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OLIVER M. GALE DECEMBER 4, 1967 

I am embarrassed. 

I wish there were 
just floundering for words. 
ever happened before in the 
Literary Club but ••• 

Really, terribly distressed. 

some way to say it ••. I'm 
I don't suppose it has 

whole history of the 

I don't have a paper. 

I I '" just don't have a paper! 

I did have one. It isn't just that I forgot, 
or didn't care or anything like that. I had one until 
about an hour ago, and then when it was gone there 
really wasn't anything I could do except .,. well, just 
come here and face it. 

I guess the least I can do is tell you what 
happened, and how I got into this spot. 

It goes a long way back -- and is far more 
shattering than the loss of my paper, serious as that 
is. I have been thinking since a little after seven 
o'clock how I could best tell it to you. Because I 
decided almost at once to come here as scheduled rather 
than make a break for it. After all, I think I'm safe 
here '" for a while. It will be some time before they 
think to look for me here. Right now they are poring 
over the contents of my briefcase, snatching at the 
evidence they find in it, building their case against 
me. A paper called "Woe, Alas, the Lousy Creeper" they 
will toss aside -- until one of them notices "The Literary 
Club" and the date written up in the right hand corner. 
I think I do have time to tell you my story -- and if 
means much to me to have you hear it first from me. 

But it will not be an easy story to tell. 
Many of you are my close friends; all of you are men 
whose respect and affection I cherish. I know full well 
that while one or two of you may find in your hearts 
some understanding of the conduct I am about to describe 
to you, this night marks the end of my membership in 
what is called decent society. But I must try ... I 
must try. 
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As you may know, in 1957 I left my position 
with Proctor & Gamble and went to Washington as the 
Special Assistant to the Secretary of Defense. It was 
a breathtaking experience. For three years I sat in 
on practically every meeting attended by the Secretary 
of Defense. I heard discussed the most intimate matters 
concerning our nation's defenses; contingency plans for 
a variety of defense situations; the deployment of 
strategic weapons; our strengths and weaknesses relative 
to the Soviet military capability; long-range programming; 
analyses of intelligence and resulting estimates: 
everything that might be discussed by a Secretary of 
Defenseffitting around a conference table with the 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff and the Chiefs 
themselves came through my ears as I sat discreetly 
back against the wall. It was heady stuff. 

WaShington is a sophisticated society. In 
all the time I was there I do not recall a single dinner 
table conversation that mentioned the Washington Senators 
or anyone of their players. What we regard here as 
foreign or national news, in Washington is in a very 
real sense, 'local' news -- because the people one is 
associating with are so closely bound up in events of 
great scope. 

As a result, 'bull sessions', if that phrase 
can be applied to adult discourse, frequently were 
heated debates on national issues - conducted by people 
who had the facts. They weren't simply quoting the 
latest columnists they had read; they were drawing on 
sizeable reservoirs of first-hand exposure. In fact, 
to a degre, one's status was determined by one's 
knowledge, one's intimacy with crucial situations. 

I guess this fact, plus the great pleasure 
I take in arguing and my dislike of losing, led me to 
my first indiscretion -- and thus to all that was to 
follow. 

At the time, that evening in the very early 
Spring of 1958 was no different from many others. It 
was a small dinner -- attended primarily by members of 
the press corps. Joe Alsop was there, talking in that 
voluble, dramatic, somewhat affected style of his. His 
manner seemed to express complete assurance in himself, 
and disdain of anyone who did not agree with him. He 
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was on a subject that was a favorite of his at the time 
the alleged priority the Eisenhower Administration was 
giving to economy over security. He was saying, as he 
had in his columns, that our Intelligence showed the 
Soviets soon could have a considerable superiority over 
us in numbers of Intercontinental Ballistic Missiles; 
but that the Defense Department said we shouldn't worry 
about it because our retaliatory forces were sufficient 
to prevent Soviet attack. He accused us of playing 
'Russian roulette' -- his words -- with our national 
security. 

His facts were good. He was a buddy of Senator 
Symington's who, as former Secretary of the Air Force, 
still had pipelines into classified information. But 
I had information neither of them had, because it was 
shared by only a handful of people in the whole world. 
I knew that the U-2 was overflying Russia at will, and 
had provided us with an almost absolute certainty that 
however many missiles the Soviets possessed, they had 
no launching pads from which to send them. 

So there I was. My boss was under severe 
attack in front of ten or so of the most influential 
newspaper men in Washington. I had the complete defense, 
the perfect squelcher, right in my hands. And I couldn't 
use it. 

Winally I said, "Joe. You've got the Defense 
Department at a disadvantage. You have classified 
information, but not all of it. Let me just say: our 
estimates of the number of missiles they will produce 
are, as you say, just estimates. We have absolute 
knowledge, however, that they donot have pads from which 
to launch them. You know enough about the complexities 
of a major missile installation to recognize what that 
means" • 

He looked intently at me and said, "What do 
you mean, 'absolute knowledge'?" 

"I mean just that". 

"You mean our informants tell us?" 

"I mean something far better than that". 
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"Look", said Joe. "To be absolutely sure the 
Russians don't have sites we would have to be able to 
see with our own eyes every bit of their damn country". 

"Yes", I said, looking intently at him. "I 
agree with you". 

