—I played with other kids, but never formed the great boyhood friendships that other children did. Years later, my father described me as a “late bloomer.”


I was a great reader—as was my father—and a self-reliant child. I was happy playing with my electric train, my soldiers (that I had molded out of lead), my Erector set, my blocks, and, of course, my books.


As I grew, the nearby woods changed from frightening to inviting—they were marvelous places for adventures, both by myself and with neighbor children. When the United States entered World War II, we started playing soldier, and the woods and fields near Grandmother’s were great for acting out our fantasy battles. We dug foxholes and put up tents. Slowly I developed my own little team of soldiers from the children in the neighborhood—you might say I “recruited” them. In that respect it was an idyllic youth. I had fields and forests to play in, and time to daydream and invent games in a safe environment.


My father followed World War II and events in Europe closely. I knew as much as a seven-year-old could grasp of the Russo-Finnish War, which began in 1939. Our family was pro-Finland, and we children donned white sheets over our ski parkas and pretended to be the Finnish soldiers we admired. To this end, my father made me a copy of a French machine gun from wood. One of his hobbies was building fine American colonial furniture. I grew up with a fondness for wood, which has remained with me throughout my life. I attempt wood sculpting when I have the time.


My father had been all for entering the war on the side of the British, even before Pearl Harbor. The family across the street, the Carters, shared this activist viewpoint and were involved in the Bundles for Britain campaign, and in helping to resettle English children who had been sent to Canada and America to escape the bombing. One day in June of 1940, I was digging a hole in the driveway and suddenly Johnnie and Dickie Carter ran over to say that France had fallen to the Germans. They were five and six years older than I was and had a much clearer understanding of what was going on, but it must have made some impression on me. Late that summer, I was sent with my uncle Lee and his family to the New York World’s Fair. I recall seeing the French pavilion and wondering why it was there since I had been told France had “ceased to exist.”


In early December 1941, while visiting the home of friends, my father called me into the drawing room to listen to the radio report of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. After the broadcast was over, he explained what the attack meant and why it was so important.


Because my father was a dentist, there was always the possibility that he would be called into military service. The youngest medical and dental personnel were being drafted, with older doctors and dentists being taken as needed. I think my father wanted to enlist before he got the “greetings” letter, but a lot of local pressure was on him to wait his turn and not leave Nashua short of dentists. As it turned out, he was never called. I think he regretted not serving.


It was Dickie Carter who gave me my nickname, Dewey. My parents had named me Duane, not only in honor of my father, but to give me a name that couldn’t be made into a nickname. Dickie Carter was determined to give me a nickname. In 1944, New York governor Thomas E. Dewey ran for president against Franklin Roosevelt. Dickie borrowed the governor’s last name and slapped it on me. It stuck. A lot of people think it doesn’t really suit me, but attempts to do away with it have never really worked. By mistake, it even became part of my alias in the CIA. For a time I was known as Dewey Marone, but after that pseudonym surfaced in the press, I chose another drawn from the oldest branches of the family tree—Dax Preston LeBaron.


With the war came gas rationing, but we still managed to spend summers at the vacation home my grandfather had built for my father on Governor’s Island at Lake Winnipesaukee. It was a time when neighbors knew one another and helped each other out. My father had to keep up his practice in Nashua, but on weekends he would take the train, together with other men who were coming up from the city. One family would go pick up all the men and bring them to the island, which was connected to the mainland by a bridge. To do the grocery shopping, each week a different family went into town and brought back whatever was needed for everyone. Back in Nashua, there was our victory garden and endless canning of fruits and vegetables in the fall and, of course, the scrap-metal and paper collections for the war effort.


By and large, my sister, Cynthia, and I got along well. She was a pretty girl and most favored by my father. Because I was a boy, I was expected to learn and adhere to a special set of male requirements or standards. My chores were to be accomplished correctly, the first time around, and on time. Punctuality, truthfulness, and self-discipline were insisted upon. Hard work came before play. One did not complain or make excuses for failures. I was taught that few things in life are important. Although not stated, it was made clear that emotional gestures and speech were signs of weakness and to be avoided. Very little pocket money was dispensed, and when it was, I was expected to have earned it for accomplishments outside my regular chores; there was no weekly allowance. All of this affected many parts of my adult life.


Back then, there were even better adventures to be had at Lake Winnipesaukee than in the woods of Nashua. There was a beach with tennis courts and a raft, and friends like the Beattie brothers, Bob and Jack, Paul Kopperl, and Bruce Langmuir. My father made me a diving helmet out of an old hot-water boiler hooked up to a garden hose. We connected a bicycle pump to the garden hose, and I walked around on the bottom of the lake (about ten to twelve feet down). This inspired my lifelong interest in diving.


The fact that Grandmother and Uncle George lived up the street from us was a boon to my parents, because they functioned as built-in babysitters for Cynthia and me. They joined us frequently for Sunday dinner, and of course for all the holiday celebrations. I grew up listening to heated political debates, but even when the arguments were volatile and tempers flared, it was all great fun. One came to understand that we weren’t going to kill one another over the issues. This understanding served me quite well when I got to Washington and began appearing regularly in front of hostile audiences in Congress.


Most of the discussion was not about world affairs but about various factions within the New Hampshire Republican Party, which ran the gamut from conservative to moderate—and stopped right there. Nobody talked about the Democrats—in New Hampshire, they just didn’t matter. (That may have been an attitude I brought with me to Washington as well.) References to the Democrats were always in the context of the “corrupt” Boston Democratic machine, and Franklin Roosevelt’s destruction of the middle class with his taxation policies. It was one topic on which everyone would agree.


I must have been about eight when Grandmother Ramsdell ran for the state legislature, just before the beginning of World War II. She was elected and served nine two-year terms, which covered the entire period of the war. The legislative season was not long—they had a fall session that lasted through Christmas, and a second session in the spring. Normally the legislature met every other year unless called into special session. Representatives were reimbursed for their transportation expenses to Concord, and not much else. When the House was in session, I remember Nana commuting by bus to the capital every morning. She waited for it at the corner of Concord Street, right near her home.


At a fairly early age, I became aware of Nana’s ambition for me to enter politics. Within the family, she was virtually alone in this desire. Nevertheless, every spring she would bribe me to go sit with her in the legislature with the promise of a fried-clam lunch in Concord. On several occasions I heard her give speeches. Sherman Adams was then the Speaker of the House in Concord, and a rising star in the Republican Party. He was the apple of my grandmother’s eye—until he became embroiled in the great vicuña-coat scandal after he became President Eisenhower’s chief of staff and was forced to resign.


In the fall of 1943, I went off to the junior high school in the center of Nashua. It was a fairly good walk, but I used the time to invent all kinds of imaginary, wonderful dramas for myself, playing out elaborate scenarios on the route between home and school. The capacity to amuse myself that I developed as a little boy never left me.


My parents were not particularly religious, but they did send me to Sunday school. One of the biggest attractions of the Congregational Church was its fine library, particularly of books for young adults. I read books about foreign countries, the adventures of deep-sea divers, and exploration of air routes in Latin America. At home, I had a whole series of adventure stories built around children my age, each one taking place in a different country.


While in junior high school I started to adopt a contrary opinion about the capabilities of Germany. Most children had the jingoistic view that everything the United States made or did was wonderful and everything from Germany was no good, and I remember arguing with my schoolmates over the quality of German equipment versus Allied equipment, particularly the battleship Bismarck. I was beginning to realize that propaganda wasn’t necessarily correct and that the Germans did indeed have a lot of military equipment that was superior to our own. My classmates, needless to say, were appalled.


