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Author’s Note

During my career at the CIA, I functioned as
an internal CIA staff security officer, federal investigator,
protective agent for the Director of Central Intelligence, chief of
training for the CIA police force, assistant counter assault team
leader, operational security team leader, counterintelligence
investigator, Counter Terrorism Center officer, international
information systems security officer, polygraph examiner and
federal police officer. I was a Category I employee.

Because of my previous employment with the
CIA, I must abide by my duty to protect CIA sources and methods. I
have been careful to protect the true names of CIA employees,
locations and any other information that could jeopardize the
Agency or my former co-workers. Thus, I do not discuss my
employment status (during my career I have also been assigned to
several other government agencies), specific locations, true names
of individuals or any other organizations involved. I use
pseudonyms for individuals discussed in this book, and the names of
all locations involved.

What you will read is a full expose’ of CIA
operations. I will also describe the Agency’s use of secrecy
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx. This will provide, in
detail, internal CIA operations, sometimes humorous, I was a part
of; revealed to the public for the first time. It details the CIA’s
role in the war on terror and results of the author’s experience
and research on this subject. The book follows my career as a CIA
officer through the many experiences I had while conducting
internal security investigations and overseas covert operations. It
finishes with a shocking story of the CIA’s misuse of the power of
secrecy; I witnessed personally. This event changed my entire view
of the Agency I loved, and revealed the Constitutional parameters
routinely breached by the CIA.

I am a former intelligence officer. My
expertise is in collecting and reporting intelligence. I am not a
journalist. I ask the reader to forgive me for my tendency to write
in analytical and technical fashion. Overcoming this tendency is a
work in progress. This book contains multiple topics on CIA
operations, intelligence and terrorism. I welcome the reader to
read the entire book, or skip the technical sections and read those
describing actual operations. Although there is no specific theme
in this work, the overall theme is intended to be a multifaceted
description of the internal workings of the CIA and related
information regarding the war on terror.

This is, in many ways, the most fulfilling,
and the most difficult document I have ever written. The CIA has an
important role in protecting our national security. I owe much of
my operational training and analytical skills to the organization I
loved and served. I have many close friends there and fond memories
of several of my assignments.

It is my hope that this book enables
Americans to better understand the CIA, inspires them to hold dear
our Constitution, never to be intimidated by corrupt, powerful and
deceptive assertions of “secrecy,” and motivates them to hold those
in power accountable to the American people for their actions.

Kevin Shipp
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“There is something about the way the CIA has been
functioning that is casting a shadow over our historic position [of
freedom] and I feel that we need to correct it.”

Harry S. Truman, December 22, 1963, op-ed, The
Washington Post
(The Post later mysteriously
excised the entire article)

 



Introduction

The CIA is a unique federal organization. It
operates under a thick canopy of secrecy. Covert agents killed in
the line of duty become lonely stars etched into the wall of CIA
headquarters. Those officers who live must remain seated at
ceremonies recognizing patriots serving openly in the military;
sacrificing the recognition they so often deserve. This can be a
lonely experience. I know this feeling. The sacrifices CIA officers
have made, including risking their lives, remain hidden; locked
away in their memories. For many officers, it is a unique brand of
courage that will never be known.

CIA officers face a plethora of challenges in
the field. They are held to the highest standards of any federal
agency and undergo the most stringent clearance process in the
world. Many times they are assigned to countries where torture is a
real option if they are discovered. There is simply no room for
mistakes or negligence. The environments they are routinely sent to
are toxic, hellish war zones; where death has become a way of life.
This kind of exposure, sometimes over long periods of time, can
only be handled by vetted, seasoned men and women who will not bend
under pressure. This pressure could include the loss of their life.
They must tolerate the real possibility of illness from what they
are forced to eat or drink to ensure they blend in to the culture.
Long separations from their family are common. And many families do
not survive the absence of a husband and father. Due to solitude
and loneliness, some make moral mistakes while overseas, then try
to cover up their moral failures so their husband or wife does not
find out what they have done. But these flaws usually come out in
the end and the state of their marriage is never the same again.
Trained to keep secrets, they will sometimes leak to the ones
closest to them. Significant others have an uncanny way of reading
the behavior of those they love. These officers’ rank and duties
are a distinct privilege. They have worked and studied hard to earn
them. They must continually live their cover, even in the US, so
others do not expose their operations. The CIA will hold them
accountable if they fail. There is no loyalty among spies.

In this book I stress Congress must
continually hold the CIA accountable and provide oversight;
ensuring it functions under the restraints of the Constitution and
protects the freedom of the Americans it serves. This has not
always been the case, and in the past Congress has been forced to
take action and rein the CIA in. The Agency does not operate by
popular vote and the majority of its action takes place in the
darkness of secrecy.

This book is about that Agency. It is written
to provide a three hundred and sixty degree view of the CIA and its
function. It reveals the good, the bad and the ugly of the Agency I
loved and served for so many years.

 



Chapter 1

CIA Operations

The night was dark and still; no movement,
not even the sound of a dog barking. The atmosphere seemed
unnatural, tense and quiet. I could feel the Asian air, moist and
heavy brushing against my face as we moved in tandem up the dark,
deserted street. Dressed in black, we moved slowly, paralleling
each other, concealing our advance behind parked cars. My right
hand gripped the handle of a black Colt AR 15 automatic rifle; my
left hand cradled the stock. I held it in the ready position,
shooting finger off the trigger, thumb on the firing selector
switch ready to make the decision; single-shot or fully automatic.
There were two of us. Darkness had become our companion, our most
valuable protection. We were part of it. A dangerous meeting was
about to go down. The leader of a major terrorist group was to meet
us in a deserted office building. There was a possibility we could
turn him and gather precious information regarding the
organization’s plan for its next attack. Four Americans had been
killed, as many as eight local police a day were being gunned down
and employees at the American embassy were being followed. Another
attack was imminent.

Trained to use adrenalin to our advantage, we
maintained a heightened state of alertness; a controlled cocktail
of fear and courage motivated by mission. This operation could be a
valiant success, or this street would be the site where we give our
lives for our country. Was it a set up? They had the advantage.
Knowing the time and place, they had the element of surprise. If
they were going to turn on us, we had no control over the timing,
the weapons or explosives they would use - and their numbers. We
had trained for this and trained hard. Crouched low, the butt of my
rifle pulled hard in the gap between my shoulder muscle and collar
bone, we were ready for the worst. The AR 15 was almost invisible
in the dark, its black smooth coating non-reflective. Feeling the
unique surface of the weapon had become a familiar sensation, and
brought a peculiar sense of comfort. We could trust this weapon.
Our minds focused on one set of actions; judge properly, shoot to
kill - disappear. Being wounded or, even worse, captured and facing
torture, beating or being skinned alive, was not an option. It was
all or nothing. Staying alive was not part of the equation, unless
we won.

Before we deployed from the vehicle to move,
my mind flashed back to the months of training necessary for this
operation; day and night. Officers were eliminated based on their
inability to ignore death. Graduating from the training program was
an accomplishment we all held dear. It was not easy. As an elite
team, we had gone through five different performance cuts, leaving
only a handful of us to deploy. Images jumped in my mind of driving
in total darkness, lights off, 120 miles an hour, a vehicle ramming
me from behind as we approached a 90 degree turn, while the
instructor screamed obscenities at me from the passenger seat,
“upping the adrenalin.” Night after night we went through dark
training scenarios, advancing towards our targets amidst live
automatic fire, flash grenades and night flares.

Just weeks before during training I had come
in last during speed plate shooting. It was embarrassing. Granted,
I was shooting against the best, but we had to be the best to make
the mission. I was despondent and upset at myself. I got very
little sleep that night. The next night we were thrown into a real
life, dark, live fire exercise in which we had to engage multiple
terrorist targets in rapid succession. Something kicked in. I
finished in first place, hitting all the targets center mass in a
matter of eight seconds. After the jubilant cursing was over, the
instructor rewarded me with a compliment, slap on the back and a
cold beer.

“Good shooting son, damn good shooting.”

I kept the beer can for months to remind
myself to stay focused.

The Tail

I was assigned to several of these
assignments during my early years with the Agency. They included
intense moments, embarrassing moments and some humorous ones. I
wish I could relate them all, but the majority can never be told.
On one such assignment, I was deployed to
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx. There were more
KGB agents per capita in xxxxxxx than any city in the world. During
our movements throughout the city, going out to dinner, to the gym
or to the shopping mall, we regularly had our “shadow” following
behind us. A young, blond KGB agent, always wearing his walkman
“headphones,” was our constant companion. After a couple of weeks,
we nicknamed him “Boris.” Wherever we went, Boris was always a part
of the scenery. Although it was a little frustrating, as CIA
officers we knew that you never, NEVER, confront or harasses your
“tail.” Doing so, especially with the Soviets, meant swift
retribution, such as broken antennas on your car, key scrapes on
the paint, or human feces in places you didn’t appreciate. So, we
just tolerated Boris and took him with us wherever we went. When it
was work time, we employed our usual counter surveillance tactics
and lost him; letting him find us again when we came “out.”

Late one evening Brett, my co-worker, and I
went out for a cold beer at the Irish pub, just a few doors down
from the hotel. The establishment was packed. It was a small place,
about the size of a shoe store, walled with walnut paneling and a
short, polished cherry bar with a brass rail. The place was in an
“L” shape with a room with tables in front of the bar area and one
around the corner to the right. The tables themselves were tall,
round, made of dark wood, no more than three feet across and were
pushed so close together they almost touched each other. The bar
was alive with the mixed sound of talking, laughter and emotional
arguments about soccer. Brett and I took a table shoved next to the
table of four young women. I guess someone had to take that table.
It turned out the women were Irish school teachers visiting Xxxxxx
for a teacher’s convention. We engaged them in small talk as we
sipped on a Guinness beer. They were very curious about Brett and
me, because we were obviously Americans. This evening we were “out”
and our clothing and accent clearly showed everyone what country we
were from. xxxxx people are wonderful people and for the most part
are very friendly to Americans. A xxxxx local could immediately
tell an American by his or her shoes. xxxxxxxx people wear Levis
and khakis like Americans, but never with tennis shoes. They wear
leather loafers, or nice casual leather shoes. The xxxxxxxx would
laugh at Americans who thought they were blending in, but were
wearing their habitual tennis shoes. They stuck out like a sore
thumb.

