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The Band’s Final Concert in a
Vivid Film by Martin Scorsese

By Kenneth Turan

At its best, The Band makes good the grandiose claim
that it plays The Music: a hypnotic, joyous sound, music
that, as critic Greil Marcus says, “gave us a sure sense
that the country was richer than we had guessed, that
it had possibilities we were only beginning to perceive.”
And when “The Last Waltz,” a film record of The Band’s
final concert, is at its best, it is as satisfying as that
musie; but that is only at its best, and not without a

struggle.

When word got out that The Band’s Thanksgiving 1976
finale at San Francisco’s Winterland would be filmed,
the excitement generated was only partly due to the
group’s preeminent rock status. Most of it came from
the realization that for the first time in rock film his-
tory a superb group of cinema technicians would be in

control.

“The Last Waltz”” was to be the first rock film shot in
35mm and the first to use a 24-track recording system.
It was to be directed by Martin Scorsese, best known for
“Taxi Driver” and “Alice Doesn’t Live Here Anymore,”
but in a previous.incarnation an editor of both “Wood-

See WALTZ, C9, Col. 1

From left, Rick Danko, Robbie Robertson, Garth
Hudson and Bob Dylan.
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Voice From
Front Lines

After Angola and Vietnam, Former Agent
John Stockwell Is the Newest Whistle-Blower

By Sally Quinn

“We were only playing a game,” he says,
fingering the heavy silver cross which hangs
on a long chain across his chest. “I was serv-
ing the home office. I was doing what 1 was
supposed to do. There are definite threads of
guilt in my past. These things trouble me. But
T'm less bothered since I left and I'm. not do-
ing them any more.”

John Stockwell leans against the banquette
of the Madison Hotel coffee shop, speaking in
slow deliberate tones, only a slight Texas lilt
jn his voice. He is clear-eyed, direct and humor-
less. He sits ramrod straight and talks with the
same ease and absence of emotion as anyone
would who has repeated horrible stories so

many times that they become devoid of mean--
-, ing.

' He is quite handsome at 40. In fact, if you
didn’t know he was a former CIA agent you
might take him for a country singer.

He has the mustache of the day, the proper
long sideburns, the red turtleneck sweater un-
der the sport jacket, the chain and cross hang-
ing around his neck.

It is the same handsome, controlled face, the
same unflinching gaze that millions of people
first saw Sunday night on “60 Minutes” when
John Stockwell went public after a year and a
half in secrecy writing his expose of the CIA
Angola operation, .“In Search of Enemies—A
CIA Story.”

He talks about the “thread of guilt,” the
“things that bother” him. Like for instance
the coup he says he almost engineered while
he was stationed in Abidjan, the Ivory Coast:

It was in a small neighboring country which
he refused to name. He recruited an agent,
then insisted that the agent find unrest. The
agent couldn’t find any unrest. “Well,” asked
Stockwell, “what about your cousin?” The
agent was on the payroll Without unrest he
would lose his fee. The agent reported his
cousin was unhappy. Soon the cousin was pro-
moting a coup. “We hatched ourselves a little
plot,” says Stockwell, solemnly. But the cousin
had agitated a coup and soon Stockwell was
meeting secretly with the president of the coun-
try at night to warn him. The coup was avert-
ed the night before it was scheduled. His agent:
was arrested and thrown in jail for seven
years.

“«It never occurred to me then,” he says now,
“that 1 was fomenting a coup. But I do know
that my recruit would never have talked to his
cousin about a coup if I hadn’t set it up.”

It may not seem so from his calm demeanor,
his cool manner, his self-assurance, but John
Stockwell is a confused man.

John Stockwell is facing a moral dilemma,
a crisis of moral values and ethics right in the
middle of his life.

See STOCKWELL, C3, Col. 1

Left photo by Ellsworth Davis—The Washington Post
John Stockwell, left, and illustration
from the jacket of his book, top right.

Lower right, a UNITA member in
Angola and soldiers in South Vietnam.

‘Tell Him the Fire ’§ Out’

By Art Buclwald

National Secretaries’ Week has
come and gone, and now we are cele-
brating National Rejection Week,
dedicated to the people who are re-
jected by secretaries who won't let
them through to speak to their bosses.
Many secretaries are so protective of
their bosses that it's impossible to
break the phone barrier.

Oglethorpe has solved the problem
and many people may be curious as
to how he has done it.

