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Part |: A very lucky start!

1. From Vienna to Brooklyn and beyond.

Q: Let's begin with personal background and the experiences that led you to a career in the
Foreign Service, and then, more or less chronologically, go through your various assignments.

JAEGER: | was born in Vienna in 1926, the son of Frederick Jaeger, a gifted art Professor
and rather successful Austrian painter who exhibited among other galleries in Vienna's
prestigious 'Sezession'. My mother Emilie was one of Vienna's early self-made women, who had
become business manager of a now long-defunct shoe factory, a job to which she worked her
way up through grit, resilience and intelligence from very modest beginnings. She married my
father some time after his return from the Italian front in World War | where he had been an
artillery Lieutenant in the Austrian-ltalian standoff in the Dolomites, today's South Tirol.

My parents were a warm, conscientious, caring people, who formed me and brought me up in
our modest but, by the standards of the time, comfortable and sunny flat in Vienna's 14th
District. During summers, when my father had over two months' vacation - the happy lot of
Viennese professors in those days! - we packed up paints, easels, books and mountain boots
and went off to Carinthia or East Tirol - sometimes staying in local inns, sometimes Iin
"Pensions” run by the village priest: ldyllic months, full of long, happy days of walking in the hills
and mountains, swimming in ponds, or helping carry my father's painting gear - in what was still
a very unspoiled, isolated peasant world, much closer to the 19th than the 20th century. | clearly
remember the excitement when a very lofty-looking English family in a formidable motor car,
probably a Rolls Royce, came through Paternion in Carinthia one day in the late thirties, where
we were staying in the local inn, stirring up dust and scattering the chickens. They spoke to me,
patted me on the head and left me amazed at being confronted by people from another world!

In retrospect, | was a happy, secure and cheerful child - although an inveterate reader and a
good, perhaps too dutiful student - who, to cite only one example, asked for and got a three
volume set of Greek Mythology for his 10th birthday present in 1936!



Part of the motivation was that Austrian schools were highly competitive, and academic
success was the key to getting into Gymnasium and later into University. For example, only
eighty-some, out of a thousand applicants who wanted to enter the Seipel Gymnasium in the
year | applied, actually made the cut, and, by the second year, only thirty-three were left! Even
fewer normally made it through to graduation. The unmistakable lesson was that it was
important to work hard, often memorizing and writing well into the night, if one didn't want to
take one's chances in a world with few safety nets. As my mother insistently put it: "Remember,
you are a Professor's son!"

In fact, it turned out to be a much better education than contemporary pedagogues might
suspect. Memorizing Schiller's poems and pounding away at Latin grammar instilled a penchant
for precision in language, thinking, and logical analysis, enormously helpful in later life in putting
first things first and parsing complex human and political equations.

What's more, reading the classics, with their endless assertions of virtues and vices,
attending mandatory religion classes and regularly going to church led, if not to lifelong faith, at
least to a lifelong quest for meaning and the moral imperatives which flow from it, human dignity
and human rights. Moreover, the sense of history instilled during those early years, however
incorrectly and badly taught, laid the groundwork for an almost instinctive understanding in later
years of the interrelating flows in time and space, which make up our world's fast-shifting
multi-dimensional continuum.

It was all part of another time, not destined to last. There were clear forewarnings, even for a
child: My first came on a gray, cold evening in February 1934, | was not yet quite eight, when my
parents took me along to some friends' house for a late afternoon 'Kafe' - | was to recite some
poetry as part of the entertainment - when, on our way, we were suddenly caught up in
machine-gun fire: Part of the fierce, long-brewing but unsuccessful Socialist uprising against
center-right Chancellor Engelbert Dollfuss. This crisis was followed in July by a Nazi putsch
orchestrated in Berlin, during which Dollfuss was assassinated. The anxieties and tensions all
this generated between Socialists, Austrian Nazis and the many caught between, was palpable
even in the village inn in Carinthia where we spent that summer where the question was no
longer whether the Nazis would have their way but when. Although Anschluss to Hitler's
Germany was averted for another four years by Dollfuss' successor, Kurt von Schuschnigg, the
handwriting was clearly on the wall.

Looking back, | certainly did not fully grasp the seriousness of these events even on the day,
It was March 9, 1938, when, on returning home from Gymnasium, | found my alarmed parents
listening intently to Schuschnigg's abdication speech on their tiny crystal radio set.



Only four days later, on March 13, standing on the sidewalk on Mariahilferstrasse on my way
home from Gymnasium, | watched the Germans march in cheered on by ecstatic crowds: First
long columns of tanks, trucks and troops, then Hitler himself, followed by Goering in his bulging
white Marshall's uniform, then the rest of the top Nazis in Hitler's entourage, all driving by in
swastika-flying tops-down black staff cars on their way to the Hofburg, where Hitler was to make
his victory speech to hundreds of thousands jubilant Viennese!

Q: What happened then?

JAEGER: There were changes. Everyone started wearing little swastikas on their lapels; red
boxes appeared on street corners to display the front-pages of the 'Stuermer' (the Nazis' virulent
propaganda publication) with their wildly anti-Semitic headlines and caricatures of Jews with big
ears and long noses; and Hitler youth formations were organized in all schools. As a fairly
normal twelve-year old | secretly admired their shiny daggers, drums, marching and singing -
mostly the Horst Wessel Lied - but never thought of joining.

Things changed in our Gymnasium as well. Our new history teacher and chief indoctrinator
was a man in a '‘brown shirts' uniform, complete with black boots and a swastika armband. |
particularly remember his claim that the Germans had always been a greater civilization than
the Romans or the Greeks! Unfortunately, he explained, they didn't leave archeological evidence
behind because they built everything with wood! | got up and asked, if so, how did he know how
great they were? This caused quite a rumpus. | learned later from my mother that my Latin
teacher, Professor Ergens, whose favorite | was, had to go to bat for me at faculty meeting,
where my 'subversive' question was discussed!

Things came to a head - | can't remember the precise date - when a uniformed SA man
(Sturmabteilung, Storm Trooper or member of a special armed and uniformed branch of the Nazi
party) came into our first year Gymnasium class one day and asked if anyone among the
30-some students was Jewish or had any Jewish grandparents.

Since all of us in the class were Catholic, nobody got up. When | mentioned what had
happened that evening, my parents looked very distressed and told me that | did, in fact, have
two Jewish grandparents, since my father came from a Jewish family but had converted to
Catholicism before their marriage. They stressed that | must never be ashamed of this heritage.
However, in the present fanatically anti-Semitic Nazi atmosphere, where 'Mischlings' (half
breeds) like myself were treated almost as severely as Jews, this background was going to
cause serious dangers, which | must come to understand.

Q: So until then, like Madeleine Albright, (the American Secretary of State during the Clinton
administration) you didn't know about your half-Jewish background?



JAEGER: That's right, and the reason is that there was such profound anti-Semitism in
Austria and Vienna...

Q: Yes, actually worse than in Germany.

JAEGER: ... actually worse than Germany. Many parents in mixed marriages were therefore
anxious to assimilate their children by raising them as Christians. That may be what my parents
tried to do - although even late in life my father always insisted that his conversion had been
sincere and genuine. For me my new situation was all the more bizarre, since from early
childhood | had had an almost intuitive spiritual awareness, which | retained throughout much of
my life, and knew nothing whatever about Judaism.