As we sat having a pleasant conversation with
the ladies, Brett and I both married and wearing our wedding rings,
one of the teachers turned to me, and with sincere curiosity
said,

“Why do Americans hate the Soviet Union so
much?”

“Americans don’t hate the Soviet Union,” I
responded.

“Then why does your President Regan call them
the “Evil Empire” and fight against them in Afghanistan? Why
doesn’t he just leave them alone? That is why people don’t like
Americans.”

“It is really because our President is
against what is happening in Afghanistan. They are leaving toy
bombs on the ground, intentionally, so Afghan children will pick
them up. The children do, and get their heads blown off. That is
why our President says those things.”

Just then, our friend “Boris,” who was
sitting around the corner where we could not see him, burst out of
this chair and began yelling at the top of his lungs. Apparently,
Boris had too much Vodka on the job. He was blowing his cover.

“Americans! Baby killers in Vietnam!” He
shrieked.

“Americans! Baby killers in Vietnam!” He
yelled again as he came around the corner where we were
sitting.

We were surprised; we didn’t know he was
there. The Irish teachers were terrified. Knowing who “Boris” was
and what our profile was supposed to be, Brett and I were trying to
figure out how to stop an international incident.

Boris came over to our table, still yelling
and obviously “schnokered.” I stood up.

The entire bar went stone dead. Every face
was looking at me and Boris, eyes wide open, mouths dropped. The
bar tender, a large dark haired man with a handle bar mustache, was
frozen in shock. This was not a good thing for someone who was
supposed to be taking a low profile.

Boris got in my face, wreaking of Smirnoff
and yelled at the top of his lungs,

“Americans! Baby killers in Vietnam!”

It was pretty clear Boris, who by some
technical means had been picking up our conversation from around
the corner in a noisy crowd, did not like my comment about his
motherland dropping toy bombs for Afghan children to pick up.

My little table was now a stage, and the
entire bar was the audience. I responded calmly to Boris as Brett
began to stand up,

“Just calm down, why don’t we both go
outside, and we can talk about this together?”

“Americans! Baby killers in Vietnam!” He had
his face right in mine.

At this point Boris’ brain was powered only
by its limbic system, the rest swimming in alcohol.

It appeared Boris was about to take things to
a physical level. So, I, with Brett at my side and fully prepared
to knock this fellow into the boutique next door, responded a
little stronger,

“Let’s go outside and we can talk about this
as friends.”

Boris must have gotten the message our body
language was conveying. He turned around and ran out of the bar,
full of petrified patrons, still yelling,

“Americans, baby killers!”

Brett and I, knowing this is the last thing
you want to happen on assignment, kindly apologized to the, now
red-faced, bar manager and gracefully made our exit. After making
sure we were not being followed, we made haste back to our hotel
for the night.

The next day as Brett and I went to the
shopping mall for supplies, there was Boris, back again; our
friendly Soviet caboose. We went back to the Irish pub two nights
later. As soon as we walked in the bartender ordered,

“No more Vietnam, OK? No more Vietnam!”

“You don’t have to worry about us sir. We
promise, no more Vietnam.”

Room Service

During another assignment, I was sent to the
Middle East as a protective agent to advance the visit of a high
level agency official. It was obvious the local government knew who
I was. The foreign intelligence service harassed me the entire time
I was there. First, I found a microphone concealed behind the
curtains in my room. When I returned from my assignment during the
day, my luggage had been gone through and my room searched. When I
ordered room service (a big mistake), the hotel would bring food I
had not ordered. One evening, I ordered steak and potatoes. I
waited for forty minutes; and no dinner. Finally, I called room
service to ask them where my dinner was.

“Do you speak English?”

“Little bit.”

“I ordered dinner forty minutes ago.”

“Heh?’

“Can you understand what I am saying?”

“Little bit.”

“Is my dinner coming?”

“Yes, dinner coming.”

Ten minutes later, there was knock on the
door. It was room service. I opened the door and standing there was
a tall Middle Eastern man in his thirties dressed in black pants
and a blue dress shirt. He handed me a large tin of pipe
tobacco.

“This is not what I ordered,” I said.

“You take it,” the man said in a thick Arabic
accent.

“I am not going to take it; this is not what
I ordered.”

“You take it.”

“No, I am not taking it.”

Now, I was getting flustered. I knew I had to
control myself, because if I made the intelligence service mad,
they would just escalate the situation. I also knew I had to make
sure I maintained diplomacy - at all costs.

“Thank you very much. But I ordered dinner.
Please take that back.”

“OK, OK,” the man said.

Twenty minutes later, there was
another knock at the door. It was room service. I opened the door
to find a different Middle Eastern man dressed in business casual
attire with a covered dinner plate in his hand.

“Dinner for you,” he said.

“Thank you very much.”

I tipped the man. He looked at me as if he
was offended, then left. I wasn’t sure if I tipped him properly or
should not have tipped him at all. Brushing it off, I removed the
cover from the dinner plate. On the plate lay two strips of meat;
green meat. It was quite disgusting. I threw the dinner in the
trash. This was the last time I ordered room service.

Finally, I was ready to go to bed. I had to
get as much sleep as possible to prepare myself for the long days I
would work when the Agency official arrived. I turned out the light
at eleven p.m. As I began to doze off, I was jolted out of sleep by
music so loud it shook the walls of my hotel room. I had been
placed in the room directly above a Middle Eastern discothèque. The
blasting Arabic music lasted into the early hours of the morning.
It sounded like some kind of Middle Eastern Karaoke. Whoever put me
in that room must have gotten a real kick out of it. I got very
little sleep that night.

During my assignments overseas (and in the US
in some cases) I learned there were several peculiar perks involved
in being a CIA officer. These perks included receiving pre-opened
mail, constantly having someone following behind you; so if you got
lost you had someone to tell you where you were going, free
clothing rearrangement in your luggage while you were out of the
hotel, and being a video star in your room with or without you
knowing it. One pesky “perk” was the fact that the local
intelligence service constantly ran women at us. On the friendly
side, some of this was an attempt to provide a service foreigners
think every American man wants and, unfortunately some do. Others
were attempts by the foreign intelligence service to exploit US
government employees with female agents. Some officers were
trapped, embarrassed and exploited by this; and paid a heavy price.
Others partook of the service’s offers quite regularly. This was a
constant source of frustration for those of us who had families and
did not want to partake of these particular “perks.”

Evening Out

I began my time with the CIA as an internal
Staff Security Officer. In the CIA, a Security Officer is one of
the most heavily screened, vetted and trained career officers in
the Agency. The CIA Office of Security is responsible for
protecting the Director of the CIA, the Deputy Director of the CIA,
performing internal counterintelligence and security
investigations, conducting polygraph investigations, doing employee
and applicant background investigations and protecting defectors
from assassination. We went through months of grueling training on
conducting investigations, surveillance and counter surveillance,
high risk personal protection and covert operational security
procedures. A good bit of our training took place at “The Farm,”
the affectionate name for the Agency’s covert training
facility.

During a long training stint at the Farm, all
of us were relaxing in the student center enjoying a few beers and
talking about the day’s training. Unfortunately, this was also the
last day of training for a colorful group of operational
“soldiers.” The group of twenty- five or so battle trained students
burst into the student lounge and, essentially, took the place
over. Before we knew it, the group had surrounded us, taken one of
the female security officers, placed her on top of one of the bar
tables and demanded she dance for them. With the exception of me,
my closest friend Dan and a former Marine by the name of Kurt, all
the security officers scattered like confetti in the wind. My
fellow female student, terrified and embarrassed, looked down from
the bar table and yelled “Help me!” This was a pretty tall order
considering Dan, Kurt and I were surrounded by a group of heavily
intoxicated men twice our size.

In an inebriated, stupid,
night-in-shinning-armor moment, I walked up to the large fellow
that had placed my associate on the table (the man’s neck was so
large it was hard to tell where his head ended and his shoulders
began) and said,

“Why don’t you just leave the lady alone,
Face Lift?”

The words walked themselves right out of my
mouth before I even knew they were free.

“What did you just say to me?” the burly
fellow responded.

Dark haired and with a fu-man-chu mustache,
the expression on his face looked like someone had just told him
his mother was really a man. I had never seen a fellow with back
muscles as wide as his. He looked like a turtle.

“Why don’t you just leave the lady alone,
Face Lift,” I again responded with no real thought of surviving the
evening.

The entire lounge went quiet. Slowly, the
group of “soldiers” gathered around me, leaving Dan and Kurt
outside of the circle, thankfully (for them). At least two of us
would not wind up being mashed potatoes that evening. They could
have all my personal effects.

“I daaaaare youuuuu to saaaaaay that again,”
my unwanted adversary said slowly, playing to the jeers of “kill
him” and “crush the punk” coming from his teammates.

I was kind of like the lamb at a Gyro feast,
I was committed and there was no going back. I could see my fellow
security officers peeking at us from the doorway of the adjoining
pool room. My female co-worker had secretly climbed down off the
table and escaped into the pool room with the others.

“Who do you think you are? You guys outnumber
us all, and you think that makes you tough? You need to leave the
lady alone,” I responded again in suicidal fashion.

The group closed in, and my large friend
moved in for the kill. I thought to myself,

“We’ll I am pretty hammered, maybe I won’t
feel anything.”

Just as my ominous ring mate was about to
pound my head into my feet like a cartoon figure, the door to the
lounge flung open, and in walked an older, distinguished looking
gentleman. The entire group of rowdy “soldiers” immediately froze.
No one in the place moved, including me. I thought he may have been
the chief of the base and I was now in even more hot water, albeit
with a sense of relief that, at least, becoming mashed potatoes may
have become less of a possibility. The gentleman walked through the
ring, up to my new “friend” and me and, in an authoritative tone,
asked,

“What is going on here?”

