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Preface

My life has changed dramatically for the better after
leaving the Central Intelligence Agency. I can now look back on the
sometimes torturous period I spent working there and laugh more
than I cringe. Most of all, I feel a huge sense of relief at having
escaped that world. In publishing my observations, I aim to shed
some light on a career that few know much about, while also
hopefully entertaining some people and possibly even offering
hope.

I will always remember the words of my first
supervisor upon being granted my very first Top Secret clearance.
He said that having a Top Secret clearance was like “having an
albatross around your neck”. While I believe he was using the
expression incorrectly, he meant that with holding a Top Secret
clearance comes certain responsibilities and expectations. The
people of the CIA are entrusted with our national security, and are
supposed to be held to a higher standard than the average citizen.
They are the “cream of the crop”, paid with taxpayer money. In
reality, many of them typically act no more mature than pre-teen
children at their worst.

Starting out as a new employee of the CIA,
entering the strange bubble in which I would spend the next eight
years of my life, it did not take me long to identify some very
distinct personality traits characteristic of the people working
for the Agency. While I acknowledge that these personalities can
likely be found in any workplace, in the CIA these
characters make up the vast majority of one’s colleagues. The
Agency seems to draw them like a magnet. In some cases, perhaps the
CIA environment creates or highlights the negative traits of these
people.

Names and certain identifying
characteristics have been changed.
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1) The Frazzled
Woman

Ms. Frazzled is a woman I was to become very familiar
with during my time in the CIA. She is typically unmarried, perhaps
divorced or on the road to a divorce, usually in her forties or
fifties. This woman can be observed most naturally in her cubicle
habitat frantically scurrying about, talking in fast, tight-lipped
sentences that usually revolve around how busy she is. An expert at
playing the martyr, this woman is a master at creating chaos and
instilling a sense of urgency in all office matters, no matter how
trifling they really are. She can talk your ear off and leave you
wondering why you didn’t turn and run when you had the chance. She
is prone to office meltdowns, occasional sobbing spells, and is an
overall mess. She is also strangely obsessed with what she eats.
She can spend hours discussing every bite of food she has consumed
in recent weeks, days or hours (conveniently omitting the copious
amounts of anti-depressants she inhales). Always receiving
exuberant accolades and abundant monetary awards she is quite
skilled at fooling upper management into believing her skills are
no less than phenomenal. These women are usually, if not always,
placed in management positions where they can torment the
lower-level officers into hating their jobs. Characterized by a
penetrating scowl, blotchy skin, and a huffing and puffing as she
rushes everywhere filled with blustery self-importance.


Karen

Karen was my first manager in the Directorate of
Operations (DO). I was introduced to Karen after she blew off our
required lunch meeting during CIA 101, the orientation class for
all new hires. The idea was that someone from your new office would
meet you one day during the class, to help introduce you to your
new job. Sadly, I don’t think Karen ever even realized that she had
missed this appointment, as I’m sure she was much too involved in
telling people how busy she was to meet with a new employee. Karen
was likely hired because her husband was a bigwig in another
directorate, and she spoke many languages. Her husband would often
call her at her desk and bark out orders and insults, only then to
end the call by hanging up angrily on her. These phone interactions
always left her looking demoralized, and I felt sorry for her. One
day I had the misfortune of answering one of his calls when she was
not at her desk, and his anger issues were apparent even in that
brief phone exchange. While I pitied her for being married to such
an arrogant ass, Karen was so overwhelmed by her own importance
that she failed to train me on any skill that was required of a
Staff Operations Officer, and I spent much of my first assignment
doing endless name traces, and corresponding via email with any
kook who decided to contact the CIA through their public website.
She certainly did not want to do these tasks herself. When our
famously temperamental Chief of Station (COS) retired, Karen wanted
nothing but to position herself to go on a trip to our much
sought-after European Station. She spoke of all the shopping she
could accomplish. Our new COS was a very well-groomed, easy-going
guy who would visit our little cubicle corner every once in a while
before heading out on his posting. Each time he dropped by Karen
nearly had a stroke from nervousness while trying desperately to
impress this man. At the time, I had no interest in going on a trip
to this country. You can imagine how Karen’s jaw dropped when one
day he nonchalantly turned to me and asked when I would be visiting
his Station. I passed on the opportunity, mostly because I was on
my way out of that position, but also to give my younger co-worker
a chance to go.


Denise

Just a few seats away loomed Denise. Denise had a
permanent scowl on her face. She was a super skinny Frazzled Woman
who was completely obsessed with telling everyone about whatever
she had eaten that day between critical outbursts about anyone and
everyone. She also loved to gossip. Denise had ears like satellite
dishes, so she was able to pick up practically any conversation in
the office and then repeat it to you word-for-word. This skill
could come in very handy in the intelligence community, but was
sadly misplaced and unnecessary in the cubicle world that we lived
in. Denise was an expert at giving unsolicited advice and she never
forgot a perceived slight. I am forever haunted by her tales of a
love affair she had with a married Agency man who loved to suck on
her toes. Denise was nearly impossible to end a conversation with.
I spent many a morning prisoner to her never-ending questioning and
frequent rambling about the above-mentioned toe-sucker before I
learned to avoid walking by her cubicle all together. Denise was
particularly interested in any man who showed even a hint of
interest in me. Male visitors to my cubicle were a source of
intense scrutiny from Denise, and upon their exit I was promptly
interrogated about my relationship with these supposed gentlemen
callers. She was convinced that any man within a mile radius of my
presence had amorous intentions, despite my many objections.


 


2) The James Bond
Wannabe

I had the misfortune of meeting many of this type
while at the CIA. A James Bond Wannabe is usually a
twenty-something-year-old with visions of James Bond dancing in her
head. These young women (I had more exposure to the female version)
would saddle up to you upon first meeting, appearing to pursue a
friendship. They could sometimes even appear helpless, and one
might be tempted to take them under one’s wing. But beware, Ms.
Wannabe is on a mission to fast track through the Farm and feels
she needs to prove what a great intelligence collector she can be.
Mentally never having left high school, she will attempt to learn
any personal information, perceived weaknesses, and secrets you may
have so she can report them back to anyone who will listen. She is
a formidable gossip at her finest and a professional backstabber.
Characterized by wide eyes, a friendly smile, and an
inappropriately timed wink.
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