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PREFACE
The Bullies Blame 
Their Victim
In 1945, the victorious Allies created an organization, the United Nations, that was intended to protect civilization from another evil threat like that of the Nazis.
But the two superpowers that emerged from World War II soon did some rather stupid things.
First, they agreed to hold each other hostage by means of their increasing destructive capability, which could have obliterated all civilized life on earth. This awesome, mutually destructive power was to be monopolized by the U.S. and the USSR in tandem without letting the rest of the world have much to say about it. The survival or destruction of the entire human race was to be a bilateral affair that excluded the vast majority of the people who inhabited the earth.
Meanwhile, they had the gall to castigate any other nation that aspired to possess even a little weapon of mass destruction, an ambition that was hypocritically condemned as “proliferation.”
Idealistic thinking had slid into blatant hypocrisy. Accordingly, neither the U.S. nor the USSR was to permit the United Nations to meddle in the vital issues of the Cold War, nor in anything that could affect the survival of the human race in case the U.S.-Soviet standoff fell apart.
The slow road to absurdity was therefore the only route left open for the UN. Over the years it grew into a convenient arena for the neutrals and the not-so-neutrals of the Third World to air their petty disputes and pretend to be involved in humanitarian causes.
After the demise of the courageous but meddlesome Dag Hammarskjöld, who died in a plane crash under somewhat sinister circumstances, the superpowers reached agreement on selecting candidates for UN secretary-general who not only came from weak countries, but were certified wimps as well. This allowed the bullying superpowers to declare that the UN could not get anything done because it was just a debating society.
But a debating society was precisely what the U.S. and the USSR wanted the UN to be.
There was thus no avenue of escape from incompetence at the United Nations. Incompetence was expected. Nobody with a serious plan for reform could get anywhere because the system was deliberately maintained in a dysfunctional state by the big powers.
Nevertheless, the UN remained a spiritual magnet for many who hoped that the grave social injustices of the world would someday be eliminated—problems like disease, poverty, hunger, mistreatment of women, racism, the plight of the handicapped, the exploitation of children. Much noise on these issues would be made by special UN agencies as well as at UN conferences and during sessions of the UN General Assembly.
Yet very little was accomplished by these well-meaning activities if we are to judge from the appalling progress today of AIDS and other vicious plagues, from the prevailing specter everywhere of famine and malnutrition, from the atrocious current plight of women and children throughout the world, from the widespread practice of slavery, from the continued increase in racism and religious intolerance, or from the rampant spread of genocide and terrorism.
As an effective political organ, the UN was controlled from only one place—the UN Security Council—where the superpowers held sway. There the U.S. and the USSR made deals, including choosing weak and ineffectual UN secretaries-general whom both superpowers could manipulate.
Meanwhile, the UN General Assembly, some of the UN's more politically active agencies such as UNESCO, and the UN Secretariat became ideological battlefields. The most important battles were for the loyalties of the Third World—those politically, socially, and economically developing parts of the world coveted as spheres of influence by the superpowers.
Intertwined in the East-West ideological contest was the war of the Islamic world against Israel, a conflict that was won hands down early on at the UN by Israel's enemies. The General Assembly passed a famous resolution equating Zionism with racism in 1975. At the UN, it appeared that the Nazis had expelled or exterminated Jewish racists and that the surviving racists had gone to Palestine.
The U.S. was Israel's greatest—and only—friend. But we had other fish to fry at the UN, and our diplomats were not about to take on the Islamic world over Israel on an either/or basis. It was enough that the U.S. supported Israel bilaterally with economic and military assistance.
The blatant and pervasive anti-Semitism at the UN was apparently regarded as a necessary evil of no great consequence by the U.S. government when the Cold War was at its height. After all, the UN was nothing more than a forum for venting grievances and for masking the dreadful international crime being perpetrated by the two superpowers, who continued for fifty long and anxiety-laden years to threaten to put an end to civilized life on earth at a time of their own choosing. Inexplicably enough, the U.S. government also turned a blind eye to the use of the UN Secretariat as a base for Soviet espionage activities.
But then the USSR collapsed after having drained its incompetent economy by pursuing an unsustainable arms race with the U.S. That has left the U.S. playing the role of the only superpower, or bully, as many UN staffers like to think of us.