“The thing that really tees me off
is when a secretary says in a very
intimidating voice, ‘Mr. Golson is in a
meeting. May I inquire what you're
calling about?” I keep a list of re-
sponses on my wall which I refer to,
depending on my mood.”

“What are some of them?” I asked
him.

“My f{favorite,” he replied, “is,

~Capitol—1)unishment

‘“Yes, I'm at his house now with a
truckload of pork bellies that he
bought in the commodities market,
and 1 wish to know whether he wants
me to dump them on his lawn or put
them in his cellar.”

“This works?”

“It never fails. I'm put through
right away. Another one I use with
equal success is, ‘Tell Mr. Golson we
just got his tests back from the lab,
and it could be good news or bad
news depending on how he takes it.”"

Oglethorpe said, “When the sec-
retary asks, ‘Do you know Mr. Gol-
son?’ I say, ‘No, but I'm from his
jnsurance company and I just wanted
to tell him the fire has been put out
and the only real structural damage
to his house was the roof.'”

“Beautiful,” I said, “that would even
get him out of a board of directors
meeting.”

“There are some secretaries who
are very nosy and will ask, ‘What is
your business, please?’ And then 1
say, ‘Mr. Golson left his American
Express card on the waterbed of the

Silk Pussycat Motel the other after-
noon and we were wondering if he
wanted to pick it up or have it
mailed to him."”

“You really play hardball,” I said.

“Sometimes you have to with guys
who won't take your calls. I also
reply to the same query, ‘¢ This is his
pharmacist. Just tell him if he took
any pills I gave him yesterday to have
his stomach pumped out, as my boy
delivered Mrs. Klingle's prescription
to him by mistake.’”

Oglethorpe told me he has an an-
swer for every secretary. “1f she
says, ‘Mr. Golson is tied up. Can you
speak to somebody else?’ I tell her,
‘I don't think so. We're planning a
Time magazine cover on solid waste,
and we're thinking of doing it on Mr.
Golson.’ Or, ‘He’s been cleared for the
ambassadorship post and there are

just a few more questions I have to
ask him.'”

“What is your record on getting
through with the last one?” I asked
Oglethorpe.

“Three seconds, There’s one I use
when the secretary is pretty nosy
about the nature of the call and it
alw:ays works. I lower my voice to a
whisper and say, ‘I can't tell you
what I'm calling about, and your life
will be in danger if anyone in the
S()l‘{i'et Union finds out I made this
call’”

. “Give me some more,” 1 said, writ-
ing them all down.

“Well, sometimes I might say, ‘I'm
the manager of the Aknee Tow Truck
Co., and one of my new drivers was
towing your boss’ car away and acci-
dentally rammed it into a brick wall.’
And then there’s the salad oil ploy.
‘If Mr. Golson had oil on his salad
yesterday I think I better talk to him,
Apparently the can it came in from
Sicily was damaged in shipping.'"”

“What if the secretary has heard
them all?”

“Then I drop the bomb on her. 1
say angrily, ‘I found Mr. Golson’s
private number in my wife's handbag
and I want to know what the hell it
was doing there.'”

@ 1978, Los Angeles Timea
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Budapest s
Blue Jeans

Revolution

Levi’s Sets Up Shop
To Meet the Craze
By Michael Dobbs

SDeci;ll to The Washington Post
BUDAPEST—Hungary has become
the first communist country to offici-
ally embrace one of the most endur-
ing symbols of a cdnsumer society—
the craze for blue jeans.

For years young Hungarians, like
their counterparts eclsewhere in East-
ern Europe, have been prepared to g0
to enormous lengths to acquire a paur
of shrinkable, fadeable American
jeans. Smuggled into the country ille-
gally or bought literally off the bot-
toms of foreign tourists sightseeing in
Budapest, a pair of i.evi's could fetch
up to $150 on the black market.

But beginning in June, amid grow-
ing public excitement fed by unprece-
dented publicity in the official press,
Hungary is to start producing its own
high-quality jeans under licence from
the U.S. San Francisco-based firm of
Levi Strauss.

The contract, which was signed.in
Budapest last October following
lengthy negotiations, marks the first
major breakthrough by an American
manufacturer into the potentially
huge East European market for jeans,
But it also reflects a significant turn-
around in official communist attitudes
toward an item of clothing that was
once equated with political opposition
or an unhealthy admiration for the
West.