As I was leaving the party, walking the block 
or so down Q street to where I had parked my car, Pete 
Madson of Newsweek fell in beside me. 

"That was a pretty dirty trick", he said, 
smiling. 

"What's that ?" I asked. 

"Giving 01' Joe the needle like that. God, 
I wish it were true". 

"Wish what were true?" I said. 

"That we really knew they had no missile pads". 

With any judgment, I would have dropped it 
there. Let him think, if he wished, that I had merely 
exercised an adroit ploy in gamesmanship. But I was 
puffed up with my own importance -- perhaps subconsci 
starved for a chance to show how much I knew -- so I 
said, "It is true -- but that's all I can say". 

Pete stopped -- so I did, and we stood in the 
half-light of a mid-block street light. 

He said: "I don't know what you're talking 
about. But if the American public is staying awake 
nights wondering when we may be hit by Russian Missiles -
or if, more important, the American public is reaching 
policy judgments on the assumption that the Russians 
have a frightening missile capability and you in the 
Administration know -- really know -- that they haven't, 
I think it's a Hell of a way to run a democracy". 

I said nothing, a little prudence creeping in 
at last. As we walked to our parked cars, he went on. 
"I am convinced", he said, "that ninety percent of the 
material that is classified is done so for reasons other 
than the national security. In fact, I'd even say that 
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if all of it were released to the public, the advantages 
to the nation would outweigh the damage. After all, 
the Communists ferret out most of it anyway; the only 
ones kept in the dark are the American citizens. And 
how can a democracy operate if the voters don't know 
the facts?" 

I hadn't really thought much about this, but 
the more I pondered it, the more I questioned our security 
policies. He started me wondering. 

A few days later things heated up in Berlin. 
We wanted to fly planes in at 20,000 feet -- the new 
jets, that operated better at that altitude. The East 
Germans said, No, the corridor extended only to an 
altitude of 10,000 feet. This was a new one. If we 
gave in, who knows what they'd think of next? So the 
National Security Council decided to go on in at 20,000, 
and the Pentagon was alerted. 

Of course, a meeting was held right away, and 
contingency plans agreed upon. If they shot that plane 
down, here's what we would do. If they instigated a 
total blockade, ground and air, here's what we would do. 
It boiled down to a no-nonsense position: we would push 
in a probing force, minimal at first, increasing as the 
opposition increased - the sort of thing that under 
McNamara later came to be known as 'graduated response' -
but holding easy access to Berlin at all costs. All costs. 

The meeting over, I went down the hall with 
a Colonel who had been backing up the Army Chief of Staff 
with the detailed 'book' on our West German deployment. 

"Too bad the Soviets couldn't have heard that", 
he said. 

"I suspect we'll tell them", I answered. 

"Sure we'll tell them. But how will they know 
we're not bluffing? This whole business is one of 
pushing your chin out -- the big front. Until the bomb 
actually goes off, neither one knows what's bluff and 
what's business". 

"There ought to be a way to leak it to them", 
I said; "not an official statement, but a leak, a triumph 
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of their Intelligence in digging it out". 

We had reached the escalator. "Yeah", he 
said, and we parted. 

It seemed to me to be Fate when that afternoon 
a young man walked into my office, opened his wallet 
and flashed me his credentials. Before I looked at 
them I knew by his quick, precise manner, his cool 
efficiency, that he was from the Inspector General's 
office. I was accustomed to having them come. in. They 
couldn't tell the Secretary every time they were pursuing 
a sensitive investigation which came near the Secretary's 
own office, but they felt someone close to him SDuld 
know. And I was usually the someone. 

He asked if he might close the door, then 
rested his small attache case on my desk, unlocked it, 
and pulled out some papers. A Charles Ordway, civilian 
in the Defense Comptroller's Office, was dating a girl 
who was also dating a member of the Soviet embassy. 
Ordway was working on the most intimate plans for future 
military procurement. Had I ever been given any reason 
to suspect Ordway's loyalty? Did I have anything that 
might contribute to the investigation?' Could they 
assume the Secretary's permission to pursue the investi
gation? The answer, of course, had to be: Pursue it, 
with discretion, and with extreme care not to injure 
an innocent man. 

I had on my desk at that very time the prelimin-' 
ary backup for the procurement section of the next year's 
budget. Some accompanying notes bore Ordway's signature. 
It was my job to understand these things, summarize them, 
and put them in shape so the Secretary could digest 
them quickly. 

My mind was working, as my visitor was putting 
his papers back, closing and locking his briefcase. 

"I was planning to ask Ordway to come in and 
explain some of these figures to me", I said as I pulled 
from the stack the pertinent section. "I assume there 
is no reason I should not go ahead with him in the 
normal way?" 

"Certainly not, Sir", was the response. "You 
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might wish to apply the need-to-know consideration even 
more strictly than ever, however, for the time being 
at least". 

He gave me an austere smile, slapped the 
attache case under his arm, bowed his head ever so 
slightly, and was gone. 

I called Ordway an hour later, and he arrived 
with as many big black notebooks as a man could possibly 
carry. He was a small man, dark hair, dark eyes, dark 
jowls even though freshly shaved. He wore steel rimmed 
glasses. I noticed his nails were dirty. A general 
impression, somehow of, darkness. 

We went over a few figures together. I made 
some notes, and then I leaned back in the chair. 