Q: So what was the result?

JAEGER: The first thing | had to do, was to get up in class the next day and publicly report
the correct version of my origins, an announcement greeted with scattered hoots and shnickers
by my Hitler Youth class mates.

Then things began to move fast. | don't remember all the detalls, except that | was frequently
chased by my Hitler Youth classmates after school let out, and sometimes beaten up. Things
came to a head that summer of 1938, when a group of Hitler Youths jumped me in the local
swimming pool and came seriously close to drowning me, a nasty experience, even though |
somehow managed to get free and make it home. Tension increased further that fall as we
heard of people being arrested, dismissed from their jobs, or taken off to Dachau and other
concentration camps. It was a time of intense uncertainty and worry, during which many who
could began to leave.

Then, on November 9, 1938, came the famous 'Kristallnacht' when the SA unleashed
pogroms across the Reich, ostensibly to take revenge for the assassination in Paris of Baron
von Rath, a German diplomat, by Herschel Grynszpan, a 17-year old Jew who wanted to avenge
the deportation of his parents to Poland. Walking home from school that day, | vividly recall
making my way through squads of uniformed Brown Shirts who were abusing and taunting
Jewish people on Mariahilfer Strasse, systematically smashing up Jewish shops, ransacking
apartments and dragging their terrified Jewish owners, including some very old and frail men
and women, out onto the sidewalks. Everywhere you looked Jews were jeered, beaten and
kicked while being made to scrub whitewashed Stars of David off the sidewalks which were
covered with shards of broken glass. Some onlookers and passersby cheered the Nazis on. No
one | saw did anything to help. It was a vile and cowardly scene, which | have never forgotten.



Q: What happened then to your family?

JAEGER: In the roundup that day and in the days ahead, some 30,000 Jews were arrested in
Vienna alone and marched through the streets on their way to being transported to
concentration camps. Contrary to postwar claims, when former Nazis were very hard to find in
Vienna, this was a very public event. Everyone knew precisely what was happening.

For my parents and myself the first big blow came when they picked up my kind and generous
uncle, Paul Jaeger, my father's brother, who owned a well-known stationary shop in the 1st
district, and sent him to Dachau. He was released some months later, but collapsed and died on
the steps of the Westbahnhof (the western railway station) in late January 1939, the victim of
medical experiments. Uncle Paul had always brought me small presents and loved me a lot. It
was my first major loss.

As the Nazi campaign progressed, most of my father's family were taken as well and died in
various concentration camps, Dachau, Mauthausen and Theresienstadt. Even my father's
mother, then in her eighties, was hauled from her bed in Innsbruck late at night, taken to
Theresienstadt and died there.

It was obviously high time to try to get out, although, for most, it was already too late.
Unbeknownst to me, my parents had been trying hard to send me to safety as well, even though
'Mischlings' like me (people who had some Jewish grandparents) were not yet prime
concentration camp targets. Their effort, as they later told me, seemed almost hopeless, since
the Catholic Church, under Cardinal Innitzer was playing it safe and offered no help. As for the
Jewish community, they couldn't even save their own.

Then, one day in early February 1939, | had just finished my third semester of Gymnasium, |
was told by my parents, to my great surprise, that a 22 year old English Quaker girl, whose
name | never learned, had been sent to Vienna by her Norfolk Quaker community to find and
save children like myself - and had somehow managed to arrange for thirty-some children,
including myself, to go to England! | was to leave a few days later!



It was only in recent years that | learned that she was a representative of the now famous
'Kinder Transport', the brilliantly successful and generous British effort to save as many children
as possible from the impending holocaust, launched in Parliament after 'Kristallnacht'. "Here is
the chance", Sir Samuel Hoare, Britain's then Foreign Minister, told the House on November 21,
1938, "of taking the young generation of a great people, here is a chance of mitigating to some
extent the terrible suffering of their parents and their friends". He carried the day and swayed
the government to permit an unspecified number of children under the age of 17 to enter the
Jnited Kingdom; a dramatic humanitarian success, which stood in sharp contrast to the abject
faillure of the 8-nation Evian conference, which FDR had called a few months earlier to 'solve the

refugee problem'.

All in all, about 10,000 children were saved through this unique operation in which
iInnumerable ordinary British families opened their homes in an extraordinary act of national
decency, which saved me and many, many others. It was only recently memorialized in a, |
think, rather too sentimental film, 'Into the Arms of Strangers'.

It was as a result of this improbable series of events, that | and 30 or 40 other children found
ourselves at 11 o'clock at night on February 20, 1939, waving a last good-by to our sad parents
out of the windows of a 3rd class railway car - who stood forlornly on the gloomy,
swastika-draped platform of Vienna's Westbahnhof. It was far from clear that we would see
each other again.

Q: What happened then?

JAEGER: Our sealed car crawled across Austria and Germany at a snail's pace for almost
three days, making way for virtually all other traffic. We had soon eaten the apples and
sandwiches our parents had given us, and were all crowded together on the hard wooden
benches, some sleeping, some crying, all dirty, tired and hungry.

Finally, when it seemed we had been completely abandoned, there was a sudden shriek of
orakes, the train stopped and we were at the Dutch border! The doors were yanked open, and
there, to our amazement, were four or five wonderful, pink, white-aproned Dutch women with
nuge pots of boiling hot chocolate and enormous dumplings! I'll never forget it. It was heaven.
We all stuffed ourselves and instantly felt better and more hopeful. Somebody actually cared!
We had, as | saw it years later, arrived in the West!

Q: Well, these are obviously very intense experiences.



JAEGER: The funny thing about children is that they are incredibly resilient. In a sense, |
experienced all this as an adventure and didn't really understand the danger or fatefulness of it.
It was only much later that it dawned on me how incredibly lucky | had been, and, as it turned
out, would be, again and again throughout my life!

From then on it was all a fairy tale! A ferry took many of us from the Hook of Holland to
Harwich where | was turned over to Miss Carr, a fortyish spinster, at first a bit austere in her
country tweeds, but kind and thoughtful, who loaded me into her rattling little Austin convertible,
and cheerfully whisked me off to Hedenham Hall, her wonderful Georgian country house near
Ditchingham in Norfolk, a storybook place with a mile-square park full of old trees, hedges and
streams, alive with rabbits and birds!

And, to round out the miracle, | was installed in my own little apartment overlooking old brick
walls surrounding a little rose garden and a goldfish pond; assigned a kindly maid; informed that
| was to have breakfast and sometimes lunch with the grown-ups - a daily treat of porridge,
several kinds of eggs, toast , bacon and other fare in an array of gleaming chafing dishes - but
was to have supper in my rooms; that | was to go to Bungay Grammar school and that | was
henceforth to be known as 'Master George'!

| loved Iit, and was not, | am afraid, as homesick as | should have been, although | wrote
dutiful weekly letters to my poor parents in Vienna! | loved English manners, the old walls, the
rows of ancient, pigskin-bound folios in the library, the gardener who became my friend, the
horses, spaniels and labradors, and especially the serenity and pervasive calm of people who
were part of a tradition with deep roots in this green Norfolk countryside which became part of
me.

