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PROLOGUE: CONGOLESE ROULETTE

I FIRST HEARD OF MY APPOINTMENT as Chief of Station in the Congo while I was in Washington, late August 1959, when the capital was dozing in the sultry summer heat. My initial impression was that though the Congo seemed to be a quiet, almost unknown diplomatic backwater, it would provide an excellent opportunity to meet and, hopefully, to recruit Soviets. A colleague of mine with personal experience in what was then the Belgian Congo—a vast African country still under colonial rule—advised me, “There are a lot of black-tie dinners. Take two tropical dinner jackets so you can have one at the cleaners at all times. And, by the way, you’ll be on the golf course by two o’clock every afternoon.”

Well, it didn’t turn out quite like that.

I arrived on July 10, 1960, ten days after independence from Belgium and five days after the Congolese army had mutinied, throwing the country into chaos. My first taste—but by no means the last—of the lawlessness and arbitrariness of daily life in this newly born African giant came just a few days later.

I was picked up by a band of mutinous soldiers on the prowl in the center of Leopoldville (now Kinshasa). They took me to a dilapidated room at their base located between the European residential part of the city and the Congolese slums and began to question  me in a rudimentary sort of way. My protests that I was a diplomat, and thus immune from arrest, were about as useless as tits on a boar.

It was hot and stuffy in the room. Five soldiers were slumped against the grimy walls smoking marijuana, laughing, and talking in Lingala, one of the four main native languages and the official language of the Congolese army. A tall, rangy fellow in filthy pants and shirt detached himself from the group and came over to me. He jerked a battered chair away from the wall and straddled it. The room grew very quiet. The tall soldier reached down and slowly took off his boot. The others were grinning, nudging each other.

“Come over here and kiss my foot, flamand,” he said in broken French. Flamand, or Fleming, was the worst insult the Congolese felt they could use against a white man.

I had already seen this scenario played out to its own unique Congolese conclusion. The soldiers would stop a white person on the street and order him to get down on his knees and kiss a proffered foot. Once the man bent down, a boot would go into the back of his head, smashing his face into the pavement. If the victim didn’t initially obey, he’d be clubbed over the head with a rifle butt or beaten in some other manner. If you ever wanted a definition of a no-win situation, that was it.

I made up my mind not to kiss that damned foot, and started trying to talk my way out of my predicament. I also started to sweat. The tall soldier and his scruffy comrades let me spar briefly with them before the mood became belligerent.

“Ever played Russian roulette?” the tall soldier asked.

He pulled a revolver from his holster, showed it to me, and ostentatiously turned his back so I couldn’t see what he was doing. He appeared to remove some bullets, spun the chamber twice, and held out the gun to me. I shook my head. The other soldiers were watching me with grim satisfaction.

“Then I will do it for you,” the tall soldier said. He got up from his chair and put the gun to my head.

I was damned scared, but I was also damned furious. “Merde!” I said.

He pulled the trigger. I heard the pistol’s hammer click as it hit an empty chamber. Relief flooded through me. But I was anxious not to show it and give the soldiers the satisfaction of knowing that they had scared the hell out of me.

Then, to my horror, the tall soldier—without spinning the chamber—cocked the gun again.

“Now, you kiss my foot,” he said grinning. The other soldiers watched with sour, sullen expressions.

My heart was racing ninety miles a minute. “Merde!” I shouted as he pulled the trigger.

The hammer clicked again on an empty chamber, but this time I was not euphoric. I now believed this sadist would kill me. I made a half-hearted effort to remind him of the Geneva Convention concerning the treatment of prisoners, and cited the fact that diplomats cannot be arrested, let alone shot to death by soldiers playing games.

“Just kiss my foot, patron, and you have nothing to fear,” he said. “Two chances wasted.”

I shook my head. There was a roaring sound in my ears and the blood pounded at the back of my head. I heard the hammer click three, four, five times on an empty chamber.

“Last chance, patron,” he teased. “Kiss this foot.”

I wanted to run. I wanted to fight. I certainly did not want to die. At that point, I was undoubtedly a little crazy. I remember yelling “Merde!” at the top of my lungs as he pulled the trigger for the sixth and last time.

It took me a while to realize that what I was hearing was a room full of Congolese soldiers roaring with laughter. The tall soldier had removed all the bullets from his revolver, and I was the only one not in on the joke. Congolese roulette.

Suddenly, they were my friends, laughing, and slapping me on the back. They offered me a drink from a bottle of wine they had scrounged from somewhere, and we were all big buddies. When we had finished the wine, they dropped me near the Memling Hotel in the center of the city and went off to look for more fun.

It was a far cry from black-tie dinner parties and leisurely golf. Same place, but a totally different world.
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I GREW UP IN SAN DIEGO in southern California, my father an army colonel who fought in World Wars I and II and my mother a schoolteacher. Both were extremely patriotic. I enlisted in the army in World War II, rose through the enlisted ranks, attended officers’ candidate school, and reached the grade of captain serving in the Mediterranean and European theaters. While in Corsica, waiting to land to southern France, I met my first wife, Colette Porteret, now deceased. She was a second lieutenant in de Gaulle’s Free French army, having escaped from France to join the Free French forces, where she commanded a forward ambulance platoon. After the war, we were married in France and returned to the United States where I completed my undergraduate studies before going on to Harvard’s graduate International Relations program, a precursor to the Kennedy School. I obtained my master’s degree and had plans to continue with a doctorate.

Those plans changed dramatically and definitively when Professor William Y. Elliot invited me and three other students to his office in Cambridge one wintry Sunday afternoon in November 1948. There we met McGeorge Bundy, who was secretary of the Council on Foreign Relations in New York and later became national security adviser for Presidents Kennedy and Johnson. Bundy made a convincing argument that the newly formed Central Intelligence Agency in Washington could play a key role in thwarting Moscow’s ambitions for world domination without having to resort  to open warfare in the nuclear age. The Cold War, for better or worse, was under way and, to my mind, was better than a hot one, which I knew something about. Bundy’s argument was in line with my own convictions and I joined the Agency shortly thereafter. After serving in Europe under non-official cover, several years in CIA headquarters in Washington, and a tour in Brussels, I was posted to Leopoldville, in the Congo, as Chief of Station.

The crisis exploded when I was taking a short vacation in France while on my way to the Congo. I was with Colette and our young daughter, Maureen, who liked to tell everyone that she was “almost nine.” The Congolese army’s mutiny set off a panic exodus by the country’s white community and created a dangerous power vacuum in a nation that was literally only six days old. The French media was full of stories of atrocities committed by the mutineers. Plantation owners had been killed, nuns raped, and businessmen beaten up. I quickly halted my vacation after partially convincing my daughter, but not my wife or myself, that as a diplomat I would be safe. It was not easy to leave after hearing Maureen cry out, “Daddy, don’t go. They are killing people down there.”

I rushed to Paris, then on to Brussels, desperate to reach my new post. Brussels airport was a scene of utter confusion. All the flights to the Congo had been cancelled and SABENA’s fleet, the former national airline of Belgium, was commandeered to fly in Belgian troops to restore the peace and to evacuate the refugees. The only way was to go to Brazzaville, capital of the French Congo, which lies on the north bank of the Congo River facing Leopoldville on the south bank, and then take a ferry across. Although not the most auspicious way to reach your first post as station chief, it was a route that many others were to follow in those hectic first weeks of independence.

