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  “And ye shall know the truth and the truth shall make you free.”

—Carved in marble in the lobby of CIA headquarters, Langley, Virginia

“The crocodile is quick to sink but slow to come up.”

—Indonesian proverb
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  Undated Draft** THIS REPORT AND ALL

  Copy _L of JL copies** PAGES GRADED TS EYES

TO: DDC** ONLY DDGI, DCI, DIR

FROM: DIR** DO NOT DETACH

SUBJECT: Damage Assessment**DO NOT COPY

CABBAGE**DO NOT CROSS REF

 

SUMMARY AND RECOMMENDATIONS


    	
      Case officer code named CABBAGE, currently in Libya, is regarded as a defector. Notice posted to sections.

    


    	
      Assistance is being rendered to ODYOKE agencies seeking to apprehend subject and/or recover assets within U.S. jurisdiction.

    


    	
      The following operations should be regarded as compromised in whole or in part:

    

  

 

Italy, 1948

Burma, 1950

Tehran, 1953

Manila, 1954

Vietnam, 1987

Sumatra, 1958

Congo, 1961

Libya, 1969

Congo is coded D-l and Libya is coded B-2 (references appended). KUGAGE has been charged with preparation of fallback disinformation to be disseminated as required.

 


    	
      The office of the IG has been charged with responsibility for conducting internal review of actions undertaken by CABBAGE on his own initiative and without KUDOVE authority. Report due 90 days from the above date.

    


    	
      Current operations compromised: none.

    


    	
      Subject had limited access to weapons development and communications programs under KUBARK Directive 2138-PP. Level of compromise remains subject to ongoing evaluation by DIR.

    


    	
      Public dissemination of information and any further liaison with ODACID or other ODYOKE agencies should be at the exclusive discretion of the DCI.

    


    	
      This file to be reviewed monthly until one year after the above date and semiannually thereafter. All copies to be destroyed under DCI-101 one year after final disposition.

    

  

JPT/DIR initialed


   

Then.


  Prologue: Coup

Jakarta is just like any other city in the dead irons of the night. You wonder how they can afford to let all that physical plant sit idle while interest accrues on the national debt. Some people can’t.

You want to picture Jakarta, you picture those grainy 1950s newsreels of hard-eyed soldiers in pith helmets. You picture victory parades of scruffy ragtag revolutionaries down wide dirt boulevards in any out-of-the-way Asian capital. Hanoi. Pyongyang. That’s how I picture it anyway.

Now picture vans racing down those boulevards in the middle of the night. They came for the generals about three a.m. Hauled them out of bed and drove them to Halim, where the Communist Women were waiting.

They asked me a question about it on my orals. “Explain it. Explain September thirtieth, 1965.”

Human nature, I was tempted to say.

“The Gestapu coup, so called,” I began. “Gerulan September Tigapuluh. The 30 September Movement. I wrote a paper about it….” That was all I got out before Danauer gave me a look that would have wilted bamboo. Danauer was my adviser. “If you want, I’ll review the literature,” I backtracked. “There’s Anderson and McVey, the famous Cornell Paper. Then there’s Dake, Crouch, Pauker, Roeder, May.” * See Appendix A.

“You might begin with an overview,” Danauer suggested with a nod toward Frazier. Frazier was in quantitative methods and thought Indonesia was one of those dots in the South Pacific where with luck you could still find women who hadn’t learned to charge for casual sex.

“The army and the PKI* were trying to get at each other while Sukarno pretended to be above the fray,” I addressed myself to Frazier. “In fact, Sukarno was packing the cabinet with Communists. The Chinese were arming a People’s Militia, and Subandrio was spending half his time in Peking.”

* Partai Komunis Indonesia, at that time the third largest Communist party in the world, after China and the Soviet Union.

Frazier’s brow resolved into Lowell Thomas furrows. “Subandrio?”

“The foreign minister,” I filled him in. “Sukarno was president.”

“Ah, then. It’s perfectly simple,” Frazier said.

“The names are confusing,” I granted. “You see, many Indonesian names begin with S-U. It’s like Scottish names beginning with M-C or M-A-C. In Dutch script it’s written S-O-E.”

“Perfectly simple,” Frazier repeated. “So the Commies got ambitious and murdered a bunch of generals.”

I nodded. If Frazier wanted to take the whole exam, it was perfectly all right with me.

“The Communist Women were waiting at Halim Air Base, at a place called Lubang Pruaja. The Crocodile Hole. They were dancing and chanting. Some accounts say they were high on drugs. It was a pretty grim scene. They set upon the generals with stones and knives. Anyway, there was gouging of eyes and mutilation of sexual parts. They threw the bodies down a well.”

