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the misty worl

ed as ‘the etique:
ly who:ha§ ever .rea
the herg,” it captured,
Anyoné who has sat'up to
irigue.an thg late, late. ghow -
th.its

spy sibry "is aware “tha_at
doesn’t. hasten t
watch. ihternati

overnmeént d in.-the sur. 2 ! .
itio le information ',the‘y,n;é"caxjdjnalA 3
s o the. businesss Yet boily of them were.
blgtantly*Aotited when fhe U.2 dropped down in the
RO R LG e ST St o T tre
MW

rus| v He -

and claim safety at first base. - R
- This country, of course, i$ riddled with Soviet
agents and spies, ‘both professional and amateur.
One of them undoubtedly has passed along the

recognized my name. .+ I
“You'se on YQur own,” they told me. “Establish

have something

-] dissert on, esplonage .in- the. Columbig~Endy= they meant a legitimate reason for being on:hand’
 clopedia, ‘whith | iledand edited’at Columbia T already had a good excuse for being in Athens

‘| University; of ‘Whish Diyight Eisenhower used to be and I bolstered it by attending a school ‘of “art,
president, It says: “Among nations at peace with since I had always been interested in drawing,

each other espionage is never officially admitted
but is almost always practiced” The emphasis is
mine. The puzziement is Khrushchev’s. X
The ethics of espionage, if such an intrinsically
dishonorable business can be said to have niceties,
jare - recognized very quickly by those who find
themselves involved. During the last war the
[German and American lines faced each other for
Imonths in .a holding action above Nice in the
[Maritime Alps. About halfway between the two
ines was the village of Sospel in which was the
Golf Hotel, the only respectable oasis for miles
hround.

Reconnoitering parties were sent out at night

What I was after was information about‘the
financial stability of Greece. The most likely source
Wwas a certain cabinet member who, with his
brother, owned one of the large banks. I observed
that he met his brother every afternoon at a side-
walk cafe. Each time, as they chatted, the same
ragamuffin bootblack shined their shoes. It was
easy to persuade my art instructor to engage this

* little fellow as a model in the evenings and we
became friends.

We developed a game,
I can tell you what those two men were talking
about this afternoon,” I would say, and make some
wild guess. He'd laugh and tell me what they said

a caverright away and only' contact us wheri. YOuR
important to report.” By a “cover'

“I'll bet you a taliro .

;o every officer in the

and collect his coin, One evening when T guessed
e’ said: “Oh, no, the big one told the little one
“'Sell a million pounds sterling for me and you'd
-better- da the same for yourself.’"

+ This:let me know that England was going off
the gold_standard. I.sent a coded cable to Wash-

- inlgton, my first really substantial achievement in

the profession that has taken most & my life
'AIso,_ this;may answer ‘a question for some of my
friends ‘Who wonder why I have a sketch of a

.. Greek, bootblack hanging in my study.

Fo brush up on my Greek for the sojourn in
hens I bought and read a six-volume set on the
“higtory_ of “Filike Hetairia, or

tationed in‘Cairo, Fy opposite-namber in"an allied
‘canip; told me excitedly: “T've got the biggest thing
ig:r;g{pionage_' history—the character and description
e German occupation forces in
Greece and'a list of every member of the Greek
hndergroun'd, plus - where every one of them is
stationed.” " He was so pleased that he showed it
to me. (This is another tenet of espionage—you
have to know whom to trust.)

I looked it over. “Remarkable,” I said. “What
did it cost you?” He answered proudly, “Only
$60,000.” “What g pity,” 1 observed. “I could
have given you a much better deal.” He glared at
me and walked away before I could tell him that
this was a direct translation of “Filike Hetairia”
with the Turkish names transposed into German.
Of course there are rogues in our busingss. but I
couldn’t hate this one. The work of translating
six volumes is worth something.