The “natural” and long-condoned atmosphere of political anti-Semitism at the UN is now rapidly promoting the formation of an anti-U.S., anti-Israeli coalition. This is happening regardless of the alliances and alignments the United States may be trying to maintain bilaterally or on a regional basis in different parts of the world.
The UN Secretariat has always been a political battleground. Should the UN Secretariat continue to operate as a covert arena for political maneuvering and disputes when it is supposed to be neutral, something it has never been? Is the present not a good time for the American people to insist on cleaning up the dirty politics at the UN, since the U.S. taxpayer is unwittingly funding anti-Semitism and a mindless form of anti-Americanism there?
The Secretariat has long functioned as a clearinghouse operation for Islamic extremist organizations devoted to the extermination of the state of Israel. Is there a way of coordinating antiterrorist law enforcement activities worldwide with an effective inspection of the goings-on in the UN Secretariat?
Are the causes of peace and world stability—ostensible UN goals—doomed to failure in a UN that harbors disruptive clandestine activities?
Does the UN have a value at present and for the future that transcends its inherited weaknesses? Most important, can anything be done to overcome the dysfunctional legacy of the organization?
My outlandish experiences as the “top American spy” for a decade in the UN Secretariat may provide some candid answers to these questions that go beyond the cosmetic reforms that are being introduced periodically.

CHAPTER ONE
So Your Father Was Jew!
So your father was Jew, yes?” United Nations Undersecretary-General Viacheslav Ustinov asked me abruptly.
 He was a Russian who squinted constantly and spoke English with a forced, high-pitched voice and a persistent interrogative inflection. Instead of saying “er” between words, he said “myah.” His eyes marbled off the wall next to him, cluttered with several pictures, poster-style, of the United Nations building and a large one of the Palace of Culture in Moscow. His shifting eye movements toward me and the wall seemed to be saying, “See? The United Nations may be in New York, but the Palace of Culture is in Moscow!”
Ustinov was the top Soviet official in the UN Secretariat, but not the top Soviet agent. His special assistant who watched over him held that honor, a fact that was well known around the corridors. Arkady Kashirin spoke and acted unmistakably as a member of the Soviet Committee on Government Security, or KGB. He would let you know with side glances and body language that he, Kashirin, was really in charge.
In a sense I outranked Ustinov, for I was understood to be the top American spy, a new commodity with my arrival at the UN. During the Cold War the Soviets had established a considerable covert beachhead at the UN Secretariat, and I had been unofficially appointed by Vice President Bush to monitor their activities. But I probably did not match Kashirin, who held real power over Ustinov as a KGB control. I was one against 274 of them at the time of my arrival, for, unfortunately, I was the only American spy. I knew that all too well, as did Kashirin. Still, I believe that he considered me to be some sort of worthy rival. We owed each other professional courtesy as spies and scoundrels. During the Soviet era, no stigma was attached to being a scoundrel in support of the right cause.
I had entered never-never land only a few days before, arriving from Washington in mid-September 1983. It was not that I was unaccustomed to circuslike environments, for I had already spent twenty-seven years in the U.S. government, including time with several executive departments, two White House staffs, and an international development bank—all organizations in which bizarre professional styles and equally bizarre codes of conduct were standard. I had also spent a considerable amount of time informally lobbying and appearing before the U.S. Congress.
But the United Nations Secretariat seemed to me at first glance to be a loosely supervised playground for alarmingly disturbed adults. Even the Soviet staff members were allowed to engage in whimsical bureaucratic escapades provided they did not run away or defect. I was still too narrow-minded and unprepared for so much lunacy.
Ustinov's question about my father's lineage was one that had never been put to me while serving in the United States government. I asked Ustinov to repeat the question.
“Your father, your father, he was Jew.”
“My father was a Basque with a non-Basque last name. I don't believe he was a Jew.”
“Yes, yes,” Ustinov insisted. “Your father was Jew. I know. I have very good sources in this building. You have a big file here at UN now. Also, I have article—recent article—about you in newspaper Washington Times. It say your father was composer. I know!”
Several thoughts occurred to me during this seemingly demented confrontation. Are all composers Jews? Was the KGB moonlighting for the United Nations in Washington, stealing people's records for their UN personnel files? Why did my Soviet inquisitor give a damn who my father was? And more specifically, why was I—until a few days before an assistant secretary in good standing in the U.S. Department of the Interior—being subjected to this blatant anti-Semitic harassment? And why, indeed, was I being put in a position where I had to deny being Jewish in front of this idiot or anyone else?