“What happened then?” Frazier wanted to know. He was really getting into it.

“A Lieutenant Colonel Untung came over the radio and announced a coup. Sukarno and Subandrio were with him at Halim. Also the air force chief of staff. Also Aidit, the head of the PKI.”

“Let’s get back to the role of the People’s Republic,” Mirsky said. He was the resident Sinologist and was just back from a sabbatical in Taipei.

“Why don’t we let Mr. McCallum finish his overview, Chet,” Danauer gently chided.

“It was a pivotal moment,” I went on. “The coup failed. The Communists were booted out—the Chinese along with them. The American oil companies were invited back in.”

“Failed?” Frazier said. “Failed why?”

“Suharto,” I said. “They forgot to kill Suharto.”

“I thought it was Sukarno,” Frazier said.

“Sukarno was president,” Danauer said without inflection. “Suharto was a general.”

“And S-U-B-A-N-D-R-I-O was foreign minister,” Frazier said carefully. If he wasn’t careful, they were going to award him another doctorate.

“Suharto did end up as president,” I said. Danauer winced.

“It’s perfectly simple,” Frazier said.

“It’s the names that make it confusing,” I said.

“It’s a damn Marx Brothers routine,” Frazier allowed.

“Why don’t you tell us how Suharto happened to prevail,” Mirsky prodded.

Danauer shot me a quick glance.

“Suharto had the Strategic Army Reserve,” I said. “He got control of the palace and radio station. Then he marched on Halim. He clobbered the Gestapu people and exhumed the bodies. The coup fell apart.”*

*See Appendix B.

“Yes? And?” Danauer nodded me along like a catechism teacher.

“It took Suharto two years to finish off Sukarno. The first thing he did was deal with the PKI. He sent his troops out into the countryside.” I stole a look at Danauer, who was nodding cautiously. “They call it the amok time. Amok, incidentally, is the only Indonesian word in common English usage. It means ‘wild,’ ‘out of control.’” I was getting it. Danauer had a Red-Auerbach-up-by-nineteen-with-four-to-play look. I mean he was about to light the cigar. For the first time I began to believe that I might actually pass.

“The soldiers ran amok. They issued machetes to the Muslims. Anybody who had a red card was fair game.” I was coasting downhill now. “They executed entire villages. On Bali groups of Hindu Communists put on death robes to walk into the machine-gun fire. People who had no political views at all were killed by neighbors who bore personal grudges. When it was all over, journalists put the death toll at upward of half a million.”

It was in the bag. Danauer’s face was complete satisfaction. I had offended no one and stepped on nobody’s pet theory of the world. Above all, I had maintained a controlled and measured tone. Half a million is not an insignificant number, but neither did I wish to appear overly impressed by it. This is the century of the Armenians and Ukrainians and European Jews. You don’t want to get carried away by half a million dead Indonesians, but neither should you neglect the fact that in some centuries it would have made a pretty respectable massacre.


   

Now.


  1.

Crockett

Crockett called on December 8. I remember distinctly because it was the second unexpected call in twenty-four hours. Jeremy had called the night before. He wanted to remind me that Tora! Tora! Tora! was on TV. He didn’t want me to miss it.

I remembered when we used to watch it together. We would make popcorn, and I would do the Roosevelt speech. I do a pretty good Roosevelt. I hit the infamy hard, with three spondees, and I really nail the second syllable of dastardly. I also know how to roll the air and naval forces of the Empire of Japan from the back of the throat.

“The day your mother sees the phone bill is a day that will live in infamy,” I said.

“She never bothers to check,” Jeremy said. “By the time the bill comes, she’ll think she made the call. Climb Mount Niitaka.”

I promised to catch the flick. Actually I was busy doing a little article on the Tokyo Agreements, but I couldn’t seem to get back into it. I flicked on the TV and caught the second half of Tora! and the first half of Midway, which was the Late Show on the same channel. It was a very patriotic channel.

About two a.m. a canned announcement came on and said that the second half of Midway would be shown the following evening. Until then there would be no way for a fellow to be sure that Spruance’s search planes would locate the Japanese carriers. I looked it up, and sure enough, TV Guide said Midway, Part I. Just the same, it was a dastardly trick.

My friend Sorel has this theory that low moments in life, when all is dull and blah, are the times to buy. It’s a nice theory if you happen to need cheering up at three o’clock in the morning. To illustrate, Sorel cites the odd fifteen-minute lull in his own colorful existence. Which is great for Sorel. I’m just not sure my life works like Advanced Micro Devices.