This opinion was a result of my reading, but until now I had not gone out of my way to express my opinions. I think I did it to make myself stand out, which I’d never been able to do before.


Sometime in 1945, my father decided that I would go away to prep school to finish my high school education. The Carters were pressing my parents to send me to Andover, where their sons had gone. Finally it was decided to send me to Peddie, in Hightstown, New Jersey, to “broaden” me. Today it might not seem that there would be much broadening to be gained by going to New Jersey, but in those days the Garden State seemed a lot farther away from New Hampshire than it does today.


Although I was going to Peddie for prep school, my father made it clear that I was to return to New England, preferably to an Ivy League university, for college. I understood that this was not a matter I had much choice in; I was to do everything possible at Peddie to get myself into a good university. My father was not a tyrant, but he was a disciplinarian. His children (and his wife, for that matter) followed instructions; it was important not just to do well but to do your best.


Then as now, most young people arrived at prep school with their parents, who helped them settle in. Not me. In the summer of 1946, when I was fourteen, my mother sewed name labels into my clothes, packed them in a steamer trunk, and took me to the train station in Boston. There wasn’t a lot of kissing and hugging at my departure. Nevertheless, I remember looking out the window as the train started to pull away and seeing the tears in my mother’s eyes.


I got off the train at Trenton and was met by a ruddy-faced, corpulent fellow, driving a brand-new Hudson Hornet, who I believe was the financial officer of the school. On the drive from the depot to the campus, he drilled me with stories of how tough it was going to be at prep school. Not surprisingly, he scared the life out of me, which has to be one of the dumber things to do to a young man on his first real outing away from home.


School was exacting and a grind. I had no problem with the discipline; I knew all about that already. We had classes five and a half days a week, including Saturday mornings. The purpose of all this was to reduce the exuberance of young boys—even then there was talk about putting saltpeter in the food. There was virtually no social interaction with girls—I think there were dances twice a year.


I was quite withdrawn in dealing with the opposite sex. Sally Winters, the girl who lived next door to us at Lake Winnipesaukee, took me into a tent (a leftover from the war games back in Nashua), and more or less indoctrinated me into the kissing business. But that was the end of it. Although I was becoming aware of girls, I was much too shy to make any moves, and in any event at Peddie they just weren’t around.


I spent a lot of time studying. At prep school I really learned how to study, so much so that when I got to college and wasn’t forced to hit the books, it bothered me. Peddie was a tough environment. There were endless examinations, done in blue books, just as they were done in college. I didn’t take examinations well, even though I was able to master the material. For whatever reason, I froze.


At Peddie as in Nashua, I was not part of the in-group, at least in part because I was younger than the other boys in my class. A few young World War II veterans were in the school, but most of the older boys in my class were guys who had not done particularly well in high school. They had been sent to Peddie to redo some of their education in order to get into a good college. Most of the older boys smoked, and they did so in a large room outfitted with pool and Ping-Pong tables. It was like a club. I didn’t smoke, and for most of my time at Peddie, I wasn’t old enough to do so, even with my parents’ permission. Thus, I was never a member of the club, with all that that meant. On Saturday nights the older boys went into town for what they called “tomato pies.” I never went, partially because no one asked me, and partially because I thought the idea of “tomato pies” sounded really dumb. Who knew it was pizza?


To get home from Peddie to Nashua, I had to catch a train for Boston at Grand Central Station. After getting off the bus from Hightstown, I used to perch on my father’s Gladstone suitcase and just sit in that beautiful cavernous terminal and watch the people go by, letting train after train for Boston depart without me. I became a connoisseur of details, noting how people walked, what kinds of shoes they wore, whether their clothing was well or cheaply made, whether the women wore perfume. After I’d had my fill, I’d finally call my parents to let them know what outbound train I’d be on; four or five hours later, they’d meet me in Boston.


After I went to Peddie, I was never in Nashua for very long at a stretch. Other than lengthy summer vacations, holiday breaks were quite short—a week at Christmas and a few days at Thanksgiving and in the spring. On one of my trips home, I picked up a bodybuilding magazine. At that time, bodybuilding or weight lifting was an obscure pastime, but the magazine had an ad for York barbells. I probably didn’t weigh more than 130 pounds when I left Nashua—as a young child I’d been slender and rather on the sickly side, prone to colds and ear infections. I was also not the least bit athletic—I had poor hand/eye coordination, which pretty much torpedoed me in all the bat-and-ball sports. Moreover, my father didn’t encourage participation in group sports. He believed, or so he said, that one of the reasons for the decline and eventual fall of the Roman Empire was an excessive preoccupation with spectator sports.


The barbells I ordered from the magazine arrived in my dorm room by mail. By lifting weights, I was doing something none of my peers did. I diligently pursued my bodybuilding program, and after I’d been at it for a while, my physique started to fill out, so much so that my schoolmates began to comment on it. Other boys took up the pursuit. I had come up with an innovation, a new wrinkle, something I would do repeatedly throughout my life. Chuck Cogan would say I was the ultimate faddist.


I subsequently joined the Peddie wrestling team. I was still hopeless as an athlete, but at least I didn’t look like quite such a runt in comparison to my classmates. The high point of my athletic career at Peddie was when I joined the 150-pound football team. I was the center, and all I really had to do was hike the ball to the quarterback; there wasn’t much hand/eye coordination required in that. Eventually I was named captain.


Summers at Lake Winnipesaukee continued to be the time when I unwound and had a social life. The Morse family had a house near ours on the lake. Eventually I struck up a relationship with Nancy Morse; between my junior and senior years at Peddie, she became my first real girlfriend. I was sixteen. When I returned to Peddie for my senior year, we began corresponding. I think it bothered my parents that I wrote to her more often than I wrote to them. Moreover, it drove my father crazy that I frequently failed to date my letters. He and my mother wrote me every week.


As a senior, it was time to decide where I was going to college. My father was leaning on me to come back to New England to an Ivy League school, but I’d applied to some schools that he found marginally acceptable, such as Colgate, and some that he thought were useless, such as Duke. I hadn’t applied to any prestigious Ivy League schools, and unbeknownst to him, I hadn’t taken the SATs either. Despite being a good student, I still had this fear of exams. At some point he must have spoken with someone at Peddie and gotten wind of what was up. With his hot breath on my neck I belatedly took the SATs in May of my senior year, just before graduation, and filed an application at Brown. Brown, like Peddie, had an affiliation with the Baptist Church, and there was a long tradition of Peddie alumni attending Brown. Over the summer I was admitted to Brown (with about a dozen of my classmates), but as far as my father was concerned, my acceptance into a proper Ivy League school had been accomplished by the slimmest of margins.


The summer between my graduating from Peddie and going to Brown, Nancy Morse and I became a steady couple. My father had bought me for $75 a Model A Ford (with rumble seat) as a graduation present. I painted it orange, and Nancy and I traveled around a good bit. By coincidence, she was to attend Brown’s sister school, Pembroke, the following fall. When I left for Providence, Rhode Island, in September of 1949, I was just seventeen years old, but at least I had a girlfriend.