But what I considered preposterous seemed to be a question of the utmost importance at the UN. Why was the United States sponsoring a Secretariat official who was also a Jew? Did it have any political significance? Was it a tangible and legitimate issue?
I quickly realized that haggling and lengthy arguments were the wrong strategy with the likes of Undersecretary-General Ustinov, who delivered an incoherent combination of smiles and intimidating expressions that did not appear to parallel his words.
“All right, my father was indeed a Jew, and proud of it, too!” I lied belligerently. Ustinov smiled very smugly, but gently, in what he thought was his moment of triumph.
But then he frowned.
“Yes, I thought,” he said.
Soviet bureaucrats had to be right—always. I knew about that from numerous encounters with them in Geneva and other places during my Defense Department days. They would never agree with you. You had to make them think you agreed with them to get any point across.
Soon the mystery unraveled, however. The originator of another interrogation was not a Russian. He was a Peruvian.
Two days prior to my courtesy call on comrade Ustinov, I had visited the UN secretary-general, Javier Pérez de Cuellar, whose policy planning director I had been asked to become by means of an “urgent” telegram-contract from the secretary-general himself.
Don Javier, a Peruvian diplomat, was not much of a conversationalist. His occasional flair for subtle Cheshire cat humor later indicated to me that he was not stupid. Yet during social occasions he used to focus nervously on obvious trivia. At receptions he would say things like “The food is still warm at the buffet” or “So many people here are Polish,” at a social gathering at the Polish mission.
“Your name is Sanjuan,” Don Javier said at one point during that first meeting, with a slight interrogatory inflection. I had spent the previous first awkward minutes in a belligerent exchange with him, sitting on a couch across from his desk in his six-window office facing the East River from the thirty-eighth story of the UN—a great view except that much of the river traffic there usually consists of garbage scows. He did not look directly at me but in a glancing way, indicating that he saw me only peripherally.
“Yes, Sanjuan is indeed my name! I got it from my father, Don Javier. But then you have known that for a while now!”
“Yes,” he replied, now gazing out the windows. “But how did you get the name of a saint? It is not very common.”
“Well,” I replied, “probably some ancestor of mine, way back at the end of the fifteenth century in Spain, converting from Judaism to Christianity, changed his name to San Juan as a sign of his sincere conversion, or so my father used to conjecture.”
The secretary-general—apparently quite disturbed at the possibility that I was of Jewish descent—must have commented about the untoward discovery to a few of his aides. So at least the indiscreet Emilio de Olivares, Javier's assistant, suggested to me, apparently in an effort to ingratiate himself. Nevertheless, Olivares himself probably passed the alarming word around, “The Americans have sent us a Jew in disguise.” And I was to be the top and only American spy with White House credentials. This was bad news. The news soon reached Ustinov, who confronted me with the “hidden facts” of my case when I paid him the courtesy call a few days later.
These Ionesco-like scenes did not take place in seventeenth-century Warsaw, nor in Minsk in the previous century, nor in the Kiev ghetto during the reign of Nicholas I of Russia. This was taking place in New York City in late September 1983, inside an international enclave apparently totally removed from the reality surrounding it.
For me it was the beginning of an anti-Semitic journey of ten years' duration that never ceased to amaze me, particularly after I realized that anti-Semitism was an established part of the UN way of life. It was not just a political attitude involving Israel. Anti-Semitism was a cultural mind-set, colloidally suspended or emulsified, that defined the UN “culture.”
Yet this was not the only paradox that disfigured an otherwise benevolent and humanitarian UN image. Other quaint forms of racism as well as the indulgence of incompetence and sloth, along with a pervasive ecosystem of corruption, all competed for the UN malpractice trophy.
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I had arrived at the main doors of that famous glass tower on Manhattan's First Avenue without a pass. It was a warm September day. My arrival was awaited in the office of the secretary-general with suspicion and alarm. The American spy was not welcome. The secretary-general himself was a former Peruvian ambassador to Moscow whom I had first met when I was a member of U.S. delegations dealing with the doomed Law of the Sea Treaty and the laws of war.
