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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  This is the story of my nomadic life as the wife of a man who worked under deep cover for the CIA. This is not an expose of the CIA. It is a story about how I endured as both wife and mother, living under great pressure and in strange lands.


  Everything written in this narrative is true. However, it was necessary that I exercise extreme discretion in revealing details that might disclose the identity of the American companies who so valiantly agreed to hire my husband. They trusted that he would do his job well while also allowing him the freedom he required to accomplish what was necessary for his true vocation. Because of this, I have reluctantly excluded some details that might have contributed more vivid descriptions of people and places and activities, and which would have made the story more complete. Most of the names have been changed to protect the innocent and the sly.


  My admiration and respect for the American institutions who showed their confidence in my husband, and who consistently displayed their faith in him without question, by far exceeds the need to embroider a book. These people were true patriots who took enormous risks. We were at all times grateful to them.
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  “They arrive at a point in life having themselves, in their demanding and dominating (false) selves, lived a lie—where they mistrust almost everyone, look for the hidden meaning and motives behind even the most sincere statements of friends and loved ones.”


  —Winston McKinley Scott, CIA Deep Cover Officer, Mexico


  “When you play on the street, it’s part of the game. I know that. Just don’t ask me to like it.”


  —Tess Trueheart to Dick Tracy


  TRAINING


  (1962-1964)


  No Need to Know


  “I’ve applied for a job with the CIA!” Frank revealed over the phone with excitement. “I took a number of tests today, and I have a psychiatric test tomorrow.”


  I couldn’t take this seriously. Frank had just earned his master’s degree in political science and international relations, graduating at the top of his class. In our discussions about the career avenues he might consider, where his particular skills would be most pertinent, we agreed that there had to be a branch of the government seeking someone with his background. He had consequently gone to Washington to apply for a job with the Foreign Service. One of the men conducting interviews had perused Frank’s résumé and thought he was a likely candidate for the CIA. Frank knew the CIA housed numerous departments and was immediately taken with the thought of being involved in one of them. I had no inkling that this news might be something I shouldn’t talk about. I assumed he might work in an office job as a staff member in Washington. Being a spy was too ludicrous a notion and, as a matter of fact, did not even occur to me.


  When Frank called with his news, I was having coffee with my friend Christine. We were both pregnant at the time, she with her first child and I with our second. She had been asking me what to expect when labor started and I told her that “you’ll probably have false labor pains,” because I was experiencing them myself. I was seven months into my pregnancy. Frank and I had agreed it was a safe time for him to be away and leave me on my own with our son John.


  That same night, I had a dream so startling and frightening that it woke me up. I turned on the light and was horrified to discover that I was hemorrhaging. Afraid to move, my first thought was that I had to call my neighbor, Mary, who was not only a good friend but also a nurse. I had telephoned her only once before, because we were so accustomed to seeing each other daily, but on that one occasion, she had guests, so I had looked up her number in the phone book. Amazingly, I remembered and dialed the correct number, and Mary immediately came over and wrapped me in bath towels while her husband called the hospital and brought his car up front.


  I was so weak that I had to lie down in the back seat. “Guess what?” I said as the car began to roll. “Looks like Frank has a job with the CIA.” I was going into shock, not recognizing the severity of my condition. I was shaking when we arrived at the hospital at four in the morning, and my doctor was waiting at the door with what appeared to be the entire hospital staff on alert. As I was put on a gurney and rushed to the room with the doctor beside me, I cheerfully said, “Did you know that my husband has a job with the CIA?” “That’s nice,” he said in a tone used to speak to children, as we tore down the hall. After being hooked up to equipment used for blood transfusions, I felt compelled to tell the nurse as well.


  I was in full labor now, ho hum, and shaking with cold and good cheer. My doctor came in and told me there was no time to waste if he was going to save my life because my blood pressure had dropped dangerously. I had never seen him so stern. He said he had to perform a cesarean and that it would possibly sacrifice the life of my child. I said, “No, no, no, that’s absurd. Take me to the delivery room and I’ll be fine.” Without my permission, or Frank’s, he could not operate. He threw his hands with an I-give-up gesture, and I found myself hurtling down the corridor to the delivery room. “Guess what?” I told the orderly. “My husband works for the CIA!”