Demand for jeans has reached such
a pitch in Hungary that a Budapest
newspaper recently observed, in an
article titled “The Tribulations of

See JEANS, C17, Col. 1
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STOCKWELL, From C1

In 1984, when he joined the CIA,
it appeared to him to be the honor
able thing to do. Today, in 1978, after
Vietnam, after.the defeat and em-
barrassment of Angola and other CIA
and U.S. military operatigns, after
Watergate, today in the era of ‘The
New Morality, it no longer appears
to be the honorable thing to do.

John Stockwell knows it. And he's
sorry. .

“I'm guilty,” he says comfortably,
this newest penitent-spy-of-the-week,
the CIA’s latest whistleblower with a
book to sell.

In the old days John Stockwell liked
the idea of making a lot of money.
Now, he says, “If I made a lot of
money on this book. if T got rich off
this book. 1 would feel uncomfortable..
T think it would be an inappropriate
thing. War is a dirty thing. It is a
crime against humanity and I partici-
pated. To run off and make a fortune
off of it would trouble me.”

This, even though he now admits
his guilt. “I shared the blame,” he
says. “I did speak out against our
programs while I was in the agency.”
He pauses. “But that wouldn’t get me
very far in a moral court. I protested.
But I did it anyway.”

Nonetheless, Stockwell says that
he would have felt differently if the
operations in both Vietnam and An-
gola had been successful.

“1 thought it was callous, but if
you’re going to do something, do it
right,” he says. “It's like speaking a
language. If you don’t speak it well
you should just speak it louder. And
besides, history has a tendency to vin-
dicate winners. At least people would
say that America is serious. But to
igo into a program that is doomed to
ail . ..” .

_Mercenaries and Call Girls «

Stockwell is now on a publicity tour
not designed to fail. “All my friends
agreed that ‘60 Minutes’ would be
the best way to present the book,”
he says.

On “60 Minutes” he alleged that
the CIA had deliberately destabilized

. Angola iIn preparation for a war

against communism, that it had hired
mercenaries and sent advisers to
Angola, that it encouraged the South
Africans to intervene, that it dissemin-
ated false stories to be distributed to
the press and that it even recruited
call girls to spy for it.

He also charged that former CIA di-
rector William Colby had led the cov-
er-up, withholding this information

_ from Congress. Colby has denied this.

For that reason, John Stockwell
can understand, identify with a John

Dean.

“1 had a certain sympathy for John
Dean,” he says. “The nation didn’t
but I did. You're in the White House,
you're working for the president,
you're part of the team, they're tell-
ing you what to do. It's very simple
. for people on the outside to say,
‘Why didn’t you quit?’ But that takes
more than they know. To tear your-
self out of an organization ... You
have ambitions, you have loyalties.
You're taught that people who do
those things are traitors and finks.”

All that is behind him now, he says.
“I've gotten out in the outside world.
I've gotten to know newspaper and TV
people, people in the publishing world.
I've learned that journalists have a
lot of integrity. In the CIA we saw
journalists as irresponsible liberals.

“I'm much more of a liberal now
than I was 10 years ago. Do you re-
alize at least 12 journalists knew about
my book while I was writing it and
not one of them exposed me?”

Spies With Integrity

John Stockwell grew up in Texas
where his father was an engineer at
Dow Chemical, then spent eight years in
the Congo deep in the bush where his
father was sent to work on a hydro-
electric plant. He went back to the
University of Texas, then joined the
Marines. He signed up with a recon-
naisance company at Camp Lejeune.
“Instead of doing drills I was parachut-
ing from planes and scuba diving,” he
says. “It was real post-adolescent fun.”

After his marriage and the birth of
his children (he has two boys and-a
girl) he quit, went back to Texas for
a while, then worked in the sales de-
partment at Gates Rubber Co. in Den-
ver, Colo.

There he was recruited for the CIA,
partly because of his Marine Corps
background, partly because of his
African experience and the languages
he learned there.

“I hadn’t realized how attractive I
looked to them or I would have gone
in at a grade higher than GS-9,” he
says.

He was 27 at the time, still impres-
sionable. And, as he recalls, “I was
ripe for the picking. I was restless.
1 was terribly naive. I saw the world
divided between the good guys and
the bad guys. We were the good guys.
We were going to save the world
from communism. I was highly recep-
tive. I felt right about what 1 was
doing.”