A uniformed guard had met me at the United Nations visitors' entrance. Tourists in shorts and sandals, some in pin curls with noisy children running around eating lollipops, were being allowed free access to the building. But not I, even on my first day of official duty. There was never much meaningful security at the UN, particularly in those preterrorist days. But the reception accorded to me was special. I seemed to be the present danger. Although I was actually already on the staff of the secretary-general, the guard escorted me in much the way they used with prisoners going to maximum security in Alcatraz. Still another guard halted me after I left the elevator at the thirty-eighth floor.
“Wait!” he commanded.
“Have you forgotten something?” I asked him quite audibly.
“What?”
“The word ‘please,' my friend,” I said, again just as audibly.
I told him I had no intention of proceeding anywhere since I did not know my way around and had recently been to the bathroom. He was not amused. Abruptly he pointed his finger to a place behind him by the windows that faced New York's East River.
I did not budge. Finally a secretary came up to me. She kept her eyes mostly closed, her eyelids strangely fluttering, I suppose to signify from the start her lack of patience with me. She did not ask me who I was. She knew who I was all too well. Apparently only I didn't know just exactly what I represented to the occupants of the thirty-eighth floor, the UN sanctum sanctorum. She must have sensed that I was an obvious, pulsating threat. Without a word, but by means of peremptory hand signals—emphasized by long, curving artificial fingernails—she led me to a narrow waiting room. I sat down on a leather armchair from which I could still see the huffy, claw-festooned secretary fidgeting at her desk.
My left eye caught hers. She came back to the door of the waiting room and shut it with unnecessary force.
“An auspicious beginning!” I thought. She soon reappeared and almost shouted with a British accent of palpable Argentine origin, “He will see ju!”
“When?” I asked.
“Immediately!” she blurted.
Before the nonsense about the origin of my name, Pérez de Cuellar appeared strangely taciturn, very shy, and, for some reason, somewhat embarrassed. He finally mentioned the weather. I instinctively looked out one of his six windows to verify the gibberish about the atmospheric conditions, and I realized that the helicopters making their approach to the heliport on Thirty-fourth Street were actually flying below the secretary-general's window, perhaps as a sign of homage.
“You were proposed by Vice President George Bush as director for political affairs. How do you feel about that?” the secretary-general asked me hesitatingly.
“Look, Don Javier,” I replied, “with all due respect, I believe we both understand enough about politics not to treat this as some sort of job interview. I have a telegram from you that purports to be a full-fledged contract.”
The secretary-general nodded nervously. Apparently he was not really a contentious man. He proceeded to show me his collection of Latin American art, most of which hung above the couch.
The title of secretary-general is confusing to many people. It means that he is supposed to be in charge of the UN Secretariat, which is in turn presumed to function as the UN nerve center. The UN General Assembly and the UN Security Council are roughly—very roughly—equivalent to the House and Senate. Thus the secretary-general is like a president—the person charged with implementing the laws or resolutions passed by the assembly and council and with taking executive initiatives as well. But this simple description would be misleading.
From its very inception in the mid-1940s, the UN was conceived as an organization where the victors of WWII would apportion real power among themselves while sharing certain seductive but ornamental functions with the rest of the world. Thus the UN Security Council was to deal with issues affecting security, as its name implied. On it, the uncomfortable partners in the grand alliance against Germany, Italy, and Japan had permanent seats and power to veto initiatives put to a vote. In fact, as the Cold War unfolded, there were only two meaningful participants in the Security Council—the United States, with its surrogates the United Kingdom and France, and the Soviet Union, with the People's Republic of China. Usually outvoted by the total membership of the Security Council, the Soviet bloc relied heavily on the veto for damage control.
The General Assembly, as its name implies, was very “general.” There, all the UN member states had and still have one vote. Today the People's Republic of China, with a population of over 1.2 billion, has the same single vote in the UN General Assembly as does the Republic of Belau, created after a plebiscite I organized in the Pacific Trust Territory in 1983 when I was assistant secretary of interior. The population of Belau has exploded from 15,000 in 1984 to over 17,000 today. The concept of one vote per member state reflected the mind-set of the victors of WWII. Let the rest of the world have a forum from which to vent against or endorse the policies of the superpowers. UN General Assembly resolutions, of course, can have symbolic influence. In addition, the General Assembly carries out certain organizational functions that require perfunctory approval. But it is not and cannot be, under the existing representational apportionment, a meaningful world parliament.