Speaking of rogues, I should perhaps make
clear some of the finer distinctions in espionage.
The person who i3 sent on a fact-gathering mission
by his or her government is an agent. Usually an
agent is a patriot belonging to the military or
civilian services of his country and can be trusted
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Crly—V ““Lhere afe tempiations.
He is not, in our terminolcgy @’spy Spied¥iire the in-
formants, either paid- or voluntary‘, who supp]y the agents
with the stuff they are. looking for. It is.not at.all unusual
for a spy to serve two masters. Governments have re-
luctantly accepted the fact that this is-often necessary if the
spy is to continue to exist in one of the world‘s most peril-
ous occupations.

Although it xs acceptap}
espionage for a spy to be two conflicting
interests, there is a definité lind oy fl which his or her
activities cannot go. Prmcqss.Tamﬁﬁi must have known
that. Washington cabled yhe fii*Caire.t0 keep an eye on her.
I didn't -mind at all. She was & yery beautiful redhead
(the color may have been as phan .as her title). : He>
spedalty was getting American. o § drunk and cudd15

¥ gots to know her and, in 2. @ Plike her. My liking
lessened considerably when porie*took a pot shot at
me one- afternoon while we were walkang down the Kasr el
Aini, ong of Cairo's main streets. . ‘Chose, wasn't it?” she
said coolly. “Pro ' just a warnlijggithat you shouldn't
pry too deeply into { ffairs.” She hin# broadly that she
was working for the Biltxsh and the British confirmed this.
It didn't account for‘gher interest in American officers, so I
wasn’t at all sugprxsed when I discovered that she was also
being paid by the German Admiral Canaris.

Shortly before the following Christmas I had a mihswn
to London. The RAF plane: that was taking me back had
engine trouble and was forced to Jand on a Libyan au-stnp
I had resigned myself to spending a miserable Christmas
Eve, but along—for a refueling—came a Soviet plane with
several officers, one of whom spoke English. “Going to
-Cairo?” he asked.” I jumped at the,chance.

‘On the way, very casually, r%ﬁd me if I knew »Pnn-
‘cess Tamara. ‘Of course I said I didn™, but I made it a poxm
to see ‘who was- dancing that mght at Shepheard’s ‘Hotel.

y nwrltten code of

aybrace I kept my face well covered. Before morning I let
the word get around. Tamara vanished, I know not where.
1do know that in the- espionage industry two may be’ com
pany, but:three is a crowd hobody likes.

Agents' or spies grow to be suspicious of everyone. I’ve
known some who didn’t even trust the members of their
own family and ‘maybe rightly so. When 1 was attemptin 1o

arrapge Vassily Stalin's trans Gérman- h
Patter his fathér's death®, I had'tp. deal with a spy

gang in Munich consisting of a sleek hy ‘named Lili, her
husband ‘her lover, her sweet-faced old mqther called Frau,
and two other men.

‘When Tamara and the Red Colonel swept past me in close

: * he W e as: ableas an mformant
‘frai_l%largely becs crossed up. Later I
th;,t;jgﬂ“ eTman prison, put there by her

mother- (the real of the gang, it turned out), who dis-
appeared pghmd t_‘ gron Curtain. It was wise for the old
Frau to becausew;gome agent in the Western World would
certamly‘have managed her execution for double-dealing—
not with me but within her own group, :

Both{ teur and professional spies have scruples, even
- those whg may be selling out their own country. For ex-
amplg, rgm;y of them feed -vital facts to the_Inter a]
Servi ! Fo aljon, a privately-supported

4] espi i ave directed

m We havé no connection with the government
‘merely pass along our gleanings to subscribers.

" Allghe major powers train espanage agents in secret

but the most effective ones gt‘ten come from un-

%zv 0 sold heavy machinery. Traveling through the
I 1948, the year of the Berlin blockade, he noticed
at, rever he passed large rivers, -pontoon sections were
bemg assembled as emergency bndges. Fearing a possible
-Red pmcer movement against West Germany, he hurried
“‘back to\ ¢ gn and got the information to Britain's vast
Secret, X fence service. Brewster was promptly sworn
{4in as a agent—-last I heard he was observing alil the
rules of the strange etiquette of spying. s
I Tritd to Kndnap Stalm s Son,” The American Weekly, Nov 8, 1953,
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