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& PREFACE

Economic kit men (EHMSs) are highly paid professionals
who cheat countries around the globe out of trillions of
dollars. They funnel money from the World Bank, the
U.S. Agency for International Development (USAID),
and other foreign “aid” organizations into the coffers of
huge corporations and the pockets of a few wealthy fami-
lies who control the planet’s natural resources. Their tools
z'n;:h?;e  fraudulent financial reports, rigged elections,
payofls, extortion, sex, and murder. They play a game as
old as empire, but one that has taken on new and terrify-
ing dimensions during this time of globalization.

I should know; I was an EHM.

I wrote that in 1982, as the beginning of a book with the working
title, Conscience of an Economic Hit Man. The book was dedicated to
the presidents of two countries, men who had been my clients,
whom I respected and thought of as kindred spirits -— Jaime Roldos,
president of Ecuador, and Omar Torrijos, president of Panama. Both
had just died in fiery crashes. Their deaths were not accidental. They
were assassinated because they opposed that fraternity of corporate,
government, and banking heads whose goal is global empire. We
EHMs failed to bring Roldés and Torrijos around, and the other type
of hit men, the CIA-sanctioned jackals who were always right behind
us, stepped in.

I was persuaded to stop writing that book. I started it four more
times during the next twenty years. On each occasion, my decision to
begin again was influenced by current world events: the U.S. invasion
of Panama in 1989, the first Gulf War, Somalia, the rise of Osama bin
Laden. However, threats or bribes always convinced me to stop.

In 2003, the president of a major publishing house that is owned
by a powerful international corporation read a draft of what had
now become Confessions of an Economic Hit Man. He described it




as “a riveting story that needs to be told” Then he smiled sadly,
shook his head, and told me that since the executives at world head-
quarters might object, he could not afford to risk publishing it. He
advised me to fictionalize it. “We could market you in the mold of a
novelist like John Le Carré or Graham Greene.”

But this is not fiction. It is the true story of my life. A more coura-
geous publisher, one not owned by an international corporation, has
agreed to help me tell it.

This story must be told. We live in a time of terrible crisis —and
tremendous opportunity. The story of this particular economic hit
man is the story of how we got to where we are and why we currently
face crises that seem insurmountable. This story must be told be-
cause only by understanding our past mistakes will we be able to
take advantage of future opportunities; because 9/11 happened and
so did the second war in Iraq; because in addition to the three thou-
sand people who died on September 11, 2001, at the hands of ter-
rorists, another twenty-four thousand died from hunger and related
causes. In fact, twenty-four thousand people die every single day
because they are unable to cbtain life-sustaining food.! Most im-
portantly, this story must be told because today, for the first time in
history, one nation has the ability, the money, and the power to
change all this. It is the nation where I was born and the one I served
as an EHM: the United States of America.

What finally convinced me to ignore the threats and bribes?

The short answer is that my only child, Jessica, graduated from
college and went out into the world on her own. When I recently
told her that I was considering publishing this book and shared my
fears with her, she said, “Don’t worry, dad. If they get you, I'll take
over where you left off. We need to do this for the grandchildren I
hope to give you someday!” That is the short answer.

The longer version relates to my dedication to the country where
I was raised, to my love of the ideals expressed by our Founding Fa-
thers, to my deep commitment to the American republic that today
promises “life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness” for all people,
everywhere, and to my determination after 9/11 not to sit idly by any
longer while EHMs turn that republic into a global empire. That is
the skeleton version of the long answer; the flesh and blood are
added in the chapters that follow.

This is a true story. I lived every minute of it. The sights, the people,
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the conversations, and the feelings I describe were all a part of my
life. It is my personal story, and yet it happened within the larger
context of world events that have shaped our history, have brought
us to where we are today, and form the foundation of our children’s
futures. I have made every effort to present these experiences, people,
and conversations accurately. Whenever I discuss historical events
or re-create conversations with other people, I do so with the help of
several tools: published documents; personal records and notes; rec-
ollections — my own and those of others who participated; the five
manuscripts [ began previously; and historical accounts by other
authors, most notably recently published ones that disclose infor-
mation that formerly was classified or otherwise unavailable, Refer-
ences are provided in the endnotes, to allow interested readers to
pursue these subjects in more depth. In some cases, I combine sev-
eral dialpgues I had with a person into one conversation to facilitate
the flow of the narrative.

My publisher asked whether we actually referred to ourselves as
economic hit men. I assured him that we did, although usually only
by the initials. In fact, on the day in 1971 when I began working with
my teacher Claudine, she informed me, “My assignment is to mold
you into an economic hit man. No one can know about your in-
volvement —not even your wife.” Then she turned serious. “Once
you’re in, you're in for life.”

Claudine’s role is a fascinating example of the manipulation that
underlies the business T had entered. Beautiful and intelligent, she
was highly effective; she understood my weaknesses and used them
to her greatest advantage. Her job and the way she executed it ex-
emplify the subtlety of the people behind this system.

Claudine pulled no punches when describing what I would be
called upon to do. My job, she said, was “to encourage world leaders
to become part of a vast network that promotes U.S. commercial in-
terests. In the end, those leaders become ensnared in a web of debt
that ensures their loyalty. We can draw on them whenever we desire
— to satisfy our political, economic, or military needs. In turn, they
bolster their political positions by bringing industrial parks, power
plants, and airports to their people. The owners of U.S. engineer-
ing/construction companies become fabulously wealthy”

Today we see the results of this system run amok. Executives at
our most respected companies hire people at near-slave wages to
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toil under inhuman conditions in Asian sweatshops. Oil companies
wantonly pump toxins into rain forest rivers, consciously killing
people, animals, and plants, and committing genocide among ancient
cultures. The pharmaceutical industry denies lifesaving medicines to
millions of HIV-infected Africans. Twelve million families in our
own United States worry about their next meal.? The energy indus-
try creates an Enron. The accounting industry creates an Andersen.
The income ratio of the one-iifth of the world’s population in the
wealthiest countries to the one-fifth in the poorest went from 30 to 1
in 1960 to 74 to 1in 1995.3 The United States spends over $87 bil-
lion conducting a war in Traq while the United Nations estimates
that tor less than half that amount we could provide clean water, ad-
equate diets, sanitation services, and basic education to every person
on the planet.?

And we wonder why terrorists attack us?

Some would blame our current problems on an organized con-
spiracy. I wish it were so simple. Members of a conspiracy can be
rooted out and brought to justice. This system, however, is fueled by
something far more dangerous than conspiracy. It is driven not by a
small band of men but by a concept that has become accepted as
gospel: the idea that all economic growth benefits humankind and
that the greater the growth, the more widespread the benefits. This
belief also has a corollary: that those people who excel at stoking the
fires of economic growth should be exalted and rewarded, while
those born at the fringes are available for exploitation.

The concept is, of course, erroneous. We know that in many coun-
tries economic growth benefits only a small portion of the popula-
tion and may in fact result in increasingly desperate circumstances
for the majority. This effect is reinforced by the corollary belief that
the captains of industry who drive this system should enjoy a special
status, a belief that is the root of many of our current problems and
is perhaps also the reason why conspiracy theories abound. When
men and women are rewarded for greed, greed becomes a corrupt-
ing motivator. When we equate the gluttonous consumption of the
earth’s resources with a status approaching sainthood, when we
teach our children to emulate people who live unbalanced lives, and
when we define huge sections of the population as subservient to an
elite minority, we ask for trouble. And we get it.

In their drive to advance the global empire, corporations, banks,
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and governments (collectively the corporatocracy) use their financial
and political muscle to ensure that our schools, businesses, and media
support both the fallacious concept and its corollary. They have
brought us to a point where our global culture is 2 monstrous ma-
chine that requires exponentially increasing amounts of fuel and
maintenance, so much so that in the end it will have consumed
everything in sight and will be left with no choice but to devour itself.

The corporatocracy is not a conspiracy, but its members do
endorse common values and goals. One of corporatocracy’s mast im-
portant functions is to perpetuate and continually expand and
strengthen the system. The lives of those who “make it,” and their
accoutrements — their mansions, yachts, and private jets — are pre-
sented as models to inspire us all to consume, consume, consume.
Every opportunity is taken to convince us that purchasing things is
our ci\%%tty, that pillaging the earth is good for the economy and
therefore serves our higher interests. People like me are paid out-
rageously high salaries to do the system’s bidding. If we falter, a more
malicious form of hit man, the jackal, steps to the plate. And if the
jackal fails, then the job falls to the military.

This book is the confession of a man who, back when I was an
EHM, was part of a relatively small group. People who play similar
roles are more abundant now. They have more euphemistic titles,
and they walk the corridors of Monsanto, General Electric, Nike,
General Motors, Wal-Mart, and nearly every other major corpora-
tion in the world. In a very real sense, Confessions of an Economic
Hit Man is their story as well as mine.

It is your story too, the story of your world and mine, of the first
truly global empire. History tells us that unless we modify this story,
itis guaranteed to end tragically. Empires never last. Every one of them
has failed terribly. They destroy many cultures as they race toward
greater domination, and then they themselves fall. No country or com-
bination of countries can thrive in the long term by exploiting others.

This book was written so that we may take heed and remold our
story. I am certain that when enough of us become aware of how we
are being exploited by the economic engine that creates an insatiable
appetite for the world’s resources, and results in systems that foster
slavery, we will no longer tolerate it. We will reassess our role in a
world where a few swim in riches and the majority drown in poverty,
pollution, and violence. We will commit ourselves to navigating a
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course toward compassion, democracy, and social justice for all.

Admitting to a problem is the first step toward finding a solution.
Confessing a sin is the beginning of redemption. Let this book, then,
be the start of our salvation. Let it inspire us te new levels of dedi-
cation and drive us to realize our dream of balanced and honorable
societies.

S

Without the many people whose lives I shared and who are de-
scribed in the following pages, this book would not have been written.
I am grateful for the experiences and the lessons.

Beyond them, T thank the people who encouraged me to go out
on a limb and tell my story: Stephan Rechtschaffen, Bill and Lynne
Twist, Ann Kemp, Art Roffey, so many of the people who partici-
pated in Dream Change trips and workshops, especially my co-
facilitators, Eve Bruce, Lyn Roberts-Herrick, and Mary Tendall, and
my incredible wife and partner of twenty-five vears, Winifred, and
our daughter Jessica.

I am grateful to the many men and women who provided per-
sonal insights and information about the multinational banks,
international corporations, and political innuendos of various coun-
tries, with special thanks to Michael Ben-Eli, Sabrina Bologni, Juan
Gabriel Carrasco, Jamie Grant, Paul Shaw, and several others, who
wish to remain anonymous but who know who vou are.

Once the manuscript was written, Berrett-Koehler founder Steven
Piersanti not only had the courage to take me in but also devoted
endless hours as a brilliant editor, helping me to frame and reframe
the book. My deepest thanks go to Steven, to Richard Perl, who in-
troduced me to him, and also to Nova Brown, Randi Fiat, Allen Jones,
Chris Lee, Jennifer Liss, Laurie Pellouchoud, and Jenny Williams,
who read and critiqued the manuscript; to David Korten, who not
only read and critiqued it but also made me jump through hoops to
satisfy his high and excellent standards; to Paul Fedorko, my agent;
to Valerie Brewster for crafting the book design; and to Todd Manza,
my copy editor, a wordsmith and philosopher extraordinaire.

A special word of gratitude to Jeevan Sivasubramanian, Berrett-
Koehler's managing editor, and to Ken Lupoff, Rick Wilson, Maria
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Jestis Aguild, Pat Anderson, Marina Cook, Michael Crowley, Robin
Donovan, Kristen Frantz, Tiffany Lee, Catherine Lengronne, Dianne
Platner —all the BK staff who recognize the need to raise con-
sciousness and who work tirelessly to make this world a better place.

I must thank all those men and women who worked with me at
MAIN and were unaware of the roles they played in helping EHM
shape the global empire; I especially thank the ones who worked for
me and with whom I traveled to distant lands and shared so many
precious moments. Also Ehud Sperling and his staff at Inner Tradi-
tions International, publisher of my earlier books on indigenous cul-
tures and shamanism, and good friends who set me on this path as
an author.

I am eternally grateful to the men and women who took me into
their homes in the jungles, deserts, and mountains, in the cardboard
shacks_along the canals of Jakarta, and in the slums of countless
citie:}\und the world, who shared their food and their lives with
me and who have been my greatest source of inspiration.

John Perkins
August 2004
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© PROLOGUE

Quito, Ecuador’s capital, stretches across a volcanic valley high in
the Andes, at an altitude of nine thousand feet. Residents of this city,
which was founded long before Columbus arrived in the Americas,
are accustomed to seeing snow on the surrounding peaks, despite
the fact that they live just a few miles south of the equator.

The city of Shell, a frontier outpost and military base hacked out
of Ecuador’s Amazon jungle to service the oil company whose name
it bears, is nearly eight thousand feet lower than Quito. A steaming
city, it is inhabited mostly by soldiers, oil workers, and the indige-
nous people from the Shuar and Kichwa tribes who work for them as
prostitutes and laborers.

To journey from one city to the other, you must travel a road that
is both tortucus and breathtaking. Local people will tell vou that
during the trip vou experience all four seasons in a single day.

Although I have driven this road many times, I never tire of the
spectacular scenery. Sheer cliffs, punctuated by cascading waterfalls
and brilliant bromeliads, rise up one side. On the other side, the earth
drops abruptly into a deep abyss where the Pastaza River, a head-
water of the Amazon, snakes its way down the Andes. The Pastaza
carries water from the glaciers of Cotopaxi, one ot the world’s highest
active volcanoes and a deity in the time of the Incas, to the Atlantic
Ocean over three thousand miles away.

In 2003, T departed Quito in a Subaru Qutback and headed for
Shell on a mission that was like no other I had ever accepted. I was
hoping to end a war I had helped create. As is the case with so many
things we EHMs must take responsibility for, it is a war that is vir-
tually unknown anywhere outside the country where it is fought. 1
was on my way to meet with the Shuars, the Kichwas, and their
neighbors the Achuars, the Zaparos, and the Shiwiars — tribes de-
termined to prevent our oil companies from destroying their homes,
families, and lands, even if it means they must die in the process. For
them, this is a war about the survival of their children and cultures,
while for us it is about power, money, and natural resources. It is one




part of the struggle for world domination and the dream of a few
greedy men, global empire.!

That is what we EHMs do best: we build a global empire. We are
an elite group of men and women who utilize international financial
organizations to foment conditions that make other nations sub-
servient to the corporatocracy running our biggest corporations, our
government, and our banks. Like our counterparts in the Mafia,
EHMs provide favors. These take the form of loans to develop in-
frastructure — electric generating plants, highways, ports, airports,
or industrial parks. A condition of such loans is that engineering and
construction companies from our own country must build all these
projects. In essence, most of the money never leaves the United
States; it is simply transferred from banking offices in Washington to
engineering offices in New York, Houston, or San Francisco.

Despite the fact that the money is returned almost immediately
to comions that are members of the corporatacracy (the eredi-
tor), the recipient country is required to pay it all back, principal
plus interest. If an EHM is completely successful, the loans are so
large that the debtor is forced to default on its payments after a few
years. When this happens, then like the Mafia we demand our pound
of flesh. This often includes one or more of the following: control
over United Nations votes, the installation of military bases, or access
to precious resources such as oil or the Panama Canal. Of course, the
debtor still owes us the money —and another country is added to
our global empire.

Driving from Quito toward Shell on this sunny day in 2003, I
thought back thirty-five years to the first time I arrived in this part
of the world. I had read that although Ecuador is only about the size
of Nevada, it has more than thirty active volcanoes, over 15 percent
of the world’s bird species, and thousands of as-yet-unclassified
plants, and that it is a land of diverse cultures where nearly as many
people speak ancient indigenous languages as speak Spanish. I
found it fascinating and certainly exotic; yet, the words that kept
coming to mind back then were pure, untouched, and innocent.

Much has changed in thirty-five years.

At the time of my first visit in 1968, Texaco had only just discov-
ered petroleum in Ecuador’s Amazon region. Today, oil accounts for
nearly half the country’s exports. A trans-Andean pipeline built
shortly after my first visit has since leaked over a half million barrels
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of oil into the fragile rain forest — more than twice the amount spilled
by the Exxon Valdez.? Today, a new $1.3 billion, three hundred-mile
pipeline constructed by an EHM-organized consortium promises to
make Ecuador one of the world's top ten suppliers of oil to the United
States.® Vast areas of rain forest have fallen, macaws and jaguars
have all but vanished, three Ecuadorian indigenous cultures have
been driven to the verge of collapse, and pristine rivers have been
transformed into flaming cesspools.

During this same period, the indigenous cultures began fighting
back. For instance, on May 7, 2003, a group of American lawyers
representing more than thirty thousand indigenous Ecuadorian
people filed a $1 billion lawsuit against ChevronTexaco Corp. The
suit asserts that between 1971 and 1992 the oil giant dumped into
open holes and rivers over four million gallons per day of toxic
wastewater contaminated with oil, heavy metals, and carcinogens,
and that the company left behind nearly 350 uncovered waste pits
that continue to kill both people and animals.*

Outside the window of my Outback, great clouds of mist rolled in
from the forests and up the Pastaza’s canyons. Sweat soaked my shirt,
and my stomach began to churn, but not just from the intense trop-
ical heat and the serpentine twists in the road. Knowing the part I
had played in destroving this beautiful country was once again taking
its toll. Because of my fellow EHMs and me, Ecuador is in far worse
shape today than she was before we introduced her to the miracles of
modern economies, banking, and engineering. Since 1970, during
this period known euphemistically as the Oil Boom, the official
poverty level grew from 50 to 70 percent, under- or unemployment
increased from 15 to 70 percent, and public debt increased from
$24.0 million to $16 billion. Meanwhile, the share of national resources
allocated to the poorest segments of the population declined from
20 to 6 percent.®

Unfortunately, Ecuador is not the exception. Nearly every country
we EHMs have brought under the global empire’s umbrella has suf-
fered a similar fate.% Third world debt has grown to more than $2.5
trillion, and the cost of servicing it — over $375 billion per year as of
2004 — is more than all third world spending on health and educa-
tion, and twenty times what developing countries receive annually in
foreign aid. Over half the people in the world survive on less than two
dollars per day, which is roughly the same amount they received
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in the early 1970s. Meanwhile, the top 1 percent of third world
households aceounts for 70 to 90 percent of all private financial
wealth and real estate ownership in their country; the actual per-
centage depends on the specific country.”

The Subaru slowed as it meandered through the streets of the
beautiful resort town of Bafios, famous for the hot baths created by
underground voleanic rivers that flow from the highly active Mount
Tungurahgua. Children ran along beside us, waving and trying to
sell us gum and cockies. Then we left Bafios behind. The spectacu-
lar scenery ended abruptly as the Subaru sped out of paradise and
into 2 modern vision of Dante’s Inferno.

A gigantic monster reared up from the river, a mammoth gray
wall. Its dripping concrete was totally out of place, completely un-
natural and incompatible with the landscape. Of course, seeing it
there stiould not have surprised me. I knew all along that it would be
waiting in wmbush. I had encountered it many times before and in
the past had praised it as a symbol of EHM accomplishments. Even
so, it made my skin crawl.

That hideous, incongruous wall is a dam that blocks the rushing
Pastaza River, diverts its waters through huge tunnels bored into the
mountain, and converts the energy to electricity. This is the 156-
megawatt Agoyan hydroelectric project. It fuels the industries that
make a handful of Ecuadorian families wealthy, and it has been the
source of untold suffering for the farmers and indigenous people
who live along the river. This hydroelectric plant is just one of many
projects developed through my efforts and those of other EHMs.
Such projects are the reason Ecuador is now a member of the global
empire, and the reason why the Shuars and Kichwas and their
neighbars threaten war against our oil companies.

