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In Washington: A Pride of Former Spooks

he black ties and bald heads could
belong to old college classmates at a
40th reunion. The Supréme de Volaille
Eugénie on the menu is standard hotel
chicken with yellow gravy, and the plat-
itudes served up by the speakers might
be heard at any nostalgic or vaguely pa-
triotic gathering. But the memories are
not of the promise of youth or of bright
college years. Mostly, they are of spying.
In the ballroom of the Hilton in Wash-
ington, D.C., former spooks are reliving
the fears and joys of parachuting behind
enemy lines, breaking codes, forging doc-
uments and blowing up bridges. The gray-
ing, mostly prosperous-looking men and
women are veterans of the Office of Stra-
tegic Services, the World War 1I prede-
cessor of the Central Intelligence Agen-
cy. The occasion is their annual bash, the
William J. Donovan Award Dinner.
General “Wild Bill” Donovan, who
died 20 years ago, was the Wall Street law-
yer whom President Franklin Roosevelt
commissioned to set up an intelligence
service in 1941, five months before Pearl
Harbor. At the time, the U.S. had no for-
mal espionage arm. Snooping had been
in disrepute; a decade earlier, Secretary

The spies’ much prized award

of State Henry Stimson had declared that
“gentlemen do not read each other’s
mail.” But Donovan persuaded F.D.R.
that such etiquette need not apply in deal-
ings with Nazi Germany and Imperial
Japan, and thus the U.S’’s first indepen-
dent intelligence agency was born.

The attendance at this Donovan din-
ner, the twelfth since 1962, is unusually
large. The crowd of more than 400 in-

cludes not only 0SS wveterans and friends
and family members but eight Senators,
FBI Director William Webster and two
wartime spymasters who went on to head
the CIA, Richard Helms and William Col-
by. The old espionage hands come partly
out of nostalgia for a simpler age of spy-
ing, before cold wars and dirty tricks scan-
dals and congressional oversight commit-
tees. There is also a perceptible closing
of the ranks behind the nation’s now-
beset intelligence establishment.

Earlier in the day, a group of 100 or
so 0SS veterans listened grimly to a series
of gloomy speeches. Wyoming Republi-
can Senator Malcolm Wallop scoffed that
CIA agents have become not spies but “bu-
reaucrats.” Frank Barnett of the Nation-
al Strategy Information Center, a hawk-
ish think tank, warned of a “Soviet
window of opportunity” in the 1980s. Ray
Cline, a former top CIA officer who now di-
rects strategic and international studies
at Georgetown University, offered a dis-
mal report card on his old outfit: D— in
covert activities, C— in counterintelli-
gence, C— in information gathering. It
is all very depressing to the 0SS alumni.
Laments Carl Eifler, who ran 0SS oper-

ations in Asia and later got a doctor of di-
vinity degree: “Their team’s got 50 well-
protected big fellas. Then there is our
team: four guys in tennis shoes and
shorts.”

By the time pre-dinner cocktails are
served, the mood is cheerier. “We were
marvelous amateurs,” sighs Margaret
Sherman, a Norwalk, Conn., housewife
who served in a counterintelligence unit
in London and Paris. Donovan ignored
the advice of the creator of James Bond,
Author Tan Fleming, who as a British na-
val intelligence officer in 1941 described
the ideal spy as middle-aged, sober, dis-
creet and experienced. Instead, Wild Bill
sought out impatient young people who
did not mind being bold or even ‘“calcu-
latingly reckless.”

o ne of these was Frederick Mayer, now
a retired radio engineer who lives in
West Virginia. A Jewish refugee from
Germany who arrived in Brooklyn in
1938, Mayer was an Army corporal in
training in Arizona when one of Dono-
van’s recruiters persuaded him to volun-
teer for something “more exciting.” It
was. In 1944 he parachuted into Nazi-
held Austria, stole a German uniform and
posed as a Wehrmacht officer while he
monitored enemy troop movements.
Laughs Mayer: “I was even promoted.”
Later, after getting a job in a Messer-
schmitt factory to spy on the development
of German jet fighters, he was caught and
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Beneath Wild Bill's portrait, 0SS veterans fondly recall spying in a simpler age

Today it is ‘50 well-protected big fellas vs. four guys in tennis shoes and shorts.”

tortured by the Gestapo. He managed to
escape in a German staff car.