The UN Secretariat is more than the administrative-executive branch of the UN. Implied in the concept that the Secretariat is to remain removed from the direct influence of the member states in its operations is an overall attitude of quarantine under which the most nefarious political stratagems are carried out along with the most outrageously corrupt practices, all under the cloak of diplomatic immunity and freedom from oversight.
During that first official meeting, Pérez de Cuellar, having gotten nowhere with his first approach, now tried a totally different tack. He explained that I was to direct policy planning for him and the Security Council with a staff ostensibly controlled by the Soviets. But, he added, in hushed tones, as if the walls of his office had ears (they probably did), that I would also be working as his liaison with the White House and U.S. Congress. He knew I had strong connections in Washington, and he expected me to use my good offices with Vice President Bush as well as with his “dear friend,” U.S. Permanent Representative Ambassador Jeane J. Kirkpatrick.
In other words, he suggested that I, the “feared” American spy, should become a double agent. I remained silent.
I was soon to learn that the Soviets over the years had managed to maneuver, haggle, cajole, cheat, and bully themselves into many of the key positions in the UN Secretariat.
Although in the course of this narrative I will expose this network of Soviet control, I should point out at this juncture that the “Soviet” department of political and Security Council affairs, always to be headed by a Soviet undersecretary-general, was thoroughly controlled by the Kremlin through a system of Soviet assistants and KGB operatives placed in all supervisory positions. The large UN library was always headed by a Soviet librarian and the large majority of its staff consisted of Soviet officials. The secretary-general had a Soviet special assistant without a corresponding American aide. The Russian translation division, by far the largest group of translators and interpreters at the UN, was composed exclusively of Soviet-seconded personnel. In addition, pivotal positions in all other departments were reserved for Soviet-seconded officials, particularly in the administrative and personnel areas and in the vast Department of Public Affairs. All these positions remained under permanent Soviet control. Further on, we will see by what bureaucratic devices this control was brought about.
My State Department briefings had not included any details about the degree of Soviet hegemony in the UN Secretariat. Yet the Soviets essentially controlled the place with a regiment-sized staff and numerous surrogates from the rest of the Eastern bloc. Their official duties were often administrative, but their actual purpose was to protect a gigantic intelligence collection operation, which they ran under the cover of the UN. Their espionage efforts were directed almost entirely at the United States, called the “host country” in UN parlance—“host” in the same sense as a large organism is host to an infection. The U.S. Department of State had either ignored this Soviet undercover force or did not consider it to be of any importance.
George H. W. Bush knew something about this Soviet UN control system, not only because he himself had served as U.S. permanent representative at the UN, but also because he had followed Soviet intelligence-gathering activities closely when he served as director of the Central Intelligence Agency. When I collaborated with him at the American Enterprise Institute, he once or twice mentioned the UN as a center for Soviet espionage and was pleased when his colleague at AEI, Jeane J. Kirkpatrick, was selected by President Reagan as the US-UN permanent representative. Jeane felt all along that I should be inside the UN Secretariat because of my Soviet-area graduate studies background, my knowledge of Russian, and my more recent experience in different aspects of military intelligence. During my work as one of the coordinators of the Reagan-Bush transition team at the State Department, I had managed Jeane's rehearsal and preparation for her Senate hearing as proposed U.S. ambassador to the UN.
Although I first accepted the position of assistant secretary of interior for territories and international affairs, Bush and Kirkpatrick waited until an important policy post in the UN Secretariat opened up before persuading the Reagan White House that I was the right person to become the first actual American spy at the UN.
Another Peruvian subsequently joined us during the first introductory meeting between Javier Pérez de Cuellar and myself—the secretary-general's top assistant Emilio de Olivares. For some reason he reminded me of Aramis in The Three Musketeers, sort of roly-poly but with eyes that betrayed a mean streak. Emilio and the secretary-general both made it a point to emphasize that they understood the need to check Soviet influence in the Secretariat. Underneath their “international” cloak, both of them claimed to support the United States and the West, something they harped on repeatedly to make sure I appreciated their friendship for the U.S. The secretary-general said, “We are all originally of European ancestry and tradition, after all—even you as a convert Jew.”
“I am not a convert Jew, Don Javier. My father thought that he may have had a distant ancestor who was.” The secretary-general gazed out of one of his six windows.