Crockett called the next morning at nine. I was sitting at my desk thinking about a blip on Sukarno’s kidney. Honest to God I was. Crockett had it on good authority that I was the bull-goose expert on Indonesian oil and mineral policy. Could I come down to Dallas and discuss a project with him? A fee was mentioned. Could I be there tomorrow afternoon?

Dallas is such an unexpected city out in the middle of all that nothing, you wonder if Johnny A. accidentally dropped a packet of skyscraper seed. Crockett’s office was in one of those skyscrapers with a lot of black glass and a slanted roof to let you know it was built by one of the hotshots. I wondered how they could fit an office into that bevel of slanted glass, and wouldn’t you know it, I was destined to find out.

On the way up in the elevator I just folded my arms and stared down at everybody’s custom-made boots. There was plenty of space on the top floor, so I guess the angle is just an optical illusion. Everything in Crockett’s office had that elusive European designer quality, along with a discreet little MC that you hardly knew was there but which was bound to wreck the resale value. It all made me extremely aware of the fact that the main thing I had acquired in life was about twenty-billion bits of arcane information.

“Welcome to Dallas,” Crockett said. “You like the view?”

“It reminds me of what Satan showed Jesus,” I said.

“Have a seat, Professor,” Crockett said. “Do you have a current visa for Indonesia?”

“I can get one,” I said.

“Excellent, excellent,” he said, as if we had dispensed with the central difficulty right off the bat. “Tell me about the head boy over there.”

I gave him the five-minute summary that Reagan gets, but without charts. Basically it said that Suharto was in control.

“Who’s the opposition?”

“Muslim extremists,” I said. “Suharto is a Muslim, but not a fanatic.”

“How about the Reds?”

“Hard to tell,” I said. “They had a big rebuilding job after 1965.”

“Tell me about these overtures to North Korea.”

I scanned Crockett’s face. Either somebody had planted the question, or he wasn’t half the ignoramus he was at pains to let on he was.

“The Indonesians have a bad case of paranoia about China,” I said. “The feelers to North Korea have more to do with that than with us.”

The kind of stuff I knew off the top was really astonishing. Why couldn’t I get respect from Laura Westin? Crockett mulled this new information over, and I began to think more highly of the chances of turning some of my arcane knowledge into nice cuff links. “Who’s the bull-goose honcho in their oil ministry?” Crockett finally said.

“Subroto,” I said. “He’s OPEC chairman this year, so day-to-day operations are being run by an economist named Moko.”

“A reasonable fellow?”

“Always when I’ve been with him. We were on a panel together. His degree is from The Hague.”

“That’s nice,” Crockett said. “My pappy always said, you don’t know dogs, take the one with the pedigree.”

Crockett leaned across the desk and looked me straight in the eye. It is a gesture typical of American businessmen who are about to come to the pitch.

“Now, Professor, I have shareholders and bankers to consider,” he began. I could feel a speech coming about how tough life was. “It wouldn’t do to put on a large piece of business over there if the head boys turned out to lack a proper respect for private property. Your friend Brother Moko was strictly reading Adam Smith, I take it?”

“No problem,” I said.

Crockett sat back in his chair again. It is a gesture typical of American businessmen who have just received the right response. “I want you to go back to Chicago and write it up,” he said. “How Suharto is in control, degrees from The Hague, all that. Let’s say fifty pages. Throw in some charts and graphs, bankers like that shit, and be sure to mention the North Korea stuff. Get yourself a visa. When I’m done showing your report around, I have a little negotiation I want you to carry out with Brother Moko.” I said I would do what he wanted. He was so pleased that he told me what it was all about. “There’s this little company called Indoil. They went hog-wild buying up Indonesian offshore tracts. It seemed smart at the time. Saudi light was going for thirty-four dollars. Of course the little tan boys insisted on fixed lifting schedules. Now Saudi light is twenty-five dollars and falling. It’s a disaster. Still, there is no disaster so terrible that someone cannot find good in it.”

“I take it you have found the silver lining,” I said.

“Oh, yes,” he said. “If you figure crude in the ground is worth at least five dollars a barrel, Indoil stock is now selling at thirty cents on the dollar. Where your friend Moko comes in is that the little tan boys are going to have to let me take my own good time sucking it up.”

“Why will they do that?” I was truly curious.

“Because the little tan boys did the first thing people do when they get smart. They got too smart. They killed the goose. Oh, they negotiated rings around the boys at Indoil, but Indoil is now a dead bird. Kaput, Chapter Eleven inside of twelve months. I can’t picture American courts sucking up oil at a loss for the benefit of the Indonesian current account, can you?” Crockett wiggled himself comfortably into the back of his chair the way a man does when the world confirms his views. “The only real trick is to get out there and get the goodies before that bastard Boone Pickens beats me to it.”