“Sir,” I responded, “I am attempting to
prevent these fellows from embarrassing my lady associate over
there.”

The gentleman motioned to the lady. She
sheepishly began walking over. He met her halfway across the open
lounge floor. Quietly, he asked her what had happened and she
related the preceding events. He returned to me and my larger
companion and said to me,

“I would like to apologize on behalf of this
entire group for this. Mark my words; I will take care of it.”

“Thank you sir,” I replied, feeling like I
was observing some kind of life saving miracle.

“You, come over here with me,” he sternly
said to the still angry, but now somewhat afraid gladiator.

“The rest of you, back off, NOW and leave
these people alone. Got it?”

“Yes sir!” The group responded in unison.

The gentleman then took the angry fellow and
what appeared to be the group leader over to the bar. I could see
he was having a stern talk with them. Perhaps, he was telling them
someday a few of us may be doing their polygraph test and security
reinvestigation.

As far as Dan, Kurt and I were concerned, the
event was over. We were still breathing. The rest of the security
officers were still huddled in the pool room.

Then, a line of the “soldiers” formed from
the back of the lounge, leading up to me, Dan and Kurt. Every
member of the large limbed group had joined the line, with my
previous ring mate first. We had no idea what was coming next. He
came close to me and said,

“I….don’t….want to do this.
I….reaaalllly….don’t want to do this. But….I have to. So….I’ll do
it. I apologize for what I did….and for embarrassing the lady.
I….am….sorry.”

He looked like he was undergoing surgery with
no anesthetic. I stuck out my hand and said,

“Hey guy no problem, no problem at all.” I
felt like Alfalfa on the Little Rascals.

I was thinking, “I can’t believe this is
happening. I just went from certain broken bones to an apology. I
am going to live tonight.”

Each member of the group came up in the line,
one by one, and apologized for their behavior and for embarrassing
the lady. Most of them, only spectators with no ego in the affair,
were quite friendly and jovial. My friend glared at me the rest of
the time we were there, which was not very long. I never saw him
again, a fact I cherish to this day.
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The Author with the xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx Training
Team.

(Photo courtesy of the Author)
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The Author during tactical firearms instruction.

(Photo courtesy of the Author)

 



Chapter 2

Entering on Duty

I was raised in Falls Church, Virginia in a
typical middle class family. I earned my undergraduate degree in
Biology from Virginia Tech in Blacksburg, Virginia. My parents, Bob
and Caroline Shipp, worked hard to support their six kids. My
father was brought to Washington, DC from Utah to work for the CIA,
a fact none of us knew until we were older. I never knew what Dad
did until I was inside the Agency in 1985. He did not even know I
had applied until I was in process. When I was finally in, we had
many rich days together in CIA headquarters, having lunch and
discussing our respective challenges working for the organization.
Dad received the career intelligence medal at his retirement. He
was presented with the medal at a ceremony in CIA headquarters.
During his acceptance speech, Dad thanked the Director of the
Office of Information Technology (D/OIT) for the award. He told the
group he wished he could say his thirty-one years with the agency
had all been fulfilling, but unfortunately, he could not do that.
He had seen the internal inequities that went on for far too long.
Dad has always been about loyal, unfailing service to his country.
His integrity stood out against that of those who would do anything
to get promoted. I was so proud of him that day.

[image: tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m456174ad.jpg]

The Shipp family the day Bob Shipp received the
career intelligence medal at CIA headquarters.

(Photo courtesy of the Author)

Because we had such a large family, living on
one modest government income, and with Dad’s help I took out a
college loan to attend Virginia Tech. Since I invested all I had in
the enrollment, I had no car to travel the two hundred and
fifty-three miles to and from the college. I routinely hitch hiked
from school to home and back on holidays; something I would not
recommend anyone do these days. I spent an average of six hours,
standing on the highway, day and sometimes night, at times in the
rain getting muddy water splashed on my pants by passing eighteen
wheelers. There were times it was late, I was exhausted and I slept
in the woods by the side of the road, using my poncho as a tent.
But, I knew what I wanted. I had a goal and I was determined to
reach it. I had looked death in the face with a terminal illness,
been given six weeks to live; then experienced a medical miracle
and fully recovered. I was given a second chance. Every day was
precious and I took nothing for granted.

In my early college days, I was somewhat
(probably an understatement) of a wild young man. I had come so
close to death, I lived life to the fullest; albeit in the wrong
direction. I did not put the pieces of my life together until I was
a junior in college, finally understanding what happened in the
hospital when I was healed. I lived life hard. I was known for my
relentless partying and fearless risk taking. Drugs, alcohol and
loose intimate encounters were my weekend activities. It was not
until the fall of 1976, that I finally decided to clean up my life
and head in a positive direction.

I applied to the CIA in the winter of 1984,
at the height of the Cold War. I deeply loved my country and wanted
to serve it the best way I could. Because of my wild past, I never
entertained the idea I would be hired; thinking surely I would
never make it through the CIA’s stringent clearance process. A
close friend of mine, whose identity I cannot reveal, talked me
into applying to the agency. Upon doing so, I brushed it off,
thinking I would never hear from them again. To my surprise, I
received a call.

“Mr. Shipp, this is Mr. XXXX with the Central
Intelligence Agency.”

“Yes, this is Mr. Shipp”

“Mr. Shipp, you have placed an application
for employment with the CIA. I am calling to find out if you are
still interested in your application going forward.”

“Yes, I am.”

“Fine. We will continue your application
processing. Thank you for your time.”

“Thank you. Goodbye”

I hung up the phone and had no idea what
“continue with your application processing” meant.

I heard nothing from the CIA for three
months. I was convinced once they took a look at my college life
that would be the end of it. I discounted the possibility of them
ever hiring me. After three months, the phone rang again.

“Mr. Shipp, this is Mr. XXXX with the Central
Intelligence Agency.”

“Yes, this is Mr. Shipp.”



“Are you still interested in continuing with
your application with the Agency?”

“Yes I am.”

“Good. Would you be willing to attend an
interview at CIA headquarters on XXXX?”

“Yes sir, I would.”

The interview was arranged and I was to
report to CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia.

The day of the interview arrived. I drove to
the main gate of CIA headquarters, was processed in and escorted to
the old headquarters building. As I walked into the spacious lobby
of headquarters, I took in the entire scene. To my right were the
engraved stars on the wall, CIA officers killed in the line of
duty; many with no names listed because they were under cover at
the time of their death. To the left, in huge letters on the marble
wall was the verse from John 8:32, “You shall know the truth and
the truth shall set you free.” I found the verse inspiring. I was
escorted down a back hallway, given a visitor badge and seated in
the waiting area.

A woman dressed in business attire came out
of the doorway.

“Mr. XXXX will see you now. Please follow
me”

“Yes Ma'am.”

The woman walked me down a hallway with
unmarked doors to a large office at the end.

“Mr. XXXX, this is Mr. Shipp.”

The silver-haired man stood up from behind
the large walnut desk.

“John XXXX, nice to meet you. Please have a
seat.”

I thanked him and took the seat in front of
the desk.

“Kevin, you know you are in process for a job
with the Agency,” he said.

“Yes sir.”

The man was smoking heavily, filling the room
with cigarette smoke.

“Kevin, let me ask you a question. Have you
ever broken the law?’

“Uh-oh. Here we go,” I thought to myself.

This is where my college days would rear
their ugly head. Since I had cleaned up my act nine years ago, I
decided I would just tell the truth; the colorful, ugly truth.

“Yes sir, I have.”

“Why don’t you tell me about it?”

I went into a long litany of drinking,
carousing, climbing to the top of the WMOD radio tower and touching
the blinking light at the pinnacle, etc., etc. When I was finished,
I thought to myself,

“We’ll that’s it. That’s the end of this
interview. At least I told the truth.”

The man sat back and took a long drag off his
cigarette, blowing the smoke out his nose. I waited and said
nothing. It seemed like there were five minutes of silence.

Then, he sat up in his chair.

“I have no problem with that. We’ll continue
with your processing. Thanks for coming in.”

“Thank you Sir.” I felt a mixed feeling of
relief and joy.

I was escorted out of CIA headquarters to my
car. I drove home, now thinking there was some hope I would be
hired. But, they still had to look into my background. I kept my
reservations about the idea.

Three more months went by. I received another
call.

“Mr. Shipp?” A lady was on the other end of
the phone.

“We have you scheduled to take your polygraph
test for employment with the CIA. You will need to report to XXXXX
on XXXX to take the test.”

“Thank you. I will be there,” I said.

We bid each other goodbye.

The day of the polygraph test arrived. I was
nervous about the procedure. Giving the test a good deal of
thought, I decided to stick to my new set of ideals. I would just
tell the whole truth; the good, the bad and the ugly. I arrived at
the waiting room, full of new applicants. Everyone exchanged
pleasantries as we sat, waiting for our test. Despite the fact that
we were all strangers, there was a certain unspoken sense of
camaraderie. It was like we were all waiting to be called back for
surgery. Surgery was not far from the truth, although it was not
the physical kind.

During the pre-test interview, the polygraph
examiner asked,

“Is there anything you would like to discuss
with me before the test?”

“Well, here we go again. Might as well just
lay it all out,” I thought to myself.

“Yes there is.”

I went through the long litany of partying,
drinking, use of Marijuana ten years earlier, the radio tower and
all the other pranks I had pulled in my earlier years. Then the
test began. A CIA polygraph is always an interesting experience, to
say the least. It is like a dental exam, with an occasional tooth
pulling. I sailed through the test. We were finished in two hours.
Later, I learned that was a good sign. After I spilled my guts to
the examiner, it was easy to answer the questions after being
connected to all the wires. Apparently, that was a good procedure
to follow. The rest was simply answering a set of very specific
questions.