Donovan was an eclectic recruiter;
among the people he brought into the 0SS
were Conservative Columnist Stewart Al-
sop, Marxist Political Philosopher Her-
bert Marcuse, and Chef Julia Child, who
tended intelligence files at the 0SS office
in Chonggqing (Chungking). So many 0SS

people were listed in the Social Register

that critics complained that the initials
stood for “Oh So Social.”

Donovan’s love of ingenuity was in-
fectious. William Duff, a retired book pub-
lisher who was sent to Algiers to recruit
agents for spying in France, recalls one
example: “We had a chap in Cairo who
designed a land mine that looked remark-
ably like a camel turd. He put it in the dip-
lomatic pouch and sent it to London. I'm
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Film
WOMAN had the eminent in-

ternational journalist Lowell
Thomas on the ropes at a low-proof
(white wine, Coke, Fresca) cocktail
party in the Schermerhorn Room of the
Union Club ‘while people waited for
the Dalai Lama, the Tibetan spiritual
leader, to arrive and
receive a film, made
in Tibet in 1942 and
1943 by two members
of the Office of Strate-
gic Services, that the
Veterans of the O.5.8.
wanted to give the holy
man as a gesture of
friendship on his first
visit to America. “As
a newscaster, you vis-
jted  Tibet, didn’t
you?” the woman was
saying., “Well, when
they show the film,
you’ll be one of the few
people in the room who
will know what Tibet
actually looks like, You
visited China, too,
didn’t you? Which did
you like better——China
or Tibet? Did you find
there was freedom of
speech in China? Were
you able to say what
you wanted, or did you
have to watch your-
self? I bet China was
fascinating—" .
Then, suddenly, a
round photographer
standing near the door
hopped to, and the
TV cameramen turned
on their lights, and
Lowell Thomas head-
ed toward the door,
and the people in the
room came to attention

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

in a rank, and in walked Tenzin
Gyatso, His Holiness the Fourteenth
Dalai Lama, who has been recognized
as the reincarnation of his predecessor,
the Thirteenth Dalai Lama, since he
was two years old in the small village
of Taktser, in northeastern Tibet, who
is called yeshe morbu (“‘the wish-ful-
filling gem™) and kundun (“the pres-
ence”) by the Tibetan people, and
who has been living in exile since
the Chinese crushed a rebellion in Ti-
bet in 1959. As he came through the
door, he was giving someone an auto-
graph.

Lowell Thomas brought along a
man in a brown suit from the crowd.
“Your Holiness, I would like to pre-
sent the famous Dr. Jonas Salk,” he
said.

The Dalai Lama sat down and
watched the film, which was made
for strategic purposes by Captain
Brooke Dolan, of the O.8.S. Colonel
Ilia Tolstoy, grandson of the writer,
was the other O.8.8. officer on the
Tibetan trek,

“Teddy? You bet your boots we’re for Teddy. Charge!”
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“Tibet is a land of mystery and
mysticism.” Shot of mountains, clouds.
“Religion is the dominant influence
that controls the people of this vast
land. . .. The very existence of the Ti-
betan depends upon the yak.” Shot of
yaks. “Tibetans are inherently socia-
ble.” Shot of smiling Tibetans. “They
have a happy disposition and make
friends quickly. ... Nature presented
Tibet with the ideal focal point for
Buddhism.” Shot of. face of Dalai
Lama, aged cight. End.

The lights came on, and the Dalai
Lama stood up, His head was shaved so
that it looked as if his hair had been
drawn on his head. He was wearing
rectangular metal-rimmed glasses. His
red robes reached below his knees. He
was wearing red ankle socks and brown
oxfords. He said something in Tibetan.
“Thank you very much, It was an ex-
cellent film,” his interpreter said. The
Dalai Lama then threw back his robe,
looked at a gold watch on his left wrist,
and said something else in Tibetan.
“Since there’s not much time, I think
I will excuse myself,”
his interpreter said.