Because of EHM projects, Ecuador is awash in foreign debt and
must devote an inordinate share of its national budget to paying this
off, instead of using its capital to help the millions of its citizens
officially classified as dangerously impoverished. The only way Ecua-
dor can buy down its foreign obligations is by selling its rain forests
to the oil companies. Indeed, one of the reasons the EHMs set their
sights on Ecuador in the first place was because the sea of oil
beneath its Amazon region is believed to rival the oil fields of the
Middle East.® The global empire demands its pound of flesh in the
form of oil concessions.
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These demands became especially urgent after September 11,
2001, when Washington feared that Middle Eastern supplies might
cease. On top of that, Venezuela, our third-largest oil supplier, had
recently elected a populist president, Hugo Chéavez, who took a
strong stand against what he referred to as U.S. imperialism; he
threatened to cut off oil sales to the United States. The EHMs had
failed in Traq and Venezuela, but we had succeeded in Ecuador; now
we would milk it for all it is worth.

Ecuador is typical of countries around the world that EHMs have
brought into the economic-political fold. For every $100 of crude
taken out of the Ecuadorian rain forests, the oil companies receive
$75. Of the remaining §25, three-quarters must go to paying off the
foreign debt. Most of the remainder covers military and other gov-
ernment expenses — which leaves about $2.50 for health, education,
and programs aimed at helping the poor.? Thus, out of every $100
worth of oil torn from the Amazon, less than $3 goes to the people
who need the money most, those whose lives have been so adversely
impacted by the dams, the drilling, and the pipelines, and who are
dying from lack of edible food and potable water.

All of those people —millions in Ecuador, billions around the
planet —are potential terrorists. Not because they believe in com-
munism or anarchism or are intrinsically evil, but simply because
they are desperate. Looking at this dam, I wondered — as I have so
often in so many places around the world —when these people
would take action, like the Americans against England in the 1770s
or Latin Americans against Spain in the early 1800s.

The subtlety of this modern empire building puts the Roman
centurions, the Spanish conquistadors, and the eighteenth- and
nineteenth-century European colonial powers to shame. We EHMs
are crafty; we learned from history. Today we do not carry swords.
We do not wear armor or clothes that set us apart. In countries like
Ecuador, Nigeria, and Indonesia, we dress like local schoolteachers
and shop owners. In Washington and Paris, we look like government
bureaucrats and bankers. We appear humble, normal. We visit project
sites and stroll through impoverished villages. We profess altruism,
talk with local papers about the wonderful humanitarian things we
are doing. We cover the conference tables of government committees
with our spreadsheets and financial projections, and we lecture at
the Harvard Business School about the miracles of macroeconomics.
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We are on the reccrd, in the open. Or so we portray ourselves and so
are we accepted. It is how the system works. We seldom resort to
anything illegal because the system itself is built on subterfuge, and
the system is by definition legitimate.

However —and this is a very large caveat —if we fail, an even
more sinister breed steps in, ones we EHMs refer to as the jackals,
men who trace their heritage directly to those earlier empires. The
jackals are always there, lurking in the shadows. When they emerge,
heads of state are overthrown or die in violent “accidents.”? And if
by chance the jackals fail, as they failed in Afghanistan and Iraq,
then the old models resurtace. When the jackals fail, young Ameri-
cans are sent in to kill and to die.

As T passed the monster, that hulking mammoth wall of gray con-
crete rising trom the river, I was very conscious of the sweat that
soaked my clothes and of the tightening in my intestines. I headed
on down intd'the jungle to meet with the indigenous people who are
determined to fight to the last man in order to stop this empire I
helped create, and I was overwhelmed with feelings of guilt.

How, T asked myself, did a nice kid from rural New Hampshire
ever get into such a dirty business?
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@ CHAPTER 1

An Economic Hit Man Is Born

It began innocently enough.

I was an only child, born into the middle class in 1945. Both my
parents came from three centuries of New England Yankee stock;
their strict, moralistic, staunchly Republican attitudes reflected
generations of puritanical ancestors. They were the first in their fam-
ilies to attend college — on scholarships. My mother became a high
school Latin teacher. My father joined World War II as a Navy lieu-
tenant and was in charge of the armed guard gun crew an a highly
flammable merchant marine tanker in the Atlantic. When 1 was
born, in Hanover, New Hampshire, he was recuperating from a bro-
ken hip in a Texas hospital. I did not see him until I was a year old.

He took a job teaching languages at Tilton School, a boys’ board-
ing school in rural New Hampshire. The campus stood high on a
hill, proudly — some would say arrogantly — towering over the town
of the same name. This exclusive institution limited its enrollment to
about fifty students in each grade level, nine through twelve. The
students were mostly the scions of wealthy families from Buenos
Aires, Caracas, Boston, and New York.

My family was cash starved; however, we most certainly did not
see ourselves as poor. Although the school’s teachers received very
little salary, all our needs were provided free: food, housing, heat,
water, and the workers who mowed our lawn and shoveled our snow.
Beginning on my fourth birthday, I ate in the prep school dining




room, shagged balls for the soccer teams my dad coached, and
handed out towels in the locker room.

It is an understatement to say that the teachers and their wives
felt superior to the locals. T used to hear my parents joking about be-
ing the lords of the manor, ruling over the lowly peasants --the
townies. [ knew it was more than a joke.

My elementary and middle school friends belonged to that peasant
class; they were very poor. Their parents were dirt farmers, lumber-
jacks, and mill workers. They resented “the preppies on the hill,” and
in turn, my father and mother discouraged me from socializing with
the townie girls, who they called “tarts” and “sluts.” I had shared
schoolbooks and crayons with these girls since first grade, and over
the years, I fell in love with three of them: Ann, Priscilla, and Judy.
I had a hard time understanding my parents’ perspective; however,
I deferred to their wishes.

Every year we spent the three months of my dad’s summer vacation
at a lake cottage built by my grandfather in 1921. It was surrounded
by forests, and at night we could hear owls and mountain lions. We
had no neighbors; I was the only child within walking distance. In
the early years, I passed the days by pretending that the trees were
knights of the Round Table and damsels in distress named Ann,
Priscilla, or Judy (depending on the year). My passion was, I had no
doubt, as strong as that of Lancelot for Guinevere —and even more
secretive.

At fourteen, I received free tuition to Tilton School. With my par-
ents’ prodding, I rejected evervthing to do with the town and never
saw my old friends again. When my new classmates went home to
their mansions and penthouses for vacation, I remained alone on the
hill. Their girlfiiends were debutantes; I had no girlfriends. All the girls
I knew were “sluts”; T had cast them off, and they had forgotten me.
I was alone — and terribly frustrated.

My parents were masters at manipulation; they assured me that
I was privileged to have such an opportunity and that some day I
would be grateful. T would find the perfect wife, one suited to our
high moral standards. Inside, though, I seethed. I craved female com-
panionship — sex; the idea of a slut was most alluring.

However, rather than rebelling, I repressed my rage and expressed
my frustration by excelling. I was an honor student, captain of two
varsity teams, editor of the school newspaper. 1 was determined to
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show up my rich classmates and to leave Tilton behind forever. Dur-
ing my senior year, I was awarded a full athletic scholarship to Brown
and an academic scholarship to Middlebury. I chose Brown, mainly
because I preferred being an athlete — and because it was located in
a city. My mother had graduated from Middlebury and my father
had received his master’s degree there, so even though Brown was in
the Ivy League, they preferred Middlebury.

“What if you break vour leg?” my father asked. “Better to take the
academic scholarship.” I buckled.

Middlebury was, in my perception, merely an inflated version of
Tilton — albeit in rural Vermont instead of rural New Hampshire.
True, it was coed, but I was poor and most everyone else was wealthy,
and I had not attended school with a female in four years. I lacked
confidence, felt outclassed, was miserable. T pleaded with my dad to
let me drop out or take a year off. I wanted to move to Boston and
learn about life and women. He would not hear of it. “How can I pre-
tend to prepare other parents’ kids for college if my own won't stay
in one?” he asked.

I have come to understand that life is composed of a series of
coincidences. How we react to these —how we exercise what some
refer to as free will —is evervthing; the choices we make within the
boundaries of the twists of fate determine who we are. Two major
coincidences that shaped my life occurred at Middlebury. One came
in the form of an Tranian, the son of a general who was a personal
advisor to the shah; the other was a beautitul young woman named
Ann, like my childhcod sweetheart.

The first, whom I will call Farhad, had played professional soccer
in Rome. He was endowed with an athletic physique, curly black
hair, soft walnut eyes, and a background and charisma that made
him irresistible to women. He was my opposite in many ways. 1
worked hard to win his friendship, and he taught me many things
that would serve me well in the years to come. I also met Ann. Al-
though she was seriously dating a young man who attended another
college, she took me under her wing. Our platonic relationship was
the first truly loving one I had ever experienced.

Farhad encouraged me to drink, party, and ignore my parents. 1
consciously chose to stop studying. I decided I would break my aca-
demic leg to get even with my father. My grades plummeted; I lost
my scholarship. Halfway through my sophomore year, I elected to

An Economic Hit Man Is Born 5



drop out. My father threatened to disown me; Farhad egged me on.
I stormed into the dean’s office and quit school. It was a pivotal mo-
ment in my life.

Farhad and I celebrated my last night in town together at a local
bar. A drunken farmer, a giant of a man, accused me of flirting with
his wife, picked me up off my feet, and hurled me against a wall.
Farhad stepped between us, drew a knife, and slashed the farmer
open at the cheek. Then he dragged me across the room and shoved
me through a window, out onto a ledge high above Otter Creek. We
jumped and made our way along the river and back to our dorm.

The next morning, when interrogated by the campus police, T lied
and refused to admit any knowledge of the incident. Nevertheless,
Farhad was expelled. We both moved to Boston and shared an apart-
ment there. I landed a job at Hearst’s Record American/Sunday Ad-
vertiser newspapers, as a personal assistant to the editor in chief of
the Sunday Advertiser.

Later that year, 19635, several of my friends at the newspaper were
drafted. To avoid a similar fate, I entered Boston University’s College
of Business Administration. By then, Ann had broken up with her
old boytriend, and she often traveled down from Middlebury to visit.
I welcomed her attention. She graduated in 1967, while I still had
another year to complete at BU. She adamantly refused to move in
with me until we were married. Although I joked about being black-
mailed, and in fact did resent what I saw as a continuation of my
parents’ archaic and prudish set of moral standards, I enjoyed our
times together and I wanted more. We married.

Ann’s father, a brilliant engineer, had masterminded the naviga-
tional system for an important class of missile and was rewarded
with a high-level position in the Department of the Navy. His best
friend, 2 man Ann called Uncle Frank (not his real name), was em-
ployed as an executive at the highest echelons of the National Secu-
rity Agency (NSA), the country’s least-known — and by most accounts
largest — spv organization.

Shortly after our marriage, the military summoned me for my
physical. I passed and therefore faced the prospect of Vietnam upon
graduation. The idea of fighting in Southeast Asia tore me apart
emotionally, though war has always fascinated me. I was raised on
tales about my colonial ancestors — who include Thomas Paine and
Ethan Allen —and I had visited all the New England and upstate
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New York battle sites of both the French and Indian and the Revo-
lutionary wars. I read every historical novel 1 could find. In fact,
when Army Special Forces units first entered Southeast Asia, I was
eager to sign up. But as the media exposed the atrocities and the in-
consistencies of U.S. policy, I experienced a change of heart. I found
myself wondering whose side Paine would have taken. I was sure he
would have joined our Vietcong enemies.

Uncle Frank came to my rescue. He informed me that an NSA job
made one eligible for draft deferment, and he arranged for a series of
meetings at his agency, including a day of grueling polygraph-
monitored interviews. I was told that these tests would determine
whether 1 was suitable material for NSA recruitment and training,
and if T was, would provide a profile of my strengths and weaknesses,
which would be used to map out my career. Given my attitude to-
ward the Vietnam War, I was convinced I would fail the tests.

Under examination, T admitted that as a loyal American I op-
posed the war, and I was surprised when the interviewers did not
pursue this subject. Instead, they focused on my upbringing, my
attitudes toward my parents, the emotions generated by the fact I
grew up as a poor puritan among so many wealthy, hedonistic prep-
pies. They also explored my frustration about the lack of women, sex,
and money in my life, and the fantasy world that had evolved as a re-
sult. I was amazed by the attention they gave to my relationship with
Farhad and by their interest in my willingness to lie to the campus
police to protect him.

At first T assumed all these things that seemed so negative to me
marked me as an NSA reject, but the interviews continued, suggest-
ing otherwise. It was not until several years later that I realized that
from an NSA viewpoint these negatives actually are positive. Their
assessment had less to do with issues of loyalty to my country than
with the frustrations of my life. Anger at my parer.i., an obsession
with women, and my ambition to live the good life gave them a
hook; T was seducible. My determination to excel in school and in
sports, my ultimate rebellion against my father, my ability to get
along with foreigners, and my willingness to lie to the police were
exactly the types of attributes they sought. I also discovered, later,
that Farhad’s father worked for the U.S. intelligence community in
Iran; my friendship with Farhad was therefore a definite plus.

A few weeks after the NSA testing, 1 was offered a job to start
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training in the art of spying, to begin after I received my degree from
BU several months later. However, before I had officially accepted
this offer, I impulsively attended a seminar given at BU by a Peace
Corps recruiter. A major selling point was that, like the NSA, Peace
Corps jobs made one eligible for draft deferments,

The decision to sit in on that seminar was one of those coincidences
that seemed insignificant at the time but turned out to have life-
changing implications. The recruiter described several places in
the world that especially needed volunteers. One of these was the
Amazon rain forest where, he pointed out, indigenous people lived
very much as natives of North America had until the arrival of
Europeans.

I had always dreamed of living like the Abnakis who inhabited
New Hampshire when my ancestors first settled there. I knew I had
Abnaki blood in my veins, and T wanted to learn the type of forest
lore they understood so well. I approached the recruiter after his talk
and asked about the possibility of being assigned to the Amazon. He
assured me there was a great need for volunteers in that region and
that my chances would be excellent. I called Uncle Frank.

To my surprise, Uncle Frank encouraged me to consider the Peace
Corps. He confided that after the fall of Hanoi— which in those days
was deemed a certainty by men in his position —the Amazon
would become a hot spot.

“Loaded with oil,” he said. “We’ll need good agents there — people
who understand the natives.” He assured me that the Peace Corps
would be an excellent training ground, and he urged me to become
proficient in Spanish as well as in local indigenous dialects. “You
might,” he chuckled, “end up working for a private company instead
of the government.”

I did not understand what he meant by that at the time. T was be-
ing upgraded from spy to EHM, although I had never heard the
term and would not for a few more years. I had no idea that there
were hundreds of men and women scattered around the world,
working for consulting firms and other private companies, people
who never received a penny of salary from any government agency
and yet were serving the interests of empire. Nor could I have
guessed that a new type, with more euphemistic titles, would num-
ber in the thousands by the end of the millennium, and that I would
play a significant role in shaping this growing army.
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Ann and I applied to the Peace Corps and requested an assign-
ment in the Amazon. When our acceptance notification arrived, my
first reaction was one of extreme disappointment. The letter stated
that we would be sent to Ecnador.

Oh no, I thought. T requested the Amazon, not Africa.

I went to an atlas and looked up Ecuador. I was dismayed when
I could not find it anywhere on the African continent. In the index,
though, I discovered that it is indeed located in Latin America, and
I saw on the map that the river systems flowing off its Andean gla-
ciers form the headwaters to the mighty Amazon. Further reading
assured me that Ecuador’s jungles were some of the world’s most di-
verse and formidable, and that the indigenous people still lived
much as they had for millennia. We accepted.

Ann and I completed Peace Corps training in Southern California
and headed for Ecuador in September 1968. We lived in the Amazon
with the Shuar whose lifestyle did indeed resemble that of precolo-
nial North American natives; we also worked in the Andes with de-
scendants of the Incas. Tt was a side of the world I never dreamed
still existed. Until then, the only Latin Americans I had met were the
wealthy preppies at the school where my father taught. I found my-
self sympathizing with these indigenous people who subsisted on
hunting and farming. I felt an odd sort of kinship with them.
Somehow, they reminded me of the townies T had left behind.

One day a man in a business suit, Einar Greve, landed at the
airstrip in our community. He was a vice president at Chas. T. Main,
Inc. (MAIN), an international consulting firm that kept a very low
profile and that was in charge of studies to determine whether the
World Bank should lend Ecuador and its neighboring countries bil-
lions of dollars to build hydroelectric dams and other infrastructure
projects. Einar also was a colonel in the U.S. Army Reserve.

He started talking with me about the benefits of working for a
company like MAIN. When I mentioned that I had been accepted by
the NSA before joining the Peace Corps, and that I was considering
going back to them, he informed me that he sometimes acted as an
NBSA liaison; he gave me a look that made me suspect that part of his
assignment was to evaluate my capabilities. I now believe that he
was updating my profile, and especially sizing up my abilities to sur-
vive in environments most North Americans would find hostile.

We spent a couple of days together in Ecuador, and afterward
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communicated by mail. He asked me to send him reports assessing
Ecuador’s economic prospects. I had a small portable typewriter,
loved to write, and was quite happy to comply with this request.
Over a period of about a year, I sent Einar at least fifteen long letters.
In these letters, I speculated on Ecuador’s economic and political
future, and I appraised the growing frustration amaong the indigenous
communities as they struggled to confront oil companies, interna-
tional development agencies, and other attempts to draw them into
the modern world.

When my Peace Corps tour was over, Einar invited me to a job
interview at MAIN headquarters in Boston. During our private meet-
ing, he emphasized that MAIN’s primary business was engineering
but that his biggest client, the World Bank, recently had begun in-
sisting that he keep economists on staff to produce the critical eco-
nomic forecasts used to determine the feasibility and magnitude of
engineering projects. He confided that he had previously hired three
highly qualified economists with impeccable credentials —two with
master’s degrees and one with a PhD. They had failed miserably.

“None of them,” Einar said, “can handle the idea of producing
economic forecasts in countries where reliable statistics aren’t avail-
able” He went on to tell me that, in addition, all of them had found
it impossible to fulfill the terms of their contracts, which required
them to travel to remote places in countries like Ecuador, Indonesia,
Iran, and Egypt, to interview local leaders, and to provide personal
assessments about the prospects for economic development in
those regions. One had suffered a nervous breakdown in an isolated
Panamanian village; he was escorted by Panamanian police to the
airport and put on a plane back to the United States.

“The letters you sent me indicate that you don’t mind sticking
your neck out, even when hard data isn’t available. And given your
living conditions in Ecuador, I'm confident you can survive almost
anywhere.” He told me that he already had fired one of those econ-
omists and was prepared to do the same with the other two, if I
accepted the job.

So it was that in January 1971 I was offered a position as an econ-
omist with MAIN. I had turned twenty-six — the magical age when
the draft board no longer wanted me. I consulted with Ann’s family;
they encouraged me to take the job, and I assumed this reflected Un-
cle Frank’s attitude as well. I recalled him mentioning the possibility
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I would end up working for a private firm. Nothing was ever stated
openly, but I had no doubt that my employment at MAIN was a con-
sequence of the arrangements Uncle Frank had made three years
earlier, in addition to my experiences in Ecuador and my willingness
to write about that country’s economic and political situation.

My head reeled for several weeks, and I had a very swollen ego. I
had earned only a bachelor’s degree from BU, which did not seem to
warrant a position as an economist with such a lofty consulting com-
pany. I knew that many of my BU classmates who had been rejected
by the draft and had gone on te earn MBAs and other graduate de-
grees would be overcome with jealousy. I visualized myself as a dash-
ing secret agent, heading off to exotic lands, lounging beside hotel
swimming pools, surrounded by gorgeous bikini-clad women, mar-
tini in hand.