I began to get calls from my neighbors and
friends telling me some man in a dark suit “from the FBI” had
visited them and was asking questions about my background. Of
course, the FBI does not do investigations for Intelligence
Community employment applications, but that is the conclusion every
one reached. Once again, I thought to myself, “We’ll see what they
say when they talk to my old drinking and smoking buddies.”

Another month passed. I received a call from
the CIA stating my background investigation was in process. The
caller advised the Agency had a new program, hiring prospective
employees before their investigation was complete to retain them
and keep them from applying elsewhere. I was processed into the
agency and placed in a room behind a combination locked door, eight
hours a day. I sat in that room, waiting, for seven weeks. Then, an
Agency official visited the room, took me aside and told me I had
been accepted for employment with the CIA. It was a tremendous
relief. For the last seven weeks, I sat in the room and watched as
applicants were given the news, one by one, they had not passed the
clearance process and were walked out the door. I met one of my
life-long friends in that room, Dan. Dan and I would follow each
other in our careers over the next seventeen years, eventually
winding up as protective agents for the Director of the CIA.

Next, I was to report to my Enter on Duty
(EOD) briefing, located in an auditorium deep in the headquarters
building. All of us sat there for three eye-opening days as the CIA
briefed us on much of what really goes on inside the organization;
a very sobering experience. It was ironic. Over the next seventeen
years, I would occupy assignments as an investigator, polygraph
examiner and the senior EOD briefer in this auditorium for new
employees. I would see the process from both sides. Having this
perspective gives one a broader view of the big picture. You have
more of a sense of mercy for those you are investigating; having
been one yourself.

 



Chapter 3

In Training

After I joined the CIA, I underwent testing
for the Security Officer Recruiting and Training (SORT) program. To
qualify for the program, I took the CIA’s equivalent of the
Graduate Records Exam. Candidates had to score a 3.0 or higher on
the test. The test also included extensive IQ and psychological
test questions (a full eight hours). Testing covered extensive
questions on world geography and political history. I passed and
was admitted into the CIA Office of Security, staff security
officer generalist program, where I underwent the intensive
security officer training program.

In the CIA, generalist security officers are
responsible for internal and external security and
counterintelligence investigations, applicant background screening
and clearances, staff periodic reinvestigations, personal
protection of the Director of the CIA (DCI), Deputy Director of the
CIA (DDCI), Chiefs of Station (COS) overseas and the protection of
defectors handled by the CIA. Security officers are also
responsible for operational security during Directorate of
Operations (DO) operational missions.

My introduction began with an intensive
training program at the CIA’s training facility affectionately
known as “The Farm.” The farm is a beautiful tract of land,
equipped with all the latest agency training props and role
players. There is a quiet air of mystery hanging over the farm. At
night, you can hear a pin drop, except for the occasional burst of
automatic weapon fire. The program consisted of training in
performing internal CIA investigations, interviewing and
interrogation. My later counterintelligence and polygraph training
would amplify the instruction I received there. During my time at
The Farm, I also underwent training in counter surveillance and
surveillance detection. This would become the cornerstone of my
operational skills in the Counter Terrorism Center. Our team went
through extensive firearms training, operational driving training
and we received our indoctrination to technical security
countermeasures, or “bug” prevention and detection. Our final
training involved intensive, scenario driven training on
operational VIP protection. Those of us who successfully completed
the course left exhausted, relieved and excited about the
assignments that lay ahead.

I was assigned to the detail of security
officers dedicated to protect the DCI and DDCI. We were put through
more extensive training in protective operations. This training
consisted of Secret Service grade VIP protection techniques,
coupled with CIA specific operational protective intelligence. We
were drilled in the use of several advanced weapons systems.

Training for Counter Terrorism Center
assignments consisted of counter terrorism driving, advanced
tactical firearms, surveillance and counter surveillance and other
training I cannot discuss. The greatest training we received came
during actual operations in the field. There is simply no
substitute for the experience you gain on an actual assignment.
Some of the experience is fulfilling and some is very humbling. It
is amazing how your head shrinks when there is actually a
possibility you may be killed on an assignment.

 



Chapter 4

The End of an Era

The Director of the CIA lay dying in a
Washington, D.C., hospital. The Iran Contra Scandal had become
white hot and the Agency was under intense pressure to release
documents related to the affair. Internally, Agency lawyers were
scrambling to produce information demanded by Congress regarding
the alleged “Arms for Hostages” deal.

Rumors were circulating that William Casey’s
illness was simply a ruse to protect him from accountability for
the scandal. Calls for his testimony in front of the House of
Representatives and the Senate were growing. There was a firestorm
of media demands for interviews with Casey and for information
related to the scandal. The President of the United States was
being asked for an explanation. The Agency was in trouble.

I was assigned to CIA Director William
Casey’s staff as a Protective Agent. During these events, all of us
were working long hours, seven days a week, to provide for his
continued protection and to look after his wife, Sophia and
daughter, Bernadette. Their world had been turned upside down.
Sophia Casey was a woman of true grace and elegance. She was
handling these traumatic events with poise and patience. All of the
agents on the detail had grown to deeply respect her. We observed
her quietly sitting in her sun room praying. It was clear her
personal faith kept her going.

A month after surgery for a large tumor in
his brain William Casey took a remarkable turn for the better, and
his health seemed to be returning rapidly. He regained his weight
and mental acuity. Late one sunny afternoon, as I occupied the “hot
seat” outside his hospital room, Casey asked me to come in to his
room to talk. It was a moving moment (discussed in more detail in
Chapter 6).

Bill Casey went through a dramatic and
inspiring change at the end of his life. Sadly, a few months later,
the cancerous tumor reared its ugly head again and his health began
to decline at an alarming rate. He entered into a semi-conscious
state, unable to talk or move on his own. The cancer eventually
took his life.

Part of the momentum behind the Iran Contra
Scandal was Casey’s intense friendship with Lebanon Station Chief
William Buckley and their loyalty to each other. Buckley had been
kidnapped by Iranian terrorists and was being tortured - daily. The
amount of CIA information being extracted from Buckley as he was
tortured to death by Hezbollah was of grave concern to the CIA.
Casey felt personally responsible for Buckley’s plight. Motivated
by his own long-held loyalty to his country and his independent,
maverick-like personality, Casey sought the most rapid means
possible to ensure Buckley and the other hostages were rescued. It
backfired. It was the first lesson in a long line of failures,
demonstrating you cannot negotiate with terrorists. Radical
religious fundamentalism has no heart and no soul. It has only one
goal; a global theocracy established through “Jihad” (Arabic word
meaning struggle). I discuss this dark, menacing threat in chapters
sixteen through twenty-two.

There was a part of William Casey’s past
known by only a few people. I learned about it after his death,
during the wake in his Roslyn Harbor, New York home. One of his
former Office of Strategic Services (OSS) associates shared with me
a book, now out of print, called Piercing the Reich. The
book describes William Casey and other OSS members’ roles in
penetrating the Third Reich during a courageous and bold attempt to
gain intelligence. It was truly heroic.

Although he was gruff, somewhat of a mumbler,
and had a strong dislike for most members of the news media, Casey
was one of the last real dedicated servants of democracy, who
continued to take personal risks rare among officials at his level.
It is my opinion he knew his health was deteriorating and his time
was limited. He had been battling prostate cancer, which apparently
had spread to other parts of his body. I watched as he began to
stumble and, bit by bit, lose slight amounts of his motor
skills.

As Casey lay dying in the hospital, death
threats from radicals and bizarre individuals, convinced he was
controlling the globe, continued to come into the CIA. As agents
assigned to assess the threat against the Director, we continually
received, analyzed, and if warranted, followed up on these threats.
During his tenure as Director of Central Intelligence (DCI), his
time terminally ill in the hospital, and even after his death these
death threats continued to arrive by mail and via the telephone (to
Agency operators). Several letters claimed Casey should die for his
involvement in the Iran Contra scandal, and others came from
unstable or mentally ill people who thought either they were
super-intelligent and ruled the universe, or the CIA was
controlling their brain. Most disturbing was the fact that
Ayatollah Khomeini had placed a significant price on Casey’s
head.

Following Casey’s death, a pall hung over the
Agency. The organization had suffered the loss of one of the last
staunch, historical defenders of democracy. The CIA was under
intense investigation and its future was uncertain. There was a
tempest brewing inside and outside the organization.

Shortly after he passed away, the event Bill
Casey dreamed of occurred. The Berlin wall was destroyed - by the
people, and East Germany and West Germany were united. The Soviet
Union, the Great Bear, had fallen. This was one of the most
remarkable miracles of the Twentieth Century. Although many
believed it was the CIA that was at the heart of the fall of Soviet
Communism, this could not have been further from the truth. As a
senior lecturer to employees and liaison officials entering the
Agency, I did a lot of study on the events surrounding this period.
What I found was remarkable. Communism in the East did not fall
because of the power and intelligence of the CIA. All we did was
hold it back for years. In reality, the fall of Communism was the
result of a huge undercurrent; a longing for civil and religious
freedom among the people which could no longer be restrained.

One of the catalysts of what became a revival
of religious and political freedom in Russia was the 1984 and 1988
crusades held by Billy Graham; for the first time in Moscow. Soviet
officials tolerated the event, thinking it would be insignificant,
give the appearance of tolerance, and fade away. Instead, it
created an explosive undercurrent throughout the Soviet Union and
the East. This undercurrent grew at a remarkable pace, involving
huge numbers of people tired of religious oppression and the
robbery of individual freedom. In the Soviet Union, the movement
spread like wildfire. People rebelled against their oppressive
governments, tore down the statue of Vladimir Lenin and poured out
into the streets. I observed these events from inside the CIA,
witnessing the remarkable events that unfolded. When Communism fell
in the East, the people did not pour into the streets waving
American flags, or praising the CIA for its power and prowess. They
broke out into the streets in droves and celebrated communion.
Churches barely tolerated during the Cold War which had not been
closed down by the government were swamped. The Soviet Duma began
having daily Bible studies during its sessions. The sad part was,
while the former Soviet Union was introducing the Bible in its
government sessions and placing it as a part of student curricula
in its schools, America had kicked the Bible out of education and
almost every part of open public life. I watched the beginning of
one inspiring revival of religious freedom in the East, and the
slow elimination of another in America, occurring despite the
warnings of the framers of the Constitution. It was as if we had
become so fat and happy we had forgotten the fundamental truths
which gave us our freedom and liberty.