"How do you see the current Berlin tension 
affecting these requirements?" I asked. 

"Well, sir", he replied, "We don't usually 
consider such things, as you know. If emergencies 
develop, we get the additional funds through supplemental 
appropriations". 

"This could be a nasty one", I said. "State 
is taking it pretty seriously -- and so are the Chiefs". 

"Oh?" , he said. I thought I detected a spark 
of more than normal interest in his eyes. 

"I just came from a session with the Joint 
Chiefs. There's no bluff about this one. We're going 
to push all the way, never any harder than we have to 
but always just hard enough -- and we're going to keep 
the corridor open. If that blows the whistle, well, then, 
the whistle blows". 

"Well", 
way to play it" • 

said Ordway, "I think that's the only 
And he left. 

The crisis vanished in a day or two. Not a 
clear Soviet backdoWll; it seldom is. But the plane went 
through at 20,000 feet, followed as planned, by three 
the next day, and the Soviets seemed to be pretending 
they never had even raised the question. 
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Two weeks later it was reported to the 
Secretary's office that Ordway, under mounting suspicion 
of espionage, had failed to report to work one morning. 
He was traced to the Mexican border, and the matter 
dropped; he wasn't big enough to pursue further. 

Was there a connection between the Soviet's 
backdown and my conversation with Ordway? Did I have 
a hand in preserving the peace, perhaps even saving the 
world from destruction? I don't know. I hope the 
question will linger in your minds as you judge me. 

A few months later, Castro took over in Cuba -
and shortly thereafter revealed his true colors. With 
the air full of his belligerency, there was the inevitable 
meeting on the subject: Can we defend Guantanamo? And 
to what lengths will we go to defend it? 

Again, a top secret plan was drawn up, and 
approved in my presence: we were prepared to do anything 
we had to do to hold Guantanamo, at least for the 
foreseeable future. The hazards were recognized: the 
outcry of 'imperialism' allover the world, the negation 
of twenty years of effort on our part to obliterate the 
memory of U. S. Marines enforcing Yankee will on our 
small and helpless neighbors, even the threat of Soviet 
involvrnent. But there was no wavering from the firm 
decision to hold at all costs. 

It was a perfect parallel and my Berlin 
success made me irresistably eager to find a way to 
convince Castro that we meant what we said. Filled with 
my own ego, deafened by his own bombast, he could easily 
decide wishfully that we would yield, as we were with 
bases allover the world. Thinking this, he might 
attack Guantanamo -- and thus set the whole world aflame. 
I had to get the word to him. I thought of Ordway's 
girl ... and I asked for the file on Ordway. 

Tina Cultick was a secretary in the law office 
of Bellstrom, Fisk and Carlisle, it revealed. She worked 
for Anthony Carlisle. Her picture showed a rather pretty, 
slightly flashy blonde with heavy features, one of those 
girls who would be quite plain if they didn't spend 
time on their hairdo and overdo the makeup. I suspected 
she would be under observation, but Carlisle's practice 
was a large one, and I certainly could go to his office 
without arousing suspicion -- or any notice at all. 

, , 
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While explaining to her the next morning that 
I would like to see Mr. Carlisle but had no appointment -
I was prepared to invite him to take part in the 
Civilian Orientation Program if by any chance I had been 
ushered into his presence -- I slipped her a piece of 
paper asking her to telephone me that evening from a 
pay station. I knew her own phone was apt to be tapped. 
I figured if she were really a pipeline she would call 
me without asking any further questions; if she were 
not, she wouldn't call -- and I wouldn't want her to, 
anyway. 

She called. It was not easy to arrange a 
meeting. I could not afford to take the chance that 
she might be under constant surveillance. I rather 
suspected she was, in the hope of identifying subversives 
who were contacting her. She said if I came to Carlisle's 
office on Thursday he would be out all morning; I should 
tell her I wanted to dictate a long message to leave 
for Mr. Carlisle, and she would accompany me into his 
office. Then I could tell her, she said, hedging a 
bit, "whatever it is you have on your mind". 

And that's the way we did it. 

She was wary. I got the impression that she 
was a very smart girl. She presumably had no way of 
knowing whether I was a federal agent trying to trap 
her, a rather clumsy admirer hoping to make time with 
her,or a valuable new potential contact for the Communist 
apparatus. At the same time I realized I had to be 
careful, too. It had never been firmly established 
that she was engaged in Soviet espionage. But I thought 
it a safe enough gamble for me to proceed -- with 
caution. 

When we were in Carlisle's office, she sat 
down, waved me to an easy chair across the coffee table 
in a corner of the sumptuous room, crossed her ankles 
and her wrists, and gave me an inquisitive smile. 

"I wanted to see you about your friends in 
Cuba", I said. 

If she had looked completely perplexed, it 
would have given me pause. She simply said, looking 
interested but non-committal, "My friends in Cuba?" 
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"Our friends in Cuba", I said, and paused. 
There was stIrl time to run; there was nothing incrimin
ating about believing we had mutual friends in Cuba. 

"Go on", she said. Playing safe, but a tacit 
go-ahead. 

"It is sometimes hard to know what is really 
going to happen", I continued. "People -- even govern
ments -- sometimes say things for effect, or to disguise 
what they really plan to do, or to gain a point by 
bluffing. I happen to know -- to know, mind you --
that the United States is prepared to go to any lengths 
to hold Guantanamo, and that our friends in Cuba could 
destroy themselves if they did not believe this. I'm 
not going to tell you who I am, but I assure you I am 
in a position to know. It's urgent that you believe 
me" . 