In those days, Brazzaville was a small, sleepy town with a strong French flavor—low-lying stucco buildings with green tin roofs, sidewalk cafes, bars with zinc countertops, a few high-rise hotels, and walled gardens brimming with bougainvillea, cannas, and hibiscus. It could have been the tropical version of a rather run-down French provincial town.

I headed straight to the American Consulate. The ground floor offices were jammed with people, most of them Americans. Everyone was talking about the Congo, the mutiny, and his or her “escape.” I found Alan Lukens, the U.S. consul, on an open porch at the rear of the building, chatting with American refugees. Most were missionaries who had arrived from their stations in the interior of the Congo, and Lukens was trying to find out if there were other Americans still there and what the Congolese thought of the mutiny.

I introduced myself to Lukens, a cheerful and competent man who was to lose his wife, his children, and his mother in a plane crash at his next post in the Central African Republic. Somehow, he managed to recover from this terrible tragedy and go on to become an ambassador and establish a new family. He said he had been alerted by cables from Washington and the embassy in Brussels about my projected arrival and was instructed to do his best to get me across the river to Leopoldville.

“I’m sorry we couldn’t meet your plane,” he said. “I’ve got only two vehicles, and they’ve been tied up with the refugees. Many of them have nothing but the clothes on their backs and we’ve also got all the wives and children from the Leo embassy. Somehow we’ve got to make room for them all here, God knows how.”

The poor guy looked completely worn out. “It’s too late to get to Leopoldville now,” he said. “The ferries have stopped for the day.” He looked around at the crowded porch. The late afternoon heat was stifling and the lushness of the vegetation was oppressive. “I can’t even offer you a bed, only floor space,” he went on. “Our apartment is filled with as many female refugees as my wife can pack in. But at least we can offer you something to eat this evening.”

With the loan of a blanket, I spent a long, uncomfortable night alongside the other men, including the consul himself, on the cement floor of the consulate. Bullfrogs in the garden kept up a deafening din. Dread and foreboding appeared at every turn of my thoughts, fueled by the horror stories I had heard since my arrival. What was waiting for me across the Congo River?

The next morning brought more doom-laden stories from new arrivals. Several people urged me to stay in Brazzaville or do anything but go to Leopoldville. One kind lady told me I was signing my death warrant. But curiosity, not to mention duty, called, and I found myself impatient to see what was happening on the other side.

I decided to take only one bag with me. My most difficult decision was to leave my Colt .45—a weapon my father had carried in two world wars—but I was strongly advised to leave it at the consulate. The mutineers, I was told, would shoot anyone they found carrying weapons.

Fortified by a robust breakfast, I went down to “the beach,” the Brazzaville dock where the cross-river ferries came in. There was a crowd of anxious Belgians waiting to see if the incoming boat would bring family members or friends from Leopoldville. When the overloaded ferry finally pulled in, the passengers fled from it as if escaping their wildest nightmares. The whole noisy, unruly scene was unsettling.

I stood back and took my first real look at the river and what lay beyond. The wide stretch of swirling, coppery-sheened water between Brazzaville and Leopoldville is known as the Stanley Pool, named for the famous British explorer Henry Morton Stanley, who made an epic journey across Africa from east to west in 1877. A good part of his route was down, or alongside, the Congo River, and he was the first white man to follow its winding course to the Atlantic Ocean.

Feted in Europe as a hero, Stanley became King Leopold II’s point man in Africa and helped the Belgian monarch secure the river and its huge basin as Leopold’s personal property. The deal was signed and sealed at the Berlin Conference in 1885 when the European colonial powers formalized the divvying up of the African continent between them. A single man—the Belgian government, parliament, and people had no say in the matter—now controlled a country as large as the United States east of the Mississippi and bigger than England, France, Germany, Spain, and Italy  combined. The king named his new domain the Congo Free State, created his own flag—blue with a gold star in the middle—a new anthem (“Towards the Future,”) and referred to the vast territory as “a slice of magnificent African cake.”

Over the next twenty-three years, Leopold plundered the country with a cynical brutality rarely matched in colonial history. This great river was the conduit of discovery, punitive expeditions, proselytizing missionaries, conquest, and trade.

The river had also been the route the humanitarian whistle-blowers had traveled. The first was George Washington Williams, a remarkable black American Civil War veteran, lawyer, journalist, and minister who had spent six months in the Congo in 1890 and prepared the first scathing report on the administration of the country, written as an Open Letter to King Leopold. Williams was followed by Edmund Morel, the British shipping functionary-turned-activist; Joseph Conrad, whose time as a Congo riverboat captain inspired his book Heart of Darkness; William Sheppard, the black American missionary who discovered the orderly and well-governed Kuba Kingdom and befriended its artistic people; and Roger Casement, the British consul who was knighted for his well-documented revelations but later, having given his body and soul to Ireland’s cause during the First World War, was captured, tried, and hanged for treason. But the one man of note who never sailed upon this great flood of water, nor ever put a foot on Congolese soil, was the country’s owner, Leopold II, King of the Belgians.

The few passengers on the ferry, all men, were not in a talkative mood. We paced about the deck, nervously eyeing each other. Huge patches of water hyacinth torn loose from small streams up-river swept past on the rapid current of the river like little islands of green and purple. Between the two cities the river spread itself in a broad expanse of coppery brown, rushing toward the rapids. In the distance, the city of Leopoldville looked modern, with high-rise white buildings glassy and pale in the morning light. Here and there, columns of smoke rose in the distance. But everything seemed peaceful and quiet.

As the ferry approached the Leopoldville dock, mutineers in full battle-dress with leaves and brush tied to their helmets lounged about; some of them were carrying rifles, others machetes. I was soon to learn that this type of camouflage, known as matiti, was not a good sign: the troops were dressed for combat. The mutineers taunted us, motioning us forward. One soldier, swinging a machete, kept repeating in French, “Come, Flamand, we will kill you.”

We stepped off the boat and walked single file, eyes straight ahead, moving not too fast and not too slow through the unruly mob. One of the soldiers, eyes wild and grinning maniacally, swung a machete close to my face. I kept going, avoiding eye contact. Fortunately, I knew how to find the American Embassy and, within a few minutes, was at my new post.

The embassy in Leopoldville was not then, and is not now, much to look at: a modest diplomatic mission in a tropical, ex-colonial country. The vegetation around it was prolific all year, though in the dry season the vibrant, green plants sagged under a thick layer of dust.

But the city itself was a modern metropolis. The Belgians had created a model state in the middle of Africa after the avaricious monarch willed it to Belgium in 1908. Leopold’s legacy was appalling: a devastated landscape of burnt and deserted villages, a ruined agriculture, a declining birthrate, and an estimated ten million Congolese dead as the result of his misrule. In the half century since then the Belgians had built roads, railways, modern cities, hospitals, schools, even a university, and developed a sophisticated government infrastructure. They had also exploited the huge natural riches of the country. For Leopold, the lure had first been ivory then rubber; for his successors, it was copper, cobalt, and diamonds. Belgians, not Congolese, controlled all economic and commercial enterprises.