  And Kristin was born. She was five pounds of perfect baby with a sweep of dark eyelashes. The nurses exclaimed at her beauty, and the doctor did an Irish jig. I was in a very good mood. Kristin was rushed to an incubator and I was put in a room, with transfusions dripping into both arms. My dear doctor came in, still in his scrubs, mask hanging under his chin. “God,” he said shaking his head, “you scared me.” He sat down with his hands on his knees, head bowed. “By the way,” I said, “did I tell you Frank is going to be working for the CIA?”


  Frank’s cover was blown before he was hired.


  At that time, I had never heard of the unbendable creed: “No Need To Know.”


  Frank


  Everything in Frank’s background had a common thread. It seemed to me that he had been courting danger from the time he was released from the confines of the family home. He had not been allowed to ride a bicycle until he was twelve years old (although at fourteen he was secretly learning to drive a car). His parents had coddled him to save him from the danger in the street and the danger in the world. When he was a child, if he had a head cold he was bundled up and taken to the doctor or even to the emergency room at the hospital. He was born late in his parents’ life and they treasured him. Their fears became an integral part of his life: Be careful. Don’t cross the street. Watch for cars. Don’t climb so high.


  He was raised a Catholic, attending Catholic schools. His parents dreamed that he’d become a priest and when he was an altar boy, he seriously pondered it. When he reached his teens, he knew he could not make the sacrifice, but he continued to say the rosary twice a day. In some cases, the fears of the parents are foisted on the child, but in Frank’s case, he was eager to break away, to take risks, and to experience what had hitherto been forbidden thrills.


  Frank wanted to drive fast cars, buy an ocelot for a pet, and kiss a girl (in that order). Even kissing a girl appeared to be a dangerous experiment. He had a crush on the girl next door, a daughter of family friends, but was clandestinely watched by his father, who wanted to ensure that there would be nothing to confess to a priest. When Frank and the girl sat on a swing on the front porch, his father watched from the shadows of the street.


  There was so much for Frank to rebel against. His new job covered all the bases.


  Frank would have been the perfect selection for the college debating team. He was literary, articulate and witty, a voracious reader and a consummate politician in the truest sense of the word. But that was not macho enough. As an extracurricular activity, he chose boxing. When describing his first boxing match, Frank said his opponent looked like Bruno, the menacing and fearsome brute in the comic strip Popeye. Within three minutes, Frank found himself back in the locker room with a concussion. It was the beginning and end of his boxing career.


  After graduating from college, Frank told his parents that he was going to join the Marine Corps and become a fighter pilot. His mother fell apart, begging him to reconsider, as I certainly would have done if our son had proposed such a move. It was a stunning decision for a college graduate with straight As and the entire world at his feet. There were multiple choices he could’ve explored, but he was adamant.


  Having obtained his degree in political science and international relations, joining the CIA under deep cover fit into his pattern. Upon being accepted, he was told that he could tell only one member of his family, and he chose his sister. I, too, told my sister. I didn’t believe that there was a reality behind the plots of books and movies about spies, and I had never been interested in those books, but our parents would have been bewildered and frightened.


  It was probably Frank’s political bent that best suited him to the world of espionage, his ability to juggle wit and wisdom and manipulate the minds of others. This was the true talent that deep cover required. It was all about people, not about guns and fast cars, and it was also sufficiently dangerous to appeal to him.


  Although he couldn’t resist the experience of paramilitary training, he did not earn high grades there. His strong suit was not body coordination, but he did run with the tough guys and again proved he could compete. He had to prove to the world that he was not a sissy, a description he had been branded with as a boy. He was courtly and courageous and clever, and his eyes danced when he called a bluff.


  He came to love his work. It didn’t matter how much he hated the bean counters. His love for his job overshadowed the dogma of the guys with the green eyeshades.


  When Frank had talked about his dream of having a job that involved travel, I assumed he meant travel for him, as I certainly had no wanderlust. It was a miracle that I had dragged my earthbound cleats out of the Canadian mud to make the move to San Francisco, a move fueled by my infatuation with the city and the pain of a doomed relationship I left behind.


  Neither of us thought that this trip to Washington would mean anything more than a good place to start. When the exotic CIA beckoned, Frank was elated. He couldn’t believe his good luck. He’d been a fighter pilot in the Marine Corps and now he found, to his delight, another job that could scare him to death.


  Having just squeezed through several months of knuckle-whitening financial straits, collecting five cents for each empty Coca-Cola bottle, while Frank earned his master’s degree on the GI Bill, even the most mundane job with a decent salary was attractive, and for Frank, a job in Washington was very exciting indeed.