She looked at me intently for a moment, and 
then said, "I don't know why you are here or what you 
are doing. You seem to think I have ways of passing 
information on to someone in Cuba. If you think I'm a 
spy and are trying to trick me, it's a pretty clumsy 
attempt". She stood up, and took a few steps toward 
the door. Before opening it, she turned and said, "I 
don't know much about such things, but I shouldn't 
think some girl reporting what some fellow told her 
would mean very much. I should think they'd want to see 
some official document or something". She paused. It 
was clearly my move, and she was waiting. 

"Please come back and sit down", I said. I 
was in this thing pretty far. I was by now convinced 
my assumptions about her were accurate, and the time 
had come to be frank. "I am an official in the Defense 
Department", I said. "I have daily access to the most 
secret information in government. I am completely loyal 
to this country. I am convinced that there are times 
when information which we classify as Secret or Top 
Secret should be revealed to the public or even to the 
enemy. I know all about you and Charles Ordway. If 
the only way we can convince Castro that we mean businesS 
is to get him a copy of the official contingency plans 
for Guantanamo, with the Top Secret classification stamp 
right on them, I will get a copy for you. Would that 
do it?" 
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She said, with a slight shrug, "If you want 
to give me a Top Secret paper, that's up to you". She 
stood again, and smiled. "Any girl would like to have 
an exciting souvenir like that !" And she left the 
room. 

The office of the Secretary of Defense could 
ask for any paper in the Pentagon and get it without 
notice being paid. Actually, this one was still in our 
office. A few seconds with the Xerox machine when 
everyone was occupied elsewhere and I had my copy. I 
gave it to Tina Cultick the next morning. 

To this day, no Cuban aggression against the 
base at Guantanamo has occurred. 

Two weeks later I was reading in bed when at 
about 11:30 p.m. the front door bell rang. I found 
myself ushering in a rather tall, dark, lean man in his 
mid-forties, with close-cropped hair, cold black eyes, 
and a rather heavy accent. He introduced himself as 
Andrea Kucholovitch -- of the Soviet Embassy. 

A tingle went down my spine, but I decided to 
play it cool. 

"Isn't it rather late for a call?" I said. 

"I thought you might prefer my coming incon
spicuously", he said. "I have gone to great pains to 
get here unobserved". 

I made no reply, but waited. 

"My gover=ent has sent me to thank you for 
your several kindnesses, and to welcome your support", 
he said. 

I pressed my hand against my thigh to hide 
its trembling. "I don't know what you mean", I said, 
rather stupidly. 

"Mr. Ordway told us of your cooperation, but 
we assumed it was carelessness on your part. Your recent 
kindness to Miss Cultick has made.us assume otherwise. 
May I smoke?" 
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I nodded. An escape was slowly forming in 
my mind, as I watched him light a long, thin foreign 
cigarette. 

"You are being very indiscreet", I said, "to 
the point where you are placing yourself in great 
jeopardy. What makes you think I passed that information 
along without the authorization of the United States 
government? It was d.one to entrap Miss Cul tick -- and 
you -- and it has succeeded". I felt like one of the 
extraordinarily clever characters in a TV thriller; my 
confidence came back. 

He smiled. "I recognized that possibility 
when I called on you this evening. I have now rejected 
it". He watched the smoke curl from his 6igarette for 
a moment. "In my business it is very important to be 
able to judge individuals. I have said nothing that 
incriminates me ... But your face turned white when I 
thanked you. I welcome you into our ranks". He smiled, 
and knocked the ashes from his cigarette . 

. A thousand things were whirling through my 
mind, but the question that tumbled out was perhaps the 
one of least consequence: "How did you .know that I •.. 
Miss Cultick ••• ?" My mouth was dry and I stopped. 

"Miss Cultick recognized you on your first 
visit. She had seen you sitting with the Secretary of 
Defense on several of his appearances before the committ 
of Congress. She is interested, you know, in matters 
that come before the Armed Services committees". 

I had turned on only one table lamp. My 
visitor leaned back, and his face fell into the shadows 
of the dark room. His eyes glowed, however, and they 
were fixed intently on me. 

What a fool I have been, I thought. Playing 
so naively with these dark forces. Trying to save the 
world singlehanded, and now enmeshed with this evil 
that threatened to destroy me. I felt like a fly in a 
spider's web, as I leaned forward and tried to find 
words that might extricate me. 

"I have been foolish", I said. "I can see 
how you could misunderstand what I have done. I don't 
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want to offend you but I want to be clear. I regard 
International Communism as a great evil. To me, your 
country looms as a potential enemy of the most insidious 
sort. I am completely loyal to my government, I have 
no thought whatever of helping you or your country, and 
I abominate the things· you stand for". 

My visitor waved a hand deprecatingly, as 
though I had been flattering him more than he deserved, 
and smiled at me. He said nothing. 

"I passed along two small pieces of information, 
in the interest of preserving the peace. That is all 
I did, and all I plan to do. I am through". 