Although this was merely fantasy, I would discover that it held el-
ements of truth. Einar had hired me as an economuist, but I was soon
to learn that my real job went far beyond that, and that it was in fact
closer to James Bond’s than I ever could have guessed.
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& CHAPTER 2

“In for Life"

In legal parlance, MAIN would be called a closely held corporation;
roughly 5 percent of its two thousand employees owned the company.
These were referred to as partners or associates, and their position
was coveted. Not only did the partners have power over evervone
else, but also they made the big bucks. Discretion was their hallmark;
they dealt with heads of state and other chief executive officers who
expect their consultants, like their attorneys and psychotherapists, to
honor a strict code of absolute confidentiality. Talking with the press
was taboo. It simply was not tolerated. As a consequence, hardly any-
one ouiside MAIN had ever heard of us, although many were famil-
lar with our competitors, such as Arthur D. Little, Stone & Webster,
Brown & Root, Halliburton, and Bechtel.

I use the term competitors loosely, because in fact MAIN was in a
league by itself. The majority of our professional staff was engineers,
vet we owned no equipment and never constructed so much as a
storage shed. Many MAINers were ex-military; however, we did not
contract with the Department of Defense or with any of the military
services. Our stock-in-trade was something so different from the
norm that during my first months there even I could not figure out
what we did. I knew only that my first real assignment would be in
Indonesia, and that I would be part of an eleven-man team sent to
create a master energy plan for the island of Java.

I also knew that Einar and others who discussed the job with me
were eager to convince me that Java’s economy would boom, and
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that if I wanted to distinguish myself as a good forecaster (and to
therefore be offered promotions), 1 would produce projections that
demonstrated as much.

“Right off the chart,” Einar liked to say. He would glide his fingers
through the air and up over his head. “An economy that will soar like
a bird!”

Einar took frequent trips that usually lasted only two to three
days. No one talked much about them or seemed to know where he
had gone. When he was in the office, he often invited me to sit with
him for a few minutes over coffee. He asked about Ann, our new
apartment, and the cat we had brought with us from Ecuador. I grew
bolder as T came to know him better, and I tried to learn more about
him and what I would be expected to do in my job. But I never re-
ceived answers that satisfied me; he was a master at turning con-
versations around. On one such occasion, he gave me a peculiar look.

“You needn’t worry,” he said. “We have high expectations for you.
I was in Washington recently...” His voice trailed off and he smiled
inserutably. “In any case, you know we have a big project in Kuwait.
It'll be a while before you leave for Indonesia. T think you should use
some of your time to read up on Kuwait. The Boston Public Library
is a great resource, and we can get you passes to the MIT and Harvard
libraries.”

After that, I spent many hours in those libraries, especially in the
BPL, which was located a few blocks away from the office and very
close to my Back Bay apartment. I became familiar with Kuwait as well
as with many books on economic statistics, published by the United
Nations, the International Monetary Fund (IMF), and the World
Bank. I knew that T would be expected to produce econometric mod-
els for Indonesia and Java, and I decided that I might as well get
started by doing one for Kuwait.

However, my BS in business administration had not prepared me
as an econometrician, so I spent a lot of time trying to figure out how
to go about it. I went so far as to enroll in a couple of courses on the
subject. In the process, I discovered that statistics can be manipu-
lated to produce a large array of conclusions, including those sub-
stantiating the predilections of the analyst.

MAIN was a macho corporation. There were only four women
who held professional positions in 1971. However, there were per-
haps two hundred women divided between the cadres of personal
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secretaries —every vice president and department manager had
one - and the steno pool, which served the rest of us, I had become
accustomed to this gender bias, and I was therefore especially as-
tounded by what happened one day in the BPL’s reference sectian.

An attractive brunette woman came up and sat in a chair across
the table from me. In her dark green business suit, she looked verv
sophisticated. I judged her to be several years my senior, but I tried
to focus on not noticing her, on acting indifferent. After a few min-
utes, without a word, she slid an open book in my direction. It con-
tained a table with information I had been searching for about
Kuwait —and a card with her name, Claudine Martin, and her title,
Special Consultant to Chas. T. Main, Inc. I looked up into her soft
green eyes, and she extended her hand.

“I've been asked to help in your training,” she said. I could not be-
lieve this was happening to me.

Beginning the next day, we met in Claudine’s Beacon Street
apartment, a few blocks from MAIN’s Prudential Center headquar-
ters. During our first hour together, she explained that my position
was an unusual one and that we needed to keep everything highly
confidential. She told me that no one had given me specifics about
my job because no one was authorized to — except her. Then she in-
formed me that her assignment was to mold me into an economic
hit man.

The very name awakened old cloak-and-dagger dreams. I was
embarrassed by the nervous laughter I heard coming from me. She
smiled and assured me that humor was one of the reasons they used
the term. “Who would take it seriously?” she asked.

I confessed ignorance about the role of economic hit men.

“You're not alone,” she laughed. “We're a rare breed, in a dirty
business. No one can know about vour involvement — not even your
wife” Then she turned serious. “I'll be very frank with you, teach vou
all I can during the next weeks. Then you’ll have to choose. Your de-
cision is final. Once you're in, you're in for life.” After that, she sel-
dom used the full name; we were simply EHMs.

1 know now what I did not then — that Claudine took full advantage
of the personality weaknesses the NSA profile had disclosed about
me. I do not know who supplied her with the information — Einar, the
NSA, MAIN’s personnel department, or someone else —only that
she used it masterfully. Her approach, a combination of physical
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seduction and verbal manipulation, was tailored specifically for me,
and yet it fit within the standard operating procedures I have since
seen used by a variety of businesses when the stakes are high and the
pressure to close lucrative deals is great. She knew from the start
that I would not jeopardize my marriage by disclosing our clandes-
tine activities. And she was brutally frank when it came to describ-
ing the shadowy side of things that would be expected of me.

I have no idea who paid her salary, although I have no reason to
suspect it was not, as her business card implied, MAIN. At the time,
I was too naive, intimidated, and bedazzled to ask the questions that
today seem so obvious.

Claudine told me that there were two primary objectives of my
work. First, I was to justify huge international loans that would funnel
money back to MAIN and other U.S. companies {such as Bechtel,
Halliburton, Stone & Webster, and Brown & Root) through massive
engineering and construction projects. Second, T would work to
bankrupt the countries that received those loans (after they had paid
MAIN and the other U.S. contractors, of course) so that they would
be forever beholden to their creditors, and so they would present
easy targets when we needed favors, including military bases, UN
votes, or access to oil and other natural resources.

My job, she said, was to forecast the effects of investing billions of
dollars in a country. Specifically, I would produce studies that pro-
jected economic growth twenty to twenty-five vears into the future
and that evaluated the impacts of a variety of projects. For example,
if a decision was made to lend a country $1 billion to persuade its
leaders not to align with the Soviet Union, I would compare the ben-
efits of investing that money in power plants with the benefits of in-
vesting in a new national railroad network or a telecommunications
systern. Or I might be told that the country was being offered the op-
portunity to receive a modern electric utility system, and it would be
up to me to demonstrate that such a system would result in sufficient
economic growth to justify the loan. The critical factor, in every case,
was gross national product. The project that resulted in the highest
average annual growth of GNP won. If only one project was under
consideration, I would need to demonstrate that developing it
would bring superior benefits to the GNP.

The unspoken aspect of every one of these projects was that they
were intended to create large profits for the contractors, and to make
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a handful of wealthy and influential families in the receiving coun-
tries very happy, while assuring the long-term financial dependence
and therefore the political loyalty of governments around the
world. The larger the loan, the better. The fact that the debt burden
placed on a country would deprive its poorest citizens of health, ed-
ucation, and other social services for decades to come was not taken
into consideration.

Claudine and I openly discussed the deceptive nature of GNP. For
instance, the growth of GNP may result even when it profits only one
person, such as an individual who owns a utility company, and even
if the majority of the population is burdened with debt. The rich get
richer and the poor grow poorer. Yet, from a statistical standpoint,
this is recorded as economic progress.

Like U.S. citizens in general, most MAIN employees believed we
were doing countries favors when we built power plants, highways,
and ports. Our schools and our press have taught us to perceive all of
our actions as altruistic. Over the years, I've repeatedly heard com-
ments like, “If they're going to burn the U.S. flag and demonstrate
against our embassy, why don’t we just get out of their damn coun-
try and let them wallow in their own poverty?”

People who say such things often hold diplomas certifying that
they are well educated. However, these people have no clue that the
main reason we establish embassies around the world is to serve our
own interests, which during the last half of the twentieth century
meant turning the American republic into a global empire. Despite
credentials, such people are as uneducated as those eighteenth-
century colonists who believed that the Indians fighting to defend
their lands were servants of the devil.

Within several months, I would leave for the island of Java in the
country of Indonesia, described at that time as the most heavily pop-
ulated piece of real estate on the planet. Indonesia also happened to
be an oil-rich Muslim nation and a hotbed of communist activity.

“It’s the next domino after Vietnam,” is the way Claudine put it.
“We must win the Indonesians over. If they join the Communist
bloe, well...” She drew a finger across her throat and then smiled
sweetly. “Let’s just say vou need to come up with a very optimistic
forecast of the economy, how it will mushroom after all the new power
plants and distribution lines are built. That will allow USAID and
the international banks to justify the loans. You'll be well rewarded,
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of course, and can move on to other projects in exotic places. The
world is your shopping cart.” She went on ta warn me that my role
would be tough. “Experts at the banks will come after you. It’s their
job to punch holes in your forecasts — that’s what they're paid to do.
Making you look bad makes them look good.”

One day I reminded Claudine that the MAIN team being sent to
Java included ten other men. I asked if they all were receiving the
same type of training as me. She assured me they were not.

“They're engineers,” she said. “They design power plants, trans-
mission and distribution lines, and seaports and roads to bring in
the fuel. You're the one who predicts the future. Your forecasts de-
termine the magnitude of the systems they design —and the size of
the loans. You see, you're the key.”

Every time I walked away from Claudine’s apartment, I wondered
whether I was doing the right thing. Somewhere in my heart, I sus-
pected I was not. But the frustrations of my past haunted me. MAIN
seemed to offer everything my life had lacked, and yet I kept asking
myself if Tom Paine would have approved. In the end, I convinced
myself that by learning more, by experiencing it, I could better ex-
pose it later — the old “working from the inside” justification.

When I shared this idea with Claudine, she gave me a perplexed
look. “Don’t be ridiculous. Once you're in, you can never get out. You
must decide for yourself, before you get in any deeper.” T understood
her, and what she said frightened me. After I left, I strolled down
Commonwealth Avenue, turned onto Dartmouth Street, and assured
myself that T was the exception,

One afternoon some months later, Claudine and I sat in a win-
dow settee watching the snow fall on Beacon Street. “We're a small,
exclusive club,” she said. “Were paid — well paid —to cheat countries
around the globe out of billions of dollars. A large part of your job is
to encourage world leaders to become part of a vast network that
promotes U.S. commercial interests. In the end, those leaders be-
come ensnared in a web of debt that ensures their loyalty. We can
draw on them whenever we desire — to satisty our political, economic,
or military needs. In turn, these leaders bolster their political posi-
tions by bringing industrial parks, power plants, and airports to
their people. Meanwhile, the owners of U.S. engineering and con-
struction companies become very wealthy.”

That afternocn, in the idyllic setting of Claudine’s apartment,
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relaxing in the window while snow swirled around outside, I learned
the history of the profession 1 was about to enter. Claudine described
how throughout most of history, empires were built largely through
military force or the threat of it. But with the end of World War I1,
the emergence of the Soviet Union, and the specter of nuclear holo-
caust, the military solution became just too risky.

The decisive moment occurred in 1951, when Iran rebelled against
a British oil company that was exploiting Iranian natural resources
and its people. The company was the forerunner of British Petroleum,
today’s BP. In response, the highly popular, democratically elected
Iranian prime minister (and TTME magazine’s Man of the Year in
1951), Mohammad Mossadegh, nationalized all Iranian petroleum
assets. An outraged England sought the help of her World War IT
ally, the United States. However, both countries feared that military
retaliation would provoke the Soviet Union into taking action on be-
half of Tran.

Instead of sending in the Marines, therefore, Washington dis-
patched CIA agent Kermit Roosevelt (Theodore’s grandson). He per-
formed brilliantly, winning people over through payotfs and threats.
He then enlisted them to organize a series of street riots and violent
demonstrations, which created the impression that Mossadegh was
both unpopular and inept. In the end, Mossadegh went down, and
he spent the rest of his life under house arrest. The pro-American
Mohammad Reza Shah became the unchallenged dictator. Kermit
Roosevelt had set the stage for a new profession, the one whose ranks
I was joining.!

Roosevelt's gambit reshaped Middle Eastern history even as it
rendered obsolete all the old strategies for empire building. It also
coincided with the beginning of experiments in “limited nonnuclear
military actions,” which ultimately resulted in U.S. humiliations in
Korea and Vietnam. By 1968, the year I interviewed with the NSA,
it had become clear that if the United States wanted to realize
its dream of global empire (as envisioned by men like presidents
Johnson and Nixon), it would have to employ strategies modeled on
Roosevelt's Iranian example. This was the only way to beat the
Soviets without the threat of nuclear war.

There was one problem, however. Kermit Roosevelt was a CIA
employee. Had he been caught, the consequences would have been
dire. He had orchestrated the first U.S. operation to overthrow a
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foreign government, and it was likely that many more would follow,
but it was important to find an approach that would not directly im-
plicate Washington.

Fortunately for the strategists, the 1960s also witnessed another
type of revolution: the empowerment of international corporations
and of multinational organizations such as the World Bank and the
IMF. The latter were financed primarily by the United States and
our sister empire builders in Europe. A symbiotic relationship de-
veloped between governments, corporations, and multinational or-
ganizations,

By the time I enrolled in BU’ business school, a solution to the
Roosevelt-as-CIA-agent problem had already been worked out. U.S.
intelligence agencies — including the NSA — would identify prospec-
tive EHMs, who could then be hired by international corporations.
These EHMs would never be paid by the government; instead, they
would draw their salaries from the private sector. As a result, their
dirty work, if exposed, would be chalked up to corporate greed
rather than to government policy. In addition, the corporations that
hired them, although paid by government agencies and their multi-
national banking counterparts (with taxpayer money), would be in-
sulated from congressional oversight and publie scrutiny, shielded
by a growing body of legal initiatives, including trademark, interna-
tional trade, and Freedom of Information laws.2

“So you see,” Claudine concluded, “we are just the next generation
in a proud tradition that began back when vou were in first grade.”
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© CHAPTER 3

Indonesia: Lessons for an EHM

In addition to learning about my new career, I also spent time read-
ing books about Indonesia. “The more you know about a country be-
fore vou get there, the easier your job will be,” Claudine had advised.
I took her words to heart.

When Columbus set sail in 1492, he was trying to reach Indonesia,
known at the time as the Spice Islands. Throughout the colonial
era, it was considered a treasure worth far more than the Americas,
Java, with its rich fabrics, fabled spices, and opulent kingdoms, was
both the crown jewel and the scene of violent clashes between Span-
ish, Dutch, Portuguese, and British adventurers. The Netherlands
emerged triumphant in 1750, but even though the Dutch controlled
Java, it took them more than 150 years to subdue the outer islands.

When the Japanese invaded Indonesia during World War 11,
Dutch forces offered little resistance. As a result, Indonesians, espe-
cially the Javanese, suffered terribly. Following the Japanese surrender,
a charismatic leader named Sukarno emerged to declare independ-
ence. Four years of fighting finally ended on December 27, 1549,
when the Netherlands lowered its flag and returned sovereignty to a
people who had known nothing but struggle and domination for
more than three centuries. Sukarno became the new republic’s first
president.

Ruling Indonesia, however, proved to be a greater challenge than
defeating the Dutch. Far from homogeneous, the archipelago of
about 17,500 islands was a boiling pot of tribalism, divergent cultures,
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dozens of languages and dialects, and ethnie groups who nursed
centuries-old animosities. Conflicts were frequent and brutal, and
Sukarno clamped down. He suspended parliament in 1960 and was
named president-for-life in 1963. He farmed close alliances with
Communist governments around the world, in exchange for military
equipment and training. He sent Russian-armed Indonesian troops
into neighboring Malaysia in an attempt to spread communism
throughout Southeast Asia and win the approval of the world’s Social-
ist leaders.

Opposition built, and a coup was launched in 1965. Sukarno es-
caped assassination only through the quick wits of his mistress.
Many of his top military officers and his closest associates were less
lucky. The events were reminiscent of those in Iran in 1953. In the
end, the Communist Party was held responsible — especially those
factions aligned with China. In the Army-initiated massacres that
followed, an estimated three hundred thousand to five hundred thou-
sand people were killed. The head of the military, General Suharto,
took over as president in 1968.!

By 1971, the United States’ determination to seduce Indonesia
away from communism was heightened because the outcome of the
Vietnam War was looking very uncertain. President Nixon had begun
a series of troop withdrawals in the summer of 1969, and U.S. strat-
egy was taking on a more global perspective. The strategy focused on
preventing a domino effect of one country after another falling under
Communist rule, and it focused on a couple of countries; Indonesia
was the key. MAIN’s electrification project was part of a compre-
hensive plan to ensure American dominance in Southeast Asia.

The premise of U.S. foreign policy was that Suharto would serve
Washington in a manner similar to the shah of Iran. The United
States also hoped the nation would serve as a model for other coun-
tries in the region. Washington based part of its strategy on the
assumption that gains made in Indonesia might have positive reper-
cussions throughout the Islamic world, particularly in the explosive
Middle East. And if that were not incentive enough, Indonesia had
oil. No one was certain about the magnitude or quality of its reserves,
but oil company seismologists were exuberant over the possibilities.

As I pored over the books at the BPL, my excitement grew. I began
to imagine the adventures ahead. In working for MAIN, I would be
trading the rugged Peace Corps lifestyle for a much more luxurious
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and glamorous one. My time with Claudine already represented the
realization of one of my fantasies; it seemed too good to be true. I felt
at least partially vindicated for serving the sentence at that all-boys’
prep school.

Something else was also happening in my life: Ann and I were
not getting along. I think she must have sensed that I was leading
two lives. I justified it as the logical result of the resentment I felt to-
ward her for forcing us to get married in the first place. Never mind
that she had nurtured and supported me through the challenges of
our Peace Corps assignment in Ecuador; I still saw her as a contin-
uation of my pattern of giving in to my parents’ whims. Of course, as
I look back on it, I'm sure my relationship with Claudine was a ma-
jor factor. I could not tell Ann about this, but she sensed it. In any
case, we decided to move into separate apartments.

One day in 1971, about a week before my scheduled departure for
Indonesia, I arrived at Claudine’s place to find the small dining room
table set with an assortment of cheeses and breads, and there was a
fine bottle of Beaujolais. She toasted me.

“You've made it.” She smiled, but somehow it seemed less than
sincere. “You’re now one of us.”

We chatted casually for half an hour or so; then, as we were fin-
ishing off the wine, she gave me a look unlike any I had seen before.
“Never admit to anyone about our meetings,” she said in a stern
voice. “T won't forgive you if you do, ever, and I'll deny I ever met
you.” She glared at me — perhaps the only time I felt threatened by
her —and then gave a cold laugh. “Talking about us would make life
dangerous for you.”