Stockwell’s version of his CIA days:
During his indoctrinatign he ran up
against what looked like trouble. He
was asked if, because of his mission-
ary schooling (in the Congo) he would
be suitable for the CIA. He thought
his questioners meant killing, and
immediately became upset, saying he

evelations and a Penitent Voice

“would not be able to kill. “The inter-

viewer reassured me that the CIA
didn’t have any intention of doing
that sort of thing,” he recalls. “They
just wanted to know if I was tough
enough to resist Communists. And
they told me that their best officers
were the ones with the highest
integrity.” )

“Sometimes,” he says, “I'd be out
jogging with my chief and I'd turn to
him and say, ‘Come clean, doesn’t the
agency kill people?’ But they always
denied it.”s

In 1966 John Stockwell was sent
overseas to Africa. “I went with great
confidence and selferighteousness. I
was the perfect prototype.”

Abidjan, the Ivory Coast—his first
disappointment. “There were no tar-
gets. The country was stable and pro-
American. All we did was scurry
about getting reports on the health
of the president. My boss kept telling
us that they were expecting a heavy
influx of Chinese and Russians. But
he was an empire builder. He wanted
more men under him. But I thought
I ought to be out saving the world
from communism.”

Stockwell also was upset that the
CIA office was listed in the phone
book. “People kept coming up to me
at cocktail parties and asking me
what was going on at the CIA.”

When Stockwell asked about it, his
boss told him everybody knew who
they were anyway.

“It didn’t make any sense to me,”
says Stockwell, “but my rationale was
that it was not appropriate for me to
question anything, even whether or
not we should be there.”

That was to be his continuing ra-
tionale for the rest of his tenure at
the agency. “Ours not to reason why.
“I just figured,” he says, “that there
were a bunch of generals back in
Washington with a big map moving
pins around and my job was to look

~ . e VR

as good as possible, to learn as much
as possible and to look forward to a
better assignment. ’

“Fm a hard-riving, hard-working
person,” he adds. “So I just made a
lot of recruitments.” It was in do-
ing this assignment that Stockwell
engireered in his famous attempted
coup. v

Even though his agent ended up in
jail for 'seven years, Stockwell and
his station presented it as ‘“a beauti-
ful intelligence operation,” engi-
neered raises and congratulations for
themselves, “I left just in time,” he
says. “I didn't have time to sit around
and let my conscience bother me.”

Stockwell's madcap tales of CIA.

blundering may sound 1like scripts
from the theater of the absurd. But
Stockwell isn’t laughing.

Onward and upward to his next
assignment — Lubumbashi, Zambia—
and his next disappointment. “Again,”
he says, ‘“there were no targets.
Mostly I just charged around trying
desperately to justify my existence.”

Next assignment—Burundi. “At 30
that was a big break. It was full of
excitement, lots of targets, lots of
Soviets. We ran operations against
them. Got their ambassador expelled!
It was a Cold War game. We were the

. front-line soldiers.”

Nevertheless, Stockwell says it was
in Burundi that he had his first talks
with his wife about resigning. She
was against his work, did not like
the CIA. “She saw things more clear-
1y, said it was a bad outfit; I argued
against her.”

His marriage began to dissolve.
And it was there that he secretly
had to admit that “we were not con-
tributing to peace in that country.
We were stirring things up.”

One of the things he says he had
to, rationalize was the death of an
agént he had recruited. “He had a
wife and six children. And he had
never contributed one single piece of
intelligence. It was pointless. He was
picked up and executed.”

End to Rational izing

For most people who suffer a moral
metamorphosis, there is a turning
point.

John Stockwell says he had one of
these. It was Vietnam.

“Before that,” he says, “I could ra-
tionalize that maybe the CIA was
not competent but then maybe HEW,
AID and the State Department
weren’t either. Then I was assigned
Vietnam. The operations were grotes-
quely inefficient. It was Catch-22.

“Ninety-eight percent of the people
we dealt with were fabricated be-
cause if you didn’t recruit you were
leaned on or busted. So we invented
recruits. And then when we evacuated
Vietnam we had to dump our Viet-

‘rom the CIA Lines |

‘namese case officers. My boss said
-we had no responsibility for theém. It
was their misfortune to be born Viet-
namese. That was intolerable to my
‘self-image. I tried- to help them. But
in the end we dumped them. I told
. my bosses I was going to .resign. I
«told them to screw their medals.”
‘. Why didn’t he resign?

“Well, it got worse. Well, it’s, well,
you have to understand. I was get-
ting divorced. On the other hand,
Vietnam was .as good a place as any
to weather a‘divorce. I enjoyed the
physical aspects of it. I was in a
pleasant little post. I played a lot
of tennis. My idea was to get through

"the divorce in Vietnam, come back
and get a good assignment in Africa.”

When he got back in 1975 he was
promoted to GS-1¢.