The real flaw in the Belgian government’s strategy, however, was that political development lagged way behind the social and economic transformation. Up to the late 1950s, Belgium regarded the Congo as a docile and dependable cash cow, and it is clear that  Brussels expected to continue governing the mineral-rich region indefinitely. Many Belgians expressed the personal belief that the Congo would not be ready for independence for at least another hundred years.

The result was that the Congolese were well-educated and trained but only up to a limited level. At independence, the country had one of the most literate and healthy indigenous populations in Africa. But out of fourteen million people, there were fewer than twenty university graduates. There was no Congolese cadre of doctors, dentists, engineers, architects, lawyers, university professors, business executives, or accountants. The Force Publique, the country’s army soon to be re-named the Armée Nationale Congolaise (ANC), was officered exclusively by Belgians; the highest ranking Congolese was an adjutant, a sort of senior sergeant, but only a few had recently gained that rank. What seemed clear was that Brussels planned to allow the Congolese their political freedom while keeping the military, economic, and commercial levers of power in their own hands.

Democracy came late to the Congo. The first political party was formed in 1956 and the first elections, of any kind, were local and held in 1957 with Brussels planning a long and gradual path towards independence. But Belgian complacency was shattered in January 1959 when a maelstrom of destruction and pillaging broke out in Leopoldville after the authorities banned a political rally. Shaken by the riots, the Belgian government dramatically reversed course. It was influenced by France’s difficulties in maintaining control of Algeria and the fact that the British and the French had already begun the process of decolonization in their sub–Saharan African colonies. Ghana, for example, became independent in 1957 and Guinea followed in 1958. As British prime minister Harold Macmillan put it, Africans were well aware of the “winds of change” blowing through their continent.

Congo’s first national elections were held in May 1960 with independence scheduled for June 30. Supervised by Belgian judges and other officials, they were the only free and fair elections held in  the Congo to date. The winners among the many parties and leaders were Joseph Kasavubu, a canny, inscrutable politician with a strong tribal base in the area between the port city of Matadi and Leopoldville, and the charismatic but temperamental Patrice Lumumba who had obtained some support in five out of the six provinces. None of the parties received a majority. A parliamentary deadlock between the two leaders and their parties resulted in Kasavubu taking what was then believed to be the largely ceremonial job of president while Lumumba assumed what was thought to be the much more powerful post of prime minister.

Independence on June 30, 1960, brought pomp and ceremony but also disharmony. King Baudouin, then king of Belgium, made an ill-judged, patronizing speech, praising the “genius” and “courage” of King Leopold and the subsequent development of the country by “Belgian pioneers.” Kasavubu’s speech was conciliatory, but Lumumba trashed the Belgians’ colonial record, talked of the need “to bring an end the humiliating slavery imposed on us by force,” and invoked the struggle for independence that had involved “tears, fire, and blood.” He ended, somewhat prophetically though not the way he intended, by saying, “We shall make the Congo the focal point of Africa.”

A few days later, Lumumba promised all government employees a pay raise—all, that is, except the army. General Emile Janssens, the army’s Belgian commander, made matters worse when he reportedly told his troops that “for the army, independence equals zero.” On the night of July 5–6, Congolese soldiers at the large Thysville military base, which was downriver from Leopoldville, mutinied. The revolt spread rapidly to other bases around the country as Congolese radio operators spread the word. Their grievances were not difficult to divine. They were furious with Lumumba for being excluded from the pay increases, and they had no love for their Belgian officers who continued to treat them as if Belgium still ruled the country.

That was when panic seized the European community as stories of murder, rape, and pillage spread rapidly. The international media  began to take notice as grotesque reports appeared in major newspapers throughout the world.

The situation was, of course, not as bad as in Algeria where one million Frenchmen had settled, or in the colonies of Kenya and Rhodesia that had large British settler populations. The Belgian presence had always been limited to people required by the various Belgian enterprises and government services operating in the colony. Belgian citizens came out, served their time, and generally returned home. This policy, in effect, limited the number of Belgians with deep roots in the country. Nevertheless, the suddenness of the mutiny and the chaos that followed was bad enough—bad for the Europeans who still basically ran the country, and bad for the new, inexperienced government struggling to rule a vast country and a huge population bereft of the human material necessary for such a task. It was also pretty rough on us newly arrived diplomats.

My own office, which was also my place of residence in the coming months, was next to that of Ambassador Clare H. Timberlake—“Tim”—a man with whom I would share many moments of high drama and forge a close friendship. My first meeting with Tim occurred during a visit he had made to our embassy in Brussels from Bonn, Germany, where he was then serving as deputy chief of mission (DCM). He had come to Brussels to discuss matters related to the Congo and to meet me. Lean as a reed, Tim was a relatively short man with a Clark Gable mustache. After graduating from the University of Michigan, he joined the Foreign Service and served for twenty-nine years before being appointed to the Congo, his first ambassadorial post. He was a natural leader, prepared to make rapid, tough-minded decisions, the right man in the right spot at the right time. He will always remain in my mind as an outstanding ambassador and courageous public servant.

The embassy staff was small. With the evacuation of the wives, children, and non-essential personnel, only thirteen Americans remained. In addition to the ambassador, the key players were Rob McIlvaine, the deputy chief of mission, who had run a small  newspaper before entering the Foreign Service; Jerry Lavallee, chief of the political section, had served as number two in the consulate, and Frank Carlucci, a young officer on his second overseas tour, had been there before independence. Lavallee and Carlucci had developed a useful range of Congolese contacts. Carlucci would have many close shaves in the months ahead and go on to greater things. Fitzhugh Green, the United States Information Agency officer, and Andy Steigman, a first tour officer, his wife Meryl, and I made up the rest of the group. My assistant was a young woman who handled the code work, kept the books, and typed and filed. Shortly after my arrival, a radio operator joined us.

Since I was assigned to the Congo before the country became independent, my cover was as a consul. Our mission was a consulate-general and not yet an embassy. And even though we had become a fully fledged embassy after independence, my title remained the same during the whole of my first tour in the country.

A number of Americans and a few Europeans had taken refuge with us. They were waiting to see if the political situation calmed down so they could return to their businesses or missionary stations. Most were men who had sent their wives and children out with the embassy evacuees, but a few wives remained. The sleeping accommodations within the embassy consisted of two one-bedroom apartments for junior personnel, so most of the refugees slept on the floor, although a few lucky ones found divans in some of the offices. At night, the men slept in one area and the women in another. There was no hanky-panky in the American Embassy.

During my first few days, I tried to get my bearings and to learn as much as possible from the refugees inside the embassy. Outside in the city, the mutinous troops, almost always armed and often drunk, roamed the streets. The sporadic sound of gunfire and explosions occasionally punctuated our days and nights, and the smell of smoke was often strong outside the embassy. But if I was to do my job gathering intelligence, it was imperative for me to get outside the embassy compound.

Shortly after my arrival, I drove in a borrowed car to a house in Binza—a suburb of Leopoldville on a hill overlooking the city—where I met an agent who had been on the books for some time. He was one of the few agents I inherited and I had to start building up a network from scratch. After he left, I was preparing to do the same when the telephone rang and a voice I did not recognize asked in French if “they” had reached my place yet. When I asked who “they” were, my mystery caller said that the Belgian military had killed several Congolese soldiers near the port city of Matadi. The Congolese were marching on Leopoldville, he said, and planned to pick up all the “Europeans” they could find (the Congolese called all white people “Europeans”). They would then hang twenty of them in the square in front of the Belgian Embassy.