CHAPTER 2


Higher Education, 1949–55


BROWN UNIVERSITY



My father drove me in a stuffed car to Providence, Rhode Island. I lived in Brunonia Hall on the third floor with three roommates. One of them was Howard (Howie) Foster, who became a lifelong friend. We took to each other immediately. He was as outgoing as I was reticent. Unlike Howie, I still found it hard to go out and party during the week. The regimen I’d developed at Peddie stood me in good stead at Brown; I was disciplined to get the work done before going out to play. I taught Howie how to study (or tried to); he taught me how to drink. Up until the time I left for college, I’d had little contact with alcohol, other than an occasional beer. Howie introduced me to bourbon, and we had some interesting times over that. I had also become a pipe smoker. I was beginning to learn about sinning.


Incoming freshmen had to elect a class president. With my urging, Howie decided to run, and I was his campaign manager. We mounted a full-scale campaign, with banners made from bedsheets, posters and speeches, and glad-handing. I don’t think Brown had ever seen anything like it. Of course, Howie was elected. He should have gone on to become a career politician, for he had all the talents and best of all, integrity.


The spring of freshman year was the time for fraternity rush. Each of the dozen or so fraternities on campus had a distinct personality. Howard and I decided we wanted to join Delta Phi, one of the oldest fraternities in the United States. At Brown it had a good reputation, and it was also known for its exuberant parties. I became the driving force for recruiting about a dozen of what were considered the most outstanding freshmen and getting all of them to pledge Delta Phi. As a result of my delivering this desirable pledge class, the older fraternity brothers started calling me Mr. Outstanding. Given all my shyness and insecurity, this was a huge ego boost—finally, I was one of the in-group, and a key one at that.


My nickname as Mr. Outstanding was short-lived, however. The following summer, I was working at the state park at The Weirs near our summer home. I was a ticket-taker, maintenance man, gardener, and general factotum. While my father paid for my education—the tuition, books, room and board—he made me earn my own spending money. I worked every summer during college; whatever I earned had to last me through the next academic year.


Several of my older fraternity brothers were working as counselors at a well-known and exclusive boys’ camp on an island at the lake. One night we were all in the local town and a waitress was there who had been Miss New Hampshire the year before. I was eighteen by this time; I guess she was twenty, but she seemed much older. I knew her slightly.


The brothers had had a lot to drink, and they started chasing her around. It looked to me to be getting a little ugly, and she didn’t have any place to stay. I wasn’t trying to be Sir Galahad, but I wasn’t going to stand by and let a bunch of drunken guys take advantage of her—brothers or no brothers. You can imagine how surprised my parents were when I arrived at midnight at the house on Governor’s Island with this young woman in tow. I tucked her into the upper bunk in my room and I slept in the lower one. The next morning I took her back into town so she could go to work. My fraternity brothers never forgave me for spoiling their “fun.” My nickname of Mr. Outstanding was out the window, and I began to get a great deal of serious harassment from two or three who had been involved in the incident.


By sophomore year in college, most young adults have solidified their relationships with their parents, and the dynamics are unlikely to change markedly. I’m somewhat unusual because during the summer after my freshman year, my relationship with my father changed dramatically—for the better, and overnight. All of a sudden the tussles of the last five years ended. We became great friends and remained so for the rest of his life. I no longer called him Dad or Father; I began calling him Clarridge. For some reason, he liked that immensely.


I think some of the change had to do with my mother. For the first time she started to assert herself with my father and even stood up to him if the situation warranted it. She began to speak up for what she wanted, including her own automobile, and my father got her a small Nash convertible.


Although they had fights as other married people do, my parents had a fundamentally good relationship. They were very modern for their time. I think they were sexually adventuresome with each other. My father’s library had a secret compartment (which I eventually broke into), which had a variety of suggestive and sexually explicit books, volumes such as Lady Chatterley’s Lover, which might seem pretty tame by today’s standards, but were definitely avant-garde at the time.


When I returned to Brown in the fall of 1950, the first thing I did was take a test to determine whether I would be exempt from the draft to go to Korea. North Korea had invaded the South in June, and U.S. troops were once again at war, even if it was undeclared. My freshman grades had been merely acceptable—a jumble of B’s and C’s. I’d been following a premed curriculum, thinking perhaps to follow in my father’s footsteps as a dentist, but science and math were clearly never going to be my strong suit. I decided to shift into history and political science, which I enjoyed much more, even though I had no idea what career they might lead to. I passed the draft deferment test. Unfortunately, Howard Foster, who was on probation because of his freshman grades, did not do well during the fall semester and had to join the Army. He became an officer and served as a forward artillery observer in Korea.


Even without Howard to coax me, I really began to break out of my shell. My run-in with the brothers over Miss New Hampshire notwithstanding, I was now very much a part of the in-group, albeit still a bit reticent. Meanwhile, my relationship with Nancy Morse faded away. There wasn’t any big scene or official breakup; we both just started seeing other people.


Toward the end of the year I had to declare my major. I took a sample law entrance exam, but did poorly on it. I considered becoming an Egyptologist, but finally decided to take an interdepartmental major in American civilization. It was probably one of the brightest choices I made. I took a smorgasbord of courses having to do with the United States—history, economics, political science, literature, and even art. I loved the program, and my grades showed it. There were no more C’s, just A’s and B’s, and more A’s with each passing semester.


During this time I developed a memory that decides what is important and what is not and discards the latter. The courses I chose required a great deal of memorization, and I was able to master and retain names, dates, and facts and their interrelationships and meaning and could regurgitate them back on tests, as required. I also became proficient at psyching out what material was most likely to show up on exams. This capacity to anticipate questions, to commit facts to memory, and to keep them at my disposal stayed with me throughout my career in the CIA; eventually I became somewhat notorious both at Langley and in Congress for these abilities.


I also became interested in Russian studies. I took a Russian language course during my senior year, as well as a couple of Russian history courses, but I still hadn’t made up my mind about what I was going to do once I graduated from Brown. I did particularly well in Russian, and with my father’s blessing finally decided to apply to graduate school in international relations, with an emphasis on Soviet studies. I applied to the Johns Hopkins School of Advanced International Studies and the School of International Affairs at Columbia and the Russian Institute there. I was accepted by both schools, but rejected (at least temporarily) by the Russian Institute. They told me that if I did well in my first year of graduate school, I would be admitted to the Institute for the following year. I decided to go to Columbia.


By this time I was going steady with Margaret Reynard. I’d met Maggie in the fall of my junior year. She’d just transferred to Pembroke College from Oberlin, in Ohio. As frequently happens, however, Pembroke did not accept all her Oberlin credits, and she had lost half a year with the move. Technically, then, she was a second-semester sophomore as I began my junior year. From the time we first started dating, we were very much a couple and our relationship deepened from there. By my senior year, we’d already begun to talk about marriage.


It must be hard for contemporary college students to understand the haste to marry that most of us felt back then, but the political and social climate on campus in the early 1950s was very different from today’s environment. The passage of the GI Bill enabled returning servicemen to get a university education, and much of my generation went to college with World War II veterans, who were considerably older than we. Many vets felt that the war had taken a big chunk out of their lives and that they were “behind schedule” in life. They were determined to make up for lost time, so when they came to college, they had only three things in mind—to get a degree, to get married, and to get a job.


They were very focused, and when we less worldly, less focused underclassmen came to school, we fell in with their aspirations and their timetable. We, too, were driven to get the degree, get a job, get married, and get on with life. It was a process—a track, if you will—that we followed largely without a great deal of self-examination. In my opinion, this is why there was no distinctive “fifties generation” as sociologists today lament.