Key to getting on, of course, was language. | learned English in the crook of an oak tree by
reading Charles Dickens's Oliver Twist from cover to cover; proudly exchanged my Austrian
lederhosen for flannel trousers at a tailors' in Norwich; survived two terms in Bungay grammar
school, where | seem to have gotten good grades but remember learning very little; had my
first-ever, awkward experience with team sports and was taught to smoke under a bridge by a
class mate with whom | bicycled back to Hedenham every day after school. In short it was a
13-year old's paradise.

That fall, when my English had made sufficient progress, | was sent off to King's School in
Bruton, a minor English Public School set in the rolling hills of Somerset, not far from Bath -
exceptional generosity clearly beyond what a Viennese refugee youngster could have expected,
even from very good-hearted sponsors!

Q: By public, you mean the English private schools?



JAEGER: Yes, the English private schools.

Academics there were much better than at the grammar school, particularly English history - |
still have notebooks filled with knights in armor - although | was still well ahead in Latin, math
and grammar from my Gymnasium days.

New also was the emphasis on sports and military training: Rugger, played in cold mud was a
challenging part of daily life, as was compulsory ROTC drill with heavy 'Lee-Enfield' rifles in
scratchy English field uniforms whose brass buttons needed daily shining. The defining
"Incident" occurred one cold, wet day, when, utterly pooped, | came off the drill ground with my
tunic undone, dragging my rifle by the sling. Our handlebar-mustachioed Sergeant Major, a
retired British NCO, caught me and, with a withering glare, boomed across the grounds for all to
hear: "Jaeger, you are disgrace to his Majesty's Army!" | never forgot!

Being a 'fag’, as new students were called, meant shining shoes and obeying whatever other
orders senior boys chose to give; and, worst of all, getting up earlier than everyone else to carry
hot water up a tight little gothic spiral stair to the line of basins in our dormitory on the upper
level of what had once been a mediaeval chapel. In the end a group of us paid one of our fellows
with jams from home and other wares to regularly do this worst chore for us.

Some other things stand out. One was the winter cold. As a new boy my bed was near the
ancient gothic windows which opened on their vertical axis. When it snowed | was often covered
and my blanket turned white. Another, was my discovery that, as in many British boarding
schools, homosexuality was widespread, often nasty and took some avoiding. So was bullying. |
settled that one day in the billiard room when a big fellow taunted my accented English once too
often. | heaved a billiard ball at his head as hard as | could. He ducked, it splattered on the wall,
and | was never bothered again! | revisited that room with some pride in 2004, 55 years later,
when my wife Pat, our daughter Christina and | stopped in Bruton and were most kindly received
by a rather surprised King's School administration!

The experience | most vividly remember of my two terms at Bruton involved my "conversion™
of a number of my fellow class mates to Catholicism! On Sundays, we were all marched, in twos
and twos down the long village street to the ancient parish church, wearing blazers and straw
hats, to attend what we all thought were exceedingly boring sermons. | had heard that one of
Somerset's very few Catholic priests made the rounds to his dispersed, small flock on his motor
bike on Sundays to say masses. Being still firmly Catholic, | was given permission to bicycle to
his nearest mass on Sundays, celebrated in a garage about six miles away. So, instead of
marching to church with the rest for the weekly Anglican ordeal, | would merrily sail past them
down the hill on my bike, waving my boater at my glum-looking church-bound school mates.



Soon, one or two, and then more, began to ask if they too could come, since they had just
realized that they wanted to become Catholics! After a few weeks, during which | gave 'spiritual
instruction', and the bicycle contingent swelled from Sunday to Sunday, | was called to see the
Headmaster, a kindly man, who explained that he simply could not face his Anglican parents
with the news that their boys had become Papists! Would | therefore desist and stop
proselytizing them!

Being full of zeal and conviction, | refused! If the Holy Ghost led them to the true faith, who
was | to undermine their conversions! Things got heated. Letters home were mentioned, as was
expulsion. Like Luther | stood me ground, trembling but firm! The result was a mutually
face-saving draw. | would stop active 'instructions' and the headmaster would grant permissions
only to those he considered genuinely converted. On the following Sunday | was on my own
again. Not a victory, but also not discreditable for my first, but hardly last, negotiation on an
Issue of principle!

Bicycling, by the way, came in handy in another way, since | had fallen desperately in love - a
startling, but rather normal development for a boy of 13 which led me to bike to Bath through a
snow storm during Christmas break to see the object of my affections, Julia Swann, the equally
adolescent, but, | thought, radiantly beautiful daughter of a former British submarine
commander, now Bath Cathedral's distinguished Dean. After a thirty-some mile ride across the
snow-covered countryside, | collapsed on their door step, caused quite a bit of anxiety, happily
spent the Xmas holidays in Bath, and learned to appreciate sherry and what | remember to be
daring photographs administered and shown to me respectively by Julia's more experienced
older brother - who was memorably dismissed from Christmas Day dinner for, it was claimed,
getting Master George drunk! | was there but don't really recall.

In short, King's School, and all that went with it, was a rich experience. | learned that things
didn't always come easily, that privilege and respect had to be earned, and that upper-class
English life, for all its comforts, civility and beauty could be much tougher than | had first
thought at Hedenham Hall.

For me, a Viennese refugee boy trying to develop a new identity and starting to grow up, my
two terms at Bruton were invaluable: Evenhanded, competent, but not obsessive British
schooling focused on fair play, chivalry, grammar, Latin, a bit of math and history, with a heavy
dollop of all-weather outdoor sports and ROTC; in short it was still a gentleman-soldier's
schooling, which is, after all, what English Public Schools were all about.

Q: By then, of course, the war had broken out, very shortly after you got to England?



JAEGER: The war had broken out on the first of September 1939, when Hitler invaded
Poland. | don't recall that it affected our school life in those early months, except that jam and
other small luxuries were in reduced supply. At Hedenham Hall the impact was greater. There
was rationing, the flower beds and sweeping lawns were dug up to make way for potato and
vegetable fields. And there were occasional air raid alarms and practices. | remember one such
occasion, when | was asked to serve as a pretend casualty lying in a ditch with a lot of tags
iIndicating various 'injuries’. The trouble was that | was somehow overlooked by the home guard
and not found for hours, leaving me cold, wet and tired, as was so often the case in England in
those years. But | did stick it out.

My most poignant recollection of those first months of the war, involves the five or six bright,
cheery, rather elegant young men, all members of Miss Carr's family, who came up from
Cambridge or Oxford between terms, had small house parties, played tennis, and often took me
along on long walks across the park with Boogey, the spaniel, and other canine hangers-on,
until the rather solemn day on which they all appeared in Royal Air Force uniforms.

We got the news, it now seems, only a few weeks later: They had, without exception, been
shot down as RAF fighter pilots in the disastrous British effort to save Norway after the German
invasion in April 1940.

Q: In Norway? Was this a squadron that was based primarily in Norfolk?

JAEGER: | don't know. As a young boy | didn't yet understand the war. All | knew was that
they had become pilots, that they showed up now and then, were fun and terribly nice, took me
fishing and shooting and then disappeared. The next thing we knew, they were dead. | had lost
my first boyhood heroes. | grieved for them. Although England was as glorious as ever that
spring, the war had become real.

| did see my father again in late April 1940, when he came through London on his way to New
York - having succeeded in the nick of time in getting an American visa, after being rather
ambiguously sponsored by Fordham University. Thanks to Miss Carr's thoughtfulness and
generosity, we had a two-day reunion in London, which seemed shockingly drab and grey in this
first year of the war, at a famous hotel, | think the Dorchester.