I had no sooner ended that conversation than the phone rang again. Once more an unfamiliar voice asked me if “they” had reached my place. Again, I heard the story of the approaching Congolese soldiers and their plan to hang Europeans. I hung up and picked up my things to make a run for the embassy, but at the last minute I decided it would be advisable first to check with someone there. I reached Rob McIlvaine, who advised me to stay where I was.

“The Congolese may already be between Binza and Leopoldville, if our Belgian contacts have got it right,” Rob said. “I personally don’t think so, but no point in taking chances.” So I waited.

There were more phone calls, all of which made me almost as nervous as the callers. I decided I’d better find a weapon. (Contrary to popular belief, CIA officers do not carry weapons. Exceptions are made, but only after approval from on high.) The only possible weapons I could find in the house were a claw hammer and a butcher knife. I looked for door keys and found none. So I propped chairs against the doors, even though that was pretty foolish because the doors were made of glass panels. Anyone standing on the other side could see the chairs and would have little difficulty breaking in.

The phone rang several more times, and the question was always the same. The callers were full of wild stories, but no hard facts. I listened for the noise of approaching trucks or jeeps, and my imagination soon began to play tricks, convincing me that I could hear vehicles approaching. I called the embassy again but still no hard news on what was really happening.

The sun went down about six o’clock with the sudden plunge into darkness that is so typical of the tropics, but I did not turn on the lights. After several hours of prowling around in the dark house, I stretched out on a bed, my “weapons” at the ready. I must have gone to sleep, for I was suddenly awakened by the sound of vehicles. I leapt out of bed and crept over to the window. Outside, a handful of Congolese soldiers were making camp. I had no idea how many of them had come into the neighborhood. The rest of the night was uneventful, except in my imagination. With first light, the soldiers began moving about preparing their breakfast. Fortunately, none tried to enter the house, and they seemed in no hurry to leave their post outside. My greatest fear was that, as time passed, they would get bored, begin looking for loot, and break into the house.

After several hours of creeping from window to window, I had had enough. I abandoned the hammer and hid the butcher knife in the sleeve of my suit coat. I knew that being caught with a weapon was dangerous, but at the time I thought it better to be armed. I opened the door and walked quickly to the car that was still in the yard where I had parked it the day before. I do not know what I expected, but whatever it was, it didn’t happen. The soldiers in the yard looked up at me, but made no move to stop me. “Bonjour, Flamand,” one said, and that was it. The car started on the first try, and I was off. I drove as fast as I could, keeping a weather eye open for Congolese roadblocks, but there were none. The last hurdle was passing a small army camp at the bottom of the hill, a place where many whites had been arrested the night of the mutiny. I sailed past it and on to the embassy without a hitch.

The story of a Congolese column marching on Leopoldville turned out to be yet another false rumor, and I was never able to determine why a small group of mutinous Congolese soldiers decided to camp in that particular yard. It was the kind of thing that happened over and over again during that tumultuous time, periods of absolute terror that left you feeling like a fool afterwards for having had the living daylights scared out of you. A mutinous army is a dangerous and fearful thing. Without their officers, the soldiers no longer followed the chain of command and relied on their guns to make their own kind of law. The most frightening thing was the sense of anarchy throughout the city and, no doubt, throughout the country at large. Central authority had broken down; there was no one in control who could prevent random acts of barbarity.
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SINCE WE HAD NOT YET RECEIVED our contingent of U.S. Marine guards to protect the embassy—which tells you what a sleepy, back-of-beyond post Leopoldville had been—I checked to see what weapons we had in case the mutineers attacked the building. All I found were six tear gas grenades. With the approval of the ambassador, I decided to rectify the situation.

Using my nose, literally, I started prowling the city at night, looking for mutineers high on marijuana or beer. The streets were largely deserted except for soldiers and lone women huddled in the dust roasting corn or frying suspicious-looking pieces of meat. The best technique was to find a soldier by himself, offer him a cigarette and, if he appeared friendly, tell him I was going on a hunting trip and would like to buy his rifle. It worked on a couple of occasions and, crazy though it may seem, it also worked with a soldier who had a Thompson submachine gun, which was a military version of the “Chicago piano” favored by Al Capone and other gangsters in the 1920s and ’30s. A Belgian member of the Belgian Congo Surêté Nationale, who was leaving the country, gave me two Browning semi-automatic pistols. Finally, a SABENA Airlines contact passed on a box of Czech fragmentation grenades that the Czechs or Soviets had inadvertently left at the airport.

None of us in the embassy was anxious to use these weapons. In any battle with the mutinous troops, we would certainly have been the losers. However, we took other precautions such as placing all  of the embassy’s and station’s classified files in burn barrels on the second floor of the embassy. This was a source of daily irritation because each time we needed a file, we had to hunt through the barrels. But it was a thoroughly effective security measure because, if we seemed likely to be overrun, all we had to do was toss a match into each barrel.

Several times it looked as though the soldiers were about to attack the embassy, but on each occasion the crisis was defused. Happily, we never needed to burn the files. I was later told that, had we needed to burn them, the magnesium contained in the barrel was enough to have blown the roof off the building.

The threat of an attack never entirely disappeared, but it was only really serious during the first few weeks after my arrival. Our closest shave occurred on July 13, the day the Belgian paratroops landed and seized Ndjili, Leopoldville’s international airport. The Congolese army was put on a war footing, somewhat haphazardly because each unit seemed to be acting on its own. The troops had been taught camouflage techniques by the Belgians, who presumed fighting would take place in the forest, not in the city. As a result, the troops appeared on the streets wearing their matiti foliage.

Only two of the embassy’s Congolese employees, Sammy, the ambassador’s driver, and Albert, who worked for the United States Information Agency office, turned up that day. When the soldiers arrived, these two courageously planted themselves in front of the embassy and tried to convince them that the embassy had nothing to do with the Belgian incursion and was a neutral diplomatic mission.

The situation was fraught and dangerous with racial overtones. The uneducated troops seemed to take the attitude, “black good, white bad.” Any spark could have set off an attack.

Structurally, the embassy was indefensible. The architect had obviously never considered the possibility that the building—intended as a consulate—would ever come under military attack. The lobby had glass doors, and the brick latticework decorating the sides of the building made dandy ladders for anyone who wanted to pay a visit through the windows on the second and third floors.

Ambassador Timberlake called us together and outlined a plan of action. His assumption was that, if the troops smashed their way into the building, they would kill anyone in their way. Three of us—Tim himself, Rob McIlvaine, and I—were authorized by Tim to open fire if the soldiers attacked. I had a grenade in each pocket and a nine-millimeter Browning semi-automatic pistol in my belt under my coat. I had hidden the Thompson submachine gun in the hall ready for use to stem an assault on the front of the building.