  San Francisco to D.C.


  My love affair with San Francisco was almost visceral. After one visit, I had been completely beguiled by the beauty of that city and with great good luck I had found an excellent job in the heart of it and an apartment on a hill with a view. Moving away meant leaving all of that.


  Our worldly possessions were paltry. I made the mistake of doing all the packing, and this mistake became the pattern in future years, when the packing procedure was a monumental task, even when carried out by professionals. The master of the house was inevitably deeply involved in training for his new job in another country, or leaving town for briefing and orientation, while I organized and orchestrated the lives of our children, the madness of passports, visas, schools, and good-byes, the latter always the most difficult. After having met American women in foreign countries, I found that this was the norm.


  We arrived in Washington on a cold and rainy November night. It was the kind of rain that boded sleet or snow. We did not disembark from the plane directly into a warm airport. We scuttled down a small flight of stairs onto the tarmac and clumsily ran to the shelter of the airport building.


  Someone from the Agency was to meet us at the airport. This person was to transport us to our temporary lodging and then help and advise us during the oncoming weeks. It was an enormous relief to be met by a married couple who were veterans of the CIA. Their warm welcome made it clear that this was more than a job they had to do. When the woman reached out to take the baby from my arms and then put her other arm around me, I had a good feeling about the kind of support we could expect in the future. Although we were escorted to a dark, little, furnished apartment in a compound of many dark, furnished apartments, our mentors inspired us to think positively.


  We had no winter clothes, and at that time, no car. There was a drug store within walking distance, but no sign of any other commercial stores. Frank was picked up to be briefed on the following snowy morning, and when he closed the door behind him, I looked around at the gloomy living room, already festooned with drying diapers on the backs of chairs. I felt a wash of misgivings envelop me. How was I expected to keep house here without access to a supermarket, without a car, and without warm clothes? How long were we expected to stay here? What had we done? Our future was upon us on a daily basis, and the rest was a mystery.


  When Mrs. “Mentor” arrived at our front door, I threw my arms around her, and she returned the embrace as well as she could, considering she was carrying bags of groceries. “This should get you started,” she said, “but tonight you will have dinner at our house.” That night, when we were introduced to their noisy brood of children and sat in front of a blazing fire, my spirits picked up. This was the future, I hoped.


  Frank seemed to take the ensuing days in stride. He was interested in the “job” but so far, it was no job at all; he was merely sitting at a desk in an office in downtown Washington, from nine to five. A week after our arrival, Frank sat on the bed, holding his chest, and said he felt like he was having a heart attack. This, I thought, was the only indication that he was apprehensive about the path we were on. He had shown no sign of doubt before. I believed that the pain he felt was probably a pulled muscle caused by carrying heavy luggage, and that what he needed was a heating pad. The drug store! I put on sneakers and two pairs of socks and waded through the snow to buy him a heating pad, and as I lumbered home, I thought longingly of my bachelor apartment on a hill in San Francisco, my office with my name on a brass plaque on the door, and my salary, which had been higher than Frank’s.


  I was filled with foreboding. Why had I agreed to this choice? In the months that followed, we were to learn that our dark little apartment was, in the parlance of the CIA, a “safe house.” We had no idea that we were dangerous.


  The Face of the CIA


  Although the Old School Tie theory is true of the CIA, any applicant had to pass extremely difficult tests to be accepted. Being with the CIA was “classy.” Part of the reason for that was that it was largely made up of graduates from Harvard, Princeton, and Yale, and it followed that the rather snobbish esteem with which the CIA was purportedly viewed appealed to the new grads from Ivy League schools.


  This might explain why members of the State Department later seemed to look upon the CIA with disdain. I guess we were the “rich kids.” At first, Frank and I found this puzzling. Were we looked upon as “the elite” of the diplomatic corps? Were we supposed to think we were? Certainly this was an image that did not emanate from us. Nevertheless, the CIA was separate from the State Department and that left an air of mystery, which might have appeared as special privileges, whatever they were.


  Those in the CIA who chose to work within the U.S. Embassy were under the umbrella of the political section. Over the years, in different countries, we came to realize that these individuals not only enjoyed the safety of diplomatic immunity, they were also far more likely to be promoted on a regular basis. They enjoyed the luxury of the commissary and the PX in almost any country, with their bounty of American products. They were also provided with housing, usually in an apartment complex owned by the embassy, which was not always a blessing, as we on our own could rent houses. In essence, they were not necessarily exposed to culture shock the same way we were, as they lived in a small piece of America.