Father arrived with the equivalent of $10, all he was allowed to take out of Germany, rumpled
by two days on continental trains. He spoke only very broken English, faced an, at best,
uncertain future in New York and was visibly ill at ease. | too had changed more than | realized,
and was no longer the little Viennese boy he had sent off from the Westbahnhotf. So we
'celebrated' rather awkwardly in the understated elegance of this great hotel with its
self-assured, tuxedoed waiters who, even in war time, flourished silver plate covers over
gleaming tablecloths.



The crisis came early, when a huge bill was produced after our first dinner - even though Miss
Carr had assured me that all was taken care of - which my mortified father of course could not

pay.

After some very awkward explanations we were able to retain our room subject to clarification;
but the rest of my father's visit was scaled down dramatically to fish and chips in paper cones
and long inexpensive walks along the Thames. Poor Ms. Carr was crestfallen when she heard
what had happened, and did the necessary.

The plan was that, once father was established in America and could save enough for ship
tickets etc., my mother who, as an 'Arian’, was not in direct danger in Vienna, was to follow - a
process which turned out to be much harder and took much longer than any one expected. After
endless efforts to get visas she did almost make it. But America went to war on December 7,
1941, a week or so before her ship was to leave Lisbon. So she was left on the other side of the
great divide and spent the entire war in Austria under very difficult conditions. | was not to see
her again until | found her in Vienna as an American Gl in 1945.

As for me, my happy new English life came to an abrupt end, at high tea, to be precise, on a
glorious spring day in May of 1940. High tea, even in those days, was still a grand affair, with
the 20-foot long table in the library laden with cakes, pastries, watercress sandwiches, jams
and goodies of all sorts, and the terrace doors open to the bright outdoors. The guests were
always a cross section of Norfolk's tweedy and in part very distinguished gentry, often including
friends like Lady Haggard, Sir Rider Haggard's widow, whom we sometimes visited, and Lady
Salmond, mother, | believe, of the first Marshal of the RAF - the lot presided over by old Mrs.
Carr, my Miss Carr's mother, a distinguished silver-haired lady who ran things with authority
and natural precision and both loved and sometimes savagely beat her dogs after long and
muddy walks.

It was at one such high tea in April, while | was contentedly munching some cake below the
salt, that | heard Mrs. Carr's high voice above the babble saying to someone: "Master George,
going to America? Why, the poor boy!"



That was how | learned that | was shortly to join my father in New York - where he had made
a footfall: First as a floor sweeper at Herbert Dubler, a company which then imported Sister
Hummel's Christmas cards and statuettes from Munich; then promoted, in one swoop, to be the
company's Art Director making Hummel look-alikes, after Pearl Harbor suddenly cut Dubler's
supply route from Munich. Within a short time he and his small staff began adding their own
product lines, which imprinted my father's distinctive Austrian style on America's Christmas card
industry for decades. Only a few years later, in December '1948, he was invited by Joyce Hall to
become Hallmark's in-house art professor in Kansas City, a role he filled for another seventeen
years, bringing him full circle from being an art professor in Vienna, by way of being a floor
sweeper in New York, back to being the in time much-loved art teacher in Missouri.

Q: How did you get to America in wartime?

My own travel arrangements at the end of May 1940, were marked by exceptional security.
My trip had somehow been arranged through wartime military channels - | think through a Brig.
General related to the Carrs. | remember being taken by train to Liverpool, where | was turned
over to someone else, and eventually left to wait on some church steps with orders to stay there
until someone came for me! No other fail-safe instructions!

After some considerable time - it seemed an eternity - a gruff sailor showed up, told me to
come along and took me to a pretty disreputable-looking hostel where there was much loud
carousing and other maritime carryings on that night, all novel to a boy my age. On the following
morning, May 30, 1940 | was taken to the ship - Cunard's SS Antonia - and ensconced, back Iin
'Master George' mode, in my own very pleasant upper deck cabin.

My next surprise came when | looked out the next day and discovered that there were British
warships accompanying us from horizon to horizon!

Q: You were in convoy?

JAEGER: No. They were all warships! They accompanied us half way across the Atlantic,
where a smaller array of Canadian warships turned up and relieved them. Why this major effort
for a lone ship became clear only when we got to Halifax, after an otherwise un-eventful
crossing. The docks were bristling with troops and Bren guns mounted behind sand bags - as
Canadian troops unloaded a long stream of gold bars from our ship and stacked them in
glittering pyramids on the pier. | had been traveling on the ship which carried part of the gold
from the Bank of England to safety in America!

Q: The World War |l transfer of the British gold reserves for safekeeping ?



JAEGER: At Fort Knox, precisely. So it was an unexpectedly historic voyage.

When, a few years ago, the cruise ship | was lecturing on stopped in Halifax, the historical
people at Pier 30 - where all Canadian soldiers embarked and disembarked in World Wars | and
Il - interviewed me. They were particularly fascinated by the fact that there was an unexplained
gap in their records in SS. Antonia's frequent Atlantic shuttles, which coincided precisely with
my crossing and arrival. Given Antonia's vital mission we were officially never there!

2. From Milwaukee to Belgium: War Bonds, Monks and Guns

Q: So, how did you then get on in America?

JAEGER: My father, who had met me at the bus station in mid-town Manhattan on June 12,
at that point lived in a very modest apartment in an ltalian neighborhood in Brooklyn, where
amply endowed ladies often sunned themselves on window sills across our noisy street. It was
a far cry from the reserved gentility of Hedenham Hall and for me an exposure to an entirely
different slice of life. Through the Catholic Committee for Refugees | was given a scholarship
that fall to go to Pio Nono High School in Milwaukee, a musty, now defunct place on Lake
Michigan where, as a sophomore, | was miserably bored, learned to build model airplanes but
won the Wisconsin Poetry Reading Championship - mainly to spite the school's debating team
which said | had an accent and wouldn't let me join.

Then | was sent off to St. Vincent's Prep School in Latrobe, Pennsylvania, run by monks of the
Archabbey of the Benedictine Order in North America, where | happily finished High School and
then my wartime-accelerated first two years of College.

St. Vincent's gave me a wonderful grounding in philosophy, logic, language and structure; |
learned to play softball; earned my Bearcats football letter as team manager; became a debater
and twice won the Pennsylvania state debating championship. | also gave many dozens of talks
on my Nazi experiences in Vienna at public meetings and war bond rallies, including one in a
Pittsburgh stadium before, | was told, an audience of 10,000 people. And, even though | was
much on the road, | still, managed to get decent grades, partly because my Gymnasium training
nad really taught me how to study. My friend and constant supporter was Fr. Edmund Cuneo,
the school's peripatetic Headmaster, who balanced days of intense activity, lightened by kind
numor and passion for his causes, with unostentatious meditation and humility. | found him late
one night scrubbing floors in the darkened hall ways. He was in monk mode doing penance.