Around mid-morning, an army jeep, mounting a fifty-caliber machine gun, pulled into the narrow driveway that separated the embassy from the sidewalk. The gunner slowly swung the weapon around, aiming it at the embassy’s front door. When he pulled back the arming mechanism, I retreated into the hallway but kept the jeep in full view. Fortunately for us, the gunner forgot, if he ever knew, that the firing mechanism had to be turned three clicks before squeezing the trigger. The gun jammed. As he worked to clear it, I pulled out a grenade, ready to hurl it at the gunner if he opened fire. Fifty-caliber bullets have a terrifying, destructive power at close quarters and I knew they could blast a huge hole. I expected that the troops would then attack but I hoped that a grenade might set the jeep on fire and slow them down. We planned to retreat to the third floor and keep the attackers at bay by throwing grenades down the stairwell.

As I stood apprehensively watching the soldiers in the jeep, Ambassador Timberlake suddenly appeared at my side. “Come with me,” he said curtly. He opened the front door. “Forget about that grenade in your pocket, just smile and translate everything I say.” Tim spoke nearly fluent Spanish and German, but his French was rusty.

As we approached the jeep, two men aimed their rifles at us, but the ambassador appeared not to notice. “Thank God, you’ve come to protect us from the Belgians,” he said, shaking his head angrily and pointing at his watch. “We’ve been waiting for hours for the Congolese army to defend us. The Belgians could be here any  minute.” Then he turned to me, as cool as could be, and said, “Why don’t you offer our friends here some cigarettes?”

The soldiers put down their weapons, took the pack of cigarettes, and agreed they had indeed come to protect us. Tim, acting as though he had expected such a response, turned and pointed to the far end of Avenue des Aviateurs, where there was a statue honoring the aviators who first flew the African mail route, and suggested that it would be an excellent position from which to defend the embassy. To my astonishment, the soldiers nodded, quietly departed, and settled down near the statue.

This entire incident lasted little more than five minutes and was probably never reported to Washington. If it had been, people there would have had a hard time believing it. Diplomats, armed to the teeth and defending their embassy against unruly soldiers of the host country, contradicted all the principles and practices of normal diplomacy. But in our case it was a small victory for skilled diplomacy over violent confrontation and a personal triumph for our ambassador. Tim proved that day, as he was to prove many times in the days and weeks to come, that he was a man of excellent judgment and great courage.

The tension grew more acute with the news that the Belgian paratroopers were approaching the city. The Congolese army had occupied positions near the Royale, a new apartment building on Boulevard 30 Juin (formerly Boulevard Albert), Leopoldville’s main street, where the UN mission to the Congo was later to establish its headquarters. The government, led by President Joseph Kasavubu and Prime Minister Patrice Lumumba, was still in place but invisible, unable to restore order. The day the Belgians entered Leopoldville, I was on one of my usual exploratory prowls and stumbled on an extraordinary meeting that may well have prevented a skirmish, not to say a battle, between the Belgians and the Congolese.

In the middle of Boulevard 30 Juin—a broad avenue with palm trees down the middle—I found the agitated commander of a Congolese unit talking to Justin Bomboko, the youthful Congolese  foreign minister, and Archbishop Malula, the senior Catholic bishop in the Congo. As they talked, I could see them apprehensively eyeing a Belgian column that had halted a short distance away.

“My God, my God, someone tell me what to do,” the Congolese commander said. “If they advance, we must open fire.” Bomboko and the archbishop were remonstrating with him, trying to head off a clash. The archbishop mopped his forehead and looked disconsolately down the avenue.

“I’ve got it!,” the archbishop said with a little squeal. “We’ll have a parade!” He and Bomboko walked over to the Belgian troops and spoke to their commanding officer. In a few minutes, the Belgian unit’s trucks were turned around, and each truck was filled with a mixture of Congolese and Belgian troops. The column then drove slowly down Boulevard Albert to the train station. The soldiers were clearly ill at ease and distrustful, but everything went off smoothly and a fight was avoided. As the column slowly passed the Regina Hotel, the proprietor made his contribution to the archbishop’s novel peacekeeping effort. Waiters from the sidewalk cafe handed up free soft drinks and sandwiches to the soldiers in each truck.

During those early days, I ate my daily ration of beef stew and slept in the embassy every night. The embassy staff, confined to quarters for much of the time, formed a tight bond. All the city’s restaurants were closed, and the mutinous soldiers did not encourage unnecessary exploration. However, since I had to go out to make useful contacts, I encountered the full range of unpredictable military behavior. I quickly learned to carry several packs of cigarettes and a supply of small bills ready for sticky situations.

During my first few weeks in the Congo, I had no car. All the embassy cars had diplomatic plates, which were of no use to me because I did not want to draw attention to myself, so I had to rely on cadging a vehicle. But the chaos worked in my favor in a curious way.

One evening, a Greek gentleman with his wife and teenaged daughter knocked on the embassy door and I let them in. The girl was in shock, and the man and his wife were almost hysterical.

“Soldiers stopped us at a roadblock,” the man said. “They ordered us out of the car and when we got out, one of them began to fondle my daughter. She resisted and he tore her blouse. I knocked him down—I couldn’t stop myself—and we jumped into the car and drove here.”

They were convinced the soldiers must be in hot pursuit, and although there was no sign of them, they were understandably terrified. The man was also afraid that I would refuse to give his daughter sanctuary. He begged me to protect her, saying that he and his wife asked for nothing for themselves. They would risk the roadblocks if only we would protect their daughter. As he spoke, he wrote a check for a large sum, leaving the payee blank, and handed it to me. I tore it up and assured him that they could spend the night in the embassy.

The following day the Greek told me that he, his wife, and daughter were leaving for Brazzaville with some other refugees. He thanked me over and over again, and putting his hand in his pocket, fished out a set of keys to the Volkswagen Beetle that was parked outside.

“Here, Mr. Devlin,” he said. “It’s yours.”

I laughed. “Thank you, but no,” I said. “We can’t accept gifts, but we were happy to help you and your family.” He persisted. Finally, we struck a bargain. I told him I would be delighted to keep the car for him but that I would return it to him when he came back, or hand it over to anyone he might designate in his place. We decided on a code word that he would include in a letter carried by the person he sent to pick up the car. He went away happy, and I had a nice little car for my clandestine meetings. Some weeks later, a man carrying a letter with the code word from the owner of the Volkswagen visited the embassy to claim the car, and I handed it over. By then I had managed to buy the last remaining Peugeot 403  in Leopoldville, one of the great vehicular war-horses of Africa that served me well.

In late July, word reached the embassy that several Americans, presumably missionaries who were leaving the country, were being held prisoner at the beach where the Leopoldville-Brazzaville ferry docked and where I had landed. The ambassador asked me, in my function as consul or perhaps because I was near at hand, to see what I could do to obtain their release. Preparing for my first consular duty, I pocketed several packs of cigarettes as bargaining chips and set off.

The Americans were being held by a group of Congolese soldiers. There were three couples and a child who looked hopeful when I arrived. No one seemed to be in charge of the detail, and the soldiers were high as kites, although it was only eleven o’clock in the morning. The place was a mess: guns lying around, lots of beer bottles, all manner of trash and filth scattered across the bare, wooden floor. In my sorties around town, I had gradually developed a technique for dealing with the mutineers. I would try to determine the softest target in the group and begin a roundabout palaver that ended with the gift of a pack or two of cigarettes when I saw things were going my way.