Thvce Hotels

rl we Forere: The
fattire o ar the

Sheraton Centre. Now,
CRight now. The might-
s, s compierely a
matter of the cigiities.
Nuthing to dn with the
~oventies, ochich s what
the date 18 now; nothe
mg i de wath the sixties,
wihen the hotel was the
Amer.ana Hotel, which
wis a sister hotel of
the Americana Howel of
Bal Harbour, which was
ane of the big hotdds in
the  fitdes, (“In Al
the Amerncas ... Ino Al
the  Waorld  Nothing
Like the Americanas,”
eten, etes b The Sheraton
Centre i torally 4 mat-
ter of the vghties. Fhe
Sheraton Clentre sent out
Cinvitations, e Dawn-
mg of « New Decade,”
tiey  sad, Abo,  “the
brillant  [mperial  Ball-
room, 1 taste of man's
awesome architectural
ingenuity in making the
impossible here-and-
now reabny.” Also, “for-
v members of the New
York Philharmonic Or-
ander the di-

chuestra

American Scene

-ouye of Hawaii, comes down squarely in

not sure they knew quite what to make
of it.” Thibaut de Saint Phalle, now a di-
rector of the Export-Import Bank, discov-
ered that Chinese pirates were very adept
at blowing up Japanese ships, and he went
to the offshore island of Quemoy to re-
cruit them for the Allic 1 cause. On the is-
land, he remembers, he ‘ound himself liv~
ing “in 12th century sple: dor. The pirates
had stolen some very fine old furniture.”

Kay Halle, an elegant Cleveland de-
partment store heiress, was recruited for
the 0SS at a Washington cocktail party.
What was her job? “Black propaganda,”
she replies sweetly. On her right at table
33, André Pacatte bursts into the Mar-
setllaise as a U.S. Army band plays the
French national anthem. Before and af-
ter the war, Pacatte ran the Berlitz school
in Washington; during the war he used
his language skills behind German lines
in France and Italy. He recalls taking a
14-hour plane flight with Donovan and a
group of shell-shocked American flyers
returning home for psychiatric treatment.
“The crazy flyers were babbling things
like ‘Me-109 at 2 o’clock high! and going
‘Ack-ack-ack-ack! General Donovan was
looking through my briefcase and read-
ing everything in it, including letters to
me from my wife.” Why did he do that?
Exclaims Pacatte: “Why? Because he was
General Donovan!”

eneath a huge sepia photograph of the

general, the speakers are extolling his
qualities as citizen-soldier-statesman-spy.
The Donovan award is given by the Vet
erans of the OsS, the agency’s alumni as-
sociation, to people who exemplify~Don-.
ovan’s virtues, a category broad;yenough
to include Earl Mountbatten of Burma,
the Apolio 11 astronauts and Senator Ev-
erett Dirksen of Illinois. This year’s win-
ner is Jacques Chaban-Delmas, a hero of
the French Resistance who is now pres-
ident of the French National Assembly.
The first guest speaker, Senator Daniel In-

favor of “duty, honor, country, courage.”
Then Ambassador Kenneth Rush returns
to the Decline of Everything theme ex-
plored earlier in the day. Finally, Chaban-
Delmas receives his award and praises lib-
erty in charmingly broken English.

After dinner, the old spooks are still
wondering what went wrong with the in-
telligence establishment. “Well,” says
Maryland Housewife Mary Furman, who
interrogated prisoners during the war
with the help of exiles from Poland and
other Nazi-occupied countries, “we were
civilians.” She stops, hearing herself
sounding holier than thou, and reflects
quietly, “We never beat prisoners. Of
course, the Poles were standing right
there, and they were happy to oblige, and
the prisoners knew it. But we hever had
any trouble. We never had to do any-
thing.” Bill Duff, the 0S$ man in Algiers,
has another explanation. “It was World
War II. The war was so ...” He pauses.
“Clear.” ~ Evan Thomas
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