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By Henry Allen

S I was “lhe Ultinate Fan-
tasy for Victor Mavchetti.

Tt was the final, eat nc].ys'—'
mic whimsy, probably, for
the vest of them up there in
the executive suite of the
Central Tulelligence Agency,
a tantalizing daydream after
one  of the morve brutal
power auctions hnown as
“morning coffee” with the
director, Richard Melios (the
rituixl 0 am, coffee poured
by the vitual blacks into the
CIA’s very own china, blue
vimmed, with agency seal in
bluec on the gide of the cup).

Tn 1658, Victor dMavchetil
was one of the bluewib-

“boned, Ivy-beleagered inner

civele of 14 “old hoyvs” who
sipped the colfee and played
the politics of their own and
everyone else’s country, He
was a G815, the execulive
assistant Lo ])c,put\ Director
Adm. Rufus Taylor,

e was alzo {he inner cir-
cle’s “loken dago,” Lie'd say.
It secmed he was still the
smallest  lineman on  the
Toothall team, the team now

being that of the Lastern os-
tablishwent, & f{erm Mar-

chetli-likes, instead of the
high school tem in the coal
town  of Iazellon, Penna.,
(where he played guard at
175 pounds). '

AL night, in ‘his suburban

5hou g¢ crumined with Ameri-.

Cana -~ Dronve cagles and
hand-painted milk cans —
‘he was having chest paius
and stomach aches and his
wife was telling him to quits
And ‘days, in_his GS-15's
office  with 1moclzleather
chairs  and  {loor-to-celiing
windows oy m]ool\mg the Po-
tomze, he wag having this
mad suicidal daydreatn,

‘8o in 1669, he qiuit the
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agency. Tike a lot of men
for whom. the American

dream has torned fo nig;h.t-
mare, he wrote a novel -

“my r»loat fantasy,” he (‘(LU;:»‘

it

The novel, called
Iope - Dancer,” (861 H)
Grosset & Dunlap, $6.03) is
about Paul Franklin, execu-
tive assistant to the deputy
direetor of the National In-
telligence Ageney, 2
Polish-American  from a

Penasylvania coal town who
Cfor

never cxplained,
fo {he uliimate
scling to the So-

aSoNs
falls prey
fantlasy of

viels every secret He can
Xevox, photograpn or lape
yecord. B

e novel, told in the flat,

amiliar  prose. of myriad
other novels about the gov-
ernment, with little of the
flash and hint{ul allure of
spy  novels, describes the
ageney's discovery of Frank-
lin and Franklin's discovery,
{he way, that the
divector himself is working
for the Sovicls, an astonish-
ing but plausible possibility,
since the delection of Drit-
ain's Kim Philby to Russia
after years of leaking the se-
crots of M. I. (Military Intel-
ligence) Six. '

0Old boy and new boy alike,

the agency is rotten. In be-,

tween, Marchetti tells us,
the fictional ageney fudges
facts to fit the whims of the
Yresident, or connives to
“end run” around .our am-
bassador to Colombia to
government,

IPs guilly of all the chica-

nery, bockstabbing, and
solf-secking that have
marked organizations, - and

the chronicles of men disil-
lusioned 111 them, through
history.

Porhaps the novel,

the  disillusionment that

" drove Marchetli to \vrlio it,

was inevitable.
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Receatly, sitting in the
bascment bar of his Oaklon,
Va,, home, Marchetti rermern-

»bmcd the illusicns of 1953,

(he year he joinmed 1.hc

gency.

“T was going to he amys-
persen-—-adveniur-
ous, romantie, lving in for-

"

elgn countries . .."

“Now, a slightly pudgy 44,

with three sons (Franllin
has two sons), Marchetti
wears  a 1‘):-&).11-5121.111@6. red
sweatshirt, work pants and
erepe qolnd boots, Um s
his w1£u is yelling at onc f
the dogs. ’ ’

“T spent ona year in 01 or-
ations. Then cleven yeors a
a research  analyst and
working on uation al esii-

mates until I moved up to ’

the (11100101"‘ stafi. Silting
up there I begoan to sec how
it's all pullu 1 {ozethey, the
interplay with the rest of
the excoutive branch of Ule

‘eovernment.

“Phe ageney is the mest
romantic segmenl of the in-
telligence conﬂnunity, but I
aith in it and
its purpose, in infelligence
in general,

“WWe spend. $6 bhilion a
y ar on intelligence, which

5 {00 damn much, There's
not noarly enough Congres
sional conirel. One nl"h'[
after a particilavly hard
day I walked into the office

‘of one of the other exceutive

assistants and I said “This
place couldn’t foul up worse
if the B.GB wos running it ”

“(The KGB is Russia’s intgl-

ligence scrvice.)

And a novel was born.

Actually, Marehetti
wanled to write a non-fie-
tion account, a cyitical aual-
ysis, “but after Id ycars,
youwre very, very sccuvity
ldCu, ithere
o' Jol of old buddics aver
W ou]dn& want to

e
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Y P Co
U}/;[" ‘f«u'-J/L? /

YO ;L’\/Lx« Repc
[

Hi Fact or fiction, however,
the novel “cuts close to the
bone,” Marchetll said, Ie's
written anotlier nov cl,

analylical pieces. 1o De-
lieves be is under “mild sur-
veillaniee” by the CIA, and
he has recently begun 1o
suspect ~ his  phone Iy
tapped. He has been going 1o
varvious | cougressmen  to
plead his case for more con-
gressional amvull;\nw of in-
telligence. ,

e claims he “cleansed”
himself of ageney influence
in his first fow months away
SJrom it But a fascination
“and frusivation still seem to
wrestle inside him, {ha con-
flict of rebpom)bJLL}, and
romance, . .

“Sometimes- at
when I was still with the

wentey,  we'd  discuss na-
tlonal or international is-
sues. But as the nizht went
on and
drunk, we'd end up shooling
the bull. I'd realize we were
sitting {here telling old war

stories about old operations

in this and that country.
They were just war stories
and we;were all fascinated.
ST don’t trust any of my
old friends now. I've made
new friends, journelists and
politicians, bU.L it's not the
same thing, not like being
with the guys you were re-
cruited and trained with,
These are the things T wmisg

“But I have a son who' s.‘
17. If T have anything to ¢ 52y
about it he’s not going to die
in Vietram or Ll_to., or the
jungles of Colorabia heocause
of a bunch of CIA spooks
and Fastern establishmen-
tarians.”

Still, he keeps solvenirs
of his agency days, Oue of
thera, for instance, next to
the bqa ment bar, is a
framed letter from Thrutor
Melms, thanking Marchetti's
three sons for the coffee
qpﬁf ?l v bought for him.

) § “Megretted that the
Targe size of the mug might
foree him to drink mere cof-
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and
he's tricd to sell a Loup]t: of .

a parly,

more whiskey got
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