  True, we had a selection of where we could live, but there was a limit to the rent allowed, and the search for housing could be taxing. We did enjoy the bonus of receiving all the perks given by our cover company, such as a car and driver, as well as the occasional American club membership, depending on the company. There were times, however, when I would have been happy to have the safety and the sense of roots that government housing provided overseas. Not to mention, the feeling of family that those people must have experienced with all their neighbors, who also worked in the embassy and could be instant sources of advice and camaraderie. What we envied most was their private medical card, which was most important in third world countries.


  We, on the outside, were dropped into place with nobody to guide us, unless we were lucky enough to have some time with the man Frank was replacing, if there was anyone in that position. The Old School Tie was little comfort to us when we found ourselves totally alone.


  CIA employees like Frank are called case officers. Unlike common parlance, “agents” are actually the people who case officers recruit to do the spying for them. CIA case officers who work with the embassy are referred to as being “on the inside.” In the course of this story, whenever the term “liaison with the embassy” or “representative of the embassy” is used, it is a reference to a member of CIA’s personnel, and not to the embassy in general.


  In some cases, the other case officer with whom my husband worked was in charge of all operations. In the countries where there was a very large contingent of the CIA, the case officer reported to a more senior intelligence officer who was “the boss.”


  What is Deep Cover?


  Deep cover officers are responsible to the cover company to do the actual job and to do it well. It is not a pretending game. When Frank was assigned to a company as vice president of sales, it was his responsibility to train for the job in a very short period of time, and to succeed in that position. Only the president of the company and Frank’s immediate superior were informed of his other, very real job. Of course, this meant that the entire staff in his office should have no doubt about his qualifications.


  Most of his clandestine meetings took place in the evenings, usually in hotel rooms, often requiring an overnight stay to avoid suspicion. Men under deep cover had to expect to work twelve hours a day or more, and were expected to travel on company business whenever it seemed feasible. It demanded a lot of time away from the family.


  Frank had several passports from various countries, each one used for a particular hotel, thereby appearing to be an authentic businessman and a regular guest. In foreign countries it was necessary to show one’s passport at the hotel registry, so keeping a low profile was of paramount importance.


  The double life was a juggling act and I was the juggler. When I got up at 6:30 a.m. to wake the children and make breakfast, I always closed our bedroom door because Daddy was “still sleeping,” when in fact, he had not been home at all. Occasionally, the story was that he was out of town on a buying trip.


  Lying to the children was very hard, especially when they were teenagers. The duplicity becomes a part of you and the lying is constant. Lying to your friends, your neighbors, your office staff, and your family becomes so natural that the lie becomes the truth in your mind, a part of who you are. At times the guilt was heavy, but for the most part the deceit was automatic. In hindsight, I am ashamed of how easy it was. It was an enormous betrayal. We confided only in each other, which, oddly enough, resulted in an even stronger bond between us.


  Deep cover in the CIA means, literally, that you are so buried in the files of the Agency that your real name never appears anywhere, not even on the payroll. It means that you will have no contact with your embassy in a foreign country unless a message must be conveyed, and this is done in the most clandestine way, usually at their behest, with the understanding that under no circumstance will the embassy acknowledge or help you. Don’t bother to call.


  My husband agreed to live this life primarily because of the zeal we felt about President Kennedy. Frank wanted to be a part of his new America. It was also a chance for Frank to play cops and robbers all his life. Run around the corner and don’t get caught. Dress up in odd clothes to walk through an airport, or register at a hotel, presenting your fake passport at the front desk, a passport bearing your picture, which matches your mustache and heavy glasses, and verifies that you are indeed a German businessman.


  There is no question in my mind that CIA agents love their job because it is dangerous. Danger is fun. Consider that the first thing an infant will laugh at is peek-a-boo, or just boo! Later, it is hide-and-seek, looking for something hiding behind the curtains, or under the stairs. Graduate to a rollercoaster. The adrenaline pours, the heart pounds. Even a stolen kiss behind a kitchen door is delicious because it carries the possibility of getting caught. Flying a jet fighter in combat . . . the rush . . . the speed . . . the possibility of having to eject, like being shot out of a cannon, tearing through the sky alone. Free falling, parachute jumping . . . All these things are thrilling, because they are scary. Looking into a store window to study your reflection, eyes darting to see if anyone is behind you. Standing at the registration desk of a hotel, hiding in the body of someone who does not exist . . . will anyone recognize you?