The summer after I graduated I didn’t work. Instead, I went to Boston and took a tutorial in Russian, trying to bring up my language skills to give me a better chance of eventually being accepted by the Russian Institute. But, immersing myself in Russian grammar that summer did nothing to ease my concern about my mother’s health. She was diagnosed with breast cancer and underwent a double mastectomy. Aunt Frances, my father’s favorite sister, had died about a year earlier, not long after my mother’s brother, Uncle George, passed away. Happily, Mother bounced back well from surgery, and the doctors were optimistic about her prognosis, but to me it seemed that death was circling ever nearer our immediate family.


COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY



My first year at Columbia is a blur, largely because all I did was study. I took courses in international law and the workings of the United Nations, as well as classes in Soviet economics, literature, and foreign policy. The faculty was outstanding, a collection of people genuinely preeminent in their field.


It’s somewhat daunting to think back on how little the United States really knew about the Soviet Union. Together with another handful of Russian specialists at Harvard, these men (and they were all men) were about the only “experts” in the United States. The head of the Russian Institute was Philip Mosley, who had been at Yalta as an adviser to Roosevelt and later served in the same capacity with Truman at Potsdam.


In my studies I even met Alexander Kerensky, who was quite elderly. Kerensky had been the head of the first nominally democratic Russian government after the downfall of Czar Nicholas, but the Bolsheviks had overthrown him as well. Kerensky fled first to Paris, then to the United States early in World War II, when France fell to the Nazis. I remember having tea and red caviar with him after his lecture. I enjoyed talking with him, and he helped make the Russians real to me. I could see how, politics aside, there were a great many affinities between the American and the Russian character. It was something that I would remember later in my CIA career—for relationships in the espionage business are made on a person-to-person basis.


Between my first and second years at Columbia, I worked in Washington in the State Department’s Passport Office, a job that I got largely through family connections with Republican Party stalwart Sherman Adams. While in Washington I found myself living in a rooming house in what seemed to be a broom closet, with nothing more than a small portable fan for ventilation. I sweltered. At State I worked in the filing department, using a system primitive even by the standards of the day. The office was full of wooden file cases stuffed with three-by-five cards—like a library card catalog. Unbelievably, this was how the U.S. government kept track of passport applicants and recipients. At the end of the summer I drove all the way to Indiana to see Maggie, who was now formally my fiancée, then headed back to New York for my second year of graduate school. My grades during the first year had been good, and I’d finally been accepted into the Russian Institute.


I did well academically during my second year and wrote my master’s thesis on what seemed an esoteric subject—“The World Federation of Trade Unions in Asia.” The main premise of my work was the increasing competition between the Soviets and the Chinese for control of WFTU units within Asia. Although I didn’t realize it then, this competition was a precursor to the big 1959 split between the Russians and the Chinese. If only I had had the wit or the courage to predict it in 1955!


My thesis adviser was Philip Mosley. Having the head of the Institute as my adviser was something of an advantage, but Mosley was quite demanding. My first draft was returned covered in red ink. He must have spent hours writing all over it. Mosley objected not so much to my premise, but to my writing style, and he worked with me until I finally beat it into some sort of acceptable shape.


At this point I was faced with two divergent paths: either I was going to continue with my studies and become an academic, or I would join the government in some capacity, probably in the Foreign Service. I was fed up with the textbooks. I’d been studying for hours on end ever since I left Nashua for Peddie nine years earlier, and there would be more books and papers to come before I got my Ph.D. and started teaching. Enough was enough. I was about to become a husband; I no longer wanted to be a student.


That left government service. Rumor around Columbia had it that the Foreign Service exam was rigorous. Although I was reasonably confident that I could pass it, a part of me still seized up at the prospect of a do-or-die exam, and in any event I was reluctant to keep at the books long enough to take the test. I wanted very badly to get out into the world. The test was several months off, and spending time in employment limbo waiting for the Foreign Service test and then for the test results was not what I had in mind. Added to all this, my previous experience working in the State Department Passport Office had not exactly left me overjoyed at the prospect of reentering that bureaucracy in any capacity.


I also had a strong desire to do whatever I could to defend our country against communism and the threat from the Soviet Union. There had been some speculation that with Stalin’s death in 1953, the tensions between East and West would ease, but it soon became clear that this was not to be. Many who had watched the shadow of the Soviet Union lengthen after World War II felt a patriotic duty to defend our country. Those who didn’t live through this period may find it hard to grasp, but war with Russia, either conventional or nuclear, was always considered a very real possibility.


I felt the way those in the OSS had felt in defending the United States against the Nazis in World War II. I believed that I had a calling, a duty, to protect our way of life from the Soviets, and I was hardly alone in my belief. Mine was a strongly activist point of view, and it was not at all clear to me what contribution I might make within the State Department.


It was February when the CIA recruiters came to Columbia. The organization was relatively new—certainly the initials CIA were not on everyone’s lips. What little I did know about the Agency, however, was all good: I knew there was no entrance exam. I knew that CIA employment meant deployment and travel abroad. Most importantly, I knew that the purpose of the CIA was to advance the interests of the American people against our foreign enemies.


What I did not know was that they were looking at me as hard as I was looking at them. To recruit case officers, the CIA had spotters in the universities, professors who provided leads to the Agency about promising students. Many upper-echelon CIA men were from Brown, and the Russian Institute was an obvious place for them to be trolling for prospectives. For any number of reasons, I came to their attention; my Ivy League schooling at Brown and Columbia and my chosen field of specialized education targeted me as someone who might make a good CIA man. When the chance came to interview for a job with the CIA, I took it. The interview itself was uneventful, even perfunctory. The interviewer probably knew a lot about me already and told me virtually nothing about the CIA. I was too inexperienced to press him for details. I can’t say that I clearly understood what the Agency did, except that it was in the business of espionage.


I discussed the prospect of joining the CIA with Maggie. She knew as little about the Agency as I, but she liked the idea of going abroad, and the idea of doing something constructive to fight communism.


We were married in Columbus, Indiana, on April 2, 1955, during Easter break of my last term at the Russian Institute. My parents, my sister, Nana, and I drove out for the ceremony; Howard Foster was my best man. After the wedding, the new Mrs. Clarridge and I returned by train to New York to live in what had been my bachelor flat in Astoria, Queens. At the end of spring break, I resumed the long subway commute to Morningside Heights to finish my schooling, and Maggie went to work as a ticketing agent for American Airlines.


Shortly thereafter, the CIA paid for a trip down to Washington where I was given a battery of aptitude tests. The ink on my diploma announcing that I now had a master’s in international affairs had hardly dried when the Agency offered me a job in May. Clarridge—my father—was pleased at the prospect, as was my mother. After another brief discussion with Maggie, I accepted. I knew nothing about health plans, pay scale, or retirement plans. It never occurred to me to ask. Seldom has such an important—and a correct—life decision been made on so little information.





CHAPTER 3


Apprentice Spy, 1955–57


Maggie and I had been married for a little less than two months when I left her working in New York City and took off for Washington with the other love of my life—a 1953 Austin-Healey. It was a two-seater convertible, with an aluminum body and blue metallic paint. The top leaked in a heavy rain and the ignition was balky, but who cares when you are twenty-three and the world is before you?


The Headquarters at Langley was not yet constructed, and CIA functions were scattered all over Washington. I reported to a cluster of wooden buildings on Ohio Drive along the Potomac, not far from the Lincoln Memorial Reflecting Pool. Little more than shacks, they were completely anonymous, each designated by a letter of the alphabet. The buildings had formerly been used as barracks by the OSS during World War II, and they looked their age. They are long gone now; the Lincoln Memorial Polo Fields are where they used to be.