He ground out his Cigarette, leaning forward 
as he did so. The lamplight played on the firm line 
of his chin; his fingers were lean and strong. "My 
friend", he said, "the information you gave Ordway 
could easily be regarded as pure carelessness. You 
might be criticized, but you could not be condemned 
for discussing classified information with one who had 
been cleared to receiveit. But you have also handed 
to a known Soviet contact a highly classified document 
dealing with your country's most secret military plans. 
You have acted criminally -- legally and in every sense 
of the word. You would not have an easy time explaining 
your conduct to your superiors, to your friends, to your 
family, to the press .... " He shrugged. 

We sat in silence for a moment. Finally he 
spoke. 

"I came here to thank you", he said. "Let 
me say again, we are grateful to you. The information 
you gave us was of little consequence; it merely indi
cated that some assumptions we had already made were 
correct. But it showed a cooperative spirit which we 
appreciate". He smiled, and nodded his head in friendly 
deference. He went on: 

"I am glad you spoke as frankly as you did. 
I respect your views -- although you will understand 
that I don't agree with them. You emphasized your 
desire to help maintain peace. That is our wish also. 
There are many ways a man can be helpful to us; some . 
of them you would find unpleasant. We shall take speclal 
care to ask you to do things only that will help our 



150 

two great countries avoid conflict". 

"I am sorry", I said. "I have done all that 
I am going to do. It's already too much". 

"Yes", Kucholovitch said, "You have already 
done too much". He concentrated on knocking the ashes 
from his cigarette. Then he looked intently into my 
eyes and said, with a very cold smile, "That is why 
you are going to do more". 

The next few days were Hell. I sat in the 
outer office of the Secretary, feeling unclean. The 
men with whom I worked, the Joint Chiefs, their 
assistants, the Service Secretaries and Assistant Sec
retaries, the Generals and Admirals and Colonels and 
Captains -- I like them and admired them. When I let 
myself think how they would look at me if they knew -
I had told my wife none of this and, of course, could 
not now. But I didn't sleep, and when I did, I moaned 
and called out in nightmares. Me, one of the most 
trusted men in Washington, the closest confidant of the 
man most responsible for the security of the country 
I loved .•• me, to all intents and purposes a spy. 

But as the days passed, and then the weeks, 
my peace of mind was gradually restored. Several 
factors contributed to this. One was, of course, the 
passage of time; we humans seem able to adapt to almost 
anything, given long enough. Another was Kucholovitch 
himself. He seemed to go out of his way to remind me 
that I was not being disloyal to America but rather 
was observing a greater loyalty, serving a cause of 
transcendent importance: the cause of world peace. We 
would have long philosophical discussions, and either 
we saw things the same way or he was skillful enough 
to make me think we did. He, too, I felt, was serving 
world peace first, and Russia second. 

Finally, my feelings of guilt were abated by 
the nature of my assignments. I was not asked to get 
secret information on the deployment of our missiles 
or technical details on our weapons systems; the materialS 
I was asked to pass to them were not those that would 
lessen our ability to defend ourselves, or enable the 
Soviets to add our technical achievements to their own 
and thus surpass us in striking power. I would have 
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rebelled at these -- although as I got in deeper and 
deeper I wondered whether I truly could balk effectively 
at anything they might ask. 

No, they asked me such things as whether we 
actually had nuclear weapons stored in countries proxi
mate to Soviet territory; precisely how, in an emergency, 
presidential authority for use of nuclear weapons could 
be obtained in time to be useful; details of the studies 
we had made at Eniwetok regarding the effectiveness of 
hydrogen bombs exploded under a variety of conditions; 
the warplans as revised at the NATO conference in Paris 
in December of 1958; the accuracy of an Air Force 
Magazine article stating that so-called radar installations 
in Turkey were used as sources of intelligence regarding 
Soviet air activities; etc. All of these, as you can 
see, served a healthy purpose: they lessened the possi
bility that the Soviets would underrate our capability, 
and they impressed upon them the strength of our 
resolve and that of our allies. 

I must confess, too, that as the horror of 
the role I was playing diminished, certain personal 
satisfactions began to emerge. I was treated with the 
greatest respect by Kucholovitch, who seemed to regard 
me as one of the finest catches his apparatus had ever 
made. He brought to one of his meetings someone whom 
he introduced only as "Chief", and who was clearly at 
or near the top of the Soviet espionage in this country. 
The Chief was a man of great distinction and polish, 
and the breadth of his outlook made me feel narrow and 
provincial. He saw a world of the future where mankind 
would live in harmony, the need for strife removed, the 
wealth of nations shared with no goal other than the 
advancement of each and every citizen. It was a vision 
of splendor and beauty. I felt proud to be serving 
in such a cause. Not Communism; don't misunderstand 
me. They knew I abhorred Communism and we never discussed 
it. Our goal was one that rose above Communism or 
Americanism or capitalism; given world-wide peace, the 
impetus for greed and selfishness would disappear because 
there would be plenty to go around. The key, you see, 
was peace: and that is what I was working for. 

I must confess, also, that I got a thrill~ 
childish if you will, from the excitment of the whole 
business. Our meetings, of course, had to be arranged 
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with enormous care. We dared not communicate; the 
assumption was that all phones into the Soviet Embassy 
and the homes of all its incumbents were tapped; and 
certainly all mail outside the diplomatic pouch was 
scrutinized. I knew from the Ordway file that Kucholo
vitch had been under constant surveillance, and we had 
to assume he still was. This meant that most of the 
traditional means -- such as a mail drop, or meeting 
in a darkened movie, or picking each other up in a car 
at a particular spot, or '~ppening' to sit beside each 
other on a park bench -- were no good for us. 