  The fun never ends. There are no guns. There are no tuxedos. No private plane flown over the mountains. There is no “Bond. James Bond,” because he would never utter his name, far less be famous. And “spy” is a word that is never used, except in jest. Under deep cover there is nobody to turn to for help. If you are arrested, you will go to jail. Your name appears nowhere and you have become nobody.


  You are out in the cold.


  Always.


  The Farm


  The place where all CIA intelligence officers were trained was whimsically called “the Farm.” It was reputed to be a military base, staffed with stern young soldiers who were visible at the gate and patrolling the grounds. Only those families who had small children qualified for housing on the base. It was a little like tract housing and had a feeling of neighborhood, albeit a neighborhood comprised mostly of women and children. The men attended classes in a barracks-like compound (where the bachelors lived), taught by instructors who were not much older than they were, but who had experience in the field. We learned that in most cases, they had blown their cover in a foreign country or had been removed from a post because it had grown potentially dangerous for their particular situation. This was a “cooling off” period. They taught the craft of intelligence gathering and explained the web in which it was woven.


  There was another aspect of their itinerary, which was more physical and more fun, such as how to make plastic explosives and apply them to the underbellies of cars, then actually blow them up. There, in an open field were several used cars to destroy. Nobody knew where they came from, but they all knew that our own cars didn’t look that good. There was a rush of passionate pleas to blow up our own cars, and let us have one of the cars in the field, but the pleas were ignored. Apparently they were accustomed to the request, but I suppose it was unethical to agree. (Unethical?) There was no explanation as to where the cars came from, but Frank surmised that they were repossessed from delinquent owners. We continued to drive our ancient, rattling Ford. In the course of Frank’s career, there was never an occasion to blow up a car, and, in reminiscing, we wondered if anybody ever did.


  Another break from the notebooks was parachute training, initially practiced from what I called a very tall tree house, for lack of a better description. It was a stand built somewhat like a guard’s lookout, and from a stand on the top, they jumped into a very large pile of hay. Of course, there was no way to imitate the real jump. On one clear afternoon, “all systems were go” and they bounded on to the plane. Frank, beaming excitedly, explained where I could stand to see them in the distance, but I declined.


  Security at the Farm was tight. The guardhouse at the entrance was the barrier through which any visitors must pass, displaying an ID with a picture, which was issued at the Farm itself. Military guards constantly patrolled our streets twenty-four hours a day. I found this comforting, as the women spent most evenings alone. There were certain areas we could not enter, or even ask about. These areas were indicated by large, threatening signs, and guarded by soldiers with guns. We could hear the sounds of their activities, the shouting of men, the shooting of guns, muffled explosions. Once, when I was driving through the maze of small dirt roads within the camp, I took a wrong turn and got lost. (I was a terrifying driver, too. The neighbors clutched their children when I pulled out of the driveway). My two toddlers were in the back seat. I stopped to get my bearings. The moment I stopped, a very young soldier loomed from behind rocks and shrubs and said, wearily, “Mrs. McCloy, I should have shot you. Go home.” He knew my name, which I thought was very nice. They were serious about their warnings. Later, Frank told me they were training guerrillas to be sent to Vietnam, and the guerrillas were Vietnamese.


  If we wanted to leave the base for grocery shopping, we carpooled, stopping at the guardhouse to explain our expedition and present IDs. Even our telephone calls were monitored. If any of us wanted to make a long distance call, it had to go through an operator who would ask who we wanted to call and why, then explain it to an officer and give permission. We assumed the calls were bugged. After having gone through the most intense scrutiny of our lives to be accepted by the CIA, I wondered what diabolical plans they could have expected of us, if we were silly enough to make these plans by telephone and from the base. We had been warned not to tell our families of our location. There was a post office box in the nearby town for us to receive mail, which was picked up by a guard. Did this make any sense? We were in limbo for several months. “Dear Mom: We are in limbo. Don’t ask.”