As the Berlin Wall crumbled, high value
intelligence files were eagerly collected by Western intelligence
as they were cast out onto the street during the ransacking of
intelligence offices. East German intelligence and even the KGB
opened their secret files for review by US intelligence officers.
The Soviets revealed they had frozen the brains of great former
Soviet leaders and were studying them to learn what made them stand
out from other people. They gave members of the US media tours of
their secret gulags where thousands of political prisoners had been
held. Former arch-enemies were now strong political allies. It was
truly amazing.

After the fall of communism, I spent a period
of time with a former Communist intelligence officer. I cannot
reveal his name or his country, but I will never forget our time
together. When we first met, we glared at each other across a large
walnut conference room table with a sense of distrust; former
opponents - now allies. It was a curious and awkward feeling.
Neither of us believed the other’s intentions were honorable. He
was the typical blond, now graying, blue-eyed East block
intelligence agent, and I was his counterpart in the free world. He
and I spent weeks working together and, over time, became good
friends. Unfortunately, when you are an Agency officer, you have to
leave your foreign friends behind when you depart.

One bright and beautiful afternoon, my friend
took me on a walking tour of a small town in his country. We talked
about the remarkable fall of communism in his country and the
people’s new found freedom. As we walked, he turned to me and made
a startling statement, a statement once common in America.

“You know, Kevin, our country has left
communism and is now a democracy.”

“Yes, I know, that is wonderful.”

“But, there is one thing we have
learned.”

“What is that?”

“We have learned a free society cannot
function without a belief in the Bible.”

Amazed, I responded, “You know, you are
right!”

I will never forget that moment and how
ironic it was the opposite seemed to be happening in America—the
country which had communicated this truth to the world for so many
decades. Communism had fallen because of human being’s innate
thirst for true religion, freedom and meaning in life. It also fell
because people never forget the imprisoning, persecution and
execution of their friends and family.

The CIA in Decline

After Casey’s death, following the tenure of
DCI William Webster, Robert Gates was nominated to become the new
Director of the CIA. I served as an agent on Gates’ protective
detail when he was Deputy Director and while he was Acting Director
after Bill Casey’s death. After shocking resistance from Agency
officers, who protested at his confirmation hearings, he was sworn
in as DCI. Robert Gates was a man of tremendous integrity,
discipline and devotion to his country. He also had a tremendous
sense of humor. His intellect and professional humility were
remarkable. Indeed, Robert Gates ran the CIA following Casey’s
death and largely during the tenure of William Webster.

I found Gate’s 2007 appointment as Secretary
of Defense to be an excellent choice for a position demanding his
basic trait of objectivity. It was a remarkable irony to watch the
meeting in Russia between Gates, former Director of the CIA and now
Secretary of Defense, and Vladimir Putin, former officer in the
aggressive Foreign Intelligence, First Chief Directorate and
Lieutenant Colonel in the KGB, now President of Russia. Two former
gut-level enemies were now meeting together as (shaky) allies in
non-intelligence positions. I can imagine what they both must have
been thinking.

Unfortunately, following the election of
President Bill Clinton, and Gates’ pre-briefing to him, Gates
summarily resigned—I believe seeing what was coming on the horizon
for US Intelligence. During Robert Gates’ going-away ceremony at
CIA headquarters, I met Sophia Casey again with her daughter,
Bernadette. We gave each other a warm hug. We had spent a
substantial amount of time together and I had watched her endure
painful, personal agony.
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The Author in front of armored limousines at
DCI Casey’s residence. (Photo courtesy of the Author)

“Kevin, what the heck is going on around
here?” Mrs. Casey asked, referring to the rapid decline of the
Agency and Gates’ resignation after the election.

“Ma’am, I don’t know, but I think it is
bad.”

She looked at me seriously and said, “Well,
why don’t you do something about it?”

“Ma’am, maybe I will,” I replied
politely.

Although I am by no means a hero or a
crusader, I had no idea of the level of internal corruption I was
to face later as the Agency imploded.

My last assignment as a CIA DCI Protection
Agent was to participate in the turnover of the position of DCI to
John Deutch, the appointment of the new DDCI, George Tenet, and the
assignment of their first Executive Officer, Nora Slatkin. This was
the new CIA Executive Management team.

Although we had lived through the death of
the DCI we had served and respected for so long and witnessed the
resignation of the new DCI (Robert Gates), whom we all admired, we
still remained hopeful a new day for the CIA had begun. We were
sorely disappointed.

[image: tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m1be9c840.jpg]

The Author on assignment overseas as a DCI protective
agent.

(Photo courtesy of the Author)

Tenet eventually made it to the position of
DCI. He worked hard and was able to raise the extremely low morale
existing in the Agency for a time. Unfortunately, he became the
first DCI to repeatedly use the “States Secrets Privilege” to shut
down suits against the Agency by employees and their families,
denying them their basic Constitutional rights. Under his tenure,
as intelligence became more arrogant, it also became more
inaccurate. Never was this more evident than in the invasion of
Iraq.

Following Gates’ resignation, the new DCI,
John Deutch, came to visit the CIA Counterintelligence Center (CIC)
to congratulate us on our work on internal espionage
investigations. He spoke in such a low voice we could barely hear
what he was saying. He was usually somewhat disheveled in
appearance. Deutch’s Executive Officer Nora Slatkin became known
among the Agency population as the “Dragon Lady.” She built a
reputation for displaying angry outbursts in public against Agency
officers, which bore no reasonable explanation.
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The Author with then DDCI Robert Gates during an
appreciation ceremony for DCI protective agents.

(Photo courtesy of the Author)

As I reported for duty one day, CIA
headquarters was abuzz with reports a CIA Security Protective
Officer, or SPO, had stopped Slatkin (not knowing who she was) for
not wearing a CIA badge. As the SPO remained calm and asserted the
CIA’s policy for displaying a badge while inside CIA headquarters,
Slatkin publicly berated the officer. This was part of a long
litany of Slatkin’s outbursts directed towards junior and senior
CIA officers alike.

In December 1996, Deutch was confronted with
allegations he removed his CIA laptop, which contained Top Secret
information, from his CIA office, taken it to his home and used it
to connect to unsecured sites on the internet. Investigation
revealed the allegations were true. On April 14, 1999, following an
investigation by the Department of Justice (DOJ) confirming the
allegations, Attorney General Janet Reno sent a letter to DCI Tenet
declining to prosecute Duetch for compromising national security
information. This was just another example of the CIA, and
sometimes the DOJ, severely punishing lower level CIA employees who
made mistakes, while looking the other way when senior officers did
the same; a fact well known among the agency populace. In many
cases, senior officers were actually promoted after this kind of
blunder.

Sarajevo Tragedy

Later in my career I was assigned as an
officer to the CIA’s Counterterrorism Center, the CTC. Slobodan
Milosevic and the Serbian army had just unloaded their fury on the
city of Sarajevo, Bosnia. I led the first team of our division into
the ????. Sarajevo had become a model of the world’s different
religious and ethnic groups living together and actually getting
along. Muslims, Christians, Jews and Secularists were living along
side each other in apparent harmony. This was Sarajevo’s exciting
message to the world.

One day, the music stopped. Milosevic and the
Serbian forces decided they had enough of Bosnia’s freedom and
ethnic underpinnings. Slowly and methodically the Serbian military
surrounded the city. Centuries of hatred were unleashed on the
people in shocking, murderous fury.

The residents of Sarajevo, especially the
young educated population, simply could not believe the Serbs did
not understand the message of acceptance they held. Led by a young
Bosnian student, a crowd marched down the streets of Sarajevo and
out into the open, in an attempt to convey to the Serbian Army they
were not a threat and wanted peace. Upon orders, a Serbian sniper’s
shot rang out, and the young visionary fell to the ground, her life
snuffed out - and the hopes of Sarajevo gone. In two horrifying
hours, the Serbian army shelled several tons of artillery onto the
unsuspecting population, killing scores of innocent men, women and
children. Serbian forces moved into the city, going door to door
and summarily executing families using AK 47s, as they pled for
mercy. To finish the job, the Serbs mined the neighborhoods as they
moved on to the next human targets, who were unaware of the
impending danger as they slept. Houses and apartment complexes were
so riddled with bullets and artillery fragments the holes touched
each other. ????????????????????? had several AK 47 bullet holes in
the curtains. ????????????????????? . The Serbs dumped the
bodies of the murdered Bosnians into huge mass graves. This was
ethnic cleansing.

Slobodan Milosevic was the closest thing to a
modern-day Hitler. We all thought the world was too “evolved” for a
holocaust style mass murder to ever occur again; but it did. Driven
by ego and political ambition, Milosevic decided to personally
purge Bosnia from the Muslim population whose ancestors had done
damage to the Serbs in years past. Milosevic had no conscience. He
had no soul. We must be reminded that even in our “modern world”
this can happen again. If we ignore that possibility, it will. One
of the most fulfilling assignments in my Agency career was having a
part in his eventual downfall and arrest.

A disheartening fact for many CIA officers,
who personally witnessed the carnage wrought by Milosevic, was the
time it took for the CIA to realize what was going on. As early as
1995 the world press was reporting mass killings by the Serbs. US
reconnaissance satellites were sending back pictures of large
groups of prisoners guarded by armed Serbian troops. The CIA
overlooked the aerial photographs and the press reports for three
deadly weeks. ??????????????. The Agency simply did not have
the resources. ???????????????????????.