1 was stunned. I felt terrible. But later, as I walked alone back to
the Prudential Center, I had to admit to the cleverness of the
scheme. The fact is that all our time together had been spent in her
apartment. There was not a trace of evidence about our relationship,
and no one at MAIN was implicated in any way. There was also part
of me that appreciated her honesty; she had not deceived me the way
my parents had about Tilton and Middlebury.
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& CHAPTER 4

Saving a Country from Communism

I had a romanticized vision of Indonesia, the country where 1 was to
live for the next three months. Some of the books I read featured
photographs of beautiful women in brightly colored sarongs, exotic
Balinese dancers, shamans blowing fire, and warriors paddling long
dugout canoes in emerald waters at the foot of smoking volcanoes.
Particularly striking was a series on the magnificent black-sailed
galleons of the infamous Bugi pirates, who still sailed the seas of the
archipelago, and who had so terrorized early Furopean sailors that
they returned home to warn their children, “Behave vourselves, or
the Bugimen will get you.” Oh, how those pictures stirred my soul.

The history and legends of that country represent a cornucopia of
larger-than-life figures: wrathful gods, Komodo dragons, tribal sul-
tans, and ancient tales that long before the birth of Christ had trav-
eled across Asian mountains, through Persian deserts, and over the
Mediterranean to embed themselves in the deepest realms of our
collective psyche. The very names of its fabled islands — Java, Suma-
tra, Borneo, Sulawesi — seduced the mind. Here was a land of mys-
ticism, myth, and erotic beauty; an elusive treasure sought but never
found by Columbus; a princess wooed vet never possessed by Spain,
by Holland, by Portugal, by Japan; a fantasy and a dream.

My expectations were high, and I suppose they mirrored those of
the great explorers. Like Columbus, though, T should have known to
temper my fantasies. Perhaps I could have guessed that the beacon
shines on a destiny that is not always the one we envision. Indonesia
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offered treasures, but it was not the chest of panaceas I had come to
expect. In fact, my first days in Indonesia’s steamy capital, Jakarta, in
the summer of 1971, were shocking.

The beauty was certainly present. Gorgeous women sporting
colorful sarongs. Lush gardens ablaze with tropical flowers. Exotic
Balinese dancers. Bicycle cabs with fanciful, rainbow-colored scenes
painted on the sides of the high seats, where passengers reclined in
front of the pedaling drivers. Dutch Colonial mansions and turreted
mosques. But there was also an ugly, tragic side to the city. Lepers
holding out bloodied stumps instead of hands. Young girls offering
their bodies for a few coins. Once-splendid Dutch canals turned into
cesspools. Cardboard hovels where entire families lived along
the trash-lined banks of black rivers. Blaring horns and choking
fumes. The beautiful and the ugly, the elegant and the vulgar, the
spiritual and the profane. This was Jakarta, where the enticing scent
of cloves and orchid blossoms battled the miasma of open sewers for
dominance.

I had seen poverty before. Some of my New Hampshire class-
mates lived in cold-water tarpaper shacks and arrived at school
wearing thin jackets and frayed tennis shoes on subzero winter days,
their unwashed bodies reeking of old sweat and manure. I had lived
in mud shacks with Andean peasants whose diet consisted almost
entirely of dried corn and potatoes, and where it sometimes seemed
that a newborn was as likely to die as to experience a birthday. I had
seen poverty, but nothing to prepare me for Jakarta.

Qur team, of course, was quartered in the country’s fanciest hotel,
the Hotel InterContinental Indonesia. Owned by Pan American Air-
ways, like the rest of the InterContinental chain scattered around the
globe, it catered to the whims of wealthy foreigners, especially oil ex-
ecutives and their families. On the evening of our first day, our proj-
ect manager Charlie Illingworth hosted a dinner for us in the elegant
restaurant on the top floor.

Charlie was a connoisseur of war; he devoted most of his free
time to reading history books and historical novels about great military
leaders and battles. He was the epitome of the pro-Vietnam War
armchair soldier. As usual, this night he was wearing khaki slacks
and a short-sleeved khaki shirt with military-style epaulettes.

After welcoming us, he lit up a cigar. “To the goaod life,” he sighed,
raising a glass of champagne.
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We joined him. “To the good life.” Our glasses clinked.

Cigar smoke swirling around him, Charlie glanced about the
room. “We will be well pampered here,” he said, nodding his head
appreciatively. “The Indonesians will take very good care of us. As
will the U.S. Embassy people. But let’s not forget that we have a mis-
sion to accomplish.” He looked down at a handful of note cards. “Yes,
we're here to develop a master plan for the electrification of Java —
the most populated land in the world. But that’s just the tip of the
iceberg”

His expression turned serious; he reminded me of George C.
Scott playing General Patton, one of Charlie’s heroes. “We are here to
accomplish nothing short of saving this country from the clutches of
communism. As vou know, Indonesia has a long and tragic history.
Now, at a time when it is poised to launch itself into the twentieth
century, it is tested once again. OQur responsibility is to make sure that
Indonesia doesn't follow in the footsteps of its northern neighbors,
Vietnam, Cambadia, and Laos. An integrated electrical system is a
key element. That, more than any other single factor (with the possi-
ble exception of 0il), will assure that capitalism and democracy rule.

“Speaking of oil,” he said. He took another puff on his cigar and
flipped past a couple of the note cards. “We all know how dependent
our own country is on oil. Indonesia can be a powerful ally to us in
that regard. So, as you develop this master plan, please do everything
you can to make sure that the oil industry and all the others that
serve it — ports, pipelines, construction companies — get whatever
they are likely to need in the way of electricity for the entire duration
of this twenty-five-year plan.”

He raised his eves from his note cards and looked directly at me.
“Better to err on the high side than to underestimate. You don't want
the blood of Indonesian children — or our own — on your hands. You
don’t want them to live under the hammer and sickle or the Red flag
of China!”

As I lay in my bed that night, high above the city, secure in the
luxury of a first-class suite, an image of Claudine came to me. Her
discourses on toreign debt haunted me. I tried to comfort myself by
recalling lessons learned in my macroeconomics courses at business
school. After all, I told myself, T am here to help Indonesia rise out of
a medieval economy and take its place in the modern industrial
world. But I knew that in the morning I would look out my window,
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across the opulence of the hotel’s gardens and swimming pools, and
see the hovels that fanned out for miles beyond. I would know that
babies were dying out there for lack of food and potable water, and
that infants and adults alike were suffering from horrible diseases
and living in terrible conditions.

Tossing and turning in my bed, 1 found it impossible to deny that
Charlie and evervone else on our team were here for selfish reasons.
We were promoting U.S. foreign policy and corporate interests. We
were driven by greed rather than by any desire to make life better for
the vast majority of Indonesians. A word came to mind: corporatoc-
racy. I was not sure whether I had heard it before or had just in-
vented it, but it seemed to describe perfectly the new elite who had
made up their minds to attempt to rule the planet.

This was a close-knit fraternity of a few men with shared goals,
and the fraternity’s members moved easily and often between cor-
porate boards and government positions. It struck me that the cur-
rent president of the World Bank, Robert McNamara, was a perfect
example. He had moved from a position as president of Ford Motor
Company, to secretary of defense under presidents Kennedy and
Johnson, and now occupied the top post at the world’s most power-
ful financial institution.

1 also realized that my college professors had not understood the
true nature of macroeconomics: that in many cases helping an econ-
omy grow only makes those few people who sit atop the pyramid
even richer, while it does nothing for those at the bottom except to
push them even lower. Indeed, promoting capitalism often results in
a system that resembles medieval feudal societies. If any of my pro-
fessors knew this, they had not admitted it — probably because big
corporations, and the men who run them, fund colleges. Exposing
the truth would undoubtedly cost those professors their jobs — just
as such revelations could cost me mine.

These thoughts continued to disturb my sleep every night that I
spent at the Hotel InterContinental Indonesia. In the end, my pri-
mary defense was a highly personal one: I had fought my way out of
that New Hampshire town, the prep school, and the draft. Through
a ccmbination of coincidences and hard work, I had earned a place
in the good life. I also took comfort in the fact that I was doing the
right thing in the eyes of my culture. I was on my way to becoming
a successful and respected economist. T was doing what business
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school had prepared me for. I was helping implement a development
model that was sanctioned by the best minds at the world’s top think
tanks.

Nonetheless, in the middle of the night T often had to console my-
self with a promise that someday I would expose the truth. Then I
would read myself to sleep with Louis L’Amour novels about gun-
fighters in the Old West.
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& CHAPTER 5

Selling My Soul

Our eleven-man team spent six days in Jakarta registering at the
U.S. Embassy, meeting various officials, organizing ourselves, and
relaxing around the pool. The number of Americans who lived at the
Hotel InterContinental amazed me. I took great pleasure in watch-
ing the beautiful young women — wives of U.S. oil and construction
company executives —who passed their days at the pool and their
evenings in the half dozen posh restaurants in and around the hotel.

Then Charlie moved our team to the mountain city of Bandung,
The climate was milder, the poverty less obvious, and the distrac-
tions fewer. We were given a government guesthouse known as the
Wisma, complete with a manager, a cook, a gardener, and a staff of
servants. Built during the Dutch colonial period, the Wisma was a
haven. Its spacious veranda faced tea plantations that flowed across
rolling hills and up the slopes of Java's volcanic mountains. In addi-
tion to housing, we were provided with eleven Toyota off-road vehi-
cles, each with a driver and translator. Finally, we were presented
with memberships to the exclusive Bandung Golf and Racket Club,
and we were housed in a suite of offices at the local headquarters of
Perusahaan Umum Listrik Negara (PI.N), the government-owned
electric utility company.

For me, the first several days in Bandung involved a series of
meetings with Charlie and Howard Parker. Howard was in his sev-
enties and was the retired chief load forecaster for the New England
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Electric System. Now he was responsible for forecasting the amount
of energy and generating capacity (the load} the island of Java would
need over the next twenty-five years, as well as for breaking this
down 1nto city and regional forecasts. Since electric demand is highly
correlated with economic growth, his forecasts depended on my eco-
nomic projections. The rest of our team would develop the master
plan around these forecasts, locating and designing power plants,
transmission and distribution lines, and fuel transportation systems
in a manner that would satisfy our projections as efficiently as pos-
sible. During our meetings, Charlie continually emphasized the im-
portance of my job, and he badgered me about the need to be very
optimistic in my forecasts. Claudine had been right; I was the key to
the entire master plan.

“The first few weeks here,” Charlie explained, “are about data
collection.”

He, Howard, and I were seated in big rattan chairs in Charlie’s
plush private office. The walls were decorated with batik tapestries
depicting epic tales from the ancient Hindu texts of the Ramayana.
Charlie puffed on a fat cigar.

“The engineers will put together a detailed picture of the current
electric system, port capacities, roads, railroads, all those sorts of
things.” He pointed his cigar at me. “You gotta act fast. By the end of
month one, Howard'll need to get a pretty good idea about the full
extent of the economic miracles that’ll happen when we get the new
grid online. By the end of the second month, he’ll need more details
—broken down into regions. The last month will be about filling in
the gaps. That'll be critical. All of us will put our heads together
then. So, before we leave we gotta be absolutely certain we have all
the information we'll need. Home for Thanksgiving, that’s my motto.
There’s no coming back.”

Howard appeared to be an amiable, grandfatherly type, but he
was actually a bitter old man who felt cheated by life. He had never
reached the pinnacle of the New England Electric System and he
deeply resented it. “Passed over,” he told me repeatedly, “because I
refused to buy the company line” He had been forced into retire-
ment and then, unable to tolerate staying at home with his wife, had
accepted a consulting job with MAIN. This was his second assign-
ment, and I had been warned by both Einar and Charlie to watch
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out for him. They described him with words like stubborn, mean,
and vindictive. :

As it turned out, Howard was one of my wisest teachers, although
not one I was ready to accept at the time. He had never received the
type of training Claudine had given me. I suppose they considered
him too old, or perhaps too stubborn. Or maybe they figured he was
only in it for the short run, until they could lure in a more pliable
full-timer like me. In any case, from their standpoint, he turned out
to be a problem. Howard clearly saw the situation and the role they
wanted him to play, and he was determined not to be a pawn. All the
adjectives Einar and Charlie had used to describe him were appro-
priate, but at least some of his stubbornness grew out of his persanal
commitment not to be their servant. I doubt he had ever heard the
term economic hit man, but he knew they intended to use him to
promote a form of imperialism he could not accept.

He took me aside after one of our meetings with Charlie. He wore
a hearing aid and fiddled with the little box under his shirt that con-
trolled its volume.

“This is between you and me,” Howard said in a hushed voice. We
were standing at the window in the office we shared, looking out
at the stagnant canal that wound past the PLN building. A young
woman was bathing in its foul waters, attempting to retain some
semblance of modesty by loosely draping a sarong around her other-
wise naked body. “They’ll try to convince you that this economy is go-
ing to skyrocket,” he said. “Charlie’s ruthless. Don't let him get to you.”

His words gave me a sinking feeling, but also a desire to convince
him that Charlie was right; after all, my career depended on pleasing
my MAIN bosses.

“Surely this economy will boom,” T said, my eyes drawn to the
woman in the canal. “Just look at what’s happening.”

“So there you are,” he muttered, apparently unaware of the scene
in front of us. “You've already bought their line, have you?”

A movement up the canal caught my attention. An elderly man
had descended the bank, dropped his pants, and squatted at the
edge of the water to answer nature’s call. The young worman saw him
but was undeterred; she continued bathing. I turned away from the
window and looked directly at Howard.

“I've been around,” I said. “I may be young, but I just got back
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from three years in South America. I've seen what can happen when
il is discovered. Things change fast.”

“Oh, I've been around too,” he said mockingly. “A great many
years. I'll tell you something, young man. I don’t give a damn for your
oil discoveries and all that. I forecasted electric loads all my life —
during the Depression, World War II, times of bust and boom. I've
seen what Route 128% so-called Massachusetts Miracle did for
Boston. And 1 can say for sure that no electric load ever grew by
more than 7 to 9 percent a year for any sustained period. And that’s
in the best of times. Six percent is more reasonable.”

I stared at him. Part of me suspected he was right, but T felt de-
fensive. [ knew T had to convince him, because my own conscience
eried out for justification.

“Howard, this isn’t Boston. This is a country where, until now, no
one could even get electricity. Things are different here.”

He turned on his heel and waved his hand as though he could
brush me away.

“Go ahead,” he snarled. “Sell out. I don’t give a damn what you
come up with.” He jerked his chair from behind his desk and fell into
it. “T'll make my electricity forecast based on what I believe, not some
pie-in-the-sky economic study.” He picked up his pencil and started
to scribble on a pad of paper.

It was a challenge I could not ignore. I went and stood in front of
his desk.

“You'll look pretty stupid if T come up with what everyone expects
—a boom to rival the California gold rush — and you forecast elec-
tricity growth at a rate comparable to Boston in the 1960s.”

He slammed the pencil down and glared at me. “Unconscionable!
That’s what it is. You — all of you — " he waved his arms at the offices
beyond our walls, “you've sold your souls to the devil. You're in it for
the money. Now,” he feigned a smile and reached under his shirt,
“I'm turning off my hearing aid and going back to work.”

It shook me to the core. I stomped out of the room and headed
tor Charlie’s office. Halfway there, I stopped, uncertain about what I
intended to accomplish. Instead, I turned and walked down the stairs,
out the door, into the afternoon sunlight. The young woman was
climbing out of the canal, her sarong wrapped tightly about her
bady. The elderly man had disappeared. Several boys played in the

Selling My Soul 31



canal, splashing and shouting at each other. An older woman was
standing knee-deep in the water, brushing her teeth; another was
scrubbing clothes.

A huge lump grew in my throat. I sat down on a slab of broken
concrete, trying to disregard the pungent odor from the canal. I
fought hard to hold back the tears; I needed to figure out why I felt
so miserable.

You're in it for the money. I heard Howard’s words, over and over.
He had struck a raw nerve.

The little boys continued to splash each other, their gleeful voices
filling the air. T wondered what I could do. What would it take to make
me carefree like them? The question tormented me as I sat there
watching them cavort in their blissful innocence, apparently un-
aware of the risk they took by playing in that fetid water. An elderly,
hunchbacked man with a gnarled cane hobbled along the bank
above the canal. He stopped and watched the boys, and his face
broke into a toothless grin.

Perhaps I could confide in Howard; maybe together we would
arrive at a solution. I immediately felt a sense of relief. I picked up a
little stone and threw it into the canal. As the ripples faded, however,
so did my euphoria. I knew I could do no such thing. Howard was
old and bitter. He had already passed up opportunities to advance
his own career. Surely, he would not buckle now. I was voung, just
starting out, and certainly did not want to end up like him.

Staring into the water of that putrid canal, I once again saw im-
ages of the New Hampshire prep school on the hill, where I had
spent vacations alone while the other boys went off to their debu-
tante balls. Slowly the sorry fact settled in. Once again, there was no
one I could talk to.

That night I lay in bed, thinking for a long time about the people
in my life — Howard, Charlie, Claudine, Ann, Einar, Uncle Frank —
wondering what my life would be like if I had never met them.
Where would I be living? Not Indonesia, that was for sure. I wondered
also about my future, about where I was headed. I pendered the de-
cision confronting me. Charlie had made it clear that he expected
Howard and me to come up with growth rates of at least 17 percent
per annum. What kind of forecast would I produce?

Suddenly a thought came to me that soothed my soul. Why had it
not occurred to me before? The decision was not mine at all. Howard
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had said that he would do what he considered right, regardless of my
conclusions, I could please my bosses with a high economic forecast
and he would make his own decision; my work would have no effect
on the master plan. People kept emphasizing the importance of my
role, but they were wrong. A great burden had been lifted. I fell into
a deep sleep.

A few days later, Howard was taken ill with a severe amoebic
attack. We rushed him to a Catholic missionary hospital. The doe-
tors prescribed medication and strongly recommended that he
return immediately to the United States. Howard assured us that he
already had all the data he needed and could easily complete the
load forecast from Boston. His parting words to me were a reitera-
tion of his earlier warning,.

“No need ta cook the numbers,” he said. “T'll not be part of that
scam, no matter what you say about the miracles of economic
growth!”
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© CHAPTER 6

My Role as Inquisitor

Our contracts with the Indonesian government, the Asian Develop-
ment Bank, and USAID required that someone on our team visit all
the major population centers in the area covered by the master plan. I
was designated to fulfill this condition. As Charlie put it, “You survived
the Amazon; you know how to handle bugs, snakes, and bad water.”

Along with a driver and translator, 1 visited many beautiful places
and stayed in some pretty dismal lodgings. I met with local business
and political leaders and listened to their opinions about the pros-
pects for economic growth. However, I found most of them reluctant
to share information with me. They seemed intimidated by my pres-
ence. Typically, they told me that I would have to check with their
bosses, with government agencies, or with corporate headquarters in
Jakarta. I sometimes suspected some sort of conspiracy was directed
at me,

These trips were usually short, not more than two or three days.
In between, I returned to the Wisma in Bandung. The woman who
managed it had a son a few years younger than me. His name was
Rasmon, but to everyone except his mother he was Rasy. A student
of economics at a local university, he immediately took an interest in
my work. In fact, I suspected that at some point he would approach
me for a job. He also began to teach me Bahasa Indonesia.

Creating an easy-to-learn language had been President Sukarno’s
highest priority after Indonesia won its independence from Holland.
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Over 350 languages and dialects are spoken throughout the archi-
pelago,! and Sukarno realized that his country needed a common
vocabulary in order to unite people from the many islands and cul-
tures. He recruited an international team of linguists, and Bahasa
Indonesia was the highly successful result. Based on Malay, it avoids
many of the tense changes, irregular verbs, and other complications
that characterize most languages. By the early 1970s, the majority of
Indonesians spoke it, although they continued to rely on Javanese
and other local dialects within their own communities. Rasy was a
great teacher with a wonderful sense of humor, and compared to
learning Shuar or even Spanish, Bahasa was easy.