After the inevitable forms and processing, I joined a group of other candidates for our preliminary orientation, which, for security reasons, was largely focused on the functions of the Directorate of Intelligence—in other words, the analytical process. I suspect that it was a holding exercise while the CIA administration decided to which directorates we would be assigned. However, a few of us had not yet fulfilled our military obligation. My compatriots in this holding tank, about twenty in all, were as green as I was, but many seemed more worldly to me, perhaps because they were older and had already had some other career. As we got to know one another, we spent considerable time discussing which directorate to join. Some members of my class of recruits were headed for the Directorate of Operations (DO), or the Directorate of Plans, as it was then called. However, the majority, including almost all the few women, were going to the Directorate of Intelligence (DI).


This decision would shape one’s CIA career from then on. Sometimes called the Clandestine Services, the Directorate of Operations is responsible for collection of foreign intelligence (generally from human sources), pursuing counterintelligence targets, and covert action. Covert action entails special activities, such as political action and paramilitary operations, to advance U.S. foreign policy objectives by influencing events in foreign countries. I believe I concluded at this time that my purpose in life and the reason I was in the CIA was to advance the interests of the U.S. government and the American people abroad. In real terms, this meant taking on the Soviet empire, Communist China, and their satellites, and preventing their domination of the world with their grotesque, inhuman, and corrupt ideology.


This view of mine had antecedents. Although my father and mother could probably be described as agnostics in a religious sense, they and Nana believed strongly in moral absolutes: put simply, there is good and there is evil. They inculcated in me an abhorrence of the moral relativism that infected the world around the turn of the century, represented, for example, by hidden and flagrant totalitarianism in all its forms—fascism, communism, and even America’s liberal left. This does not mean that I was encouraged to believe that the end justifies the use of any means. The means must be proportionate, focused, and morally defensible as a solution.


In contrast to the DO, the Directorate of Intelligence takes information gathered from a wide variety of sources (including from the Directorate of Operations) and amalgamates the data, integrates it, and analyzes it. It then forms assessments and conclusions about political, economic, and military trends around the world. This evaluation gives the president and other decision makers a complete picture, so that policies and actions can be shaped based on the fullest possible information.


All of this discussion about “which directorate” was really for naught, because the decision on where to assign us had already been made—largely on the basis of the initial battery of tests we had taken, our academic background, and our desires. In my case, although nothing was ever said to me directly, the decision had been made that I should go to the Clandestine Services; otherwise, the Agency would not have wasted the Army’s time by allowing me to go to OCS. The Agency also probably wanted to see how well I did in the Army to confirm its decision.


I was polygraphed a month or so after entering on duty, in a building in the Navy Annex area, probably South Building; the DCI had his office in East Building in the same complex. For me, the polygraph was a nonevent.


By the standards or demands of the last twenty years or so, one lecture or briefing was clearly missing from this orientation. Even at this relatively advanced point in the Agency’s personnel processing, nothing was explained about the benefits—that is, retirement plan, health care, insurance, etc.—a major difference from today, when it is the first question a prospective employee asks. But mine was a different era, with different values, when personal interests were subordinated to the national good or survival. We did know that if you had a BA, you came to the CIA as a GS-5 (second-lieutenant equivalent)—an MA got you a GS-7 and a Ph.D., a GS-9—and that promotions up to GS-11 jumped two grades at a time. I remember learning with considerable surprise some three years later in Kathmandu that the Agency had retirement and health plans!


During these orientation weeks, we were often herded into an auditorium in one of the barracks buildings and given a series of dry lectures, most of which were boring, country-specific profiles. All the information was from the Directorate of Intelligence, and it was all quite perfunctory. We were given little assignments or projects. We learned how to give a mini-intelligence briefing. Meanwhile the Agency was sorting us out by directorate and by area of geographic expertise. Most weekends I drove the Healey back to New York to be with Maggie.


As far as I was concerned, this CIA indoctrination was just marking time. In the mid-1950s, every young man had an obligation to serve in the military, so before I could work for the CIA, I had to fulfill a two-year commitment to the armed forces. I was envious of those in my group who had already completed their service requirement. At least while they listened to someone drone on about the intelligence analytical process, they were waiting for a directorate assignment and getting on with their careers. As for me, listening to someone recite the almanac on Switzerland and the Sudan was pointless because I was headed for the Army.


The CIA gave us a choice of fulfilling our military obligation in the Army or the Air Force. The Air Force program was considered the easy way to go. After basic training, you went to officer candidate school (OCS) and then served for two years before returning to the Agency. The Army program was by reputation much more rigorous than the Air Force, but had the advantage that after successfully completing OCS, you did only six months of troop duty and then returned to the Agency, albeit still in the Army, until you finished your two-year obligation as an officer. The whole process began by enlisting in the Army and going to basic training. Then you had to go through advanced basic training, and it had to be in the infantry. After that, you had to get yourself into officer candidate school at the Infantry School at Fort Benning.


Up until this point, you were completely on your own, like any other Army recruit. If you passed the OCS exam, the Agency stepped in for the first time. The CIA ensured that you were admitted into the first available officer candidate course that came up. The Korean War had ended, and the Army was shrinking in both manpower and budget. Courses at Fort Benning were infrequent because the Army didn’t need as many new officers.


It was up to me to get through officer candidate school successfully, and that was the big catch. If I washed out of OCS, I also washed out of the CIA. But I was still in the Army. I would still have to finish my two years of military service—as an enlisted man.


Four of us were the last of the Agency recruits to opt for Army training. The Army/CIA program was phasing down—perhaps because of a glut of junior officers or because of the general downsizing of the military. One of the other Army candidates was John Stein, a Yale graduate from Rhode Island, and a Whiffenpoof. He was a superb athlete, particularly at baseball, and a genuinely fine human being. During orientation we struck up a friendship that endures to this day. He ended up buying my beloved Austin-Healey after OCS, when Maggie decided we needed a Volkswagen Beetle, perhaps foreseeing an expanded family.


That August, after three months in the Agency’s indoctrination course, Stein and I went down to the Army recruiting office in Alexandria, Virginia, to enlist, and in doing so we nearly gave the recruiting sergeant a coronary. He didn’t quite know what to make of two young men looking and dressed like a couple of college kids who came in to join up. Once we had filled out the forms, the suspicious look on his face suggested that he believed something fishy was going on. In 1955, college students weren’t enlisting in the Army even for two years; being drafted was something else. He probably assumed that we were undercover plants by the Army’s CIC, to be infiltrated into some outfit of the Army for investigative purposes.


After a cursory medical examination, Stein and I left on a commercial flight to South Carolina that very afternoon. We reported immediately to Fort Jackson.


Stein and I were assigned to the same basic training unit, an artillery battalion of the famous 101st Airborne Division, which had been reduced to a basic training role. The captain in charge was rather long in the tooth, and obviously a veteran who had come up through the ranks. He was immediately suspicious of us. It was almost as if he had received a warning phone call from the sergeant in the recruiting office about those two spies, Private Clarridge and Private Stein. From the day I enlisted until I mustered out, no one I worked with or reported to in the Army knew of my CIA affiliation; but somewhere in the Army Staff, the truth was known.