  While at the Farm, there was little done for the wives to prepare for their future. Someone decided that language lessons would be helpful. Even though not everyone would be destined to use the language chosen, Spanish seemed to be the most likely to be used, as Spain, Mexico, and all of South America could become our destiny. A Spanish tutor came to one of our houses, and though I thought it might be a useless endeavor, it was a learning experience. On the morning of our first lesson, I didn’t attend because I had laryngitis. My voice was nothing but a whisper, and extremely husky. I crossed the street to tell my neighbor, because I couldn’t talk loud enough to be heard over the phone. She and I had arranged to go together to the lesson, children in tow. Her two sons and John liked to play together.


  A short while after returning home, I wondered where John was. We didn’t worry too much about the children, because our Marines were always patrolling, and would instantly notice a lost child. Had John gone along to the class with my neighbor?


  There was an area across from our house that was a tangle of brush and shrubs. We had been warned about a patch of quicksand that lay below that. A dog had at one time wandered into the mire, and had been sucked into the quicksand rapidly, and of course, died. I looked toward that area, and there was John, standing at the very edge of that patch. I opened my mouth and called “JOHN! JOHN!” My voice was a loud bellow. I scrambled down through the brush and nettles, repeating John’s name in my miraculously loud voice, and he turned to look at me. Within seconds, I had him in my arms. I was covered with scratches and cuts. “What’s wrong, Mama?” John asked, frightened. I was about to explain to him once more, a warning he had previously heard, but again I had no voice. Just a whisper.


  If I had gone with my neighbor, I would have taken John and Kristin with me, and this frightening episode would not have happened. I took it as an omen that I should study Spanish.


  The Wives


  The initial briefing of wives consisted of a talk given by “the colonel” at the CIA headquarters in Langley. He informed us that we were privileged to be married to the “cream of the cream of the cream of the crop,” having been selected from thousands of applicants.


  We were advised that after our stay at the Farm, we had to discard any friendships we may have cultivated amongst ourselves, and furthermore, we must never acknowledge having met before, if by chance we ever saw each other in the future.


  Strong bonds were inevitable. We were a small community of women with no babysitters, no stores, no movies, and no restaurants. We relied on each other for company and conversation and shared childcare. When my mother died, one of my neighbors immediately offered to take care of our children, while I went to the funeral (with permission from the Man). She and I remained close friends for years. I always knew where she was stationed, and she always tried to keep track of me, and occasionally we would be in Washington at the same time. Behind closed doors we drank scotch and told our war stories. It was amazing how comical our lives seemed to us.


  None of us had any idea what would be expected of us in our new environment of a foreign country. We were invited to a “seminar” given by a CIA woman, Miss B., who lived at the Farm. She was of a certain age, patrician and unmarried. She had been in the employ of the CIA since World War II, when it was called the OSS (Office of Strategic Services), and during which time she was reported to have parachuted into Belgium in the black of night. We did not know why, but we were a little uncertain about whether that qualified her to dispense advice on how to entertain at home in a foreign country. She advised us not to be anxious about the entertaining we would have to do, and that the best attitude was no attitude; that we “just be ourselves,” without pretension. When one wife named Julie asked about our lack of good china and crystal, Miss B. assured us that cocktails could be served without apology, in whatever glasses we already had, to which Julie retorted: “In Captain Kangaroo cups?!”


  Julie knew that in our new covert roles, we would always be, purportedly, families of successful businessmen, whose lifestyle was bordering on the sumptuous in a foreign country, with live-in maids and a social life that flourished. Our real income was low-grade government salary. A long way from a flourish.


  There were no manuals or lectures explaining the decorum required when entertaining an army general in Madrid or a minister of education from Egypt or India. Where was the handbook to remind the hostess that certain religious teachings did not allow the consumption of shellfish, or meat, or alcohol? Or that chrysanthemums, while vividly attractive in the living room and dining room, were displayed only at funerals in Spain? Or that a gentleman kisses only the hand of a married woman, and never do his lips touch her skin? (Frank never did learn this, and was in a constant frenzy of hand kissing in all countries. The ladies didn’t complain.) It would have been a decided advantage to have the knowledge imparted from a CIA wife who had Been There, rather than a female paratrooper.


  Could anyone guess that a lady attending church in Spain must always have her arms covered? And must be ever alert never to touch the bare feet of her servant in India? On the other hand, an Indian bride must kiss the bare feet of her mother-in-law. Sadly for the bride, particularly if she was not Indian, there was never an overpowering urge to do this. Nor did I fight any urge that I had to touch the bare feet of my servant.