That morning the business proceeded without a hitch, and the Americans were released. As I was about to leave, a big soldier jumped me and hit me with his fist, knocking me unconscious. I have no idea how long I lay there on the floor.

“Get up, you Flemish dog, you Flemish spy, get up!” I heard someone shout in broken French before I was dragged to my feet by a couple of soldiers.

“We’re going to shoot you, Flemish bastard!”

There were about ten of them, and they seemed mad as hell. They yanked me outside and slammed me against a wall.

“I am not a Flemish spy! I’m an American diplomat,” I protested. “I came here to obtain the release of those Americans, the people you’ve just let go to Brazzaville.”

Nobody listened. They flung me up against the wall again while half a dozen formed a firing squad. It must have been around noon, and the sun was blazing down as if it had just discovered what hotter than hell meant. The soldiers went through a rudimentary firing squad routine, and my head was clear enough to realize that I was looking down six rifle barrels. I had always heard that people about to die see their entire lives flash before them. That didn’t happen to me. I simply could not believe what was happening.

But then it hit me: they were going to fire. At that moment, the cavalry arrived in the form of Albert Delvaux, the Congolese ambassador to Belgium, who had not yet taken up his new post. He also had the rank of a government minister. Delvaux saw what was happening, jumped out of his car, and ran over to me.

“I can’t do anything with them,” he muttered in rapid French, “but I’ll try to distract them. Just walk away. Don’t run, don’t run!”

The soldiers, one and all, adopted a respectful attitude as Delvaux walked toward them, and I tried my best to make a discreet exit from the scene. I could hear him arguing with them in Lingala as I walked away, all the time feeling an unpleasant itching sensation down my back. I kept walking and walking and finally got back to the embassy without further trouble.

A few hours later, there was another report of Americans being held at the beach. Once again I was sent to obtain their release, and I’ll be damned if the same scenario wasn’t played out just as it had been that morning. Cigarettes were offered, cigarettes were accepted, the Americans departed for Brazzaville, and, once again, I was accused of being a Flemish spy. They were the same troops who had been there earlier. When the time for the firing squad arrived, I looked around hopefully for Delvaux, or any influential figure, but none appeared. Not having a white knight at my disposal, I announced in desperation that I was the American consul and that no one had the right to shoot a consul. With that, I walked away. I heard them discussing the matter in Lingala, the word consul being the same as it is in French. While they talked, I  walked, but I did not look back, fearing that it would provoke them to shoot.

I realized later that the word consul had done the trick. Before independence, consuls were important men in the Congo, men to whom the Force Publique, as the Congolese army was then called, had regularly presented arms. My mistake during previous incidents had been to use the word diplomat rather than consul. In retrospect, I doubt that the soldiers intended to shoot me. I suspect they were merely trying to humiliate and frighten me as they had done in the Congolese roulette episode. And, of course, they succeeded.

Later, I learned that Delvaux, along with Foreign Minister Bomboko, and Archbishop Malula, were on the streets every day trying to prevent incidents like the ones I had experienced before they got out of hand. They were extraordinary men facing extraordinary times.

It was a topsy-turvy world. A deadly game was going on but no one seemed to know the rules. The instant you did, the rules would suddenly change and you’d be in trouble again, as we were late one night when Ambassador Timberlake had asked me to drive to his residence with him to discuss our work. We were stopped at a roadblock commanded by an extremely short corporal who announced that we were under arrest for violating the curfew. Since curfews were regularly declared, but often not announced or enforced, it came as a surprise to be stopped for a curfew violation. I got out of the car to argue with the corporal, pointing out diplomats were exempt from such regulations, particularly ambassadors. That seemed to confuse him and he maintained that we were under arrest. As the argument continued, I banged my fist on the hood of Tim’s car and told the corporal that I was the American consul and he had no right to arrest a consul or an ambassador. With that, he came to attention.

“Monsieur le Consul, you can go,” he said. But then he turned in Tim’s direction and glowered. “Mais, ambassadeur, je m’en fous. (I don’t give a damn.) He’s under arrest.”

I tried to explain that the ambassador was a most senior, highly important diplomat, but I soon realized that I was not getting through. Wracking my brains for a solution, I finally said the ambassador was my deputy. The soldier looked doubtful then said: “D’accord, he can go, too.”

Tim, who had heard the conversation, laughed as we drove up to his house. “Almost thirty years in the Foreign Service, and here I am back to being a vice-consul,” he said wryly. He took the matter to heart, however, for I heard that when he was next stopped at a roadblock, he swallowed his ambassadorial pride and identified himself as the “American consul.”

The Congo’s internal turmoil was one thing, but a more sinister threat rapidly became apparent. Personnel from the Soviet Union, its Eastern European satellite allies, and communist China began to flood into the country. There seemed no doubt that those countries were making a special effort to establish a foothold in a continent where they had no history but where they sensed great opportunities for political and economic influence. These were made all the sweeter because any gains would be at the expense of the West. In the past, the European colonial powers had virtually shut the Soviet Union and other communist states out of Africa. But with the independence of Ghana in 1957 and Guinea in 1958, the Cold War struggle got rolling in earnest. These two newly independent countries declared themselves non-aligned but, sensing an opportunity, were more than willing to play the two superpowers against each other for their own purposes.

During July and August 1960, several hundred Soviet personnel entered the Congo. The count was based on a newly recruited and untried Congolese agent sitting at Ndjili airport and marking them off on a note pad as they came in. Any white person disembarking from a Russian plane was considered to be a citizen of the Soviet Union. There were also a number of twin-engine Russian Il–14 cargo/passenger planes based at Ndjili and at the airport in Stanleyville, the up-river capital of Orientale province. Each plane had two or three crews as well as mechanics, interpreters, and other  personnel. The aircraft carried cargo that had come from larger Russian planes. Some of it was in boxes marked with a Red Cross symbol, but the boxes seemed remarkably similar to small arms and ammunition boxes. The planes were flying into the interior of the country but, since they seldom filed flight plans, it was difficult to find out where the cargo was going. Some years later, we found some of those boxes with Red Cross symbols still unopened in Orientale province, the center of the rebellion in 1964 and 1965. The boxes contained rifles, machine-guns, and ammunition. It thus appears the Soviets were planning support for a rebellion as early as July 1960.

We assumed that many, if not most, of the Soviets were intelligence officers, although it was impossible to confirm. Even when we had names, we could not be sure we had true identifications, since Soviet intelligence officers sometimes use different names when they change assignments.

In more settled places, identifying and attempting to recruit the opposition’s intelligence officers usually occupies much of a station chief’s time and energies. But, in the Congo, the first priority was to single out the key Congolese players and get a handle on the political situation that, like desert sand, was constantly shifting under our feet.

The political situation was worsening daily. On July 11, the day after I arrived, the southern province of Katanga—the producer of the Congo’s rich copper and cobalt exports—seceded, taking with it the country’s major source of revenue. Led by Moise Tshombe, the provincial president, and Godefroid Munongo, the influential minister of interior, Katanga’s secession was supported by the powerful Belgian mining interests in the province. It followed the army mutiny by less than a week, and encouraged other potential secessionist movements, notably the diamond-rich South Kasai in the center of the country.