They cut off my hair and gave me a uniform. They even had triple-E-width boots that fit me perfectly—the first such size I had encountered. I was in the Army now. Strangely enough, I liked it. I felt comfortable. At Fort Jackson, I was thrown in with a wider cross section of America than I’d ever seen before, including a large contingent of good ole boys from the South.


We slept in large tents that held about twenty-plus men. Coal-stoked fires heated everything, including the occasional hot water for showering and shaving. The preponderance of Southerners meant that conversations with my fellow recruits often took on a decidedly regional bias; periodically we refought the Civil War. Despite my background as a Yankee and a product of private schools, I didn’t have much trouble relating to them. In fact, I found these people attractive in many ways.


One reason was that they were different, yet “real”—light-years away from the ivory-tower intellectuals at Columbia. In mid-September about halfway through boot camp, however, my former life reached out to me. Maggie forwarded me a letter from Professor Mosley. The gist of it was, “The semester has started. Where the hell are you? You are supposed to be getting on with your Ph.D. dissertation.” When I left the previous spring, I’d neglected to tell Mosley that I would not be back. I quickly wrote him, saying that my career plans had changed.


The eight weeks of initial basic training passed quickly, but our captain never got over his suspicions about us. Word must have gotten around, because when Stein and I changed units—still at Fort Jackson—for advanced basic training in light infantry, our reception from the new officers was the same.


One of the indicators that I was adapting well to Army life was that I was often named Private of the Week and received other honors. One of these laurels was my selection by my new company commander to march our basic training company, about 160 troops, past a reviewing stand, parade style, sixteen men abreast on a Saturday afternoon. It was a competition among the five or six companies then undergoing advanced infantry basic training, and the company commanders had wagers on the outcome.


Taking a company, even an experienced one, from a column of four to a column of eight and finally to a sixteen-man front is no easy trick—even for a drill sergeant. The real challenge, however, is the timing of your commands when you bring the sixteen-man columns into and out of the final turn, before you proceed in front of the reviewing stand. I had been doing well in practice, and I am sure my company commander thought he had his bet locked up. On the day of the event, however, I screwed up. Something went wrong coming out of the last turn. I gave the command for forward march too early and before those troops farthest from the pivoting men could come on line. We were most assuredly a ragged-looking bunch as we passed the reviewing stand. The rows and columns were not straight; no one was in step. The company commander was quite beside himself with humiliation as he took the salute. I didn’t have to bear the brunt of his ire for long. Both Stein and I had passed the OCS exam and were transferred to Fort Benning.


I was still a private when I arrived in Georgia in April of 1956, but was promoted shortly thereafter to the rank of sergeant for pay purposes. After living in tents through basic training and advanced basic training, I landed in the lap of luxury—relatively speaking. At OCS we were billeted two to a room in brand-new barracks with hot running water. The relatively comfortable facilities were in sharp contrast with the purpose of OCS, since there was nothing comforting about our training. Officer candidate school was tough in order to build leadership.


Leadership is not something you can teach directly, certainly not in a classroom or on one of those touchy-feely excursions of the Outward Bound variety. All you can do is set up conditions under which people learn by experience. Leadership consists of becoming a person others are willing to follow, even when they know it may not be in their personal interest to do so. Thus, the motto of the infantry school at Fort Benning is Follow Me.


Part of leadership training was the drive to develop hardiness and discipline, and the ability to cope with a great deal of stress. That was accomplished at OCS by pressuring the aspiring officers as much as possible to see if we could take it. We did everything at attention except sleep. We marched or ran everywhere. Everything was done on the double. We were rousted from our beds in the middle of the night. We were pressed into making decisions with little or no sleep. Our uniforms were specifically cut down to be tight-fitting and uncomfortable. They were also starched to the point of petrification. I can still recall the crunching, tearing sound the shirts made as I struggled to drive my arms through sleeves that had quite literally been starched shut. It was all harassment, and it was all quite deliberate.


I didn’t have a problem with it. I’d grown up with discipline. What the Army was doing was demanding, but it was nothing I couldn’t handle; in a way, I thrived on it. However, I don’t think John Stein shared my feeling that being in the Army and particularly at OCS was a wonderful leadership- and character-building adventure.


The two of us established a strong tie with each other, perhaps because we were the two recent college graduates in the group, shared the same values and New England heritage, and above all had our CIA link. A third CIA recruit had joined our OCS company but was dismissed at some point for cheating. A fourth arrived and was in an OCS company behind Stein’s and mine. He was an absolutely sterling individual but had a physical disability; his completion of basic training and acceptance to OCS can be ascribed only to his courage and willpower. He was eventually mustered out.


The officers running the program still thought Stein and I suspect and different from the two hundred others. This didn’t afford us any special dispensation from the hazing, however.


At OCS we were all sergeants, but except for Stein and me, the others were already staff sergeants and master sergeants with Korean War experience. This gave them an early performance edge in tasks such as marching troops and giving commands. I recall the hours, those few free ones, that I spent on the parade ground across the street from my barracks yelling into the wind to improve my “command voice.” However, when it came to map reading, navigating by compass, laying heavy weapons such as the 81-mm and 4.2-inch mortars, and, above all, infantry tactics, Stein and I had our turn to shine. When senior officers came on several different occasions to inspect our progress near the end of the six-month course, we were in a large segment devoted to tactics, and I was always called upon to provide the solution to the particular problem. Because these inspections were surprise visits, the instructors couldn’t prime me beforehand. Invariably, I could come up with the so-called school solution. It seemed just common sense.


As graduation neared, the company commander asked Stein and me to lecture the rest of our compatriots on etiquette. I guess he thought that because we were to be commissioned shortly—and thus become “officers and gentlemen”—we needed our edges polished. This was to be accomplished in a single morning session. We found Emily Post’s book and then had to bone up on it big time. I had wanted to put Stein in a dress so that he could play the female role opposite me, but he refused! Our seminar covered everything we thought meaningful for “new gentlemen,” such as protocol, decorum, table settings, and introductions, much to the amusement of the rest of our OCS class.


At commencement, I received my commission as a second lieutenant in the U.S. Army Reserve. I also was named a distinguished graduate—number two in my class. The three top graduates could opt for a regular Army commission, the same received by graduates of West Point. In six months I’d gone from a rather introverted, bookworm sort of fellow to one who could say “Follow Me” and get followed. Although I did not realize it until much later, perhaps around 1969, what I’d learned in the Army, particularly about leadership, was at least as valuable for my Agency career as all the years I’d spent in the university. The Marine Corps and the Army can teach leadership. The Navy and the Air Force offer a different type of leadership. What the former instill has great relevance for a career as a case officer in the Directorate of Operations, as I will explain later.


Stein and I were given a choice of five U.S. military posts to complete our six months of troop duty. We both selected the Basic Training Center at Fort Dix, New Jersey. Stein wanted to be assigned to Dix to be near his attractive fiancée, Charlie. The proximity to Washington, D.C., brought me closer to my goal. Stein was assigned as a deputy company commander of a training company. I was luckier; my first job was teaching basic tactics for troops in the early weeks of training.


Once I got to Fort Dix, the rest of life became a great deal more normal. Maggie had quit her job at American Airlines to come to Georgia to live during my last few weeks at OCS; occasionally we were given a Saturday pass. After graduation, we drove the Volkswagen to her parents’ home in Indiana and then on to mine in New Hampshire, then ended up finding an apartment in Mt. Holly near the base. For the first time in a long time, I could spend evenings with my wife. Except when there were night exercises, my day was over by five in the afternoon. We had some semblance of a social life through the officers’ club. Although it was de rigueur to put in an appearance there on Friday evening, I had weekends free. I think Maggie detected that the Army had changed me; I am not sure she liked the difference.