  Paramilitary Training


  This was an elective adjunct to intelligence training. At 11:00 p.m. we could hear the loud barking of dogs and the bullhorn shouts of the paramilitary instructors. Searchlights were arcing all over the compound. This seemed to be some kind of drill which would have been useful as a preview for guerrilla warfare, so I was perplexed. Why did Frank elect to take this course? He said it was an experience he just couldn’t miss, even though he knew it would not be applicable in his own career. (More testosterone, of course.)


  This exercise was not playing cops and robbers, but guerrillas and assassins. Few of the trainees were over thirty, so they had the energy and enthusiasm to enjoy being shot at while jumping over barbed wire fences (or plunging straight into them), trying to outrun the trained dogs that also pursued them. There was an absence of Old School Tie men here. Those men looked forward to being posted in a large city, wearing Brooks Brothers suits, carrying smooth-as-butter briefcases from their quaint European houses to their splendid offices downtown. Although this would be Frank’s future as well, these exercises were too exciting for him to pass up. We never did hear anything about the other men who took the course because they were training for a different type of future, a rougher, wilder career path, useful in jungles that were not asphalt.


  Later in the summer, the paramilitary trainees were told they would be taken on a three-week sortie in an unknown place: literally unknown. They were flown in a plane with black windows, fitted with parachutes, knives, and military gear, and dropped into a jungle. They were not allowed to carry any food, not even candy, or even a tea bag.


  There were two paramilitary teams dropped in different locales, and they were to reach a destination without any supply of food or water. The other team was experienced. The teams were to destroy or be destroyed, and to eat and drink what they could find. As chance would have it, Frank’s team found a lethargic snake, which was apparently not too well, so they caught and carried it in a large net for the evening meal. Frank was one of the carriers, and he tried to mask his revulsion. When the snake was barbecued for their first meal, Frank said he wasn’t hungry. That evening, they were charged by a large wild boar, causing them to scatter snake kabobs as they fled—except for one lithe hero of American Indian heritage, who faced the boar and stabbed it enthusiastically enough to give everyone a head start.


  The suggestion that they should kill the boar and cut it up for food was not viable when a vote was taken. Berries and leaves and ailing snakes would have to do. The heat, the dirt, the insects large and small, the constant fear of snakes, the skin rashes, the intestinal upheavals, all were a constant. One of the men collapsed early in the game, a victim of violent diarrhea as well as severe trauma, which so terrified him that he was returned to the station in a state of near hysteria, an understandable reaction, but of course, a personal disgrace never mentioned again. He nevertheless became a very good intelligence officer and a highly respected man with a gift for language.


  When the black-windowed plane returned, wives were informed that they would be allowed to go to the landing point to meet their husbands. That in itself was a momentous occasion, as the landing strip was always off-limits and its cargo and passengers were top secret. This was to be a very busy day for me, as I was the self-appointed hairdresser and wanted to ensure we would all be suitably puffed and sprayed while we awaited the plane. The plane door opened, and one by one emerged emaciated, grey-bearded, and weary travellers. We honestly didn’t recognize them. They were gaunt, but also triumphant. They had defeated the other team, no small feat in light of the fact that the other team was comprised of experienced guerrillas. The instructors were proud.


  At a much later date, they were told they had been in Panama.


  Dead Drops


  This was the term used to describe the delivery or receipt of messages passed to or from an agent to the intelligence officer. For example, if Frank needed information about a particular topic, he would call his agent, use a code word that the agent already understood, and this meant that they were to exchange information at a particular magazine stand. There were different code words used for different locations.


  This is how it worked: Frank would go to a newsstand, carrying the latest issue of Time magazine. Tucked inside Frank’s Time magazine was a message for the agent. When the agent arrived at the magazine stand, he would peruse various magazines near Time. Frank would pick up a new Time magazine, and when no one was looking, put the one he was carrying at the top of the stack. The agent would pick up that magazine and take it to the cashier, and Frank, after browsing and perhaps buying another magazine as well as a Time, would pay the cashier and leave. When the agent had the information in writing, he would call Frank with his own code word: the little charade would be reversed. This was remarkably easy to do.


  While at the Farm, a “dead drop” test was exercised in New York City. Future spies were exposed to this large city as a way to prepare them for the environs in which they would actually do dead drops in the future. (In whatever country, we were always located in the capital city.)


  In the exercise in New York, instructors would play the part of agents. An instructor would call a public phone, the number
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