Crockett reached into his desk and came out with two cigars. They were large and packed in miniature Minuteman missiles and required preparation by a lethal-looking tool that Crockett used as a paperweight. The one Crockett handed across to me had a dryish smell, and I could tell that it had almost nothing in common with the Antonio y Cleopatras I had affected as a graduate student. Crockett snipped the end off both cigars and lit mine with his Saarinen cigarette lighter. It was then that I noticed the logo on his orange and black tie. He was a Princeton man.

When I got to the airport, Crockett’s dogsbody made them upgrade my ticket. It was the moment in the movie when Young Jimmy Kildare is made aware that there are possibilities in life other than pure research. One of the pleasures of doing business with Crockett was that it was first class all the way. It’s so well worth it on a corporate budget when Sam is picking up 50 percent. A university just doesn’t feel right spending money that way, not even if it happens to be located in Texas. I had just about persuaded myself that the North Korea question had been planted by one of his backers, who had probably gotten it out of the Sunday Times.

It was an additional reason for taking notice, though, when the fall copy of Pacifica turned up in the open briefcase of one of the businicrats in the last row of the first-class section. I caught just a glimpse of it on the way back from nature’s call. It’s amazing, really, how little of the cover you have to see to recognize a magazine in which you yourself have an article. I told myself it was just the kind of little anomaly a person has to get used to when the world finally begins to fall to his true capacities.


  2.

Insomnia

The paper was easily the best thing written on the coup, and never mind that it was written fifteen years ago for Danauer’s graduate seminar. Never mind, either, that it attacked every senior scholar in the field. Danauer had given it an A- during the era when an A of any sort from Danauer was like being doused with a vial of anointing oil. The minus was just Danauer’s way of reminding one that all scholarly judgments are subject to qualification.

I suppose it could have used a qualification or two, although that is not the sort of thing that occurs to a second-year graduate student at four o’clock in the morning. “Audacious and cleverly reasoned, if impertinent and overly dogmatic for work drawn entirely from secondary sources” went Danauer’s brief comment. “See me in office hours.” And all I had said was that Anderson, McVey, Dake, Crouch, Pauker, Roeder, and May were all full of it up to their ears.

“Couldn’t you find someone else to offend?” Danauer said at office hours. “Or perhaps for that you would require access to primary sources.”

“I didn’t exactly say they were wrong,” I countered.

“Only that their views were contradictory, and that no interpretation of the coup could be supported on the available data. And you implied…”

“But is it publishable?”

“Publishable?” Danauer rolled the thought around in guttural consonants. “In Ramparts, perhaps. Publish,” he echoed Wellington, “and drive taxis.”

I was two thirds of the way to my doctorate, and Danauer had already as much as agreed to be my thesis adviser. I got the message. The paper went to the bottom of my file drawer, where it lay for fifteen years. Until insomnia rooted it out.

Don’t think I don’t appreciate insomnia. Properly used, it can add up to 30 percent to a man’s productive life. It’s quality of life that worries me. With insomnia you tend not to live your life all the way up.

It started about a year ago and got a second wind last spring when Helen flew the coop. I mentioned it to Sorel. Helen had always insisted that Sorel was a gangster, but in point of fact he runs a commodities and options firm with seats on both the MERC and the CBOT. Sorel and I play racquetball every Tuesday and Thursday at seven a.m. Sorel is convinced that nothing can go wrong in life that can’t be fixed by a sauna, a cold beer, and a poker game.

“Hit back at it,” he said. “Show it who’s boss. If you’re gonna be awake, make constructive use of your time.”

What Sorel suggested was that I join his Friday night poker game. He said it would do me good. I should have known better. I spent two hours in the Regenstein boning up on the rules so as not to embarrass him in front of his friends. By evening I was in full command of the fact that a royal flush beats a full house and that one is advised against drawing into an inside straight. I even had a rudimentary sense of how you go about calculating the odds. Around midnight I won my first hand and the whole table applauded. I won another one around two a.m. By three a.m. I was $179 down and beginning to consider the use of toothpicks to prop my eyelids open. I thanked Sorel for a lovely diversion and tried to keep my eyes open to the point on the expressway from which the car knows the way.

I slept about ten minutes. The garage door was banging at an irregular interval. The neighbor’s cat was enjoying the latter stages of a successful seduction. I got up and walked past the room which had been Jeremy’s, and which will be his still if I don’t sell the house before summer. I flicked the light on and off and walked on down to my study.

It’s easy for people like Sorel to say you should just get up and work. The walls of my study are lined with books, half of which Jeremy had thoughtfully alphabetized. Have you ever tried to find an anthology by three obscure editors among two thousand half-alphabetized books at four o’clock in the morning?