We worked out a system using the Classified 
Ads. When he wanted to seeme he would have one of his 
associates take a hotel room -- always in one of the 
busiest and best hotels in Washington, which either of 
us could enter without being conspicuous. Then he 
would run a Help Wanted ad for an assistant barber. A 
code word would identify the hotel; and numbers used 
would give the room number -- as 'Hours 10 to 4' would 
be room 104 or 'age over 40; 2 chair shop' meant room 
402, etc. If Kucholovitch felt he was being tailed even 
into an elevator, he would get off at the wrong floor 
and use the stairway. It worked perfectly, as far 
as we could tell. " 

Only once did I have some truly harrowing 
moments. 

I was much interested in chemical and bacterio
logical warfare. To me it seemed -- and still seems -
the only solution to the preservation of the world if 
we do have another major war. An exchange of hydrogen 
bombs, in the quantities that the United States and the 
Soviets would throw at each other, would almost 
certainly extinguish human life on this earth. If 
mankind did survive, it would be a vastly different 
civilization for hundreds of years to come. 

But we have chemicals now -- gases, if you 
will -- that destroy the will to fight. Maybe some of 
you have seen the short film that shows a cat cowering 
in the corner of a cage while a mouse scampers around 
the floor. The cat has been given a whiff of this gas -
and is terrified. The effect on men is the same. Another 
gas makes any human being violently ill, really incapa
citated with retching, for six or eight hours -- long 
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enough for an airborne invasion. We have bacteriological 
agents that incapacitate people for as long as two 
weeks -- so weak they can hardly move. But then they 
recover, and are as well as ever. All of these could 
certainly be placed in the warheads of Intercontinental 
Ballistic Missiles, or in the air-to-ground missiles 
of our SAC bombers, so that the gases and the germs 
would permeate the atmosphere of a country in the same 
way as radiation from nuclear weapons. Gas masks would 
offer protection in some cases; but one has to eat and 
drink, and all food and water would become permeated 
with debilitating agents. 

What sense it makes! If we want now to invade 
a lovely century-old town that lies astride a military 
access route, we blast it to pieces -- destroying the 
ancient cathedrals and art treasures, the homes and 
possessions of the inhabitants, the hapless women and 
children who have failed to join the miserable mobs 
of refugees fleeing their homes, and the brave human 
beings who are defending the town. Instead, with gas 
we could incapacitate the people, march into the city, 
disarm the defenders or lock them up -- and when the 
issue has been decided, mankind would be as whole as 
before the attack was launched. What nonsense to take 
the finest of our youths -- the physically and mentally 
fittest, at the prime of their potential for constructive 
service -- and push them out for other fine young men 
to shoot at -- leaving behind the mentally deficient 
and physically subnormal, to breed and continue the race! 
With chemical and germ warfare, no one need be sacrificed; 
man will have his arguments, marshall his forces, 
outstrike or outmanoeuvre his enemy, and, when it is 
all resolved, no property will have been destroyed and 
no lives lost! 

So you can see that when Kucholovitch said 
one time that his superiors were interested in the 
state of our program in chemical warfare, and the views 
of our military and civilian management on its use, I 
was enthusiastic. Much of the information was readily 
available to me. I had attended briefings, and sat in 
on discussions. Many in the Defense Department shared 
my views, but the program was -- and still is -- starved 
for funds because for ·some reason or other the peoples 
of the world have decided that it is all right to blow 
human beings to pieces with explosives or to fry them 
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to ashes with Napalm, but it is highly immoral to make 
them sick to their stomachs for a few hours. The 
Soviets wanted specifics, however: just what gases and 
germs were we working with, how much did we know, what 
tests had we made, were we stockpiling any and if so 
in what quantities, what were our future plans, etc.? 
I felt it was right they should have this knowledge. 
If both nations could be encouraged to store up all 
the gas and germs they would need for a future war and 
then agree to supervised destruction of existing stock
piles of nuclears -- surely the world would be better 
for it. If I could playa part, however small, in 
encouragaing such a program, I would truly be serving 
my fellowman, whatever his nationality. 

Most of the material available ,to me was of 
a very general, or summarizing nature. The complicated 
chemical formulae and the polysyllabic names of bacteria 
could not be picked up in the normal briefing, or in 
casual conversation with the men closest to the subject. 
I realized I would have to get the detailed files and 
what was more difficult by far -- get copies of them 
out of the Pentagon. 

Until now I had had little to do with the 
tools of the trade, I knew, of course, of the fabulous 
devices used in espionage. Kucholovitch had shown me 
his tie-clasp tape recorder, and fountain-pen camera. 
But the camera was not well suited for photographing 
documents, and in conversation the exact chemcial formulae 
were seldom used. I had also seen the briefcase which 
served as a duplicator: one put the document in what 
looked like a regular briefcase, closed it, pressed 
what appeared to be the lock, and the document was re
produced full size; to do a second one, one simple 
opened the briefcase and repeated the process. I obtained 
one of these from Kucholovitch and kept it -- at some 
risk, I realized -- in my room at home. 