Rasy owned a motor scooter and took it upon himself to intro-
duce me to his city and people. “T'll show you a side of Indonesia you
haven’t seen,” he promised one evening, and urged me to hop on
behind him.

We passed shadow-puppet shows, musicians playing traditional
instruments, fire-blowers, jugglers, and street vendors selling every
imaginable ware, from contraband American cassettes to rare indige-
nous artifacts. Finally, we ended up at a tiny coffechouse populated
by young men and women whose clothes, hats, and hairstyles would
have been right in fashion at a Beatles concert in the late 1960s;
however, everyone was distinctly Indonesian. Rasy introduced me to
a group seated around a table and we sat down.

They all spoke English, with varying degrees of fluency, but they
appreciated and encouraged my attempts at Bahasa. They talked
about this openly and asked me why Americans never learned their
language. I had no answer. Nor could I explain why I was the only
American or European in this part of the city, even though you could
always find plenty of us at the Golf and Racket Club, the posh
restaurants, the movie theaters, and the upscale supermarkets.

It was a night I shall always remember. Rasy and his friends
treated me as one of their own. T enjoyed a sense of euphoria from
being there, sharing their city, food, and music, smelling the clove
cigarettes and other aromas that were part of their lives, joking and
laughing with them. It was like the Peace Corps all over again, and
I found myself wondering why I had thought that I wanted to travel
first class and separate myself from people like this. As the night
wore on, they became increasingly interested in learning my thoughts
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about their country and about the war my country was fighting in
Vietnam. Every one of them was horrified by what they referred to as
“the illegal invasion,” and they were relieved to discover I shared
their feelings.

By the time Rasy and I returned to the guesthouse it was late and
the place was dark. I thanked him profusely for inviting me into his
warld; he thanked me for opening up to his friends. We promised to
do it again, hugged, and headed off to our respective rooms.

That experience with Rasy whetted my appetite for spending more
time away from the MAIN team. The next morning, I had a meeting
with Charlie and told him I was becoming frustrated trying to obtain
information from local people. In addition, most of the statistics T
needed for developing economic forecasts could only be found at
government otfices in Jakarta. Charlie and I agreed that I would
need to spend one to two weeks in Jakarta.

He expressed sympathy for me, having to abandon Bandung for
the steaming metropolis, and I professed to detest the idea. Secretly,
however, I was excited by the opportunity to have some time to
myself, to explore Jakarta and to live at the elegant Hotel InterCon-
tinental Indonesia. Once in Jakarta, however, I discovered that I
now viewed life from a different perspective. The night spent with
Rasy and the young Indonesians, as well as my travels around the
country, had changed me. I found that I saw my fellow Americans in
a different light. The voung wives seemed not quite so beautiful. The
chain-link fence around the pool and the steel bars outside the win-
dows on the lower floors, which I had barely noticed before, now
took on an ominous appearance. The food in the hotel’s elegant
restaurants seemed insipid.

I noticed something else too. During my meetings with political
and business leaders, I became aware of subtleties in the way they
treated me. I had not perceived it before, but now I saw that many of
them resented my presence. For example, when they introduced me
to each other, they often used Bahasa terms that according to my
dictionary translated to inquisitor and interrogator. I purposely neg-
lected disclosing my knowledge of their language — even my trans-
lator knew only that T could recite a few stock phrases—and I
purchased a good Bahasa/English dictionary, which I often used
after leaving them.
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Were these addresses just coincidences of language? Misinter-
pretations in my dictionary? I tried to convince myself they were.
Yet, the more time I spent with these men, the more convinced I be-
came that T was an intruder, that an order to cooperate had come
down from someone, and that they had little choice but to comply. I
had no idea whether a government official, a banker, a general, or
the U.S. Embassy had sent the order. All I knew was that although
they invited me into their offices, offered me tea, politely answered
my questions, and in every overt manner seemed to welcome my
presence, beneath the surface there was a shadow of resignation and
rANCOr.

It made me wonder, too, about their answers to my questions and
about the validity of their data. For instance, I could never just walk
into an office with my translator and meet with someone; we first
had to set up an appointment. In itself, this would not have seemed
so strange, except that doing so was outrageously time consuming.
Since the phones seldom warked, we had to drive through the traf-
fic-choked streets, which were laid out in such a contorted manner
that it could take an hour to reach a building only blocks away. Once
there, we were asked to fill out several forms. Eventually, a male sec-
retary would appear. Politely —always with the courteous smile for
which the Javanese are famous — he would question me about the
types of information I desired, and then he would establish a time
for the meeting,.

Without exception, the scheduled appointment was at least sev-
eral days away, and when the meeting finally occurred I was handed
a folder of prepared materials. The industry owners gave me five-
and ten-year plans, the bankers had charts and graphs, and the gov-
ernment officials provided lists of projects that were in the process of
leaving the drawing boards to become engines of economic growth.
Everything these captains of commerce and government provided,
and all they said during the interviews, indicated that Java was
poised for perhaps the biggest boom any economy had ever enjoved.
No one — not a single person — ever questioned this premise or gave
me any negative information.

As T headed back to Bandung, though, I found myself wondering
about all these experiences; something was deeply disturbing. It oc-
curred to me that everything I was doing in Indonesia was more like
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a game than reality. It was as though we were playing a game of poker.
We kept our cards hidden. We could not trust each other or count on
the reliability of the information we shared. Yet, this game was
deadly serious, and its outcome would impact millions of lives for
decades to come.
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& CHAPTER 7

Civilization on Trial

“I'm taking you to a dalang,” Rasy beamed. “You know, the famous
Indonesian puppet masters.” He was obviously pleased to have me
back in Bandung. “There’s a very important one in town tonight.”

He drove me on his scooter through parts of his city I did not
know existed, through sections filled with traditional Javanese
kampong houses, which looked like a poor person’s version of tiny
tile-roofed temples. Gone were the stately Dutch Colonial mansions
and office buildings I had grown to expect. The people were obvi-
ously poor, yet they bore themselves with great pride. They wore
threadbare but clean batik sarongs, brightly colored blouses, and
wide-brimmed straw hats. Everywhere we went we were greeted
with smiles and laughter. When we stopped, children rushed up to
touch me and feel the fabric of my jeans. One little girl stuck a fra-
grant frangipani blossom in my hair.

We parked the scooter near a sidewalk theater where several hun-
dred people were gathered, some standing, others sitting in portable
chairs. The night was clear and beautiful. Although we were in the
heart of the oldest section of Bandung, there were no streetlights, so
the stars sparkled over our heads. The air was filled with the aromas
of wood fires, peanuts, and cloves.

Rasy disappeared into the crowd and soon returned with many of
the young people I had met at the coffeehouse. They offered me hot
tea, little cakes, and sate, tiny bits of meat cooked in peanut oil. I
must have hesitated before accepting the latter, because one of the
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women pointed at a small fire. “Very fresh meat,” she laughed. “Just
cooked.”

Then the music started — the hauntingly magical sounds of the
gamalong, an instrument that conjures images of temple bells.

“The dalang plays all the music by himself,” Rasy whispered. “He
also works all the puppets and speaks their voices, several languages.
We'll translate for you.”

It was a remarkable performance, combining traditional legends
with current events. I would later learn that the dalang is a shaman
who does his work in trance. He had over a hundred puppets and he
spoke for each in a different voice. It was a night I will never forget,
and one that has influenced the rest of my life.

After completing a classic selection from the ancient texts of the
Ramayana, the dalang produced a puppet of Richard Nixon, complete
with the distinctive long nose and sagging jowls. The U.S. president
was dressed like Uncle Sam, in a stars-and-stripes top hat and tails.
He was accompanied by another puppet, which wore a three-piece
pin-striped suit. The second puppet carried in one hand a bucket
decorated with dollar signs. He used his free hand to wave an Ameri-
can flag over Nixon’s head in the manner of a slave fanning a master.

A map of the Middle and Far East appeared behind the two, the
various countries hanging from hooks in their respective positions.
Nixon immediately approached the map, lifted Vietnam off its hook,
and thrust it to his mouth. He shouted something that was trans-
lated as, “Bitter! Rubbish. We don’t need any more of this!” Then he
tossed it into the bucket and proceeded to do the same with other
countries.

I was surprised, however, to see that his next selections did not
include the domino nations of Southeast Asia. Rather, they were all
Middle Eastern countries — Palestine, Kuwait, Saudi Arabia, Iraq,
Syria, and Iran. After that, he turned to Pakistan and Afghanistan.
Each time, the Nixon doll screamed out some epithet before drop-
ping the country into his bucket, and in every instance, his vitupera-
tive words were anti-Islamic: “Muslim dogs,” “Mohammed’s monsters,”
and “Islamic devils.”

The crowd became very excited, the tension mounting with each
new addition to the bucket. They seemed torn between fits of laughter,
shock, and rage. At times, I sensed they took offense at the puppeteer’s
language. T also felt intimidated; I stood out in this crowd, taller
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than the rest, and I worried that they might direct their anger at me.
Then Nixon said something that made my scalp tingle when Rasy
translated it.

“Give this one to the World Bank. See what it can do to make us
some money off Indonesia.” He lifted Indonesia from the map and
moved to drop it into the bucket, but just at that moment another
puppet leaped out of the shadows. This puppet represented an In-
donesian man, dressed in batik shirt and khaki slacks, and he wore
a sign with his name clearly printed on it.

“A popular Bandung politician,” Rasy explained.

This puppet literally flew between Nixon and Bucket Man and
held up his hand.

“Stop!” he shouted. “Indonesia is sovereign.”

The crowd burst into applause. Then Bucket Man lifted his flag
and thrust it like a spear into the Indonesian, who staggered and
died a most dramatic death. The audience members booed, hoated,
screamed, and shook their fists. Nixon and Bucket Man stood there,
looking out at us. They bowed and left the stage.

“I think I should go,” T said to Rasy.

He placed a hand protectively around my shoulder. “It’s okay,” he
said. “They have nothing against you personally.” I wasn't so sure.

Later we all retired to the coffeehouse. Rasy and the others as-
sured me that they had not been informed ahead of time about the
Nixon-World Bank skit. “You never know what to expect from that
puppeteer,” one of the young men observed.

I wondered aloud whether this had been staged in my honor.
Someone laughed and said I had a very big ego. “Typical of Ameri-
cans,” he added, patting my back congenially.

“Indonesians are very conscious of politics,” the man in the chair
beside me said. “Don’t Americans go to shows like this?”

A beautiful woman, an English major at the university, sat across
the table from me. “But vou do work for the World Bank, dont you?”
she asked.

I told her that my current assignment was for the Asian Devel-
opment Bank and the United States Agency for International
Development.

“Aren’t they really all the same?” She didn’t wait for an answer.
“Ism’t it like the play tonight showed? Doesn’t your government look
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at Indonesia and other countries as though we are just a bunch of...”
She searched for the word.

“Grapes,” one of her friends coached.

“Exactly. A bunch of grapes. You can pick and choose. Keep Eng-
land. Eat China. And throw away Indonesia.”

“After you've taken all our oil,” another woman added.

I tried to defend myself but was not at all up to the task. I wanted
to take pride in the fact that I had come to this part of town and had
stayed to watch the entire anti-U.S. performance, which I might
have construed as a personal assault. I wanted them to see the
courage of what I had done, to know that I was the only member of
my team who bothered to learn Bahasa or had any desire to take in
their culture, and to point out that I was the sole foreigner attending
this production. But I decided it would be more prudent not to men-
tion any of this. Instead, I tried to refocus the conversation. I asked
them why they thought the dalang had singled out Muslim coun-
tries, except for Vietnam.

The beautiful English major laughed at this. “Because that’s the
plan”

“Vietnam is just a holding action,” one of the men interjected,
“like Holland was for the Nazis. A stepping-stone.”

“The real target,” the woman continued, “is the Muslim world.”

I could not let this go unanswered. “Surely,” I protested, “vou can’t
believe that the United States is anti-Islamic.”

“Oh no?” she asked. “Since when? You need to read one of your
own historians — a Brit named Toynbee. Back in the fifties he pre-
dicted that the real war in the next century would not be between
Communists and capitalists, but between Christians and Muslims.”

“Arnold Toynbee said that?” I was stunned.

“Yes. Read Civilization on Trial and The World and the West.

“But why should there be such animosity between Muslims and
Christians?” T asked.

Looks were exchanged around the table. They appeared to find it
hard to believe that I could ask such a foolish question.

“Because,” she said slowly, as though addressing someone slow-
witted or hard of hearing, “the West — especially its leader, the U.S.
—is determined to take control of all the world, to become the great-
est empire in history. It has already gotten very close to succeeding,.

Civilization on Trial 45



The Soviet Union currently stands in its way, but the Soviets will not
endure. Toynbee could see that. They have no religion, no faith, no
substance behind their ideology. History demonstrates that faith —
soul, a belief in higher powers — is essential. We Muslims have it. We
have it more than anyone else in the world, even more than the
Christians. So we wait. We grow strong.”

“We will take our time,” one of the men chimed in, “and then like
a snake we will strike.”

“What a horrible thought!” I could barely contain myself. “What
can we do to change this?”

The English major looked me directly in the eyes. “Stop being so
greedy,” she said, “and so selfish. Realize that there is more to the
world than your big houses and fancy stores. People are starving and
you worry about oil for your cars. Babies are dying of thirst and you
search the fashion magazines for the latest styles. Nations like ours
are drowning in poverty, but your people don’t even hear our cries
for help. You shut your ears to the voices of those who try to tell you
these things. You label them radicals or Communists. You must open
vour hearts to the poor and downtrodden, instead of driving them
further into poverty and servitude. There’s not much time left. If you
don’t change, you’re doomed.”

Several days later the popular Bandung politician, whose puppet
stood up to Nixon and was impaled by Bucket Man, was struck and
killed by a hit-and-run driver.
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& CHAPTER 8

Jesus, Seen Differently

The memory of that dalang stuck with me. So did the words of the
beautiful English major. That night in Bandung catapulted me to a
new level of thinking and feeling. While I had not exactly ignored
the implications of what we were doing in Indonesia, my reactions
had been ruled by emotions, and I usually had been able to calm my
feelings by calling on reason, on the example of history, and on the
biological imperative. I had justified our involvement as part of the
human condition, convincing myself that Einar, Charlie, and the rest
of us were simply acting as men always have: taking care of ourselves
and our families.

My discussion with those young Indonesians, however, forced me
to see another aspect of the issue. Through their eyes, I realized that
a selfish approach to foreign policy does not serve or protect future
generations anywhere. It is myopie, like the annual reports of the
corporations and the election strategies of the politicians who for-
mulate that foreign policy.

As it turned out, the data I needed for my economic forecasts
required frequent visits to Jakarta. T took advantage of my time
alone there to ponder these matters and to write about them in a
Journal. I wandered the streets of that city, handed money to beggars,
and attempted to engage lepers, prostitutes, and street urchins in
conversation.

Meanwhile, I pondered the nature of foreign aid, and I consid-
ered the legitimate role that developed countries (DCs, in World
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Bank jargon) might play in helping alleviate poverty and misery in
less-developed countries (LLDCs). T began to wonder when foreign
aid is genuine and when it is only greedy and self-serving. Indeed, T
began to question whether such aid is ever altruistic, and if not,
whether that could be changed. I was certain that countries like my
own should take decisive action to help the sick and starving of the
world, but I was equally certain that this was seldom —if ever —
the prime motivation for our intervention.

I kept coming back to one main question: if the objective of for-
eign aid is imperialism, is that so wrong? 1 often found myself envy-
ing people like Charlie who believed so strongly in our system that
they wanted to force it on the rest of the world. I doubted whether
limited resources would allow the whole world to live the opulent
life of the United States, when even the United States had millions of
citizens living in poverty. In addition, it wasn't entirely clear to me that
people in other nations actually want to live like us. Qur own statis-
tics about violence, depression, drug abuse, divorce, and crime in-
dicated that although ours was one of the wealthiest societies in
history, it may also be one of the least happy societies. Why would we
want others to emulate us?

Perhaps Claudine had warned me of all this. I was no longer sure
what it was she had been trying to tell me. In any case, intellectual
arguments aside, it had now become painfully clear that my days of
innocence were gone. I wrote in my journal:

Is anyone in the U.S. innocent? Although those at the
very pinnacle of the economic pyramid gain the most,
millions of us depend — either directly or indirectly —on
the exploitation of the LDCs for our livelihoods. The
resources and cheap labor that feed nearly all our busi-
nesses come from places like Indonesia, and very little
ever makes its way back. The loans of foreign aid ensure
that today’s children and their grandchildren will be held
hostage. They will have to allow our corporations to ravage
their natural resources and will have to forego education,
health, and other social services merely to pay us back.
The fact that our own companies already received most
of this money to build the power plants, airports, and
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industrial parks does not factor into this formula. Does the
excuse that most Americans are unaware of this constitute
innocence? Uninformed and intentionally misinformed,
yes —but innocent?

Of course, I had to face the fact that I was now numbered among
those who actively misinform.

The concept of a worldwide holy war was a disturbing one, but
the longer 1 contemplated it, the more convinced I became of its pos-
sibility. It seemed to me, however, that if this jihad were to occur it
would be less about Muslims versus Christians than it would be
about LDCs versus DCs, perhaps with Muslims at the forefront. We
in the DCs were the users of resources; those in the LDCs were the
suppliers. It was the colonial mercantile system all over again, set up
to make it easy for those with power and limited natural resources to
exploit those with resources but no power.

I did not have a copy of Toynbee with me, but I knew enough his-
torv to understand that suppliers who are exploited long enough will
rebel. T only had to return to the American Revolution and Tom
Paine for a model. I recalled that Britain justified its taxes by claim-
ing that England was providing aid to the colonies in the form of
military protection against the French and the Indians. The colonists
had a very different interpretation.

What Paine offered to his countrymen in the brilliant Common
Serise was the soul that my young Indonesian friends had referred to
— an idea, a faith in the justice of a higher power, and a religion of
freedom and equality that was diametrically opposed to the British
monarchy and its elitist class systems. What Muslims offered was
similar: faith in a higher power and a belief that developed countries
have no right to subjugate and exploit the rest of the world. Like
colonial minutemen, Muslims were threatening to fight for their
rights, and like the British in the 1770s, we classified such actions as
terrorism. History appeared to be repeating itself.

I wondered what sort of a world we might have if the United
States and its allies diverted all the monies expended in colonial
wars — like the one in Vietnam — to eradicating world hunger or to
making education and basic health care available to all people,
including our own. I wondered how future generations would be
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affected if we committed to alleviating the sources of misery and to
protecting watersheds, forests, and other natural areas that ensure
clean water, air, and the things that feed our spirits as well as our
bodies. I could not believe that our Founding Fathers had envisioned
the right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness to exist only for
Americans, so why were we now implementing strategies that pro-
moted the imperialist values they had fought against?

On my last night in Indonesia, I awoke from a dream, sat up in
bed, and switched on the light. T had the feeling that someond was
in the room with me. I peered around at the familiar Hotel Inter-
Continental furniture, the batik tapestries, and the framed shadow
puppets hanging on the walls. Then the dream came back.

I had seen Christ standing in front of me. He seemed like the
same Jesus I had talked with every night when, as a young boy, 1
shared my thoughts with him after saving my formal prayers. Except
that the Jesus of my childhood was fair-skinned and blond, while
this one had curly black hair and a dark complexion. He bent down
and heaved something up to his shoulder. I expected a cross. In-
stead, I saw the axle of a car with the attached wheel rim protruding
above his head, forming a metallic halo. Grease dripped like blood
down his forehead. He straightened, peered into my eyes, and said,
“If I were to come now, you would see me differently.” I asked him
why. “Because,” he answered, “the world has changed.”