This would be one of the largest mass
killings of men, women and children since the death camps of Adolf
Hitler. No one thought it could happen again. It was a gross
underestimation.
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Photograph showing the devastation and carnage of a
modern Bosnian apartment complex. Following the massacre of men,
women and children during the night, the Serbs mined the area as
they moved to the next site of “ethnic cleansing.”

(Photo courtesy of the Author)
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Tunnel used to smuggle members of the Bosnian
government in and out of the city during the Serbian attack. The
Author was led through a mine field to the site.

(Rare photo courtesy of the Author)

While I was in Bosnia, I became friends with
some of the Bosnian Muslim ????????????. They were not the Muslims
we typically think of in the West. There were pockets of radical
Muslims there, but these people were largely progressive, modern
folks who dressed like many other Europeans. Their form of Islam
was peaceful.

I listened to one heart breaking story after
another as they told how their children, mothers and fathers were
killed by the Serbian onslaught. I became able to recognize those
who had experienced this agony by looking in their eyes. There was
a kind of sad, hopeless emptiness in their gaze.

One afternoon, leading me through a field of
land mines, telling me to step exactly where they stepped, my
friends showed me the tunnel the Bosnians had created when they
were under siege. This tunnel was dug by the Bosnian people and
used to smuggle food, supplies and ammunition into the city. It was
also used to move members of the Bosnian government in and out of
the city. It was an astonishing act of survival.

My Bosnian friend, a former police officer
(most of the Bosnian resistance was made up of police officers)
related to me that the worst part of the war for him was to be up
in the hills fighting, while his wife and children were hiding in
their house, being shelled by the Serbian Army. They suffered in
terror as tons of artillery was unleashed in a matter of just a few
hours. I had dinner one evening with my friend and his wife, who
was a beautiful and gracious woman. She had that look in her eyes.
I learned to recognize it in the Bosnian people I met. It was a
look of sadness, with a kind of “please help us” despair. Years
later, I recognized this look in a pizza delivery man’s eyes in Des
Moines, Iowa, while I was on a protective detail there, and another
time in a young man’s eyes and facial expression at a shopping mall
in Herndon, Virginia.

“You are Bosnian, aren’t you?” I asked the
young man in Herndon.

Surprised, he replied, “Yes, I am.”

He had been there during the war. I welcomed
him to America and bought him lunch. This happened again and again
after my return to the States. I will never forget the pain and
sadness I saw in their eyes.

During my tour in the Counterterrorism
Center, I was assigned as a Counterterrorism Tactics, Protective
Operations and Advanced Firearms Instructor. I traveled around the
world training the protective details of foreign presidents and
prime ministers. I was gone from home for the better part of two
years. I met many fine protective agents in multiple countries and
it was the most fulfilling assignment of my career. But, it took a
toll on my marriage and family.

On one such protective operations training
assignment, I led a team into Bosnia. During the training, a moving
and memorable event occurred. Because of a shortage of translators,
the host of the training assigned a young Bosnian police woman to
translate for my team and me during the training. “Aida” had become
a police woman to provide for her brothers and sisters because her
mother and father had been gunned down by the Serbs.

During the protective operations course, the
young woman accompanied me and the other instructors through each
part of the training. Every now and then, I asked Aida if she would
like to take part, act as a role player and try her hand at
firearms. She excitedly joined in the training. I noticed she not
only had an outstanding attitude, but a talent for this sort of
work.

Several weeks went by, and we were informed
the government had finally located a translator. They ordered Aida
back to work on the street. Because of her attitude and talent, I
asked the Bosnian government to let her stay on and continue as a
student for the rest of the course. They agreed to do so. Aida was
thrilled. Over the next several weeks of the course, she shined in
each part of the training; eager to learn everything she was being
taught.

When course graduation day came, Aida
graduated at the top of the class. I wrote a recommendation for her
to the Bosnian government. After graduation, I was invited to a
final celebration dinner with local authorities. Aida and the other
students, many of whom were also outstanding, were whisked away for
their own student graduation ceremony.

As I was leaving the official dinner, one of
the lead students ran up to me and jubilantly relayed that Aida had
just been told she was awarded an assignment on the Prime
Minister’s protective detail. As she left the ceremony, she was in
tears of joy; her life had changed; now there was a new hope. Aida
had earned it.

I never got to see Aida again. But, I will
always remember her story, her tenacity for learning, and the good
ending to the tragedy she had been through.

A New World War

During my tours as a CIA officer, I traveled
around the world, working with people from several different
countries, including those in the Middle East. I learned most
people, regardless of nationality, are all the same at heart. They
respond to love and respect. Regrettably, there was an exception to
the peaceful kind of Islam I saw in ??????? ; the emerging form of
radical Islam. Some of these people I came in contact with were,
essentially, sociopaths—taught from birth to hate the West and live
for Jihad; through murder.

In 1998, after the US embassy bombings in
Africa, and upon seeing the intelligence coming in, I reached the
conclusion we were entering into a new world war. This war is not
like the one we predicted could eventually happen. It is a total
global conflict, including within our own country. The extent of
radical Islam’s goal of establishing a global caliphate (Islamic
government) through death and destruction is chilling. It is the
same evil force which drove Milosevic to commit mass murder—just a
different form.

As a ??????? xxx…????????? Assistant Team
Leader and Protective Operations Training Team leader, several of
the missions I was sent on by the CIA were potentially one-way
assignments. There was a real chance we could be killed in a
fire-fight or, even worse if we were caught, be tortured to death
and not return. Some officers, not willing to make the sacrifice,
dropped out. The qualification process and psychological testing
were tough. After completing one of these assignments our team
received a Meritorious Unit Citation. We had stopped the terrorists
from their murderous goal.

During long missions, I could not tell my
wife where I was and could not provide her contact information. I
was able only to contact her from discreet locations occasionally.
This put a great deal of strain on my marriage, and at one point
almost ended it. The life of the spouse of a CIA officer can be
very difficult, and these wives receive very little or no
recognition for their sacrifice. The divorce rate in the CIA is
high. Officers are aware the mission must come first, above
everything. Some eventually learn, when you leave the CIA, you
simply become a file locked in a secure vault, with people lining
up to take your place. Many of your awards for classified
assignments are locked in a safe, where they remain permanently
hidden. Your wife and children are all you really have left in the
long run. You eventually realize this, or lose them and join the
ranks of many CIA officers, who, after retirement, return to the
CIA, divorced and with no life other than the organization. It is a
sad existence.

Just prior to deployment on one of these
missions, after qualifying on multiple advanced weapons systems, I
went through the final battery of medical and psychological
testing, all of which I passed. After the final psychological test,
I was called into the CIA’s Office of Medical Services, the OMS,
for some kind of “interview.” I could not deploy until I met with
the OMS psychiatrist. Let me say here I met many fine CIA “shrinks”
while I was there; I think this fellow was, perhaps, an
anomaly.

I sat in the OMS interview room and the CIA
psychiatrist entered with my file in his hand. He sat down, and
informed me,

“Mr. Shipp, we have a problem with your
psychological test.”

“And where would that problem be?” I replied,
somewhat miffed.

He opened my file, and I could see the test
had been torn apart, re-taped and added to the file.

“We have a problem with your answer to
question number (X),” he said.

“The question is: ‘Sometimes, I tell a lie.’
You answered no to the question.” Respectfully, I responded that,
although I do not expect others to adhere to my moral beliefs, and
I am by no means perfect, I try my best not to lie. He, in a poor
attempt to use body language and behavioral interview techniques,
feigned an incredulous look and described a scenario of a retarded
man asking me if I liked his ugly tie. He asked if I would tell him
the truth, the tie was ugly, and hurt his feelings. I responded I
would simply say, “Wow that is really something.” He got even more
frustrated.

Finally, I said, “Listen, I am under cover.
My job title and organization are simply not true. However, my
cover on these assignments is used to protect the lives of my team
and people connected to our mission. That title, of course, is not
my real job, but it is official, legal and not from some dark
motive of my own. It is in the service of my country. I have no
problem with that.”

He seemed pleased with my answer, but said,
“If you do not answer yes to this question, you will not go on the
assignment.”

He ended the interview.

I took the test again, reached the question
and after several minutes of agonizing over it, answered “yes,” the
mission was too important. I passed the test, but I felt I had
compromised my own personal ethics. I just put the incident behind
me.

When I joined the CIA, the first thing which
impressed me was the inscription engraved in the marble wall in the
lobby of CIA headquarters: “You shall know the truth, and the truth
shall make you free.” John 8:32, the Bible. The verse was
chosen and placed there by Allen Dulles, the son of a Presbyterian
minister, as a noble and patriotic reminder of the mission of US
intelligence. Over the years, I began to realize, this foundational
belief had changed. The noble mission the CIA once had was
perverted. Deception and lying had become a way of life, not just a
part of tradecraft, even against some of our other government
agencies and Congress itself. This was happening both in classified
and unclassified venues at the Agency. Frankly, lying had become a
badge of honor. The verse, as powerful as it is, was now being
subverted as a normal way of doing business; many times not to
protect national security, but to protect the Agency’s wrongdoing,
civil and constitutional violations. Essentially, the verse on the
wall had been reinterpreted to convey “the ends justify the
means.”

 



Chapter 5

Hamstrung

Following the fall of the Soviet Union, the
CIA began to implode. The Soviet bear was gone. The Agency, a huge
organizational monolith created to defend against Russia’s global
presence, no longer had its arch enemy or the mission it was
embroiled in for so many years. Entire divisions within the Agency
were eliminated, jobs were cut and careers were in danger. In the
words of a former CIA Deputy Director I spoke with during these
events, [as career CIA officers] “You are in deep #$@!” Agents were
resigning in droves and going into private industry.