Eventually, I taught tactics in advanced basic training. The troops I instructed were going to go be the shooters. These were live-fire exercises with the infantry, the armor, and the artillery.


An example of a mundane principle that I learned in the military that stood me in good stead in the CIA was that the troops always eat first and if anything is left, the officer eats. I tried to follow this rule with my subordinates in the Agency, in the sense of taking a real interest in their professional and personal ups and downs and their aspirations.


As my tour at Fort Dix was concluding, the colonel who was the regimental commander began pressuring me to stay in the Army and become a regular officer. In a way I was tempted. I had gotten a lot out of my military experience and knew that I would be a successful officer. But the Army was at a low point in 1957 and I turned him down. I was still bent on joining the CIA.


In February 1957, regular military orders came to report to a certain unit in Washington, which was really a paper unit. I reported to the CIA, but still a second lieutenant in the Army, albeit in mufti.


Maggie and I took a small house in Falls Church, Virginia. Stein lived with us, but that was not the only reason we needed an extra bedroom. I was going to become a father.


Stein and I reported for our real beginning in the CIA. We were classified as JOTs—junior officer trainees—now called career trainees (CTs), apparently a more uplifting designation for today’s sensitive youth. When we checked into the JOT office, I came to a pair of startling realizations. The first was that the entire place was staffed with people from Brown. The second was that I was somewhat famous before I got there, because of my performance in the Army. At Headquarters much was made of the fact that I’d been a distinguished graduate from OCS. Perhaps it was something not expected of an overeducated Ivy League twit.


I confirmed that I wanted to be assigned to the Directorate of Operations. I also told the Agency that I did not want to join the DO in the Soviet Division. This may have come as a surprise to them, given my studies of Soviet affairs at Columbia.


Although my choice may have been unexpected, the Agency didn’t have a real problem with it. Their approach to the Cold War was that we were locked in a battle with the Soviet Union on a global front. My knowledge of the Soviets wasn’t useless to me, or useless to the Agency, just because I’d opted for the Near East and South Asia Division, or the Near East Division as it was usually called. The Russians were everywhere, and I’d have plenty of opportunity to use my background wherever I was stationed.


I wanted to join the Near East Division, specifically that part of the Near East Division that dealt with some portions of Central Asia such as Tibet and Nepal. This interest of mine dated back to graduate school at Columbia. I was fortunate to have been able to audit courses by the famous Altaic (Turkic) scholar Prof. Karl H. Menges. I was later to work with the professor’s controversial son, Constantine Menges.


I was specifically interested in Nepal. It had been a long-standing desire of mine to become the world’s expert on something. That something became Nepal. With more spare time than I’d had since I was an undergraduate at Brown, and with the vast library resources of Washington at my disposal, I was able to indulge my ambition. I read everything I could get my hands on. I knew the succession of rulers and politics as well as I knew our own. I learned enough to know that what little information the CIA was getting out of Nepal was not very accurate nor sufficient. The Agency had no permanent presence up there. Case officers working elsewhere visited Kathmandu, the capital, and reported back. It’s difficult to get a good stream of information flowing when there is contact only on an irregular basis.


I also began reading about the espionage business. One book that especially interested me was A Handbook for Spies, written by an Englishman named Alexander Foote. As a radio operator working out of Switzerland, Foote was a member of the Rota Capella (Red Orchestra), the famed Russian espionage network inside Germany during World War II. Foote was part of the Dora network run by Sandor Rado, which had sources within the German military, and was one of several persons who transmitted information to Moscow that the Germans were going to invade in June of 1941.


Foote’s volume wasn’t very long, but it was informative, and at the time, there was very little written material about espionage. His manual had a lot of good information about what is called tradecraft—the way espionage is conducted. He discussed how to compartment an agent, how to use a principal agent to run subagents, clandestine radio communications, and cipher techniques.


These were among the skills that the CIA was supposed to teach me. I was scheduled to take the standard Operations Course, or Ops Course, in January of 1958. Formalized training for CIA case officers was still in its earliest stages, and the Ops Course was intended to give the basics—rather like Spying 101.


The Farm is a facility near Williamsburg, Virginia, where CIA operations training takes place. I was at work in the Near East Division when I was sent to the Farm for the one-month Ops Familiarization course. Normally, JOTs don’t take Ops Familiarization, which was intended for support staff. However, they had to do something with me until January 1958. They taught us a bit on recruitment—the “spotting process,” how to determine who has access to the information you want; how to “develop” a person toward recruitment; and then the “recruitment” itself. This was not just theoretical—instructors would enact different roles and students tried to recruit them. The problem, although I certainly didn’t know it at the time, is that you can’t teach recruitment. You can provide some guidelines, scenarios, and the like, but not much more. It is a subtle issue involving the personality, background, and character of the case officer making the recruitment of the agent.


At this course I met Charles “Chuck” Cogan, a JOT like myself but a year or more ahead in the process. He was assisting with this course while awaiting his first foreign posting.


They also gave me the Escape and Evasion course. This course did not teach case officers how to avoid capture; presumably, short of war, that was an unlikely eventuality. It taught basic techniques in organizing escape and evasion networks for others trying to make their way to safety, such as agents who have been betrayed or fliers downed while on a clandestine mission over a communist country. This was pretty esoteric training for someone who had not yet been to the Ops Course.


*  *  *


John Waller was my branch chief in the Near East Division. He shared my interest in Central Asia and was getting ready to establish a more permanent CIA presence in Nepal. His plan was to set up a base that reported to New Delhi. The American ambassador to India at that time was the brilliant Ellsworth Bunker, who was concurrently ambassador to Nepal. That summer of 1957, Waller selected a man named Ernie Fox to be chief. Fox was a geologist and a surveyor, and a bit of a Hemingwayesque adventurer. He’d spent a lot of time as a big-game hunter and geologist in the Rhodesias before World War II and, during that war, had been military attaché in Afghanistan. Everyone called him Colonel Fox.


I became aware that Waller was going to send Ernie Fox an assistant. Ordinarily, the second person at a base would not even be a case officer. It was more likely that he would be a support officer, doing the base finances, reports, and communications. In short, he would be a high-powered clerk, but most assuredly no case officer. It was exactly the kind of assignment that any promising CIA case officer should go out of his way to avoid.


Without knowing the potentially dire career implications of what I was doing, I volunteered for the Kathmandu position, indicating just how ignorant I was about the DO and its culture. If I had had a rabbi or a mentor in the Agency, he would have told me to wait for my January Ops Course and take a regular assignment. But never in my years with the Agency did a senior officer take me under his wing, show me the ropes, and/or pull strings to advance my career. I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to want to go, and nobody told me any differently. As incredible as it was that I wanted to go, it was even more amazing that Waller and other superiors agreed to let me do it.


I never made it to my January Ops Course. To my knowledge I am the only Clandestine Services officer—certainly the only one since the mid-1950s—who never took it. Once the decision was made that I was leaving, they did recognize that I needed a bit more training. I took a communications course—a two-week tutorial—and learned how to send and receive enciphered messages.