None of this, of course, had much to do with foreign affairs, except for a crucial experience in
my senior year in high school when, for the first time, | fully grasped the interconnectedness of
distant, seemingly disparate events. Working the blackboard with sweeping arrows, Fr. Hugh,
our gifted history professor, explained the allied tank wars in North Africa in the context of the
larger strategic picture - as an effort to relieve pressure on the Russian southern front and to
deny Hitler control of Suez and Middle Eastern oil. Suddenly a light bulb went on in my mind, as
| began to grasp that all of history was like this, an interlaced stream of large and small
currents; that one therefore always had to look for the interconnections in the broader picture;
and that particular decisions and events do have broader and much longer-term effects and
conseguences.

And then there was Mr. Moynahan, a kindly, very wealthy supporter of the school in
Pittsburgh. A few days after our debating team, Joe Hurley, Bob Height, Bill Ucker and | had
won the Pennsylvania state championship he invited us and Fr. Edmund for a celebration, a
baseball game at the stadium and a scrumptious steak dinner at his oak-paneled club. His
message, after we made little talks to thank him, was simple: "I'll be richly rewarded", he said to
us, "if you will do the same for others in your life times and so pass it on". He taught us the
importance and power of gratuitous acts of kindness.

Perhaps the most lasting imprint of these years, however, was the daily Gregorian chant, the
mediaeval plain song and haunting silences of the eighty-some Benedictine monks, the
conversation with their Maker which has been underway for 1600 years and will, one hopes,
continue to transcend injustice, war and misery, as the French say, 'pour jamais'. Given the
virtual disappearance of American monastic life since then, and the decline of the Church's
credibility in light of scandals and rigidities, this may not be a realistic hope.

Prep School - | had graduated in 1943 as Valedictorian - was followed by two accelerated
years at St. Vincent College, an intellectual non-experience, as | remember it, studying
chemistry in a desultory way, mostly because 'Doc Nolan', the extroverted Irish chemistry
professor, had talked me into it. Throughout those years, the war remained only a worrisome
backdrop, until it broke into our lives with a vengeance just after D-Day, during my second
college summer term in 1944.

| still clearly remember walking across St. Vincent's softball field one lovely June day, when |
heard someone say, "Rollo has been killed!" It was like a body blow. Rollo Champ had been our
Prep School quarterback football star, a bright, agile boy, whose quick courage and ingenuity
won games and whose kindness and thoughtfulness had won our loyalty and hearts. He went
down on June 6, 1944 on Omaha beach in Normandy.

It was that fall, in September 1944, that | too joined the Army, half-way through college, and
was sent to train in Fort McClellan, a sprawling training camp near Anniston, Alabama.



We stayed in five-man huts, each with a stove in a sand pit in its middle, drilled endlessly,
learned to use rifles and mortars, did night exercises and, after only thirteen weeks of tough,
accelerated training, finished with a three day combat exercise, whose climax, after a
twenty-mile march with heavy packs, was a simulated gas attack. It was during that maneuver
that | was summoned, told to put on my dress uniform, and driven to the courthouse In
Anniston, where, on January 20, 1945, | became a citizen of the United States! | also vividly
remember being gigged and put on extended KP peeling potatoes, for reading a book in my
foxhole!

Only a few days later, it was off to Europe because, it was thought, replacements were still
needed for the Battle of the Bulge - even though the battle had almost ended before we arrived.
Five thousand of us crossed on an over-crowded troop ship, a former ocean liner, bunks stacked
five high and only a foot apart in messy holds, riding heavy, grey winter seas. Given the
pervasive seasickness, bad ventilation and congestion | was rather pleased with my
assignment to a bulkhead deep down in the hold, which | was to close in case we were
torpedoed by German submarines which our two destroyer escorts were constantly searching
for. It was only after some days that | realized that due to a structural anomaly, once | had
closed the bulkhead, | would have had no way out! Mercifully the Germans never caught us.

So we did make it to the Firth of Forth in Scotland, which was bustling with warships and
transports of all kinds; thence on miserably crowded troop trains to some truly bad
"repple-depples” (the replacement depots through which new troops were funneled) in the south
of England; then via a channel transport, to our destination, the bomb-skewered docks of Le
Havre. There we were met by an enthusiastic welcoming committee, hordes of highly motivated
French ladies who offered cheap wine and other on-the-spot services to make us feel 'bien venu
en France'. And, having thus celebrated our safe arrival, we were, to our surprise and chagrin,
marched off again that night with all our gear to another miserable camp twelve miles away
where we arrived in the wee hours of the morning. What with inebriation, exhaustion and
residual seasickness, it was a march most of would rather not remember....

Then, it was on to Belgium.

Q: So you saw action there in Belgium?



JAEGER: Yes, but not very much. We were used to help with some mopping up operations,
but the worst of the battle was clearly over. Most of the time, as | remember it, our replacement
outfit moved forward in truck convoys over muddy cold roads, stopping only briefly in gray,
usually badly damaged French, then Belgian villages. We were perpetually cold, dirty, smoking
too much and eating K rations, although occasionally there was a field kitchen with some hot
food slopped into our mess gear or helmets. Most of the time we didn't know where we were or
where we were going. The main challenge was to stay warm and dry. Hot showers and a
change of clothes were the occasional high points of our lives.

3. War Crimes and Concentration Camps: Hadamar and Flossenburg

Q: So, where did you end up?

JAEGER: One day a group of us was billeted in a Belgian barn waiting for orders. We were all
lying on piles of straw in our combat gear, talking and playing cards, when a most improbable
apparition appeared, a Second Lieutenant in creased pink pants and a pressed shirt from Fifth
Corps Headquarters, who announced that he was looking for a Private Jaeger! | had, as it
turned out, been reassigned to the Fifth Corps War Crimes Unit, where | was to be the new
German interpreter, because my predecessor had, unfortunately, just stepped on a land mine!

So, leaving the spiky base plate of my 8 1mm mortar without regrets, | found myself the junior
member of Fifth Corp's four-man war crimes team, a clearly more interesting task. Led by a
good-natured, lanky major, our team consisted of a less than brilliant master sergeant who did
our admin work, a driver and myself. Following closely behind the front lines we moved up o
and beyond the Rhine which we crossed over the pontoon bridge which had been erected at
Remagen after the Ludendorff bridge collapsed. Our script was a 'secret' compendium of wanted
German war criminals compiled in Washington, as well as occasional fresh reports from the 5th
Corps intelligence people. Although the situation was still chaotic, we diligently followed up as
many leads as possible, often driving for hours over rutted or bombed out roads. Predictably, we
didn't have much success, since our intelligence was often wrong, incomplete or, most
frequently, the bird had flown. Still, driving around Germany in springtime, unencumbered by
routine and discipline, was not heavy duty - even though we were surrounded by destruction,
misery and the swelling streams of refugees.

We did, eventually, have one major success. It happened on a particularly nice Sunday in late
March 1945, shortly after we had crossed the Rhine, when my Major, planning to enjoy the day,
asked me to use my language skills to 'liberate’' some cigars for him in a town called Hadamar.



Outside the cigar store an odd-looking man sidled up to me, chewing on his dirty tie, and said,
in a low voice and in broken English, that he was a French intelligence officer who had been
caught up in a German sweep. He had survived by pretending to be insane and, as a result, he
was now a trustee inmate in the insane asylum just outside of Hadamar. The point he wanted to
get across to me was that this institution was actually being used as cover for one of Hitler's
extermination camps in which tens of thousands of people had been killed! | must come and see
for myself!

| went along with him on a cautious reconnaissance, during which he showed me ovens
which had been used to dispose of bodies and other evidence that the asylum was in fact what
he had claimed. | instantly called my unit for help. Within a short time a nearby American
infantry company quietly surrounded the place, and we succeeded in capturing the entire stalff,
who, hard to believe in retrospect, had relied on the credibility of their insane asylum cover to
protect them from being discovered. Our team then began systematic interrogation.