I believed less than 50 percent of the secretary-general's gratuitous protestations of love for America. I was overestimating.
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“You are that fellow Sanjuan?”
I had now entered Brian Urquhart's office, the British undersecretary-general who had been described to me as an “institution,” having been at the UN since its founding.
“Well, if you put it that way, I guess I am. I hope you are not disappointed . . . or whatever,” I retorted—in a somewhat feisty manner, because the general reaction to me as a two-headed goat was beginning to disturb me.
“Well, your fame precedes you,” Urquhart replied, all the while looking down at the floor in a token of well-bred British disdain.
“Tell me,” he proceeded, “what was your role during the Spanish Civil War?”
My file, or what would be more properly referred to as my “dossier,” was apparently being circulated throughout the upper levels of the UN bureaucracy. Those who had read the file and passed it along must all have been speed-readers, for the file, as I later learned, was about six inches thick and probably compiled over a period of several months in anticipation of my arrival. It was not compiled by the FBI, nor by the UN secret service—for there is no such thing—but in all probability by competent researchers working for the KGB within the Soviet staff in the Secretariat. They must have assembled a copious collection of (mostly trivial) documents and made the file available to the secretary-general as a courtesy, and he in turn saw to it that the bulging folder got passed around. It would have informed them that I had held a large number of government jobs.
I started in government as deputy chief of protocol in the State Department but working as Bobby Kennedy's “hatchetman,” much to the discomfort of the staid Foreign Service bureaucracy. My mottled career as a troublemaker in the U.S. government subsequently involved a stint on the White House staff of Lyndon Johnson; then I became the nemesis of the president of the Inter-American Development Bank, a crook; this was followed by four years in the Office of the Secretary of Defense as deputy director for policy plans, deputy coordinator of the Law of the Sea task force at Defense, chief defense negotiator of the U.S. Chemical Warfare Treaty proposal, and chairman of the Defense Energy Task Force; then director for public affairs at the Arms Control and Disarmament Agency for two years; one year as the only Republican on the White House staff of President Carter; and three years as assistant secretary of interior.
In spite of Javier's pro-American protestations, I was nevertheless still the threatening intruder. Javier had probably shown the Soviets the reverse side of his coin of allegiance, how important he thought it was to keep American influence down at the UN. They were all Europeans also.
“My role during the Spanish Civil War? Well,” I replied to Urquhart's inquiry, “let me see. I was the leader of one of the international brigades that fought against Franco. And, considering that I was six years old when that conflict started and eight when my family managed to leave Spain, I was, as you can see, quite precocious.”
“Oh,” said Urquhart with a frown. “Yes, I see. Well, your father was a musician, wasn't he? Did he know Gustavo Durán?”
Gustavo Durán had been a rather remarkable adventurer, a young composer by profession when the Spanish Civil War started in 1936 who joined the Spanish Republican military ranks, fought valiantly, and was gradually promoted in the field from enlisted man to general in command of a sector of the front in Cataluña. When the war ended, Durán fled to London, where he eventually married a wealthy Englishwoman. Subsequently he came to New York and joined the UN, apparently becoming a good friend of Brian Urquhart. My father, as a matter of fact, had known him in the 1940s when Durán moved about in New York musical circles.
“Yes, my father knew Durán, but in New York, not in Spain,” I said.
“Ah, I see. But they were friends, I suppose,” murmured Urquhart.
“Yes. I suppose they were,” I said, “but are you trying to find out where my father stood politically during the Spanish Civil War? Was he a fascist or a communist? Is that it? Because if that is your intent, the answer is that my father, who is apparently getting to be well known here in the UN Secretariat, hated the fascists and the communists, and the socialists and the anarchists all equally and at the same time. He was a composer and a conductor, and all those insane warring factions in Spain were lousing up his career plans. My father was much more partial to Beethoven, Mozart, and Stravinsky than he was to Lenin, Hitler, or Mussolini. By the way, he knew Franco while serving in the Spanish army and was much later also a friend of Manuel Azaña, president of the Spanish Republic. Go figure, huh?”
I left Urquhart's office rather awkwardly. That was when I decided to take notes following all such further bizarre confrontations.
This was indeed a new experience for me after a twenty-seven-year career in the U.S. government. No matter how hostile the environment in Washington, this kind of third degree, this no-holds-barred grilling, was seldom if ever practiced.