I wanted some excuse for asking for the 
pertinent files, and it came when the Secretary was 
scheduled to testify before the House Armed Services 
Committee. There was one Congressman, Congressman Fulton, 
who was extremely interested in the scientific side of 
weaponry, and particularly in far-out programs. It was 
reasonable for me to have up-to-date information on our 
chemical and bacteriological warfare which I could feed 
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to the Secretary, from my strategic spot at his elbow, 
if Fulton aSked questions in this field during the 
hearing. 

So I came in one morning with my duplicator
briefcase, and asked for the pertinent files. I had 
too many callers during the day, too much press of 
business to do any copying, during the normal office 
hours -- which, incidentally, were eight to eight 
except on Saturdays and Sundays, when I worked only 
half days. I couldn't use the equipment anyway when 
others were in the general area, so I determined to 
pay one of my rare visits to the office after it had 
been closed. 

The routine was this. We had two Army Ser
geants and three WACs in the outer office -- the 
reception area, you might call it. This area served 
the Secretary of Defense's office, his secretary (the 
word 'secretary' is a confusing one around Washington); 
his Military Assistant, his Special Assistant )me), 
and the secretaries who served us. One of the staff, 
usually Sgt. Harris, would stay until all the rest of 
us had gone. He would then walk through the area to 
be certain no classified material was on the desks 
make secure the classified files, turn out the lights, 
notify Pentagon Security that the office was closing, 
and then lock up and leave. I had a key to the office. 
If I returned after hours -- which I did very rarely -
I would unlock the door and step immediately to the 
phone, dial the Security office, identify myself, and 
give them the code word for that particular week. In 
about a minute two of their men would arrive, look me 
over, ask for my identification, and remain outside 
the door until I left. 

I waited until the day before the hearing, 
and then asked for the complete updated report on 
chemical and bacteriological warfare. A Col. Medoc 
of Special Weapons brought it in and sat opposite me 
while I leafed through it. I explained that I wanted 
the information for the next day's hearing, asked 
questions, took notes, and finally asked him to leave 
it with me fur further, more detailed study. He showed 
a moment of reluctance, but he was not going to argue 
with the Secretary'sown man; he had me sign a regular 
form which stated that I recognized the highly classified 
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nature of the material and which served as his receipt. 

I knew he would also ask Sgt. Harris to make 
certain these files were secured overnight. Since I 
was busy the rest of the day, and the hearing was the 
next day, and since Top Secret materials could be taken 
from the building only under special prescribed circum
stances, I had a very logical reason for coming back 
later to study the documents. 

Which I did. I came in about 9:30 p.m., 
went through the proper admittance routine, hid my 
pseudo-briefcase until after the security men had come 
to check me, relocked the outer door, retrieved the 
papers (I, of course, had the combination), closed my 
own door and went to work. 

It took me maybe ten minutes to sort through 
the file and select those sheets that I wanted to 
reproduce. Finally I was ready. I brought out my 
briefcase, opened it, laid the first document in it, 
closed it, pressed the lock .. , and the door of my 
office opened. It was one of the security men. 

These men are highly trained. They are 
familiar with all the devices used by secret agents. 
They are keen observers, of things and of people. They 
are taught to trust no one, to apply to a presidential 
appointee the same security techniques they apply to 
the lowliest clerk or private. Here he was, deliberately 
taking me by surp~e by invading my privacy -- as he 
had every right and even duty to do. 

The briefcase was closed. That was luck. 
It made to look as completely innocuous as possible, 
as much like a battered-up, every day briefcase. But 
there it was, on top of the desk. And in my hand was 
a top secret document containing formulae far too detailed 
to be of normal interest to me or my boss. I looked up, 
and met his eyes. They were impersonal, and stern. 

"Excuse me, sir", he said. "Routine procedure". 

He was 
away. I saw his 
across my desk. 
hesitatingly. I 

just inside the door, about eight feet 
eyes drop to the briefcase, then sweep 
He took a step forward, rather 
sensed he was unsure of himself in the 
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sanctum of the Secretary's own suite. 

"Quite right", I said. "I know your procedures". 
He took another step, now with the customary briskness 
of the Military, but apparently uncertain whether he 
sould try to satisfy his curiosity regarding what I was 
doing. I spoke quickly and with all the assurance I 
could muster. "I'll have to ask you not to come any 
closer", I said. "These are Top Secret papers on my 
desk, and I would need assurance not only regarding your 
Top Security clearance, but also your Need-to-Know this 
particular information". He stopped. "I'll be here 
another hour, and I'd like not to be interrupted. The 
Secretary needs this information for a hearing tomorrow 
morning before the Armed Services Committee". 

He stood a moment. Then he said, "Yes, sir", and 
left. 

I completed my duplicating in another five 
minutes or so, but since I had come in to study docu
ments I had to stay a reasonable time. Then, about 11:00 
I was ready to leave. 

I put the papers back in the file, secured it, 
picked up the briefcase, and prepared to pass again 
under the eyes of the security men who were standing 
outside the reception door to check me out. Would they 
ask to see the contents of the briefcase n In the case 
of 99.9' per cent of the occupants of the Pentagon the 
answer would be yes -- at this hour of the night. Would 
it be true in my case? I did not know. 