The bottom line was that Hadamar was indeed an extermination camp where, over several
years, the Germans had murdered at least fifteen thousand people. The first wave of Killings,
after 1941, involved gassing over ten thousand mentally or physically handicapped Germans in
a basement. They were then burnt in the crematorium. The second wave, after 1942, involved
the murder and disposition of at least 5000 more, some euthanasia victims, most Eastern
European and Russian male and female slave laborers who had been sent there when they
became too exhausted or sick to work in Nazi war production plants in the Ruhr, around Cologne
and elsewhere.

Q: What a story. Go on.

JAEGER: They victims arrived in trucks once or twice a week, usually at night, having been
told that they were going to a hospital for rest and treatment. They were then actually put into
nice, clean beds in a tidy ward, where the chief nurse, Irmgard Huber, a motherly, pink-cheeked
woman, whom | interrogated at great length, would give them a heavy injection of scopolamine
which killed them in two hours. In the early stage the bodies were burned, a practice which was
stopped when the townspeople began complaining of the stench. Then, to conceal the number
of people killed regularly at Hadamar, they had the insane patients, who were retained as cover,
dig deep graves in the asylum cemetery, in effect small mine shafts often a hundred feet deep,
and simply stacked the bodies in them. We found some still open, full of people recently killed,
which had not yet been topped off with soil and a little cross.




The staff's defense was that they were only following the asylum doctors' orders. The doctor,
in turn, pointed the finger at the Director. The actual boss, we learned, was an obscure-looking
administrative assistant, Alfons Klein, who, it turned out, was the Gestapo agent in charge. We
found a pass to Hitler's chancellory in his belongings, with a notation that he was not to be
guestioned by anyone whoever. We also found and blew open two safes in the cemetery shed
where we found complete hand-written records, kept with mind-numbing German tidiness, of the
names of all who died there - most with a notation that they had died of TB!

Hadamar, it was later established was only one of a top secret system of six similar
extermination sites across wartime Nazi Germany, code-named T-4, after the address
Tiergartenstrasse 4 in Berlin, part of Hitler's Reichskanzlel, where the program was
administered. The others were Brandenburg, Grafeneck, Hartheim, Sonnenstein and Bernberg.
All together 200,000 - 250,000 political prisoners, retarded people, exhausted, mostly Slav slave
aborers, and 722 half-dewish children from Vienna (!) were similarly disposed of - some of the
ast-named's brains pickled and preserved for racial research. Even so, | discovered at
Hadamar, Jews were not the only victims of Hitler's Germany.

Years later, rummaging in Harvard's Widener Library, | found the printed records of the
Hadamar War Crimes Trial - [the reference is 'Law-Reports of Trials of War Criminals, The
United Nations War Crimes Commission, Volume |, London, HMSO, 1947'] which were
subsequently held in Wiesbaden in October 1945. If | remember correctly, all were found guilty.
Klein and two others we had arrested were hung. The chief nurse got away with 25 years. How
long she actually served is unclear.

| briefly revisited Hadamar with my wife Pat during a short leave from Embassy Paris in the
nineteen-seventies, and stopped to look around. No memorial, plague or other indication was in
evidence to suggest that anything remarkable had ever happened there. Many Germans even
then were clearly not yet ready to face their past. It was only in 1991, | gather, that a memorial
was erected, almost a half century after the fact. A German website
nttp://www.gedenkstaette-hadamar.de/webcom/show article.php/ ¢-533/ nr-1/i.html now tells
the essentials of the story and invites volunteers to explain to visiting groups what happened
there.

Q: What happened after Hadamar?

JAEGER: Fifth Corps and its divisions moved on across Germany and our little unit continued
to follow behind the lines to search for, or interrogate, people on our War Crimes list. At one
point, our Fifth Corps HQ, no doubt for sound strategic reasons, was located at the very peak of
the American Army's huge Ruhr Basin pincer movement, which had surrounded a whole
German army in the 'Ruhr pocket' and was facing another; to the east, a rather risky place for a
major command, with only ten miles or so between two fronts. As it turned out, all went well.



Our next move, we thought, would be the last sprint to Berlin, a victory lap which, to our great
disappointment, was not to be! | always thought that this loss of nerve, and the subsequent
failure to take Prague, were Eisenhower's two greatest mistakes - setting the stage for many of
our post-war problems with the Soviets.

But that's getting ahead of the story, since, in the meantime, the capture of hundreds of
thousands of German troops, for which we were logistically unprepared, created major
headaches for us and serious hardship for them - including unnecessary deaths which led to
subsequent accusations of Allied human rights abuse.

| got a graphic lesson in all this when, | was abruptly told one day to "take temporary charge”
of a POW enclosure about ten miles to our north, holding over ten thousand Germans! What |
found was an ocean of makeshift tents and lean-tos, with thousands of POWs simply lying on
the ground, untended wounded, no medical supplies, inadequate latrines and minimal food
rations. | asked who their senior officer was. It turned out to be a stiff German General out of
central casting, who stood ramrod straight before his little tent in polished boots and full regalia!
We - | think | was still a Private First Class at the time - had a short and rather difficult
conversation, in which | told him | would do my best to help.

| tried. But we moved on the next day and relief probably came too late for many there. On the
way, our team uncovered more bad stuff, particularly in Kassel, where | remember investigating
a jail where one prisoner's torture consisted of deliberately covering him with lice. It was simply
awful.

Q: Did you get to any concentration camps?

JAEGER: Yes, just before we got to the Czech border in Bavaria we were diverted to help
open Flossenburg, which had been liberated on April 23, 1944.

It was a bizarre and terrible scene. As we arrived, the place was already swarming with
dozens of Army brass, news people, investigators from all levels of command, and ordinary Gis.
Streaming towards us were crowds of skeleton-like inmates in their famous zebra suits, holding
out hands, welcoming us or simply holding on, too weak to stand or walk. Beyond them, near the
prisoner's huts were six-foot high stacks of corpses, piled naked, men and women of all types
and ages.



Although our team was outranked and had no real role, we went into some of the long huts
with their rows of quadruple-decker wooden bunks, each shared by two or three starved and
emaciated, sometimes demented prisoners, who welcomed us as best they could. It was clear
that, liberation or no, for most of them it was too late. My sharpest memory is of the distinctive
acrid smell of death, of unwashed bodies and despair.

We heard terrible stories. Of the backbreaking labor in the quarry pits, of the crematorium into
which corpses slid down a long, mechanized incline, their number often exceeding its capacity.
If so, they were stacked up or burnt outdoors. | heard that the SS made soap of the dead
prisoners' bodies, and of the last-minute Killings of many, just before the first Gls arrived. | later
learned that over 10,000 were taken on a deliberate death march to the south, just days before
we arrived. 7000 are said to have died en route.