Under the Clinton administration, the CIA
began to turn on itself. Career infighting became rampant within
the organization. Agents took assignments in the field just to get
away from the underhanded practices occurring at headquarters.
Promotions were slowed down and a freeze was put on “Exceptional
Performance Awards.” In the midst of this, the new seventh-floor
management directed a huge demographical shift among the employee
population. The Agency became divided into competing, opposing and
sometimes hostile racial and cultural employee groups. Instead of
the once family-like unity, which existed because of the belief we
were all Americans fighting a real enemy; the organization was
split along racial and ethnic lines. Robert Baer described this
period in his book See No Evil, commenting that the Agency
would spend more money on changing the population’s demographics
and funding sexual harassment training than on important
operations, such as those countering terrorism. Baer was right. I
was a manager at Langley at the time and, to my chagrin, saw this
new trend in CIA administrative restructuring occur.

Instead of the good and healthy brand of
Equal Employment Opportunity and acceptance of diversity, which are
America’s past and future keys to greatness, a false version of
diversity arose, which split the organization into fragments. CIA
positions which once required passing the equivalent of the
Graduate Records Exam with a 3.0 or better grade point average,
were now adjusted and those requirements eliminated to comply with
the new demographic mandate. The organization was being
dumbed-down. Instead of promotions though employee equality and
meritocracy, heavier weight was placed on racial and ethnic
demography than on experience and performance.

As a manager, I witnessed several employees
who had earned promotions; lose those promotions simply because
they did not fit the proper demographical group. We were losing our
competitiveness, talent and street smarts. Senior managers with
years of real world experience resigned in large numbers. They were
replaced by younger, less experience officers. Morale, once again,
was at an all-time low.

During the same period, under the Clinton
administration, an action was taken which virtually hamstrung the
CIA’s ability to collect intelligence, especially against terrorist
targets. Senator Robert Torricelli (D-NY), by trumpeting a number
of unsubstantiated conclusions regarding the CIA’s role in the
deaths of an American hotel owner, Michael DeVine, and a Guatemalan
guerilla named Efrain Bamaca Velazquez (during which Torricelli
allegedly leaked classified information), coerced the Clinton
administration into issuing an order dictating no CIA officer could
have any contact, for recruitment or other purposes, with a foreign
national who had any human rights violations, including potential
high value terrorist cell targets. Agency officers would be
reprimanded and possibly terminated if they did so - and some
were.

I was in the CIA’s auditorium, referred to as
“The Bubble,” when DCI John Deutch gave his speech, conveying this
order from the President. I have never seen anything like the
events of that day. Seasoned station chiefs and case officers
laughed and booed during Deutch’s attempt to convey the President’s
directive and the incredible incompetency of its context. Several
stood up, publicly decrying the decision and protesting they could
no longer do their job. Really, the directive is akin to telling a
drug enforcement agent he or she can have nothing to do with an
informant who uses cocaine or has broken US drug laws.

As a Counter Terrorism Center (CTC) officer,
I experienced the stinging reality of this personally. Out in the
field, I identified a Middle Eastern individual who was clearly
connected to terrorism, and occupied a high level position. I sent
an intelligence report back to headquarters documenting the
information I had elicited over several meetings. Summarily, I was
verbally reprimanded and told, “What would the President of the
United States think if he knew you had associated with a terrorist
with human rights violations!”

I strongly reminded this headquarters
official it was because of my report this man was identified, when,
based on headquarters’ intelligence blunder, the man had gotten
close to US embassy personnel without their knowledge. In addition,
based on his skills, he could have killed me at any moment, but,
instead, seemed open to more discussion and a continued
relationship. There was a possibility we could have turned him. Now
we will never know.

Without my report, the Agency would not have
known this individual had gotten close to embassy staff. After I
reminded them of their oversight, they left me alone, but proceeded
to reprimand the case officer working with me on the operation. He
was, without question, an outstanding officer with a flawless
reputation and one of the best operators I worked with. He was
putting his life on the line daily for his country. But he was in
the wrong place at the wrong time. Politics trumps patriotism.

Because of the Clinton/Torricelli order,
chiefs of stations began to hide in their offices and generate
shallow intelligence on terrorist targets, with no actual
penetrations or access. They could not take the career or legal
risk of getting close to a possible terrorist cell asset who had
human rights violations. Because of this, the CIA was seriously
under-informed regarding the coming Jihad which would take place on
American soil and in the countries of our allies. When the 9/11
attacks occurred, the CIA was deaf, dumb and blind. Intelligence
gathering on the terrorism target had degraded to analysts sitting
at their terminals in headquarters, surfing the internet for
information and writing reports from largely open source
information. We had reached the point that, many times, the news
network CNN had overseas intelligence information before we did.
Ironically, as a young officer, during my first operational
training class, we were taught the news media was the enemy of the
CIA, continually trying to steal our information. We were shown an
interview with journalist Brit Hume (in 1972 Hume, his wife and
children had been placed under surveillance by the CIA under the
Nixon administration while working for journalist Jack Anderson,
who published classified documents to expose administration wrong
doing and misrepresentations to the public). The interviewer asked
Hume if he would publish information he obtained even if it
involved US intelligence. Hume responded, essentially, as a
journalist he was obligated to do so. The instructor of the course
was aghast and attempted to portray the press as essentially
against our mission. Ironically, it turned out the CIA eventually
came to rely somewhat on journalists (e.g., CNN) for immediate
information on overseas crises and Hume is now respected, both
within and without the government, as one of the finest and most
objective journalists in the country.

In reality, the American news media is one of
the most important protectors of US national security, as long as
they are not afraid to occupy this role. This includes protecting
the security of journalists exposing the government when it gets
out of control. Personally, I found the July 7, 2005 arrest of
Pulitzer Prize winning journalist Judith Miller, during the Valerie
Plame case, threats of possible arrest and subpoenas issued to
other credible journalists, chilling. What concerns me most is many
journalists are now afraid to expose CIA and other government
corruption, using information given to them by credible sources,
and are reluctant to challenge an organization that has spent years
developing a system to quietly silence citizens and the press with
threats of, and actual criminal prosecution. Some journalists
cooperate with the CIA and withhold information from the public so
they don’t lose their CIA contacts, who know this and selectively
feed them information. If we have reached this point in our
country, our democracy has been subverted.

During this time, the CIA placed an
over-reliance on information provided by defectors, simply because
it had no penetration agents in place. Iraq was a perfect example.
Large sums of (taxpayer) money were paid to Iraqi officers, in some
cases ?????????????? each, who, it was later determined, provided
false or inflated information to the CIA, just to get the cash or
obtain revenge against Saddam Hussein. My experience in this arena
showed me any defector doing it primarily for money is
automatically suspect. Defectors who turned themselves over to the
US for ideological reasons, or to flee from religious persecution,
were generally the most reliable, because their motives came from
conviction rather than greed.

A ‘Mole’ and Disaster

In 1994, after the CIA had just gone through
a far-reaching and painful reorganization, the unthinkable—and what
the organization feared most—happened; a “mole” was discovered
inside the CIA. Aldrich Ames, a career CIA supervisor and case
officer, assigned to work against the Soviet target, was arrested
for espionage.

For years, Ames had been secretly selling
damaging secrets to the Soviet KGB. The destruction to US
intelligence was immense. The Congress was irate. A security
commission was formed and the order was given for the FBI to take
over management of the CIA’s Counterintelligence Center (CIC) and
co-locate with Agency counterintelligence officers at Langley.

I was one of those officers. Our job was to
ferret out other “moles,” or vulnerable employees who could be the
subject of foreign intelligence attempts at recruitment. A huge
push was on to investigate all employees who gave any appearance of
unauthorized activity in the area of security and
counterintelligence. Although this was of critical importance, a
paradigm shift occurred in the CIA. The Agency began to eat its
own.

As counterintelligence investigations were
opened on employees, hundreds of careers and, in some cases, lives
were ruined. Agency employees, many of whom had made low-level
mistakes—for example, had affairs with foreign nationals—and were
innocent of espionage and treason, had to endure the torment of
investigations lasting a year or more.

I worked closely with FBI agents assigned to
the CIC, found them to be very professional and we had a good
working relationship. At the FBI supervisory level, however, the
FBI was accusing the CIA of being unable to run a
counterintelligence operation and continually boasted the FBI had
never had a major intelligence penetration. Tragically, a short
time later the Robert Hanssen espionage case occurred. It was the
quintessential “egg in the face” for the Bureau. The damage
Hanssen, who had access to FBI and CIA counterintelligence files,
caused was - massive. His actions made “Rick” Ames look like a
school boy. The FBI learned the same lesson the Agency had just
suffered. As soon as you become self-absorbed and arrogant, you are
heading for trouble. It’s a kind of blindness, and one to be
shunned, in the Intelligence Community because of the level of
vulnerability it can create in the security of our country.

The FBI and the CIA conducted extensive
studies, trying to determine what would make someone spy. Those of
us who were counterintelligence officers went through briefing
after briefing, training class after training class. First, the
theory was committing treason was tied to alcohol abuse, serious
financial debt, family problems, or dangerous ideological views.
None of these theories, either individually or collectively, could
wholly explain why people commit espionage and treason against
their country. There was a plethora of CIA and other Intelligence
Community employees who had some or all of these problems, but
remained loyal to their Agency and to their country, despite
significant life stresses.

After working the cases I was assigned, going
to briefing after briefing covering every case which had occurred
and studying all the reports we were given on US internal
espionage—including, of course, Aldrich Ames, Harold Nicholson and
Robert Hanssen—I reached a different conclusion. The majority of
these people were narcissists. It had very little to do with their
life stress. Primarily, it was not about the money, or their
drinking and gambling habits. It was about their over-inflated view
of themselves, belief they were smarter than most of their
counterparts and the drive for ego gratification. In the majority
of espionage cases I reviewed, the act began with an overinflated
ego, disdain for the organization’s purpose and the circumvention
of internal rules and regulations.

In the CIA, the polygraph test was one of the
primary tools used during the post-Ames counterintelligence
explosion. Officers who failed their polygraph test on
counterintelligence issues were turned over to the FBI for
investigation; based on this event alone. The CIA Office of
Security did attempt to make an effort to balance the emphasis on
information derived from the polygraph, but to no avail. The Agency
just could not ignore employees who failed the polygraph on
counterintelligence questions.