Patrice Lumumba, who as the head of the government was the central political figure of the moment, found himself having to deal with many unfortunate things: an army mutiny for which he was  partly responsible; the secession of the country’s wealthiest province; and a government paralyzed by personal and tribal rivalries, including his own with President Kasavubu. Compounding the political difficulties, the army mutiny had produced a mass flight of Belgian businessmen, technicians, and some senior military and police officers, bringing the economy to a virtual standstill.

Lumumba, three years younger than myself, was born in Kasai province and educated up to primary level at a Catholic missionary school. (He was later denied entry into Lovanium University in Leopoldville because only single students were admitted, and he was married.) He worked as a postal clerk in Stanleyville, edited a quarterly review, and wrote articles for local publications. In 1956, he was arrested on charges of embezzlement and imprisoned for a year. On his release, he moved to Leopoldville and became a sales director at a brewery. He was active in politics and helped to form the Movement National Congolais (MNC), which later split into two wings. However, his branch won a parliamentary plurality in the May 1960 general election and he became prime minister. He was a powerful, at times mesmerizing orator who could whip a crowd into a frenzy. A passionate nationalist, his emotions often swamped his political judgment, and as time went on he became increasingly unstable and unpredictable.

Most of us at the embassy regarded him as a disaster in the making. There was no reason to believe that he was a Soviet agent or even a communist, but he was all too close to the Soviet Union and its allies for comfort. The ambassador and I concluded that while Lumumba thought he could use the Soviets, they were, in fact, using him.

The Soviets’ image of unwavering support for Africa’s downtrodden people was occasionally undermined by unintentional selfparody. Shortly after the Congo became independent, Moscow announced that it was sending food for the “poor, hungry, oppressed workers and peasants” of the Congo. Sure enough, a Soviet ship arrived at Matadi, the Congo’s primary seaport. It was full of wheat. Unfortunately, the Congo did not possess a flour mill, so it  had to be loaded on a ship once more and sent elsewhere to be milled. This episode did not match Moscow’s fraternal dispatch of snowplows to tropical Guinea two years earlier but it made clear that our Cold War adversaries were not ten feet tall.

The Soviets were also not immune to the daily hazards that we encountered on the streets of the capital. One day I was downtown, walking past the New Stanley Hotel, when a truckload of Congolese soldiers with fixed bayonets pulled up and dashed inside. I was wary but curious and waited across the street to see what would happen. A Congolese civilian who came out told us the troops were reacting to a rumor that there were communist spies in the hotel. In due course, the soldiers emerged with three “communist” prisoners: Ralph Bunche, the interim United Nations representative to the Congo; the Israeli ambassador; and the Soviet ambassador, a minister from one of the Soviet republics.

Bunche and the Israeli knew that discretion was the better part of valor and promptly obeyed the order to get into the back of the army truck. The Soviet ambassador who had yet to appreciate the value of that stratagem, remonstrated loudly in English. He proclaimed he was the ambassador of the USSR sent to help the poor, downtrodden, oppressed Congolese masses. Unfortunately, he did not speak French or any African language, and the Congolese soldiers did not understand English. He refused to climb into the truck. Without further ado, the soldiers stepped forward, grabbed him, and tossed him into the vehicle as casually as if he had been a sack of Soviet wheat.

He picked himself up and turned to the Israeli ambassador. “You speak French,” he said. “Tell them that I am the Soviet ambassador and that I am here to help the poor Congolese workers and peasants.” The Israeli gave him a quizzical look. “And what concession is the Soviet Union prepared to make to Israel?” he said.

Later Ralph Bunche, a light-skinned African-American, told Timberlake that he was greatly amused by the whole episode. “Can you imagine this chocolate boy being taken for a communist spy?”  he asked. The Congolese soldiers, most of whom were jet black, looked upon Bunche as just another “European.”

We led a strange life in those early days in the Congo, which was a far cry from what people usually imagine diplomatic life to be. There were no cocktail parties or receptions, and certainly no golf and drinks in the clubhouse. Fitzhugh Green, the USIA officer, tried to get in a round of golf, but he played only one or two holes when he decided the game was not worth the risk. Some mutinous soldiers probably high on beer or hash, or both, were taking a little target practice with Fitzhugh as the bull’s eye.

I thought someone was taking a pot shot at me in August 1960 when I received a cable instructing me to remove the rods from a small atomic reactor at Lovanium University. The cable said the request had come from the United States Atomic Energy Commission. The United States had given the reactor to the Congo as an expression of appreciation for having provided the uranium for the first American atomic bombs. I was to advise Monseigneur Gillon, the university’s rector, who was described as an atomic physicist, of my plans (I had no plans) to remove the rods and bury them where they could not be found.

There were no other details, not even a hint of how to handle a hot atomic rod. Perhaps they thought I was expendable. As for burying the rods where they could not be found, I could not think of a way to do that in a country where a white man stood out like a cigar store Indian. As for taking the rods out into the countryside, I wondered how to get them past a dozen or more check points before I was clear of civilization. Even then, my experience in North Africa during World War II convinced me that no matter how hard one tried to act without being seen when nature called, someone would pop up and be looking at you at the crucial moment. However, I was expected to carry out orders.

I put my fears in neutral and drove to Lovanium, passing through three road blocks on the way. When I told Monseigneur Gillon of my instructions, he was horrified and said it was a crazy idea. He  shared my view that it would be nearly impossible to carry out the mission in secrecy and said it would be much safer to leave the rods in the reactor. I reported his views to Headquarters and, happily, never heard another word about the matter.

Before independence, the Congo had been of limited interest to the United States. When we wanted to know something about the country, we asked the Belgians, our NATO ally. This changed when the Cold War reached the Congo. Neither the Soviet Union nor China was represented, although Czechoslovakia had managed to establish a consulate in Leopoldville headed by a member of its intelligence service. Our general practice was to establish a liaison link with the security services of the host country. However, we thought it would be unwise to do that with the Lumumba government because it was perceived to be hostile to the United States and friendly with the Soviet Union. This soon became more than a perception when we learned that Soviet “technical advisers” were working with the Congo’s Surêté Nationale, the country’s internal security service. Any information we might have given the Congolese would almost certainly have reached the KGB.

In my early days in the Congo, I was sometimes followed when I left the embassy. Fortunately, the surveillance was obvious and amateurish. I’d leave the embassy on foot and the surveillance team would lock in on me. But, after a block or two, someone from the embassy would pick me up in my car, leaving the team jumping up and down in frustration like the Three Stooges.

The Cold War, like it or not, had come to a hot country and the battle lines were rapidly being drawn in the streets of Leopoldville and across this enormous, fragile country. It was my job to do something about it, and the first task was to create a network of agents and then mount clandestine operations against the Soviet Union and its allies, which were clearly setting their sights on influencing, if not controlling, Lumumba’s fledgling government.

Our problem was that we were starting from almost zero. Before independence, our consul-general had worked almost entirely with the host country’s officials, the normal practice in colonial territories.  Jerry Lavallee and Frank Carlucci, the embassy’s political staff, were the only people in the embassy who had made useful contacts among the Congolese prior to independence. They were primarily engaged in working with members of the Congolese government, if and when they could be located. This was not easy because the Congolese leaders were unused to running government departments, or indeed dealing with foreign diplomats and conducting conventional diplomacy. Also, they sometimes ran into difficulties of their own with the mutinous soldiers. My experience when Albert Delvaux had come to my rescue was fairly typical.