The clock told me it was nearly daylight. I knew I could not go
back to sleep, so I dressed, took the elevator to the empty lobby, and
wandered into the gardens around the swimming pool. The moon
was bright; the sweet smell of orchids filled the air. I sat down in a
lounge chair and wondered what I was doing here, why the coinci-
dences of my life had taken me along this path, why Indonesia. I
knew my life had changed, but I had no idea how drastically.

@

Ann and I met in Paris on my way home, to attempt reconciliation.
Even during this French vacation, however, we continued to quarrel.
Although there were many special and beautiful moments, I think
we both came to the realization that our long history of anger and
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resentment was too large an obstacle. Besides, there was so much I
could not tell her. The only person I could share such things with
was Claudine, and I thought about her constantly. Ann and I landed
at Boston’s Logan Airport and took a taxi to our separate apartments
in the Back Bay.
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& CHAPTER 9

Opportunity of a Lifetime

The true test of Indonesia awaited me at MAIN. I went to the Pru-
dential Center headquarters first thing in the morning, and while I
was standing with dozens of other employees at the elevator I learned
that Mac Hall, MAIN’s enigmatic, octogenarian chairman and CEO,
had promoted Einar to president of the Portland, Oregon office. As
a result, I now officially reported to Bruno Zambotti.

Nicknamed “the silver fox” because of the color of his hair and
his uncanny ability to outmaneuver everyone who challenged him,
Bruno had the dapper good looks of Cary Grant. He was eloquent,
and he held both an engineering degree and an MBA. He under-
stood econometrics and was vice president in charge of MAIN’s elec-
trical power division and of most of our international projects. He
also was the obvious choice to take over as president of the corpora-
tion when his mentor, the aging Jake Dauber, retired. Like most
MAIN emplovees, [ was awed and terrified by Bruno Zambotti.

Just before lunch, T was summoned to Bruno’s office. Following a
cordial discussion about Indonesia, he said something that made me
jump to the edge of my seat.

“I'm firing Howard Parker. We don’t need to go into the details,
except to say that he’s lost touch with reality” His smile was discon-
certingly pleasant as he tapped his finger against a sheaf of papers
on his desk. “Eight percent a year. That’s his load forecast. Can vou
believe it? In a country with the potential of Indonesia!”

His smile faded and he looked me squarely in the eye. “Charlie
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Illingworth tells me that your economic forecast is right on target
and will justify load growth of between 17 and 20 percent. Is that
right?”

I assured him it was.

He stood up and offered me his hand. “Congratulations. You've
just been promoted.”

Perhaps I should have gone out and celebrated at a fancy restau-
rant with other MAIN employees — or even by myself. However, my
mind was on Claudine. I was dying to tell her about my promotion
and all my experiences in Indonesia. She had warned me not to call
her from abroad, and I had not, Now I was dismayed to find that her
phone was disconnected, with no forwarding number. I went look-
ing for her.

A young couple had moved into her apartment. It was lunchtime
but I believe I roused them from their bed; obviously annoyed, they
professed to know nothing about Claudine. I paid a visit to the real
estate agency, pretending to be a cousin. Their files indicated they had
never rented to anyone with her name; the previous lease had been
issued to a man who would remain anonymous by his request. Back
at the Prudential Center, MAIN’s employment office also claimed to
have no record of her. They admitted only to a “special consultants”
file that was not available for my scrutiny.

By late afternoon, I was exhausted and emotionally drained. On
top of everything else, a bad case of jet lag had set in. Returning to
my empty apartment, I felt desperately lonely and abandoned. My
promotion seemed meaningless or, even worse, to be a badge of my
willingness to sell out. T threw myself onto the bed, overwhelmed
with despair. I had been used by Claudine and then discarded. De-
termined not to give in to my anguish, I shut down my emotions. I lay
there on my bed staring at the bare walls for what seemed like hours.

Finally, I managed to pull myself together. I got up, swallowed a
beer, and smashed the empty bottle against a table. Then I stared
out the window. Looking down a distant street, I thought I saw her
walking toward me. I started for the door and then returned to
the window for another look. The woman had come closer. I could
see that she was attractive, and that her walk was reminiscent of
Claudine’s, but it was not Claudine. My heart sank, and my feelings
changed from anger and loathing to fear.

An image flashed before me of Claudine flailing, falling in a rain
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of bullets, assassinated. I shook it off, took a couple Valium, and
drank myself to sleep.

The next morning, a call from MAIN's personnel department woke
me from my stupor. Its chief, Paul Mormino, assured me he under-
stood my need for rest, but he urged me to come in that afternoon.

“Good news,” he said. “The best thing for catching up with yourself”

I obeyed the summons and learned that Bruno had been more
than true to his word. T had not only been promoted to Howard’s old
job; T had been given the title of Chief Economist and a raise. It did
cheer me up a bit.

I took the afternoon oft and wandered down along the Charles
River with a quart of beer. As I sat there, watching the sailboats and
nursing combined jet lag and vicious hangover, I convinced myself
that Claudine had done her job and had moved on to her next
assignment. She had always emphasized the need for secrecy. She
would call me. Mormino had been right. My jet lag — and my anxi-
ety — dissipated.

During the next weeks, I tried to put all thoughts of Claudine
aside. I focused on writing my report on the Indonesian economy
and on revising Howard’s load forecasts. I came up with the type of
study my bosses wanted to see: a growth in electric demand averag-
ing 19 percent per annum for twelve years after the new system was
completed, tapering down to 17 percent for eight more years, and
then holding at 15 percent for the remainder of the twenty-five-vear
projection.

I presented my conclusions at formal meetings with the interna-
tional lending agencies. Their teams of experts questioned me ex-
tensively and mercilessly. By then, my emotions had turned into a
sort of grim determination, not unlike those that had driven me to
excel rather than to rebel during my prep school days. Nonetheless,
Claudine’s memory always hovered close. When a sassy young
economist out to make a name for himself at the Asian Development
Bank grilled me relentlessly for an entire afternoon, T recalled the
advice Claudine had given me as we sat in her Beacon Street apart-
ment those many months before.

“Who can see twenty-five years into the future?” she had asked.
“Your guess is as good as theirs. Confidence is everything.”

I convinced myself T was an expert, reminding myself that I had
experienced more of life in developing countries than many of the
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men — some of them twice my age —who now sat in judgment of my
work. I had lived in the Amazon and had traveled to parts of Java no
one else wanted to visit. I had taken a couple of intensive courses
aimed at teaching executives the finer points of econometrics, and
I told myself that I was part of the new breed of statistically ori-
ented, econometric-worshipping whiz kids that appealed to Robert
McNamara, the buttoned-down president of the World Bank, former
president of Ford Motor Company, and John Kennedy's secretary of
defense. Here was a man who had built his reputation on numbers,
on probability theory, on mathematical models, and —1 suspected —
on the bravado of a very large ego.

I tried to emulate both McNamara and my boss, Bruno. I adopted
manners of speech that imitated the former, and 1 took to walking
with the swagger of the latter, attaché case swinging at my side.
Looking back, T have to wonder at my gall. In truth, my expertise
was extremely limited, but what ! lacked in training and knowledge
1 made up for in andacity.

And it worked. Eventually the team of experts stamped my re-
ports with their seals of approval.

During the ensuing months, I attended meetings in Tehran,
Caracas, Guatemala City, London, Vienna, and Washington, DC. I
met famous personalities, including the shah of Iran, the former
presidents of several countries, and Robert McNamara himself, Like
prep school, it was a world of men. T was amazed at how my new ti-
tle and the accounts of my recent successes before the international
lending agencies affected other people’s attitudes toward me.

At first, all the attention went to my head. I began to think of my-
self as a Merlin who could wave his wand over a country, causing it
suddenly to light up, industries sprouting like flowers. Then I became
disillusioned. T questioned my own motives and those of all the people
I worked with. It seemed that a glorified title or a PhD did little to
help a person understand the plight of a leper living beside a cess-
poolin Jakarta, and I doubted that a knack for manipulating statistics
enabled a person to see into the future. The better I came to know
those who made the decisions that shape the world, the more skep-
tical T became about their abilities and their goals. Looking at the
faces around the meeting room tables, I found myself struggling very
hard to restrain my anger.

Eventually, however, this perspective also changed. T came to
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understand that most of those men believed they were doing the
right thing. Like Charlie, they were convinced that communism and
terrorism were evil forces — rather than the predictable reactions to
decisions they and their predecessors had made — and that they had
a duty to their country, to their offspring, and to God to convert the
world to capitalism. They also clung to the principle of survival of
the fittest; if they happened to enjoy the good fortune to have been
born into a privileged class instead of inside a cardboard shack, then
they saw it as an obligation to pass this heritage on to their progeny.

I vacillated between viewing such people as an actual conspiracy
and simply seeing them as a tight-knit fraternity bent on dominating
the world. Nonetheless, over time I began to liken them to the plan-
tation owners of the pre-Civil War South. They were men drawn
together in a loose association by common beliefs and shared self-
interest, rather than an exclusive group meeting in clandestine
hideaways with focused and sinister intent. The plantation autocrats
had grown up with servants and slaves, had been educated to believe
that it was their right and even their duty to take care of the “hea-
thens” and to convert them to the owners’ religion and way of life.
Even if slavery repulsed them philosophically, they could, like
Thomas Jefferson, justify it as a necessity, the collapse of which
would result in social and economic chaos. The leaders of the modern
oligarchies, what I now thought of as the corporatocracy, seemed to
fit the same mold.

I also began to wonder who benefits from war and the mass pro-
duction of weapons, from the damming of rivers and the destruction
of indigenous environments and cultures. I began to look at who
benefits when hundreds of thousands of people die from insufficient
food, polluted water, or curable diseases. Slowly, I came to realize
that in the long run no one benefits, but in the short term those at
the top of the pyramid — my bosses and me — appear to benefit, at
least materially.

This raised several other questions: Why does this situation persist?
Why has it endured for so long? Does the answer lie simply in the
old adage that “might is right,” that those with the power perpetuate
the system?

It seemed insufficient to say that power alone allows this situation
to persist. While the proposition that might makes right explained a
great deal, I felt there must be a more compelling force at work here.
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I recalled an economics professor from my business school days, a man
from northern India, who lectured about limited resources, about
man’s need to grow continually, and about the prineiple of slave labor.
According to this professor, all successful capitalist systems involve
hierarchies with rigid chains of command, including a handful at the
very top who control descending orders of subordinates, and a mas-
sive army of workers at the bottom, who in relative economic terms
truly can be classified as slaves. Ultimately, then, I became convinced
that we encourage this system because the corporatocracy has con-
vinced us that God has given us the right to place a few of our peo-
ple at the very top of this capitalist pyramid and to export our system
to the entire world.

Of course, we are not the first to do this. The list of practitioners
stretches back to the ancient empires of North Africa, the Middle
East, and Asia, and works its way up through Persia, Greece, Rome,
the Christian Crusades, and all the European empire builders of the
post-Columbian era. This imperialist drive has been and continues
to be the cause of most wars, pollution, starvation, species extine-
tions, and genocides. And it has always taken a serious toll on the
conscience and well-being of the citizens of those empires, contribut-
ing to social malaise and resulting in a situation where the wealthiest
cultures in human history are plagued with the highest rates of suicide,
drug abuse, and violence.

I thought extensively on these questions, but I avoided consider-
ing the nature of my own role in all of this. I tried to think of myself
not as an EHM but as a chief economist. It sounded so very legiti-
mate, and if I needed any confirmation, I could look at my pay stubs:
all were from MAIN, a private corporation. I didn’t earn a penny
from the NSA or any government agency. And so I became con-
vinced. Almost.

One afternoon Bruno called me into his office. He walked behind
my chair and patted me on the shoulder. “You've done an excellent
job,” he purred. “To show our appreciation, were giving you the op-
portunity of a lifetime, something few men ever receive, even at
twice your age.”
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& CHAPTER 10

Panama's President and Hero

Ilanded at Panama’s Tocumen International Airport late one April
night in 1972, during a tropical deluge. As was common in those
days, I shared a taxi with several other executives, and because I
spoke Spanish, I ended up in the front seat beside the driver. I stared
blankly out the taxi’s windshield. Through the rain, the headlights
illuminated a billboard portrait of a handsome man with a promi-
nent brow and flashing eyes. One side of his wide-brimmed hat was
hooked rakishly up. I recognized him as the hero of modern Panama,
Omar Torrijos.

I had prepared for this trip in my customary fashion, by visiting
the reference section of the Boston Public Library. T knew that one of
the reasons for Torrijos’s popularity among his people was that he
was a firm defender of both Panama’s right of self-rule and of its
claims to sovereignty over the Panama Canal. He was determined
that the country under his leadership would avoid the pitfalls of its
ignominious history.

Panama was part of Colombia when the French engineer Ferdinand
de Lesseps, who directed construction of the Suez Canal, decided to
build a canal through the Central American isthmus, to connect the
Atlantic and Pacific oceans. Beginning in 1881, the French under-
took a mammoth effort that met with one catastrophe after another.
Finally, in 1889, the project ended in financial disaster —but it had
inspired a dream in Theodore Roosevelt. During the first years of the
twentieth century, the United States demanded that Colombia sign
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a treaty turning the isthmus over to a North American consortium.
Colombia refused.

In 1903, President Roosevelt sent in the U.S. warship Nashville.
U.S. soldiers landed, seized and killed a popular local militia com-
mander, and declared Panama an independent nation. A puppet
government was installed and the first Canal Treaty was signed; it
established an American zone on both sides of the future waterway,
legalized U.S. military intervention, and gave Washington virtual
control over this newly formed “independent” nation.

Interestingly, the treaty was signed by U.S. Secretary of State Hay
and a French engineer, Philippe Bunau-Varilla, who had been part of
the original team, but it was not signed by a single Panamanian. In
essence, Panama was forced to leave Colombia in order to serve the
United States, in a deal struck by an American and a Frenchman —
in retrospect, a prophetic beginning.!

For more than half a century, Panama was ruled by an oligarchy
of wealthy families with strong connections to Washington. They
were right-wing dictators who took whatever measures they deemed
necessary to ensure that their country promoted U.S. interests. In
the manner of most of the Latin American dictators who allied them-
selves with Washington, Panama’s rulers interpreted U.S. interests to
mean putting down any populist movement that smacked of social-
ism. They also supported the CIA and NSA in anti-Communist ac-
tivities throughout the hemisphere, and they helped big American
businesses like Rockefeller’s Standard Oil and United Fruit Company
(which was purchased by George H. W. Bush). These governments
apparently did not feel that U.S. interests were promoted by im-
proving the lives of people who lived in dire poverty or served as
virtual slaves to the big plantations and corporations.

Panama’s ruling families were well rewarded for their support;
U.S. military forces intervened on their behalf a dozen times between
the declaration of Panamanian independence and 1968. However,
that year, while I was still a Peace Corps volunteer in Ecuador, the
course of Panamanian history suddenly changed. A coup overthrew
Arnulfo Arias, the latest in the parade of dictators, and Omar Torrijos
emerged as the head of state, although he had not actively partici-
pated in the coup.2

Torrijos was highly regarded by the Panamanian middle and
lower classes. He himself had grown up in the rural city of Santiago,
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where his parents taught school. He had risen quickly through the
ranks of the National Guard, Panama’s primary military unit and an
institution that during the 1960s gained increasing support among
the poor. Torrijos earned a reputation for listening to the dispos-
sessed. He walked the streets of their shantytowns, held meetings in
slums politicians didn’t dare to enter, helped the unemployed find
jobs, and often donated his own limited financial resources to fam-
ilies stricken by illness or tragedy.?

His love of life and his compassion for people reached even
beyond Panama’s borders. Torrijos was committed to turning his
nation into a haven for fugitives from persecution, a place that
would offer asylum to refugees from both sides of the political fence,
from leftist opponents of Chile’s Pinochet to right-wing anti-Castro
guerrillas. Many people saw him as an agent of peace, a perception
that earned him praise throughout the hemisphere. He also devel-
oped a reputation as a leader who was dedicated to resolving differ-
ences among the various factions that were tearing apart so many
Latin American countries: Honduras, Guatemala, El Salvador,
Nicaragua, Cuba, Colombia, Peru, Argentina, Chile, and Paraguay.
His small nation of two million people served as a model of social
reform and an inspiration for world leaders as diverse as the labor
organizers who plotted the dismemberment of the Soviet Union and
Islamic militants like Muammar Gadhafi of Libya.*

My first night in Panama, stopped at the traffic light, peering past
the noisy windshield wipers, I was moved by this man smiling down
at me from the billboard —handsome, charismatic, and courageous.
I knew from my hours at the BPL that he stood behind his beliefs.
For the first time in its history, Panama was not a puppet of Wash-
ington or of anyone else. Torrijos never succumbed to the tempta-
tions offered by Moscaw or Beijing; he believed in social reform and
in helping those born into poverty, but he did not advocate commu-
nism. Unlike Castro, Torrijos was determined to win freedom from
the United States without forging alliances with the United States’
enemies.

I had stumbled across an article in some obscure journal in the
BPL racks that praised Torrijos as a man who would alter the history
of the Americas, reversing a long-term trend toward U.S. domina-
tion. The author cited as his starting point Manifest Destiny — the
doctrine, popular with many Americans during the 1840s, that
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the conquest of North America was divinely ordained; that God, not
men, had ordered the destruction of Indians, forests, and huffalo,
the draining of swamps and the channeling of rivers, and the devel-
opment of an economy that depends on the continuing exploitation
of labor and natural resources.

The article got me to thinking about my country’s attitude toward
the world. The Monroe Doctrine, originally enunciated by President
James Monroe in 1823, was used to take Manifest Destiny a step fur-
ther when, in the 1850s and 1860s, it was used to assert that the
United States had special rights all over the hemisphere, including
the right to invade any nation in Central or South America that re-
fused to back U.S. policies. Teddy Roosevelt invoked the Monroe
Doctrine to justify U.S. intervention in the Dominican Republic, in
Venezuela, and during the “liberation” of Panama from Colombia. A
string of subsequent U.S. presidents — most notably Taft, Wilson,
and Franklin Roosevelt —relied on it to expand Washington’s Pan-
American activities through the end of World War I1. Finally, during
the latter half of the twentieth century, the United States used the
Communist threat to justify expansion of this concept to countries
around the globe, including Vietnam and Indonesia.5

Now, it seemed, one man was standing in Washington’s way. 1
knew that he was not the first — leaders like Castro and Allende had
gone before him — but Torrijos alone was doing it outside the realm
of Communist ideology and without claiming that his movement
was a revolution. He was simply saying that Panama had its own
rights — to sovereignty over its people, its lands, and a waterway that
bisected it —and that these rights were as valid and as divinely be-
stowed as any enjoyed by the United States.

Torrijos also objected to the School of the Americas and to the
U.S. Southern Command’s tropical warfare training center, both lo-
cated in the Canal Zone. For vears, the United States armed forces
had invited Latin American dictators and presidents to send their
sons and military leaders to these facilities — the largest and best
equipped outside North America. There, they learned interrogation
and covert operational skills as well as military tactics that they
would use to fight communism and to protect their own assets and
those of the oil companies and other private carporations. They also
had opportunities to bond with the United States’ top brass.

These facilities were hated by Latin Americans — except for the
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few wealthy ones who benefited from them. They were known to
provide schooling for right-wing death squads and the torturers who
had turned so many nations into iotalitarian regimes. Torrijos made
it clear that he did not want training centers located in Panama — and
that he considered the Canal Zone to be included within his borders.6

Seeing the handsome general on the billboard, and reading the
caption beneath his face — “Omar’s ideal is freedom; the missile is
not invented that can kill an ideal!” —1 felt a shiver run down my
spine. I had a premonition that the story of Panama in the twentieth
century was far from over, and that Torrijos was in for a difficult and
perhaps even tragic time.