I decided to go through my files instead. My files consist of about fifteen large cardboard boxes. The system is strictly LIFO. Whatever I kept from yesterday’s mail is on top. I started with the fourteenth box, which seemed as good a place as any. The item on top was a syllabus I first put together in 1973. There were grade rosters with the forgotten names of students who were now married, divorced, separated, having love affairs, and suffering their first heart attacks. There were a number of Jeremy’s early paintings, from before verisimilitude became a factor, and some old love letters Helen had written during our courtship. The paper was the second item from the bottom.

That was sometime in April. My neighbor’s cat is getting up in years, and he doesn’t get up to much when the temperature at midnight is in excess of fifty-five degrees. I had the garage door fixed in late May when the Sears repairman got back from an offseason trip to Barbados.

All those years in the bottom of my files hadn’t changed the paper a bit. Time had not withered it, and custom never had a chance. It didn’t even have typos, which spoke well, I thought, for a grad student of that era. I retyped the title page to get rid of the date and the last page to get rid of Danauer’s comment, and, oh, yes, I added a couple of recent articles to the bibliography; then I mailed it off before second thoughts could set in.

Pacifica took it, a little grudgingly I thought. At forty, I am a full professor at a major university with two published books,* one of them the standard work in the field, so Pacifica could hardly say no. I know, I know. Danauer had warned me. The sun and stars were going to fall; I would wreck my career and ruin my life. He had even arranged a grant for me to do statistical research in Jakarta like Old Dr. Gillespie saving Young Jimmy Kildare from his damfool notions. But that was fifteen years ago, and Danauer had retired. When the galleys arrived for proofing, the sun and stars were still in their appointed places. The only trouble was that I still wasn’t sleeping.

* See Appendix C.

NOTA BENE: Insomnia has a clairvoyant way about it. When you are about to make a costly mistake, insomnia knows. (It is also informed well in advance when your wife is about to run off with an English professor.) Sorel has a theory about it, of course, to wit: Insomnia is a leading indicator. You don’t get insomnia because of the bad things that have happened to you, you get insomnia because of the bad things that are going to happen to you.

The first warning sign was when San Diego suddenly turned lukewarm about a guest lecture. The second was when I wasn’t asked to run a panel at the Hawaii Conference. The third was when Gus Friedler managed to avoid me at every low dive in Honolulu. Gus and I had been in grad school at the same time, and we had cross-referenced each other’s work until we became close friends. What Gus was avoiding having to say was that IRCA,* of which he was a board member, had already decided to turn down my grant application.

* International Relations Council, Asian Division.

I told myself it wasn’t a catastrophe. I had a SEAAAC* grant already on the books, which included travel money for my work on the Tokyo Agreements. I could live with a slow period. The trouble was, insomnia wasn’t done with me yet. It had been conducting a systematic review of my character defects. I am an indifferent friend, and a worse husband. My Little League coach had accused me of having a bad attitude and being self-centered. I hadn’t visited my mother in two years or written my college roommate in more than five. I have a bad record for returning phone calls. I had promised Gran on her deathbed to become a minister. Well, not promised exactly. I had hedged my statement pretty carefully and kept my fingers crossed, and it is unclear whether promises made under duress are binding anyway. But I had insinuated. My personal judgments are often unsound. I always vote for the loser in presidential elections and invariably buy stocks the day before the release of unexpected bad news. God probably exists.

* Southeast Asian Affairs Advisory Council

The Pacifica article was in my hands by the first of November. It was such a small dull thing, and yet the raveled-sleeve knitter ever eluded me. My life was changing. Millionaires valued my opinions while old friends avoided me in bars. I flew first class on airplanes, where businessmen brought along my work for casual reading. One more significant event and I was going to become a high-risk heart-attack candidate.

I woke up on December 10 with an uneasy feeling. It was just possible that totally by chance a person carrying an obscure journal with an article I had written was sitting three rows behind me on the Dallas-Chicago flight. C. G. Jung believed in that sort of thing. He called it synchronicity. Personally, I am a skeptic. I wished I had been rude enough to stare and figure out which of the three men in the back row went with the briefcase.

That was one thing. The other thing was that I had slept a net three hours, and though they say that lying flat on your back is 90 percent as good, I don’t believe them for one minute. As if that wasn’t enough, my neighbor had chosen this morning to block the driveway. My neighbor and I share the driveway, which is inevitable for two houses on a block like ours. It’s like being seated next to the lefthander at a dinner party. If you are already tired, and have an uneasy feeling, and are late for racquetball
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