The careers, and mental health, of multiple
employees were damaged. Although I performed well at the job, I was
disgusted to see some of my fellow counterintelligence
investigators more interested in busting the next Subject, so they
could become famous or gain recognition to support their next
promotion, than having a concern for finding the real truth and
justice for the people whose lives they were tearing apart
(Chapters 12 and 24 discuss the polygraph and CIA
Counterintelligence in greater detail).

Because of the CIA’s reputation and the
fashion in which it has treated its employees, contractors,
applicants and counterparts in foreign countries, it has developed
a significant level of domestic and international mistrust. This
has only served to hurt its mission.

 



Chapter 6

Providence

After his brain surgery, performed at
Georgetown University Hospital on December 18, 1986, CIA Director
William Casey appeared shockingly ill. He was due to appear before
the House Permanent Select Committee on Intelligence (HPSCI) on
December 16, but was rushed to the hospital after a seizure the day
before. Casey had lost a significant amount of weight and the
prognosis was grim. I was one of the agents assigned to the “hot
seat” at the entrance to his hospital room. Late one evening, the
nurse requested I and another agent help move him in his bed. As we
did, I held his feet and prayed for him.

Over the next month, William Casey began to
take a turn for the better. He regained his weight, his hair grew
back and he became mentally alert. However, because of the damage
done by the tumor in his brain, he could not speak.

Bob Woodward’s Alleged Visit with the Director of
the CIA

In the book Veil the Secret Wars of the
CIA (page 587, paragraph 7), Bob Woodward writes he was able to
enter Casey’s hospital room and have an important conversation with
him (late January - early February 1987, although he does not give
an exact date). I consider Mr. Woodward a fine journalist and a
very nice person. However, I must disagree with this account.
Indeed, Mr. Woodward did try to enter the hospital room, but was
interdicted by the agent in the hot seat and gracefully shown to
the exit. In addition, during the time frame Mr. Woodward claims to
have gotten into the room, Casey could not speak due to the effects
of the tumor on his brain (I witnessed this personally). None of
the agents allowed Mr. Woodward into the room. We were there
twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. All of us were under
orders not to let anyone into the room. Frankly, we all were
frustrated by this fabricated account when it was published,
because it never happened. One reporter has alleged Woodward told
him he had help from someone else to get into the room (perhaps
dressed as a doctor - or nurse (kidding about the nurse)). Even if
this were true, the account still lacks credibility; Casey was
unable to talk, and could only make grunting noises because the
tumor had attacked the language part of his brain. We were with him
daily, took him for his medical tests, etc., saw the damage to his
brain and heard his attempts at speaking.

The lack of detail in Woodward’s account just
reinforces this incident never happened. Regarding Robert Gates’
later statement that Casey could still form words during his
discussions - the time frame of Woodard’s “visit” occurs after
Gates’ visits with Casey and the blocking of Woodward’s first
attempt to enter the room by the agents. By then, Casey’s condition
had deteriorated even worse and he eventually lapsed into a
coma.

Just after publication of his book Veil.
The Secret Wars of the CIA, Gates paid a visit to Woodward’s
residence to get a copy of the book the CIA did not have. Woodward
claims during the visit Gates stated “I guess your security is
better than ours,” commenting on Woodward’s alleged penetration of
Casey’s hospital room. Gates was always a humble, humorous and
congenial man, and fiercely loyal to the CIA. I am certain this was
simply a graceful attempt to get a copy of the book and perform an
intensive personal analysis. At his career core, Gate’s was an
analyst. The agents were with Casey day and night, twenty-four
hours a day, seven days a week; many times more than Gates’
occasional visits with the Director. Gates was busy running the CIA
and holding back the firestorm of legislative and press demands. On
September 29, 2010 Woodward was interviewed on Larry King
Live to discuss his new book, Obama Wars. My previous
book In From the Cold. CIA Secrecy and Operations, which
brought to light the above information, had been published, and was
the subject of a Washington Post article. Woodward was
forced to respond to the article and stated he could not remember
details of the incident. In discussions with the Post
reporter, I was called a “peon,” far below any need for Woodward to
take the time to respond to my assertions.

However, during the King interview, Woodward
completely digressed from the subject of the interview (his book
Obama Wars) and made the statement:

.

“And there's a fascinating story about Gates'
view of the world and sense of humor. In 1987 when I was coming out
with the book "Veil" about the secret wars of the CIA during the
Reagan era, it was about to come out and the CIA couldn't get a
copy.

And Gates called me up. And he said, can we
get a copy? We won't leak it to The New York Times. And I
said, fine, send somebody by to get it, come by my house. And he
said, I'll come myself. And so he came. Walked up on the doorstep.
I gave him two or three copies. And he looked at me. And he said,
sometime we have to have a talk about security. Because obviously
yours is better than ours.” If the account I wrote did not
bother him, why did Woodward feel the need to depart from the
subject of the interview and justify his old allegations? I’ll let
you be the judge.

The Agency conducted an extensive
investigation of the incident, interviewing all the agents
involved, and reached the conclusion it simply could not have
occurred.

It was clear, however, before his illness
Casey met with Woodward on several occasions. Casey, who usually
had nothing but chagrin for the news media, liked Woodward and
granted him several interviews during his tenure as DCI. I’m
convinced that it was during those interviews that much of the
information in Woodward’s book, which in my view is accurate, was
provided to Woodward by Casey himself, on purpose.

The William Casey I knew, and spent more time
with than my own family, was an unstoppable patriot with an
unbendable love for democracy, America and the CIA. I am convinced
Casey knew he was dying and intentionally gave Woodward information
he wanted the American public to know before he died. The CIA, of
course, energized by its obsession to guard its own power, was
outraged by this and hunted for those responsible for providing the
information in Woodward’s book. My observations convinced me it
came from the CIA Director himself.

On a sunny afternoon, as I took my shift in
the “hot seat” outside the DCI’s hospital room, the nurse entered
the room and asked Casey if he needed anything. I could hear him
trying to put his thoughts into words, which he was unable to do. I
heard him making undistinguishable groaning sounds as he tried to
express to the nurse what he wanted. She could tell he wanted her
to bring someone into his room.

“Sir, do you want me to bring your wife into
the room?”

He spoke unintelligibly and motioned to the
nurse “No.”

“Would you like me to bring your daughter to
your room?”

He loudly made attempts at forming words and
again motioned “No.”

“Do you want your son-in-law, Owen?” He again
motioned “No.”

“Do you want an agent to come into your
room?” He loudly made attempts to speak and gestured, “Yes.”

The nurse came out to me and said, “I think
he wants you to come into his room.”

I walked into the hospital room and Casey sat
straight up in the bed and stuck his hand out to shake mine.

I grasped his hand and said, “Hello, Sir, how
are you doing?”

Casey looked me directly in the eye and
squeezed my hand as hard as he could. He could not speak.

It appeared to me he was saying, “See, I am
getting strong, I am coming back.”

He motioned for me to sit down in the chair
next to his bed.

I sat in the chair and he motioned to me with
his hands, giving a facial expression conveying, “Tell me what is
going on out there.”

“Sir,” I replied, “I saw the President
interviewed on the news yesterday and they asked him if, in the
light of Iran Contra, you still have his support. The President
responded he is pleased with the job you are doing and you have his
full support. Also, last night I saw Jean Kirkpatrick (a close
personal friend of Casey’s) on the news as well and they asked her
the same question. She responded she considered you a great
Director and one of her closest personal friends.”

Casey broke down and began to weep, tears
streaming down his face. Before I could say anything more, the
nurse came into the room. It was time for another CAT scan. These
were always solemn moments. The results were not good.

After this meeting, a fascinating event
occurred. Chuck Colson, former White House Counsel and Watergate
figure, now an evangelist and head of Prison Fellowship Ministries,
was checked into the same hospital and had undergone major surgery
for stomach cancer. As a nurse attended to Colson, she mentioned
William Casey was in the same hospital and terminally ill. She
asked Colson if he would like her to find out if Casey wanted
prayer. Colson told the nurse he would. This nurse conveyed
Colson’s message to Casey, asking if he would like Colson to pray
with him. Casey responded he did. Shortly thereafter, Colson
visited Casey in his hospital room and the two prayed together. At
the end of his life, William Casey became a Christian. It was an
inspiring event. I am sure it was the subject of Sophia Casey’s
prayers as she sat alone in the sunlit sitting room in their home.
Those of you who are secularists will have to bear with me during
this account. I hope I am not offending anyone. I have to
accurately describe these events exactly as they happened.

After Colson’s visit, Bill Casey became a
changed man. Formerly a gruff man who did not suffer fools lightly
and regularly reprimanded the agents, or anyone else for that
matter, for even small mistakes, he became a kind, gentle man.
During his last days in the hospital, although he could not speak,
he went out of this way to attempt to communicate to the agents and
nurses how much he appreciated them and what they were doing. Some
of the agents were shocked at the change. An agent, and close
friend of mine, who accompanied him as he was transported back to
his home in New York relayed to me Casey spent his last days
requesting by gestures his nurse come into his room and read the
Gospels to him as he lay in bed. On May 6, 1987 William Joseph
Casey passed away in peace, leaving the legacy of a true American
patriot.
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William J. Casey, Director of the CIA under President
Ronald Reagan.
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Reporter Bob Woodward.

[image: tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_7b591f4.jpg]

Senator Robert Torricelli (D-NJ).

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/240138
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_4bff6541.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m78fb2cb8.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m1be9c840.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_23e5c24f.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m456174ad.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m4a6a8b2d.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m6b7c16f.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_m117fa95f.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_57af9cf2.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_7b591f4.jpg





tmp_fd09ca91d1856bca66a0376257d766e8_gVR56N_html_3c24fcdd.jpg





cover.jpg
Kevin Shipp

F ROM

THE
OMPANY

HAD OWS