The tropical storm batiered against the windshield, the traffic
light turned green, and the driver honked his horn at the car ahead
of us. I thought about my own position. I had been sent to Panama
to close the deal on what would become MAIN’s first truly com-
prehensive master development plan. This plan would create a jus-
tification for World Bank, Inter-American Development Bank, and
USAID investment of billions of dollars in the energy, transporta-
tion, and agricultural sectors of this tiny and very crucial country. It
was, of course, a subterfuge, a means of making Panama forever
indebted and thereby returning it to its puppet status.

As the taxi started to move through the night, a paroxysm of guilt
flashed through me, but I suppressed it. What did T care? T had
taken the plunge in Java, sold my soul, and now I could create my
opportunity of a lifetime. I could become rich, famous, and power-
ful in one blow.
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S CHAPTER 11

Pirates in the Canal Zone

The next day, the Panamanian government sent a man to show me
around. His name was Fidel, and I was immediately drawn to him.
He was tall and slim and took an obvious pride in his country. His
great-great-grandfather had fought beside Bolivar to win indepen-
dence from Spain. I told him I was related to Tom Paine, and was
thrilled to learn that Fidel had read Common Sense in Spanish. He
spoke English, but when he discovered I was fluent in the language
of his country, he was avercome with emotion.

“Many of your people live here for years and never bother to learn
it,” he said.

Fidel took me on a drive through an impressively prosperous sector
of his city, which he called the New Panama. As we passed modern
glass-and-steel skyscrapers, he explained that Panama had more in-
ternational banks than any other country south of the Rio Grande.

“We're often called the Switzerland of the Americas,” he said. “We
ask very few questions of our clients,”

Late in the afternoon, with the sun sliding toward the Pacific, we
headed out on an avenue that followed the contours of the bay. A
long line of ships was anchored there. I asked Fidel whether there
was a problem with the canal.

“It’s always like this,” he replied with a laugh. “Lines of them,
waiting their turn. Half the traffic is coming from or going to
Japan. More even than the United States.”

I confessed that this was news to me.
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“I'm not surprised,” he said. “North Americans don’t know much
about the rest of the world.”

We stopped at a beautiful park in which bougainvillea crept over
ancient ruins. A sign proclaimed that this was a fort built to protect
the city against marauding English pirates. A family was setting up
for an evening picnic: a father, mother, son and daughter, and an
elderly man who I assumed was the children’s grandfather. 1 felt a
sudden longing for the tranquility that seemed to embrace these five
people. As we passed them, the couple smiled, waved, and greeted us
in English. I asked if they were tourists, and they laughed. The man
came over to us.

“I'm third generation in the Canal Zone,” he explained proudly.
“My granddad came three years after it was created. He drove one of
the mules, the tractors that hauled ships through the locks.” He
pointed at the elderly man, who was precccupied helping the chil-
dren set the picnic table. “My dad was an engineer and I've followed
in his footsteps.”

The woman had returned to helping her father-in-law and chil-
dren. Beyond them, the sun dipped into the blue water. It was a
scene of idyllic beauty, reminiscent of a Monet painting. I asked the
man if they were U.S. citizens.

He locked at me incredulously. “Of course. The Canal Zone is U.S.
territory.” The boy ran up to tell his father that dinner was ready.

“Will your son be the fourth generation?”

The man brought his hands together in a sign of prayer and
raised them toward the sky.

“I pray to the good Lord every day that he may have that oppor-
tunity. Living in the Zone is a wonderful life.” Then he lowered his
hands and stared directly at Fidel. “I just hope we can hold on to her
for another fifty years. That despot Torrijos is making a lot of
waves. A dangerous man.”

A sudden urge gripped me, and I said to him, in Spanish, “Adjos.
I hope you and your family have a good time here, and learn lots
about Panama’s culture.”

He gave me a disgusted look. “T don’t speak their language,” he
said. Then he turned abruptly and headed toward his family and the
picnic.

Fidel stepped close to me, placed an arm around my shoulders,
and squeezed tightly. “Thank you,” he said.
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Back in the city, Fidel drove us through an area he described as
a slum.

“Not our worst,” he said. “But you'll get the flavor.”

Wooden shacks and ditches filled with standing water lined the
street, the frail homes suggesting dilapidated boats scuttled in a
cesspool. The smell of rot and sewage filled our car as children with
distended bellies ran alongside. When we slowed, they congregated
at my side, calling me uncle and begging for money. It reminded me
of Jakarta.

Graffiti covered many of the walls. There were a few of the usual
hearts with couples’ names scrawled inside, but most of the graffiti
were slogans expressing hatred of the United States: “Go home,
gringo,” “Stop shitting in our canal,” “Uncle Sam, slave master,” and
“Tell Nixon that Panama is nct Vietnam.” The one that chilled my
heart the most, hawever, read, “Death for freedom is the way to Christ.”
Scattered among these were posters of Omar Torrijos.

“Now the other side,” Fidel said. “I've got official papers and vou’re
a U.S. citizen, so we can go.” Beneath a magenta sky, he drove us into
the Canal Zone. As prepared as I thought I was, it was not enough.
I could hardly believe the opulence of the place —huge white build-
ings, manicured lawns, plush homes, golf courses, stores, and the-
aters.

“The facts,” he said. “Everything in here is U.S. property. All the
businesses — the supermarkets, barbershops, beauty salons, restau-
rants, all of them —are exempt from Panamanian laws and taxes.
There are seven 18-hole golf courses, U.S. post offices scattered con-
veniently around, U.S. courts of law and schools. It truly is a country
within a country.”

“What an affront!”

Fidel peered at me as though making a quick assessment. “Yes,”
he agreed. “That’s a pretty good word for it. Over there,” he pointed
back toward the city, “income per capita is less than one thousand
dollars a year, and unemployment rates are 30 percent. Of course, in
the little shantytown we just visited, no one makes close to one thou-
sand dollars, and hardly anyone has a job.”

“What's being done?”

He turned and gave me a look that seemed to change from anger
to sadness.

“What can we do?” He shook his head. “I don’t know, but T'll say

Pirates in the Canal Zone 65



this: Torrijos is trying. I think it may be the death of him, but he sure
as hell is giving it all he’s got. He'’s a man who’ll go down fighting for
his people”

As we headed out of the Canal Zone, Fidel smiled. “You like to
dance?” Without waiting for me to reply, he said, “Let’s get some din-
ner, and then I'll show you yet anather side of Panama.”
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& CHAPTER 12

Soldiers and Prostitutes

After a juicy steak and a cold beer, we left the restaurant and drove
down a dark street. Fidel advised me never to walk in this area.
“When you come here, take a cab right to the front door.” He pointed.
“Just there, beyond the fence, is the Canal Zone.”

He drove on until we arrived at a vacant lot filled with cars. He
found an empty spot and parked. An old man hobbled up to us.
Fidel got out and patted him on the back. Then he ran his hand lov-
ingly across the fender of his car.

“Take good care of her. She’s my lady.” He handed the man a bill.

We took a short footpath out of the parking lot and suddenly
found ourselves on a street flooded with flashing neon lights. Two
boys raced past, pointing sticks at each other and making the
sounds of men shooting guns. One slammed into Fidels legs, his
head reaching barely as high as Fidel’s thigh. The little boy stopped
and stocd back.

“T'm sorry, sir,” he gasped in Spanish.

Fidel placed both his hands on the boy’s shoulders. “No harm
done, my man,” he said. “But tell me, what were you and your friend
shoaoting at?”

The other boy came up to us. He placed his arm protectively
around the first. “My brother,” he explained. “We're sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Fidel chuckled gently. “He didn’t hurt me. I just asked
him what you guys were shooting at. I think I used to play the same
game.”




The brothers glanced at each other. The older one smiled. “He’s
the gringo general at the Canal Zone. He tried to rape our mother
and 'm sending him packing, back to where he belongs.”

Fidel stole a look at me. “Where does he belong?”

“At home, in the United States.”

“Does your mother work here?”

“Over there.” Both boys pointed proudly at a neon light down the
street. “Bartender”

“Go on then.” Fidel handed them each a coin. “But be careful. Stay
in the lights.”

“Oh yes, sir. Thank you.” They raced off.

As we walked on, Fidel explained that Panamanian women were
prohibited by law from prostitution. “They can tend bar and dance,
but cannot sell their bodies. That’s lett to the imports.”

We stepped inside the bar and were blasted with a popular Amer-
ican song. My eyes and ears took a moment to adjust. A couple of
burly U.S. soldiers stood near the door; bands around their uniformed
arms identified them as MPs.

Fidel led me along a bar, and then 1 saw the stage. Three young
women were dancing there, entirely naked except for their heads.
One wore a sailor’s cap, another a green beret, and the third a cowboy
hat. They had spectacular figures and were laughing. They seemed
to be playing a game with one another, as though dancing in a com-
petition. The music, the way they danced, the stage — it could have
been a disco in Boston, except that they were naked.

We pushed our way through a group of young English-speaking
men. Although they wore T-shirts and blue jeans, their crew cuts
gave them away as soldiers from the Canal Zone’s military base. Fi-
del tapped a waitress on the shoulder. She turned, let out a scream of
delight, and threw her arms around him. The group of young men
watched this intently, glancing at one another with disapproval. I
wondered if they thought Manifest Destiny included this Panaman-
ian woman. The waitress led us to a corner. From somewhere, she
produced a small table and two chairs.

As we settled in, Fidel exchanged greetings in Spanish with two
men at a table beside ours. Unlike the soldiers, they wore printed
short-sleeved shirts and creased slacks. The waitress returned with
a couple of Balboa beers, and Fidel patted her on the rump as she
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turned to leave. She smiled and threw him a kiss. 1 glanced around
and was relieved to discover that the young men at the bar were no
longer watching us; they were focused on the dancers.

The majority of the patrons were English-speaking soldiers, but
there were others, like the two beside us, who obviously were Pana-
manians. They stood out because their hair would not have passed
inspection, and because they did not wear T-shirts and jeans. A few
of them sat at tables, others leaned against the walls. They seemed to
be highly alert, like border collies guarding flocks of sheep.

Women roamed the tables. They moved constantly, sitting on laps,
shouting to the waitresses, dancing, swirling, singing, taking turns
on the stage. They wore tight skirts, T-shirts, jeans, clinging dresses,
high heels. One was dressed in a Victorian gown and veil. Another
wore only a bikini. It was obvious that only the most beautiful could
survive here. I marveled at the numbers who made their way to Pana-
ma and wondered at the desperation that had driven them to this.

“All from other countries?” I shouted to Fidel above the music.

He nodded. “Except...” He pointed at the waitresses. “Theyre
Panamanian.”

“What countries?”

“Honduras, El Salvador, Nicaragua, and Guatemala.”

“Neighbors.”

“Not entirely. Costa Rica and Colombia are our closest neighbors.”

The waitress who had led us to this table came and sat on Fidel’s
knee. He gently rubbed her back.

“Clarissa,” he said, “please tell my North American friend why
they left their countries.” He nodded his head in the direction of the
stage. Three new girls were accepting the hats from the others, who
jumped down and started dressing. The music switched to salsa, and
as the newcomers danced, they shed their clothes to the rhythm.

Clarissa held out her right hand. “I'm pleased to meet you,” she
said. Then she stood up and reached for our empty bottles. “In an-
swer to Fidel’s question, these girls come here to escape brutality. T'll
bring a couple more Balboas.”

After she left, I turned to Fidel. “Come on,” I said. “They’re here
for U.S. dollars.”

“True. But why so many from the countries where fascist dictators
rule?”
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I glanced back at the stage. The three of them were giggling and
throwing the sailor’s cap around like a ball. Tlooked Fidel in the eye.
“You're not kidding, are you?”

“No,” he said seriously, “I wish I were. Most of these girls have lost
their families — fathers, brothers, husbands, boyfriends. They grew
up with torture and death. Dancing and prostitution don’t seem all
that bad to them. They can make a lot of money here, then start
fresh somewhere, buy a little shop, open a café —”

He was interrupted by a commotion near the bar. I saw a waitress
swing her fist at one of the soldiers, who caught her hand and began
to twist her wrist. She screamed and fell to her knee. He laughed and
shouted to his buddies. They all laughed. She tried to hit him with
her free hand. He twisted harder. Her face contorted with pain.

The MPs remained by the door, watching calmly. Fidel jumped to
his feet and started toward the bar. One of the men at the table next
to ours held out a hand to stop him. “Tranguilo, hermano,” he said.
“Be calm, brother. Enrique has control.”

Atall, slim Panamanian came out of the shadows near the stage.
He moved like a cat and was upon the soldier in an instant. One
hand encircled the man’s throat while the other doused him in the
face with a glass of water. The waitress slipped away. Several of the
Panamanians who had been lounging against the walls formed a
protective semicircle around the tall bouncer. He lifted the soldier
against the bar and said something I couldn’t hear. Then he raised
his voice and spoke slowly in English, loudly enough for everyone in
the still room to hear over the music.

“The waitresses are off-limits to you guys, and you don't touch the
others until after you pay them.”

The two MPs finally swung into action. They approached the
cluster of Panamanians. “We'll take it from here, Enrique,” they said.

The bouncer lowered the soldier to the floor and gave his neck a
final squeeze, forcing the other’s head back and eliciting a ery of pain.

“Do you understand me?” There was a feeble groan. “Good.” He
pushed the soldier at the two MPs. “Get him out of here”
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& CHAPTER 13

Conversations with the General

The invitation was completely unexpected. One morning during that
same 1972 visit, [ was sitting in an office I had been given at the In-
stituto de Recursos Hidraulicos y Electrificacion, Panama’s govern-
ment-owned electric utility company. I was poring over a sheet of
statistics when a man knocked gently on the frame of my open door.
I invited him in, pleased with any excuse to take my attention off the
numbers. He announced himself as the general’s chauffeur and said
he had come to take me to one of the general’s bungalows.

An hour later, I was sitting across the table from General Omar
Torrijos. He was dressed casually, in typical Panamanian style: khaki
slacks and a short-sleeved shirt buttoned down the front, light blue
with a delicate green pattern. He was tall, fit, and handsome. He
seemed amazingly relaxed for a man with his responsibilities. A lock
of dark hair fell over his prominent forehead.

He asked about my recent travels to Indonesia, Guatemala, and
Iran. The three countries fascinated him, but he seemed especially
intrigued with Iran’s king, Shah Mohammad Reza Pahlavi. The shah
had come to power in 1941, after the British and Soviets overthrew
his father, whom they accused of collaborating with Hitler.!

“Can you imagine,” Torrijos asked, “being part of a plot to dethrone
your own father?”

Panama’s head of state knew a good deal about the history of this
far-off land. We talked about how the tables were turned on the shah
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in 1951, and how his own premier, Mohammad Mossadegh, forced
him into exile. Torrijos knew, as did most of the world, that it had
been the CIA that labeled the premier a Communist and that stepped
in to restore the shah to power. However, he did not know—or at
least did not mention —the parts Claudine had shared with me,
about Kermit Roosevelt’s brilliant maneuvers and the fact that this
had been the beginning of a new era in imperialism, the match that
had ignited the global empire conflagration.

“After the shah was reinstated,” Torrijos continued, “he launched
a series of revolutionary programs aimed at developing the indus-
trial sector and bringing Iran into the modern era.”

I asked him how he happened to know so much about Iran.

“I make it my point,” he said. “I don't think too highly of the shah’s
politics — his willingness to overthrow his own father and become a
CIA puppet — but it looks as though he’s doing good things for his
country. Perhaps I can learn something from him. If he survives.”

“You think he won’t?”

“He has powerful enemies.”

“And some of the world’s best bodyguards.”

Torrijos gave me a sardonic look. “His secret police, SAVAK, have
the reputation of being ruthless thugs. That doesn’t win many friends.
He won'’t last much longer.” He paused, then rolled his eyes. “Body-
guards? I have a few myself” He waved at the door. “You think they’ll
save my life if your country decides to get rid of me?”

I asked whether he truly saw that as a possibility.

He raised his eyebrows in a manner that made me feel foolish for
asking such a question. “We have the Canal. That’s a lot bigger than
Arbenz and United Fruit.”

I had researched Guatemala, and I understood Torrijos’s mean-
ing. United Fruit Company had been that country’s political equiva-
lent of Panama’s canal. Founded in the late 1800s, United Fruit soon
grew into one of the most powerful forces in Central America. Dur-
ing the early 1950s, reform candidate Jacobo Arbenz was elected
president of Guatemala in an election hailed all over the hemisphere
as a model of the democratic process. At the time, less than 3 percent
of Guatemalans owned 70 percent of the land. Arbenz promised to
help the poor dig their way out of starvation, and after his election
he implemented a comprehensive land reform program.

“The poor and middle classes throughout Latin America ap-
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plauded Arbenz,” Torrijos said. “Personally, he was one of my heroes.
But we also held our breath. We knew that United Fruit opposed
these measures, since they were one of the largest and most oppres-
sive landholders in Guatemala. They also owned big plantations in
Colombia, Costa Rica, Cuba, Jamaica, Nicaragua, Santo Domingo,
and here in Panama. They couldn’t afford to let Arbenz give the rest
of us ideas.”

I knew the rest: United Fruit had launched a major public rela-
tions campaign in the United States, aimed at convincing the Amer-
ican public and congress that Arbenz was part of a Russian plot and
that Guatemala was a Soviet satellite. In 1954, the CIA orchestrated
a coup. American pilots bombed Guatemala City and the democrat-
ically elected Arbenz was overthrown, replaced by Colonel Carlos
Castillo Armas, a ruthless right-wing dictator.

The new government owed everything to United Fruit. By way of
thanks, the government reversed the land reform process, abolished
taxes on the interest and dividends paid to foreign investors, elimi-
nated the secret ballot, and jailed thousands of its critics. Anyone who
dared to speak out against Castillo was persecuted. Historians trace
the violence and terrorism that plagued Guatemala for most of the
rest of the century to the not-so-secret alliance between United Fruit,
the CIA, and the Guatemalan army under its colonel dictator.?

“Arbenz was assassinated,” Torrijos continued. “Political and
character assassination.” He paused and frowned. “How could your
people swallow that CIA rubbish? I won't go so easily. The military
here are my people. Political assassination won’t do.” He smiled.

“The CIA itself will have to kill me!”

We sat in silence for a few moments, each lost in his own thoughts.
Torrijos was the first to speak.

“Do you know who owns United Fruii?” he asked.

“Zapata Oil, George Bush’s company —our UN ambassador.” 1
said.

“A man with ambitions.” He leaned forward and lowered his
volce. “And now I'm up against his cronies at Bechtel.”

This startled me. Bechtel was the world’s most powerful engi-
neering firm and a frequent collaborator on projects with MAIN. In
the case of Panama’s master plan, I had assumed that they were one
of our major competitors.

“What do you mean?”
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“We've been considering building a new canal, a sea-level one,
without locks. It can handle bigger ships. The Japanese may be in-
terested in financing it”

“They're the Canal’s biggest clients.”

“Exactly. Of course, if they provide the money, they will do the
construction.”

It struck me. “Bechtel will be out in the cold.”

“The biggest construction job in recent history” He paused.
“Bechtel’s loaded with Nixon, Ford, and Bush cronies.” (Bush, as U.S.
ambassador to the UN, and Ford, as House Minority Leader and
Chairman of the Republican National Convention, were well-
known to Torrijos as Republican powerbrokers.) “I've been told that
the Bechtel family pulls the strings of the Republican Party.”

This conversation left me feeling very uncomfortable. I was cne
of the people who perpetuated the system he so despised, and I was
certain he knew it. My job of convincing him to accept international
loans in exchange for hiring U.S. engineering and construction firms
appeared to have hit a mammoth wall. I decided to confront him
head-on.