Investigations and trials later established that probably many more than the officially
estimated 100,00 Czechs, Poles, Russians, Jews, 'intellectuals’, 'deviates’, criminals and others
on the Nazi hit list, were sent to Flossenburg and its sub-camps from over thirty nations, since it
was opened in 1938. Of these, at the very least a third, and probably many more, were
murdered or succumbed to mistreatment, illness and overwork in the quarries and war
production plants run by Messerschmitt, Flick, Siemens, Osram, Junkers and others.
Interestingly, there are some accounts of limited inmate resistance, albeit mostly from former
East German Communist sources.

Flossenburg was also the 'nome' of 'special political inmates', housed separately from the
ordinary prisoners, including Austria's last Chancellor, Kurt von Schuschnigg, French Prime
Minister Leon Blum, Pastor Martin Niemoeller and others. And it was the place of execution of
major German resistance figures, including Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Admiral Canaris and General
Oster.

Of all these people we were able to liberate only 1,527 in the main camp, and many of them
did not survive.

Q: How on earth did you react to this experience?

JAEGER: | have often thought about this. The situation we found confirmed everything we
already knew but surpassed it in its banal concreteness. | saw the corpses, the hundreds of
living skeletons, talked to some, understood the immense evil which had been perpetrated
there, knew this was an historic turning point, and shared in the intense feeling that this must
never happen again, that they must not have suffered and died entirely in vain.




What | actually did - as generals, newspaper photographers, Gls of all sorts and ranks, and
many others milled around in this nightmare - was to sit down in the light spring sunshine, not
far from a pile of naked corpses. | pulled out my K rations, ate my lunch, because it was time
and | was hungry, and said a deep silent prayer for all of them.

In later years | often thought that, in a way, | was no better than the Germans, that | should
have cried, shown my grief, told everyone that | too had relatives who had died the same
macabre deaths in Mauthausen, Theresienstadt, Dachau and Auschwitz, done something
memorable for someone there.

The fact was, that none of us could handle it and so we just didn't talk much, went on in our
jeeps next day, were secretly glad to be living and doing our jobs. Although farther down there
was a deep, glowering anger and moral outrage at all we had seen there and elsewhere over the
last months.

In my case, it broke through on several occasions: Once when | was billeted in a specially
comfortable upper-middle class German house, undoubtedly belonging to well-to-do Nazis, | got
massively drunk and then, single-handedly and systematically, smashed and broke every bit of
furniture, glassware, bric-a-brac and what-have-you in the entire house. My Major gave me a bit
of a talking-to, but clearly understood.

In one of the Hadamar interrogations, | also got close to the line when one of the prisoners
who had participated in the killing of many inmates taunted me and told me that he was proud of
what he had done and to have been a Nazi. | had a terrible impulse to shoot him on the spot.
Mercifully, | reigned it in and didn't.

Even so, these experiences have remained etched in my mind and became one of the motives
which led me, and so many of us of the World War Il generation, to want to go on afterwards to
build a more civilized, humane and better world.

4. Victory: Pilsen and Prague

Q: Did you then continue on to Czechoslovakia?

JAEGER; Yes. By early May the German Army had virtually disintegrated, the Americans and
the Russians had met at the Elbe, the battle of Berlin was under way and we all knew, as we
pressed on across the Bavarian border, that the war was almost over. In our final push Fifth
Corps's Sixteenth Armored Division, supported by another Division from the south, liberated
Pilsen on May 6, 1945 - a glorious, deliriously happy day.



| remember vividly how our command car, wedged into an endless column of muddy American
trucks and tanks of the 16th Armored Division, rolled into town. The long streets running through
Pilsen's then grubby, rundown suburbs were lined with thousands of jubilant, cheering Czechs!
Girls were throwing us flowers, people were singing and shouting, everyone was waving flags
and handkerchiefs and, although desperately deprived after years of war and occupation,
people offered us sausages, bread and even bottles of the then very thin Pilsner beer. When we
arrived in town, the main square too was jammed with cheering people and was already decked
out with an American flag. It was all a smaller-scale rerun of the tumultuous scenes which had
played out at the liberation of Paris! It was great!

The following day, May 7, 1945 the war was officially over!

Q: Did you see Patton there, as Commander of the Third Army?

JAEGER: Not that day, but we were given a photo-op! A stand had been set up in a field with
his various flags. We were lined up, kept waiting interminably, then told that we would be
permitted to take pictures for five minutes! Some guy shouted, "Who wants to take his picture!"
Patton, as you know, was not much loved by his troops! The great man finally showed up,
wearing his trademark silver helmet and holstered pistols on his leather gun belt, said a few
words, posed for five minutes looking a bit like Mussolini, and left. It was not a high-point.

Q: So, what was left to do in Pilsen?

JAEGER; After that, it was R&amp;R and light make-work at our 'liberated' HQs compound on
the outskirts of town; civil affairs tasks; restoring basic services; doing initial damage
assessments of Pilsen's Skoda Works, the huge war production plant the Eighth Air Force had
bombed only a few days before to keep its machinery from falling into Soviet hands.

The only major remaining issue was whether we would go on to Prague. Our forward tank
patrols had probed into its outskirts. According to Martin Gilbert's "The Second World War"
(Revised edition p.690), at least three American vehicles were in Prague on May 7th, the day of
the Czech uprising against the Germans, but were ordered to pull back. As we learned later,
Churchill had pressed to take and keep every inch of territory we could, at least as bargaining
chips with Stalin. But Truman deferred to |ke and opted to stick with a strict interpretation of
what had been agreed at Yalta. So Prague fell to the Russians - with incalculable consequences
during the long decades of the Cold War.

Q: How did this go over with the troops?



JAEGER: All of us in Pilsen understood that it was crucial for the Americans to take Prague.
Later official claims that no one knew how badly the Soviets would behave are nonsense.

On the contrary, there was disappointment, even anger among the troops on the ground when
we learned that our advance columns had been ordered to stop and the Soviet forces were able
to come westward across much of Bohemia to a nearby demarcation line - preceded by a wave
of German units, anxious not to end up dead or in Siberia.

5. Taking the surrender of an SS Division

JAEGER: For me, all this had one very unexpected consequence. On a particularly lovely day
just after our arrival in Pilsen | 'liberated' a bike, slung my carbine over my back and, with a
sandwich in my pocket, went off to explore the countryside. | may have gone several miles,
whistling and celebrating in my own way that the war was over, when, coming around a bend on
a narrow dirt road at the edge of a forest, | found myself staring directly into the cannon of an SS
tank with a fresh and lively looking crew of SS soldiers on top! To make matters worse, behind it
| could see a seemingly endless column of other tanks, their SS standards flying, their
weathered, battle hardened crews perched on the turrets sunning themselves, all silently staring
at me!

It was a totally absurd situation! The question, of course, was: What do you do on a bicycle,
with your carbine on your back, when you are looking at a German SS Panzer division at about
20 yards. If | stopped and reached for my gun, | was clearly a dead duck. If | didn't, and just
went on biking, | remember thinking, | would at least not be shot in the back and would show
them that | was not a coward!

So | biked on, past the first tank, waved at the fellows in the tank, who looked absolutely
"gobsmacked" (flabbergasted), as the British would say, then past the second. Nothing
happened!

After passing a dozen or so more tanks, | saw someone waving farther down the line. An SS
officer came running toward me. This is it, | thought. But he only signaled that | should stop,
then stepped aside and left me facing the SS Panzer Division's leather-jacketed Commanding
General standing between two tanks, surrounded by several other officers!