Recruiting agents is not, or should not be, a rapid process. The process begins with spotting someone who seems to have access to information of interest to the U.S. government. Alternatively, he (or she) may be in a position to support American policies or objectives. Next, you attempt to determine his motivation, his political views and opinions, whether he has problems—money or otherwise—details of his family life, any personal idiosyncrasies, and so forth.

If you decide the person is both useful and recruitable, you try to establish a close relationship. You do things that you believe would amuse or interest the person. If he likes jokes, you tell jokes. If he enjoys discussing literature or economics, you discuss literature and economics. If he is fond of food and drink, you wine and dine him. The first three steps—spotting, assessing, and developing—are all the preliminaries for the final and crucial step, recruitment. You then pop the question and hope for an affirmative answer. The process has a lot in common with seduction.

There is no single factor that motivates men or women to become spies. Money is often the key, but there are numerous other reasons. One agent with whom I worked in another country did so because of his own personal beliefs. He was convinced that the United States had saved his and his wife’s lives during World War II, and his cooperation was his way of re-paying a debt of gratitude. He accomplished extraordinary things for us but would never accept a penny. When we lunched together, he insisted on taking  turns in settling the bill. Others cooperated with us because they believed it was in their interest to do so. They wanted the United States to support them in achieving some objective, usually political. But, of course, every individual is different so motivation has to be extremely carefully assessed.

I spent hours in bars, hotel lobbies, newspaper offices, walking through the market, and sitting in the parliamentary visitors’ gallery—you name it, I did it. While hard slog and dogged persistence are crucial to intelligence work, a little luck never hurt. And lady luck, as it turned out, smiled on me in the Congo.

At the embassy, all sorts of visitors dropped in to see me, not only because my door was open to all comers, but also because legitimate diplomats, such as Jerry Lavallee and Frank Carlucci, sent people to my office whom they thought might prove useful. Sometimes there is friction between Foreign Service officers and CIA personnel in an embassy. But not in the Congo. Ambassador Timberlake set the tone from the outset, making it clear that he would not tolerate any kind of turf wars or infighting. Further, I was truly blessed with strong and competent colleagues, and we worked with each other in a remarkably harmonious way.

My visitors included Congolese politicians, tribal leaders, and people who were political neophytes with ambitions. One of my regular visitors was Albert Kalonji, the leader of the Baluba tribe in the southern Kasai province whose title was Mulopwe, variously translated as “king,” “emperor,” or, sometimes, “god.” He led the other wing of the MNC that had broken away from Lumumba’s faction. He detested the prime minister and blamed him for the slaughter of many of his fellow tribesman. When Katanga seceded, Lumumba sent troops to crush the rebellion and en route they passed through Kasai, killing many of Kalonji’s Baluba followers. Kalonji was seeking American support to overthrow Lumumba, and he wasn’t the only one, for several other politicians visited me with the same idea in mind.

Another Congolese who came by regularly was Paul Bolya, a junior leader of the Mongos, one of the larger tribes in Equateur  province. He headed a political party called the Parti National Populaire (PNP). During the recent national elections, he had reportedly received financial backing from the Belgian government and Belgian businessmen with interests in the Congo to the point where the PNP became known as the Partie des Nègres Payés (Party of Bribed Negroes). Although he had not done particularly well in the elections, he nevertheless had great ambitions and hoped to add American support to the Belgian largesse.

Some of these visitors led legitimate ethnic or political groups while others were merely looking for a handout. But I found them all useful because, knowingly or unknowingly, they helped me get a better grasp on the Congo’s complex political and tribal structure. I listened to all of them, as intelligence officers must, but expressed no opinion as diplomats are obliged to do.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_001_r1.jpg
CHIEF OF STATION,

CONGO

A Memoir of 1960—67

LARRY DEVLIN

PuBLICAFFAIRS
A Member of the Perseus Books Group
New York






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_003_r1.gif
T
REPUBLIC _ = H
mgmp\ )

167 gBondo Faradie®,
singa’ & PR

Ve ). Bua : 150 Watsay
sga Bupbaf FROVINCE | “Hsbere
= S ORIENTALE

&N pesoko - f i
\ Banaj Batvasendeg,

\ Syanleyvile/
TEUR, vangarn® AQREEN!

snde

:M/Km ]
< ZLubut, oy r—— Lake

ot Gomal 5T
PRI Lakex 5~ RWANDA
LR TR

Victoria

Y ~
(v @ 1 pukavigy Bugre-
N KASAL fanau\SU D L
Kole/ _Lodja,) i K,‘%,“hwe\ ; “M,, Bu]umbuu
RIE NTAL |\Kmmbﬁ KI\M;_@W? BURWDI
/\sxla.‘%a' MANLEMA ™ ¥
Sl |2 uusamo {_Membsn e 2y (1 Flggoma
DENT \L\_\1 i/t - _w
surg/Kapanga, o - g UNITED
Qe Katelop erviercaomiol REPUBLIC
b mm, 5 e OF
TANZANIA
g fatd
] Osumbawanga
Y Kapanga ‘{
/R Kamma/

Kalanga

Yot

Eau N 1
\K/“‘i"i ? ;Kasenga ZAMBIA

VK~

Nemeerme

b
MY T






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_020_r1.gif





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_014_r1.gif
ORDRE NATIONAL DU LEOPARD






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_002_r1.gif
o i CENTRAL AFRICAN
‘Hm,\
B.W"I%Zungb -

DEMOCRATIC
REPUBLIC OF THE

CONGO v s

.
g
&

©  National capial
©  District capital

@ Basankusu

o iy town CONGO
4 Major airport . S aEQUAT
Iternational boundary B
fo ——— Distrct boundary S o
A P Liangay Cwuﬂn:mnemdbanda A
Secondary road R LN\
\ ~—— Rairoad 7 o o
0 100 20 300km oBdlobo f
Ktuglfy 451
= gBandundy <
b, !
L F, tobo!
poldville/Kinshasa
: N SN
F5 xS -CONGD, ° focer
Cabinda § Bttbanza. | K
(ANGOLA): Bora M:ﬁff hgingu L BANDUNDY 1 Lulyabe
« Y ¢ Tshikapa
ATLANTIC LY
OCEAN Nz
,Luanda §
A\ ANGOLA
b (b Tt \ )| gSauimo
~conGo \ N £

Y Lm/

Lobig
Tho boundares anc nars shown and he designatiens usoc
i map do ot impyoffcia andersarnt o accopanc.
by tho Unied Naons
o

100 : 150 )
i L

Based on UNITED NATIONS Hap o 4007





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_021_r1.gif
R B





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_006_r1.jpg
AT ¥ iged






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_msr_cvt_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
 wahingion D8

e BmeliiEene® Agene






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_017_r1.jpg
IN HONOR OF THOSE MEMBERS
OF THE CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY
WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES IN THE SERVICE OF THEIR COUNTRY






OEBPS/lawr_9780786732180_oeb_019_r1.jpg