“General,” T asked, “why did you invite me here?”

He glanced at his watch and smiled. “Yes, time now to get down
to our own business. Panama needs your help. I need your help.”

I was stunned. “My help? What can I do for you?”

“We will take back the Canal. But that’s not enough.” He relaxed
into his chair. “We must also serve as a model. We must show that
we care about our poor and we must demonstrate beyond any doubt
that our determination to win our independence is not dictated by
Russia, China, or Cuba. We must prove to the world that Panama is
a reasonable country, that we stand not against the United States
but for the rights of the poor”

He crossed one leg over the other. “In order to do that we need to
build up an economic base that is like none in this hemisphere. Elec-
tricity, ves — but electricity that reaches the poorest of our poor and
is subsidized. The same for transportation and communications.
And especially for agriculture. Doing that will take money —your
money, the World Bank and the Inter-American Development Bank.

Once again, he leaned forward. His eyes held mine. “T understand
that your company wants more work and usually gets it by inflating
the size of projects — wider highways, bigger power plants, deeper
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harbors. This time is different, though. Give me what’s best for my
people, and I'll give you all the work you want.”

What he proposed was totally unexpected, and it both shocked
and excited me. It certainly defied all I had learned at MAIN. Surely,
he knew that the foreign aid game was a sham — he had to know. It
exjsted to make him rich and to shackle his country with debt. It was
there so Panama would be forever obligated to the United States and
the corporatocracy. It was there to keep Latin America on the path of
Manifest Destiny and forever subservient to Washington and Wall
Street. I was certain that he knew that the system was based on the
assumption that all men in power are corruptible, and that his deci-
sion not to use it for his personal benefit would be seen as a threat,
a new form of domino that might start a chain reaction and eventu-
ally topple the entire system.

I looked across the coffee table at this man who certainly under-
stood that because of the Canal he enjoyed a very special and unique
power, and that it placed him in a particularly precarious position.
He had to be careful. He already had established himself as a leader
among LDC leaders. If he, like his hero Arbenz, was determined to
take a stand, the world would be watching. How would the system
react? More specifically, how would the U.S. government react?
Latin American history was littered with dead heroes.

I also knew I was looking at 2 man who challenged all the justifi-
cations I had formulated for my own actions. This man certainly had
his share of personal flaws, but he was no pirate, no Henry Morgan
or Franeis Drake — those swashbuckling adventurers who used let-
ters of marque from English kings as a cloak to legitimatize piracy.
The picture on the billboard had not been your typical political de-
ception. “Omar’s ideal is freedom; the missile is not invented that
can kill an ideal!” Hadn't Tom Paine penned something similar?

It made me wonder, though. Perhaps ideals do not die, but what
about the men behind them? Che, Arbenz, Allende; the latter was
the only one still alive, but for how long? And it raised another ques-
tion: how would I respond if Torrijos were thrust into the role of
martyr?

By the time I left him we both understood that MAIN would get
the contract for the master plan, and that [ would see to it that we
did Torrijos’s bidding.
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& CHAPTER 14

Entering a New and Sinister Period
in Economic History

As chief economist, 1 not only was in charge of a department at
MAIN and responsible for the studies we carried out around the
globe, but 1 also was expected to be conversant with current eco-
nomic trends and theories. The early 1970s were a time of major
shifts in international economics.

During the 1960s, a group of countries had formed OPEC, the
cartel of oil-producing nations, largely in response to the power of
the big refining companies. Iran was also a major factor. Even though
the shah owed his position and possibly his life to the United States’
clandestine intervention during the Mossadegh struggle —or per-
haps because of that fact —the shah was acutely aware that the
tables could be turned on him at any time. The heads of state of other
petroleum-rich nations shared this awareness and the paranoia that
accompanied it. They also knew that the major international oil
companies, known as “The Seven Sisters,” were collaborating to hold
down petroleum prices —and thus the revenues they paid to the pro-
ducing countries — as a means of reaping their own windfall profits.
OPEC was organized in order to strike back.

This all came to a head in the early 1970s, when OPEC brought
the industrial giants to their knees. A series of concerted actions,
ending with a 1973 oil embargo symbolized by long lines at U.S. gas
stations, threatened to bring on an economic catastrophe rivaling
the Great Depression. It was a systemic shock to the developed
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world economy, and of a magnitude that few people could begin
to comprehend.

The oil erisis could not have come at a worse time for the United
States. It was a confused nation, full of fear and self-doubt, reeling
from a humiliating war in Vietnam and a president who was about
to resign. Nixon’s problems were not limited to Southeast Asia and
Watergate. He had stepped up to the plate during an era that, in ret-
rospect, would be understood as the threshold of a new epoch in
world politics and economics. In those days, it seemed that the “little
guys,” including the OPEC countries, were getting the upper hand.

I was fascinated by world events. My bread was buttered by the
corporatocracy, yet some secret side of me enjoyed watching my
masters being put in their places. T suppose it assuaged my guilt a
bit. I saw the shadow of Thomas Paine standing on the sidelines,
cheering OPEC on.

None of us could have been aware of the full impact of the em-
bargo at the time it was happening. We certainly had our theories,
but we could not understand what has sinee become clear. In hind-
sight, we know that economic growth rates after the oil crisis were
about half those prevailing in the 1950s and 1G60s, and that they
have taken place against much greater inflationary pressure. The
growth that did occur was structurally different and did not create
nearly as many jobs, so unemployment soared. To top it all off, the
international monetary system took a blow; the network of fixed
exchange rates, which had prevailed since the end of World War I1,
essentially collapsed.

During that time, I frequently got together with friends to discuss
these matters over lunch or over beers after work. Some of these peo-
ple worked for me — my staff included very smart men and women,
mostly young, who for the most part were freethinkers, at least by
conventional standards. Others were executives at Boston think tanks
or professors at local colleges, and one was an assistant to a state
congressmain. These were informal meetings, sometimes attended
by as few as two of us, while others might include a dozen partici-
pants. The sessions were always lively and raucous.

When I look back at those discussions, I am embarrassed by the
sense of superiority T often felt. T knew things I could not share. My
friends sometimes flaunted their credentials — connections on Beacon
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Hill or in Washington, professorships and PhDs—and I would an-
swer this in my role as chief economist of & major consulting firm,
who traveled around the world first class. Yet, I could not discuss my
private meetings with men like Torrijos, or the things I knew about
the ways we were manipulating countries on every continent, It was
both a source of inner arrogance and a frustration.

When we talked about the power of the little guys, I had to exer-
cise a great deal of restraint. I knew what none of them could possibly
know, that the corporatocracy, its band of EHMs, and the jackals
waiting in the background would never allow the little guys to gain
control. I only had to draw upon the examples of Arbenz and
Mossadegh — and more recently, upon the 1973 CIA overthrow of
Chile’s democratically elected president, Salvador Allende. In fact, I
understood that the stranglehold of global empire was growing
stronger, despite OPEC — or, as I suspected at the time but did not
confirm until later, with OPEC’s help.

Our conversations often focused on the similarities between the
early 1970s and the 1930s. The latter represented a major watershed
in the international economy and in the way it was studied, analyzed,
and perceived. That decade opened the door to Keynesian economics
and to the idea that government should play a major role in manag-
ing markets and providing services such as health, unemployment
compensation, and other forms of welfare. We were moving away
from old assumptions that markets were self-regulating and that the
state’s intervention should be minimal.

The Depression resulted in the New Deal and in policies that pro-
moted economic regulation, governmental financial manipulation,
and the extensive application of fiscal policy. In addition, both the
Depression and World War II led to the creation of organizations
like the World Bank, the IMF, and the General Agreement on Tariffs
and Trade (GATT). The 1960s was a pivotal decade in this period
and in the shift from neoclassic to Keynesian economics. It happened
under the Kennedy and Johnson administrations, and perhaps the
most important single influence was one man, Robert McNamara.

McNamara was a frequent visitor to our discussion groups —in
absentia, of course. We all knew about his meteoric rise to fame,
from manager of planning and financial analysis at Ford Motor
Company in 1949 to Ford’s president in 1960, the first company
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head selected from outside the Ford family. Shortly after that,
Kennedy appointed him secretary of defense.

McNamara became a strong advocate of a Kevnesian approach to
government, using mathematical models and statistical approaches
to determine troop levels, allocation of funds, and other strategies in
Vietnam. His advocacy of “aggressive leadership” became a hallmark
not only of government managers but also of corporate executives. It
formed the basis of a new philosophical approach to teaching man-
agement at the nation’s top business schools, and it ultimately led to a
new breed of CEOs who would spearhead the rush to global empire.l

As we sat around the table discussing world events, we were es-
pecially fascinated by McNamara’s role as president of the World
Bank, a job he accepted soon after leaving his post as secretary of de-
fense. Most of my friends focused on the fact that he symbolized what
was popularly known as the military-industrial complex. He had
held the top position in a major corporation, in a government cabinet,
and now at the most powerful bank in the world. Such an apparent
breach in the separation of powers horrified many of them; I may
have been the only one among us who was not in the least surprised.

I see now that Robert McNamara’s greatest and most sinister
contribution to history was to jockey the World Bank into becoming
an agent of global empire on a scale never before witnessed. He also
set a precedent. His ability to bridge the gaps between the primary
components of the corporatocracy would be fine-tuned by his suc-
cessors. For instance, George Shultz was secretary of the treasury
and chairman of the Council on Economic Policy under Nixon,
served as Bechtel president, and then became secretary of state under
Reagan. Caspar Weinberger was a Bechtel vice president and general
council, and later the secretary of defense under Reagan. Richard
Helms was Johnson’s CIA director and then became ambassador to
Iran under Nixon. Richard Cheney served as secretary of defense
under George H. W. Bush, as Halliburton president, and as U.S. vice
president to George W. Bush. Even a president of the United States,
George H. W. Bush, began as founder of Zapata Petroleum Corp,
served as U.S. ambassador to the U.N. under presidents Nixon and
Ford, and was Ford’s C1A director.

Looking back, I am struck by the innocence of those days. In many
respects, we were still caught up in the old approaches to empire
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building. Kermit Roosevelt had shown us a better way when he over-
threw an Iranian democrat and replaced him with a despotic king.
We EHMs were accomplishing many of our objectives in places like
Indonesia and Ecuador, and yet Vietnam was a stunning example of
how easily we could slip back into old patterns.

It would take the leading member of OPEC, Saudi Arabia, to
change that.
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& CHAPTER 15

The Saudi Arabian
Money-laundering Affair

in 1974, a diplomat from Saudi Arabia showed me photos of Riyadh,
the capital of his country. Included in these photos was a herd of
goats rummaging among piles of refuse outside a government build-
ing. When T asked the diplomat about them, his response shocked
me. He told me that they were the city’s main garbage disposal system.

“No self-respecting Saudi would ever collect trash,” he said. “We
leave it to the beasts.”

Goats! In the capital of the world’s greatest oil kingdom. It seemed
unbelievable.

At the time, I was one of a group of consultants just beginning to
try to piece together a solution to the oil crisis. Those goats led me to
an understanding of how that solution might evolve, especially given
the country’s pattern of development over the previous three centuries.

Saudi Arabia’s history is full of violence and religious fanaticism.
In the eighteenth century, Mohammed ibn Saud, a local warlord,
joined forces with fundamentalists from the ultraconservative Wah-
habi sect. It was a powerful union, and during the next two hundred
years the Saud family and their Wahhabi allies conquered most of
the Arabian Peninsula, including Islam’s holiest sites, Mecca and
Medina.

Saudi society reflected the puritanical idealism of its founders,
and a strict interpretation of Koranic beliefs was enforced. Religious
police ensured adherence to the mandate to pray five times a day.
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Women were required to cover themselves from head to toe. Pun-
ishment for criminals was severe; public executions and stonings
were commaon. During my first visit to Riyadh, I was amazed when
my driver told me I could leave my camera, briefcase, and even my
wallet in plain sight inside our car, parked near the open market,
without locking it.

“No one,” he said, “would think of stealing here. Thieves have
their hands cut off.”

Later that day, he asked me if I would like to visit so-called Chop
Chop Square and watch a beheading. Wahhabism’s adherence to
what we would consider extreme puritanism made the streets safe
from thieves — and demanded the harshest form of corporal pun-
ishment for those who violated the laws. I declined the invitation.

The Saudi view of religion as an important element of politics
and economics contributed to the oil embarga that shook the Western
world. On October 6, 1973 (Yom Kippur, the holiest of Jewish holi-
days), Egypt and Syria launched simultaneous attacks on Israel. It was
the beginning of the October War — the fourth and most destructive
of the Arab-Israeli wars, and the one that would have the greatest
impact on the world. Egypt’s President Sadat pressured Saudi Ara-
bia’s King Faisal to retaliate against the United States’ complicity
with Israel by employing what Sadat referred to as “the oil weapon.”
On October 16, Iran and the five Arab Gulf states, including Saudi
Arabia, announced a 70 percent increase in the posted price of oil.

Meeting in Kuwait City, Arab oil ministers pondered further op-
tions. The Iraqi representative was vehemently in favor of targeting
the United States. He called on the other delegates to nationalize
American businesses in the Arab world, to impose a total oil embargo
on the United States and on all other nations friendly to Israel, and
to withdraw Arab funds from every American bank. He pointed out
that Arab bank accounts were substantial and that this action could
result in a panic not unlike that of 1929.

Other Arab ministers were reluctant to agree to such a radical
plan, but on October 17 they did decide to move forward with a more
limited embargo, which would begin with a 5 percent cut in pro-
duction and then impose an additional 5 percent reduction every
month until their political objectives were met. They agreed that the
United States should be punished for its pro-Israeli stance and
should therefore have the most severe embargo levied against it.
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Several of the countries attending the meeting announced that they
would implement cutbacks of 10 percent, rather than 5 percent.

On October 19, President Nixon asked Congress for $2.2 billion
in aid to Israel. The next day, Saudi Arabia and other Arab produc-
ers imposed a total embargo on oil shipments to the United States.!

The oil embargo ended on March 18, 1974. Its duration was short,
its impact immense. The selling price of Saudi oil leaped from 51.39
a barrel on January 1, 1970, to $8.32 on January 1, 1974.2 Politicians
and future administrations would never forget the lessons learned
during the early- to mid-1970s. In the long run, the trauma of those
few months served to strengthen the corporatocracy; its three pillars
— big corporations, international banks, and government — bonded
as never before. That bond would endure.

The embargo also resulted in significant attitude and policy
changes. It convinced Wall Street and Washington that such an em-
bargo could never again be tolerated. Protecting our oil supplies had
elways been a priority; after 1973, it became an obsession. The em-
bargo elevated Saudi Arabia’s status as a player in world politics and
forced Washington to recognize the kingdom’s strategic importance
to our own economy. Furthermore, it encouraged U.S. corporatoc-
racy leaders to search desperately for methods to funnel petrodollars
back to America, and to ponder the fact that the Saudi government
lacked the administrative and institutional frameworks to properly
manage its mushrooming wealth.

For Saudi Arabia, the additional oil income resulting from the
price hikes was a mixed blessing. It filled the national coffers with
billions of dallars; however, it also served to undermine some of the
strict religious beliefs of the Wahhabis. Wealthy Saudis traveled
around the world. They attended schools and universities in Europe
and the United States. They bought fancy cars and furnished their
houses with Western-style goods. Conservative religious beliefs were
replaced by a new form of materialism — and it was this materialism
that presented a solution to fears of future oil crises.

Almost immediately after the embargo ended, Washington began
negotiating with the Saudis, offering them technical support, military
hardware and training, and an opportunity to bring their nation into
the twentieth century, in exchange for petrodollars and, most impor-
tantly, assurances that there would never again be another oil embargo.
The negotiations resulted in the creation of a most extraordinary
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organization, the United States—Saudi Arabian Joint Economic Com-
mission. Known as JECOR, it embodied an innovative concept that
was the opposite of traditional foreign aid programs: it relied on
Saudi money to hire American firms to build up Saudi Arabia.

Although overall management and fiscal responsibility were
delegated to the U.S. Department of the Treasury, this commission
was independent to the extreme. Ultimately, it would spend billions
of dollars over a period of more than twenty-five years, with virtually
no congressional oversight. Because no U.S. funding was involved,
Congress had no authority in the matter, despite Treasury’s role. After
studying JECOR extensively, David Holden and Richard Johns con-
clude, “It was the most far-reaching agreement of its kind ever
concluded by the U.S. with a developing country. It had the potential
to entrench the U.S. deeply in the Kingdom, fortifying the concept of
mutual interdependence.”3

The Department of the Treasury brought MAIN in at an early
stage to serve as an adviser. I was summoned and teld that my job
would be critical, and that everything I did and learned should be
considered highly confidential. From my vantage point, it seemed
like a clandestine operation. At the time, I was led to believe that
MAIN was the lead consultant in that process; 1 subsequently
came to realize that we were one of several consultants whose ex-
pertise was sought.

Since everything was done in the greatest secrecy, I was not privy
to Treasury’s discussions with other consultants, and I therefore
cannot be certain about the importance of my role in this precedent-
setting deal. T do know that the arrangement established new stan-
dards for EHMs and that it launched innovative alternatives to the
traditional approaches for advancing the interests of empire. I also
know that most of the scenarios that evolved from my studies were
ultimately implemented, that MAIN was rewarded with one of the
first major — and extremely profitable — contracts in Saudi Arabia,
and that I received a large bonus that vear.

My job was to develop forecasts of what might happen in Saudi
Arabia if vast amounts of maoney were invested in its infrastructure,
and to map out scenarios for spending that money. In short, T was
asked to apply as much creativity as I could to justifying the infusion of
hundreds of millions of dollars into the Saudi Arabian economy, un-
der conditions that would include U.S. engineering and construction
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companies. [ was told to do this on my own, not to rely on my staff,
and T was sequestered in a small conference room several floors
above the one where my department was located. I was warned that
my job was both a matter of national security and potentially very lu-
crative for MAIN.

I understood, of course, that the primary objective here was not
the usual — to burden this country with debts it could never repay —
but rather to find ways that would assure that a large portion of
petrodollars found their way back to the United States. In the process,
Saudi Arabia would be drawn in, its economy would become increas-
ingly intertwined with and dependent upon ours, and presumably it
would grow more Westernized and therefore more sympathetic with
and integrated into our system.

Once I got started, I realized that the goats wandering the streets
of Riyadh were the symbolic key; they were a sore point among
Saudis jet-setting around the world. Those goats begged to be replaced
by something more appropriate for this desert kingdom that craved
entry into the modern world. I also knew that OPEC economists
were stressing the need for oil-rich countries to obtain more value-
added products from their petroleuin. Rather than simply exporting
crude oil, the economists were urging these countries to develop in-
dustries of their own, to use this oil to produce petroleum-based
products they could sell to the rest of the world at a higher price than
that brought by the crude itself.

This twin realization opened the door to a strategy 1 felt certain
would be a win-win situation for everyone. The goats, of course, were
merely an entry point. Qil revenues could be employed to hire U.S.
companies to replace the goats with the world’s most modern garbage
collection and disposal system, and the Saudis could take great pride
in this state-of-the-art technology.

I came to think of the goats as one side of an equation that could
ke applied to most of the kingdom’s economic sectors, a formula for
success in the eyes of the royal family, the U.S. Department of the
Treasury, and my bosses at MAIN. Under this formula, money would
be earmarked to create an industrial sector focused on transforming
raw petroleum into finished products for export. Large petrochem-
ical complexes would rise from the desert, and around them, huge
industrial parks. Naturaliy, such a plan would also require the con-
struction of thousands of megawatis of electrical generating capacity,
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