I also was given a course in Flaps and Seals, or how to surreptitiously open and reclose envelopes and diplomatic pouches. Diplomatic pouches in more primitive countries were often closed with a wax seal. We learned to duplicate them by making an impression, then reapplying the new one after the old one had been broken when the contents were examined. We were not issued tools for opening envelopes. Instead we were taught to make our own. Each officer fashioned his own implements, using ivory that came from piano keys. Ivory was the material of choice because it is very smooth and could be crafted to get underneath a flap, whether or not you were using steam.


Why my superiors thought this training would be of use to me in Nepal of all places has eluded me over the years, but perhaps they thought any training was good. I would put my “skill” to use once, several years later.


Meanwhile I was still in the Army with nine months more to go on my commissioned obligation, and because I could not be assigned overseas while still an Army officer, I received what is known as a “good of the government discharge” and mustered out as a second lieutenant.


Maggie was as enthusiastic about going to Nepal as I was, despite the fact that Cassi was still an infant. Cassandra, our daughter, had been born in July. We were young and adventuresome, and the prospective rigors of life in the third world didn’t faze us. Besides, we didn’t know any better. We were permitted to take three hundred pounds air freight in addition to the normal weight afforded plane passengers. There was no safe source of milk in the kingdom, so we obviously needed to take some powdered milk for Cassi. This is not a lightweight item when one anticipates no resupply for a year. I applied for an extra baggage allowance and after some haggling was accorded another two hundred pounds.


We left for Nepal just after Christmas 1957. It was the beginning of a great adventure. From a career point of view, this tour in Nepal had all the makings of a certain catastrophe. However, the outcome was very different. Yes, very different indeed.





CHAPTER 4


Nepal: Opportunity Creates the Man, 1958–60


Leaving the United States for the first time is usually challenging. But leaving with my new family for Nepal in pursuit of a new career was a journey filled with portent. Even today, Nepal is not particularly easy to reach, but in 1958 the trip had a seemingly unending number of stops for refueling and transfer of passengers.


After arriving in New York, we boarded a Pan American DC-6 at Idlewild International Airport (later named John F. Kennedy Airport), and following a refueling in Gander, Newfoundland, flew to Frankfurt. The government still flew its personnel first-class as a way of subsidizing the airlines and ensuring that they maintained some unprofitable routes. In those days, first class was in the back of the aircraft. For an additional fee, we could sleep in railroad-style Pullman bunks, which were built into the luggage space above the passenger seats. Maggie and Cassi took one, and I had another. But, I was much too excited by the prospects before me to sleep.


We disembarked at Frankfurt and spent the night in a hotel, a respite that afforded us a break from the noise of the whirring props and gave me a chance to purchase a German Minox camera, the first of my collection. Though the Minox is famed as the “spy camera” and has been used as such by a number of American traitors, mine was for personal use. That night we slept in proper European feather beds or eiderdowns. These were my first clues that the world beyond our shores held surprises and delights, both large and small.


The next day we got back on the plane and flew to Istanbul, on to Beirut and Dhahran, and finally to Karachi. About two and one-half days had elapsed since our departure from New York. Maggie and little Cassi were real troupers, but the trip was fatiguing, and we all became increasingly appreciative of the bunks as the flight dragged on. At one point, however, what little CIA training I’d had kicked in and I struck up a conversation with one of my fellow passengers, Prime Minister U Nu of Burma. When I learned that the premier did not have a place to rest, I offered him my bunk. He was most polite, but declined my offer. I was secretly relieved.


The teeming airport at Karachi, Pakistan, was my introduction to the third world. There were flies everywhere. The odor was astounding. We waited several hours for the Pakistani Airlines flight to take us to New Delhi, where we landed late in the afternoon and were met by Jim Burns. He was our “shepherd” for our stay in New Delhi for orientation. The tradition in the CIA is that you look after your own. Newly arrived colleagues, even if they are just passing through on TDY (temporary duty), always have someone to take care of them and, frequently, put them up in their homes. We were grateful for this attention, being exhausted and by no means sophisticated travelers. Remembering how well we were treated in New Delhi, I was always more than happy to honor this tradition of looking after our own throughout my career.


We spent two weeks in New Delhi at the Claridge Hotel. India sort of fell in around us. We were heady with the bougainvillea, the diverse population, the colors, tastes, and smells. It was an overwhelming time. Though the term had not been coined, we were in culture shock. Our feelings were not in any way negative—we were simply bowled over by how different it was from the world we’d left behind.


India and the subcontinent in general is a region about which a foreigner is never neutral. You either love it or you detest it. There are many radical factors—the poverty, the smells, the weather, and the different ethnic types that make up the quilt of the country. It can be difficult, for instance, to like a Bengali, but then there are so many other agreeable groups—the Madrasis, Punjabis, Jats. For me, it was love at first sight and this only grew stronger with time.


The British influence in India was still quite pronounced. When Maggie and I went to lunch in the hotel dining room for our first meal in India, we found ourselves served by turban-clad waiters in spotless white gloves. The service was formal and attentive, and in a way relentless. The waiters seated you, held your chair, placed your perfectly starched napkin on your lap, and attended to your every whim. About the only thing you could do for yourself was pick up your fork.


Burns and others showed us the sights of the Indian capital. The women took Maggie to buy some beautiful silk while I got to meet my boss, Harry Rositzke. Rositzke was chief in New Delhi and was the man to whom my chief, Ernie Fox, reported. Harry had been in the OSS during World War II and had transitioned into the CIA when it was formed. He was an intellectual immersed in the study of Hindu philosophy as a hobby. He had a wonderful, simpatico wife, Barbara.


Harry had personally been selected for the assignment by Richard Helms, who realized that the Soviet Union had targeted India for expansion. Indeed, prospects looked good for the Soviets, given the presence of a powerful pro-Soviet Indian Communist Party and an Indian government ruled by an elite of British-educated leftist lawyers, many of whom were pro-Soviet “fellow travelers.” Rositzke had been sent out to stem the tide, so to speak, and to kick-start our then moribund activities in India. Nepal was a part of this equation, given its strategic location between India and Tibet (often a province of China throughout history and at that moment in revolt against the Chinese Communist military offensive in its eastern enclave, Kham).


I don’t recall that Rositzke gave me any particular instructions for Kathmandu, probably because I was still viewed as a “clerk,” although he did arrange for me to associate with the case officers and not the support personnel. In any event, I knew what Headquarters wanted to collect in Nepal: everything. We knew very little about the country’s political parties, its military and police, the activities of the king, the machinations of the Chinese and the Soviets, the intentions of the Indians, or the fate of the Tibetan resistance that the CIA was supporting from afar. Almost every shred of information I could find would be welcome.


It was time to get on with the adventure. Maggie, Cassi, and I boarded a venerable Indian Airlines DC-3, one of the surplus veterans from the Hump flights in World War II. We flew along the Ganges River to Luck-now, to Allahabad, to Benares, the holy city of the Hindus, and then on to Patna, the capital of the state of Bihar. At Patna we had to change planes and board yet another DC-3 for the trip to Kathmandu.


The flight was a white-knuckler from start to finish. I worried about the plane’s mechanical condition. (Later when I had my own modest fleet of these wonderful aircraft, I would know that these fears were unfounded.) The plane was fully loaded, including squawking and flapping chickens and at least one very unhappy goat. The change in scenery was astonishing as we gained altitude to fly into the Himalayas. Occasionally we glimpsed Mount Everest at 29,000-plus feet. The Indian pilot had to weave between the crests of the Himalayas. He kindly invited me to the door of the cockpit for a fuller view of the magnificent peaks and valleys.
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