“Professionally c¢verything was go-
ing fine.”

He didn’t resign. I decided T didn't
want to stay in operations but I had
to have my paychecks. I had financial
obligations. But I was sick of clande-
stine services. I was not a renegade.
I wanted to find another niche, keep
a career, get promoted, make more
money, have respect.”

Nevertheless he enjoyed minor re-
bellions. Like wearing his representa-
tion of the Southern Cross of Africa.
“J had it in my junk and needed some-
thing to clip by CIA badge on to.
Everybody gave me a lot of trouble
about it at Langley, teased me so be-
cause I was wearing body jewelry and
accused me of being a hippie or some-
thing. It became a trademark. Then

I was faced with a decision. I had to
meet the director. Should 1 wear it
or not? If he'd been offended by it
1 wouldn’t have been given any good
assignments. But I wore it and he
wasn’t offended. Other days I would
wear a bush jacket. That was part of
the charisma. You've been overseas
so you’d show up in a bush jacket,
you know.” :
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recalled as chief of' Angola operations§
“My jaw really dropped. My first|
reaction was to say.no. But what got!
me was curiosity. There was no ha

in listening. I was deeply intrigued
And before I had always been on &,
lower level. I really wasn’t qualifiedi
to make judgments. )

“Here,” he says, “I would be chief?
of staff. There was no force that wasd}
going to make me resign for the next:
three months. I was confiderit I knewy
what it was about. And it was a very!!
competitive situation.” i

Angola—next assignment-—next diss
appointment. “It was a hard and:
somewhat disgusting lesson. Coveri{,:
little wars don’t work. Thirty millio
dollars is not enough. Thirty million;
dollars is a nothing war. And be-
sides. being secret you could doii
nothing.” B!

For the first time in the interview!
John Stockwell demonstrates somej}
passion. “If we'd had Puff The Magich
Dragon (a specially equipped air-1
craft).” he says., “it's got tons of.
bullets, it’s incredible, if we'd had!}
that weapon we -would have won the-
war in Angola. But we could neveri;
have done it secretly the way we hadv-j
to. 1 felt a covert operation would’}
never work.” ¢

So it was then that John Stockwell |
finally decided to resign from the+
agency. »

“I spent six months making the
decision,” he says. “Should I resign,
put on a trenchcoat and walk off into
the fog as spies are supposed to do?
Should T go to a reporter, cut off
my options for the future. cause a
stir and totally cut myself off from
the agency, or should I write a book
and tell the full story.”

The book won out. And he didn't
have to wrestle with his conscience ;
long. “1 think it would be impossible ”;
to write such a book if I believed :
the agency was essential to national-
security.” -

And for this reason he has no ob-
jections to anyone leaving ithe agency
and spilling the goods. He believes, --
instead, that the CIA should be an
intelligence - gathering  organization
only, with no covert operations, no
involvement in paramilitary opera-
tions.

“I have wound up profoundly skep-
tical and distrustful of the secrecy
game,” he says. “Secrecy breeds med-
iocrity and arrogance.”

He says he will not make a career
off of the CIA but that he doesn’t
know what he will do with nis life
alter “I see this thing through.”

He has a couple of ideas, though.

“\Writing a novel about Africa and
Vietnam,” says John Stockwell, a
novitiate in the New Morality. “And
of course journalism is a possibility™ "}

" He took three months off, then wat%
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WE HAVE YOUR SUMMER SHAPES.
LEARN HOW TO WEAR THEM.

Pants you simply wrap or gather ... then tie. Tops that billow
and breeze with your every step. This is off-hand dressing
with the greatest of ease. In dair-conditioned cottons
gathered from India. And yours to enjoy this summer in our
Hindu Kush collection. Begin with our slouchy shirt styled with
‘a mere suggestion of sleeve pleats in natural, blue, peach or
\lavender for sizes psm, 20.00. Then, wide banded, wrap-
‘pants that narrow as they descend; black, rust or royal blue,
lpsm, 3200. Or, slip into our long sleeved tunic in natural,
lpeach or lavender, p,sm, 26.00. And drawstring pants that
‘4@ over hidden button front; aqua, natural, peach or laven-
der, sm., 25.00. All, Garfinckel’s Sportswear, Sixth, “F” Street

and all stores. Phone 628-7730.

Join us today. May T, at 12:30 for our “Golng Places™ fashion
seminar, §|ﬂ) Floor, reel. Learn how 1O update your

summer wardrobe, plus what to pack (and how)_for a per-

fectly unruffled vacation.
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