I opened the outer door, and walked briskly 
through it. I swung the briefcase at my side as non
chalantly as possible. One of the Security men stepped 
forward, coming up on my left. I smiled at him, said, 
"Goodnight. And thank you", and kept going. I didn't 
look at him again, but I could sense his hesitancy. 
Then I heard, "Goodnight, sir" and my ordeal was over. 

This took place about February of 1959. In 
May I left the Defense Departmentw set up for the White 
House a special liaison office between the various de
partments of government and the Republican National 
Committee in support of the 1960 presidential campaign. 
My usefulness to the Soviet apparatus -- or, as I prefer 
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to say, to the cause of world peace -- was over. A 
few months later I left Washington and returned to 
Cincinnati. 

I can't describe the complexity and depth of 
my feelings when it was allover. I had not really 
realized the tension under which I had been living; 
when it stopped, I felt exhausted, drained. I was re
lieved to be out of it, undetected and safe. At the 
same time I felt as if my reason for existence had been 
removed. I was not pleased to have betrayed the trust 
of my superiors and colleagues, whom I greatly admired 
and many of whom, in the top military ranks and among 
the presidentail appointees and civil servants, had 
become close and warm friends of mine. This bothered 
me. But I also knew that in a sense I was doing it 
!£! them. We were all working toward the same ends, the 
preservation and advancement of our nation, and, in a 
very real sense, of all mankind. MY way was different 
from theirs. But I believe my contribution may have 
been at least as great as theirs. 

Seven years have passed. All of this seemed 
like a distant memory, half-forgotten. It was a chapter 
in my life I had closed, never to be reopened, never to 
be revealed. Finished. 

Then, just yesterday, it happened. 

I received a phone call at my home. It was 
a voice I didn't recognize, but the thick accent was 
one that was familiar to me. It wasacall from Washington; 
cryptic, just "I must see you. It is of vi tal importance.' 
Tomorrow evening at seven O'clock I shall be sitting 
in the lobby of the Sheraton Gibson Hotel reading Foreign 
Affairs Quarterly. Sit beside me". That was all. 

I thought of ignoring it. But I couldn't. 
I was there. 

There was no space open next to the man with 
the Quarterly, but I stood around, waiting. Finally a 
woman got up and I sat down. I said nothing, neither 
did my contact. We sat for what seemed like minutes. 
Then he got up and walked away. I found a large manila 
envelope resting against my side. 
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My first thought was to find some private 
spot in which to open it. I had to have dinner, and 
was due here, as you know. So neither my home nor my 
office in Hyde Park Square was practical. The impatience 
of my curiosity was such that I decided to take a quick 
look right there. The people on either side of me were 
paying no attention, so I opened the envelope and skimmed 
its contents. 

As I read, I felt my nerves tingle, the blood 
drain from my face. My hands started to shake, till 
I felt I would attract attention. I read the letter as 
I would playa poker hand, cupped and close to my chest. 
I knew there was danger, but I couldn't move from the 
spot. I didn't have to read much of it to know what it 
said. 

Kucholovitch had been arrested. As a member 
of the Soviet delegation, he would simply be forced to 
leave the country. But meanwhile papers had been found 
and he had been grilled. And one of the things they 
grilled him about was me. 

Kucholovitch had tried to protect me. Intelli
gence had apparently picked up the trace of a few of 
our meetings, had gradually accumulated suspicious 
pieces which only now had formed a clear enough picture 
to warrant their moving. Kucholovitch, either through 
friendship or through fear that my arrest would lead to 
the involvement of others, explained each of our meetings, 
and fabricated stories to cover my activities. It was 
important that I know these stories and fabrications so 
that if I were questioned my responses would be consistent 
with his. 

The letter, while well meant, could not have 
been more damaging. Normally it would have been in 
code or hidden message form. But I had been so completely 
out of touch for so long that this was impossible. 
Instead they instructed me to read the message and 
immediately destroy it. Which I would do, of course 
when I had had a chance to study it more thoroughly 
than I could in the lobby of the Sheraton Gibson. 

I had with me a briefcase -- a real one, this 
time, one of those blue plastic 'envelopes', to protect 
the paper I was going to read tonight. I slipped the 
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manila packet into it, and stood up. I really believe 
I staggered a bit as I did so. I walked to and through 
the door to Walnut street in a daze. I started toward 
Fourth street, my mind spinning, my knees weak. 

I felt a hand 
just under the armpit. 
at my side: "I'll have 

on my upper arm. My right arm, 
A quiet voice came from a man 
to ask you to come with me". 

A sudden surge of maniac strength swept into 
me. I wrenched my arm free -- and as I did so, the 
briefcase I was carrying under it fell to the sidewalk. 
I darted through a clump of people waiting to board an 
airport limousine -- as my assailant stooped to pick 
up the briefcase. I ran like a wild man, with a strength 
and speed ten times my normal capacity. ·1 escaped. 
For an hour or two. 

Now I shall say goodnight ..• and goodbye. 
For the last half hour I have be.en conscious of a man, 
a stranger to me, in the back of the room. I think I 
know why he is there. I appreciate his courtesy in not 
degrading this room by making his arrest in front of 
you. Perhaps it was kindness; perhaps he wanted to let 
me finish tying the noose around my neck. I will go 
to join him. I do not hope that you will condone my 
action; I pray only that you will understand and perhaps, 
to some degree, even forgive. 

I'm ready. 

Oliver M. Gale 