My encounter with Brian Urquhart clearly illustrated the time warp at the UN. This British gentleman, this “institution” who had been recommended to me, was trying to decode my political DNA by referring back to “his” times, when postwar events finally led to the creation of the UN. The good times were during World War II, the antifascist struggle, and the liberal enthusiasm for a world order free from the black threat of fascism. Was I a fascist in disguise? That's what he wanted to know.
No, he had determined. I may have been a communist at an earlier time, as a child, perhaps, but not a fascist. Yet to him, who was nevertheless British, I was not a real American. Reagan should send as a spy to the UN a real American, surely not one who had played any role in the Spanish Civil War.
In a quaint sort of way, Urquhart was an interesting relic now deriving warm comfort from the protection afforded in an asylum for relics.
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Mr. Videndra Dayal, chef de cabinet (chief of staff) of the United Nations Secretariat, put his hands together, fingers extended, and inclined his head forward—a common UN affectation—as he interrogated me during another ill-fated “courtesy call.” Vindu, as his close friends called him to his face and most everyone else called him behind his back, was a small man with slightly bulging eyes and a distinctively British tailored look and accent who sported a strongly scented aftershave.
“Now that you are on the UN Secretariat staff, you may have to make a choice between your loyalty to the United States and perhaps to some other entity, and your loyalty to the secretary-general of the United Nations. Which way would you choose?”
First I was startled, then puzzled. The question was patently improper because it implied that in order to serve the United Nations adequately, an American had to be prepared to betray his own country. The secretary-general had already suggested that I do so by becoming a double agent. I was still suspected of being Jewish, and the “other entity” seemed to refer indirectly to Israel, since, as everyone knew, all Jews have a dual allegiance.
“Do you mean loyalty to the UN secretary-general or to the United Nations?” I asked.
“It is one and the same,” Dayal replied, his head still tilted forward.
“Well, to me it isn't, Mr. Dayal,” I said. “I wonder if you have put this type of question to any other recent appointees. Indeed, I wonder if you interrogate them at all. I fail to see how that choice would ever come up here at the UN Secretariat. The bottom line is this: If I ever faced such a dilemma, I would settle it easily by resigning.”
Dayal was a morose critic of the United States who nevertheless considered himself a “neutral” observer. He proceeded to argue casuistically that everyone knew the Soviets had to operate by ignoring what they considered the temporary independence of any “international” organization. After all, in 1983 the Soviets and their surrogates were still anticipating the triumph of world communism and were therefore justified in not respecting the independence of any other world organization. Given their stated ambitions, it was simply to be expected that they would try to undermine the United Nations. On the other hand, Dayal made it clear that the case of the United States was totally different. We were a law-abiding (albeit “imperialist”) nation whose citizens working in the Secretariat were expected to be perfectly behaved international civil servants and not spies or counterspies, which is how I was perceived.
Dayal obviously considered this definition of the different status of Soviets at the UN a rather clever way of laughing at the simplistic, noblesse oblige policy of the United States. The Soviets were not so stupid, he thought, but the Americans were.

CHAPTER TWO
Learning the Ropes
The reader may be wondering how the UN Secretariat, whose function is essentially to support the secretary-general, manages to employ over six thousand people at an annual cost that has long bypassed the $2 billion mark. We must therefore provide a brief survey of the Secretariat's highly redundant structure and staffing practices.
The putative nerve center of the United Nations is the UN Secretariat. Headquarters for the Secretariat is in mid-Manhattan by the East River. The operation is housed in a forty-story building, a well-known New York landmark, in two forty-story skyscrapers across First Avenue, known as DC-1 and DC-2, and in several large structures, such as the nearby former Chrysler Building, where thousands of additional square feet of space are rented.
In Geneva, Switzerland, a large complex that used to house the now defunct League of Nations as well as additional rented space now constitutes what is essentially a duplicate UN headquarters capable of servicing the requirements of conferences, the General Assembly, the Security Council, the Trusteeship Council, and the Economic and Social Council (ECOSOC), bodies that already have ample permanent facilities in New York. The Trusteeship Council meets only once a year for a few minutes in New York.
In Vienna, the UN has another near replica of its New York headquarters at the International Center, with an additional set of duplicate facilities existing next door, built by Kurt Waldheim, the crypto-Nazi UN secretary-general and later president of Austria. For a while he had
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