He explained, formally and very politely - my German was very helpful at this point - that they
nad retreated before the oncoming Soviet forces and had been hiding for several days looking
for a safe way to surrender to the Americans! My arrival was therefore most fortunate, since
they did not want to become involved in any accidental fire fight with the Americans. Would |
therefore accept the Division's surrender on behalf of the United States?




| tried to look as dignified, under these clearly historic circumstances, as was possible for an
only recently promoted Private First Class; said | would be glad to do so; but needed the
General's Luger pistol as a token of his surrender to take to my superiors! He simply handed it to
me, we shook hands and both saluted. | got back on my rusty bike and pedaled back, the way |
had come, waving to my prisoners of war with new assurance!

Back at V Corps Headquarters it took a bit of convincing, given the nature of
chains-of-command, to get some follow-up. When | told my sergeant that | had just accepted the
surrender of an SS Panzer division, he came very close to putting me on a week's KP (kitchen
police)! Even when | had talked my way up the ladder, a Major on duty was certain there were
no stray Panzer divisions around. | finally spoke to the colonel in charge of our intelligence: "Oh
my God," he said, "we've been looking for this division, and we couldn't find it. Thank you very
much!"

So my facts were confirmed and a second more "official" surrender was arranged, to which, |
am annoyed to report, | was not even invited! They even kept the Luger!

Q: Laughter
6. To Vienna through the Soviet Army!

JAEGER: The great personal issue | carried with me through all these experiences was that
my mother had been left behind in Vienna, having been prevented by America's entry into the
war after Pearl Harbor from reaching her boat in Lisbon and joining my father in New York.

As a result of this accident of history, she spent the entire war in Vienna or, for months on
end, hiding in Sillian, a small village in East Tirol, where a kind veterinarian and his family took
her in. She suffered greatly from deprivation, since the Nazis had denied her most of my father's
small pension and she had only the barest financial means; from loneliness; and, of course,
from constant fear of being arrested, even though she was the "Aryan" member of our family.
Most painful was being cut off from her family in America, since the only means of
communication during the war were very occasional short messages forwarded through the Red
Cross.

The worst came during the last months of the war, in February and March of 1945, when,
during the heavy American bombing of Vienna, she spent weeks in great danger and under
severe hardship in the cellars below her tiny flat in the Palais Pallavicini in the 1st District, which
was part of a network of cellars in that part of town. As she later described, it was a dreadful
ordeal, as masses of starved, terrified, some of them crazed people tried to survive in the damp
darkness of this rat-infested labyrinth.



During this time, the city endured a reported 80,000 tons of bombs aimed at electricity, gas
and water supply, many of which missed their targets south-east of the city and destroyed
residential structures and famous landmarks instead. Among the 12,000 some buildings
destroyed, was St. Stephen's Cathedral, the Schwarzenberg Palais and the Vienna Opera, as
well as the zoo in Schoenbrunn, all much beloved by the Viennese and later rebuilt and restored.
Her final ordeal was the Soviet battle for Vienna and its attendant atrocities, followed by months
of hunger as the Soviet-occupied city starved. She had a very rough war.

It was therefore my overriding concern to find her as quickly as possible after the war had
ended, which proved difficult since the Soviets were now in full control of Vienna.

Q: Before the four-power occupation was worked out?

JAEGER: That did not happen till July 1945. Within days after we got to Pilsen and the war
had ended, | went to see one of our Brigadier Generals who, after listening to my story, was kind
enough to send a request to his Soviet counterpart across the new demarcation line to grant me
a laissez-passer to Vienna on humanitarian grounds.

The Soviets responded with a prompt and resounding 'Nyet'! Although this was discouraging,
my General friend was not ready to give up. There was, he explained quietly, a young
Lieutenant in a nearby Artillery Company, for whom he had done some favors. If | wanted to be
transferred there and then just went AWOL (absent without leave) for a few days, he would
make sure that no one would notice. If | didn't come back on time, | would, of course, have to be
viewed as a deserter and could expect no help. " I'll take the risk," | said. "Thank you, General,
so very much! But, there is one more thing. May | take a guy along who knows about cars ?" He
agreed to that too.

And so my adventure began. | was promptly transferred, found a tough, car-savvy buddy,
Fred Kaufman, who was crazy enough to go along with me; 'liberated' a Tatra automobile in
Pilsen; and then persuaded the new American-appointed, pliable Mayor of Pilsen to issue us
very impressive documents with many seals and stamps which said in four languages that he,
the mayor of Pilsen, permitted Pfc. George Jaeger and Pfc. Fred Kaufman to go to Vienna! |

Q: Laughter

JAEGER: Equipped with this document and our pretty dilapidated car, we innocently set off
toward the east on June 19 or 20, 1945 having absolutely no idea what we would encounter or
the risks we were taking. Its something only a 19-year old would do!



We got through the first Russian checkpoint by simply waving our fancy document at the
guards. We quickly deduced that only high-ranking Russians, KGB (Komitet Gosudarstvennoi
Bezopasnosti - Soviet Committee of State Security) officials and Soviet generals had private
cars. So when check point guards, usually unkempt, sometimes drunken or illiterate Soviet
soldiers, saw our car coming along, they assumed we were high-powered people they had to be
careful with.

How rare cars were on the Soviet side became even clearer when we encountered the first of
the many moving Soviet military units we were to run into or pass on our drive east to Vienna.

They were an extraordinary sight: The Soviet General riding stiffly ahead of his mounted staff
officers, followed by mechanized artillery crawling along in grinding first gear at 3 or 4 miles/hour
(1). Then came endless columns of marching infantry in their once white, now dirty tunics - an
amazing tough, sunburnt and exotic-looking lot from every part of the Soviet Empire, followed by
Cossack units on small prancing horses. And behind all of this would come the heavily laden
American Lend-Lease trucks, decorated with flowers and pictures of Stalin, also grinding along
In first gear at marching speed!

Finally, bringing up the rear, we would pass lines of rickety green horse-drawn wagons, often
many dozens of them, laden with the unit's loot, their chickens, goats, pianos, bird cages,
furniture and beds, and, of course, their camp followers - women of all origins and descriptions,
sometimes plaintively singing Slavic peasant songs.

At first we were terrified when we encountered and passed these Soviet divisions on the
move. Overcoming our fear, we came to realize that passing their long dusty lines at speed
added to the air of authority we apparently projected, with the result that, on several such
occasions, we were even saluted, and returned the salutes of the commanding officers as we
overtook them!

In the end, Fred and | ran a gauntlet of, | believe, 12 successive Soviet Army roadblocks
between the outskirts of Pilsen , Bratislava and Vienna. At some our 'dokument’ worked fine, at
others taking the guards' picture did the trick, supplemented by much-sought-after American
cigarettes. We were hugely relieved each time when we got through!

The worst roadblock we encountered was some ways west of Bratislava, where the guards
first wanted to turn us in, but then, after some tense negotiating, said, "Fine, we'll let you go, but
you will have to take this woman off our hands", pointing to a huge, noticeably smelly peasant
woman who weighed well above 250 pounds! We agreed, put her in the back seat, but drove
only a few miles when a loud bang brought our Tatra to a wobbly halt!

The rear tire had burst irreparably under her weight! And we had no spare!



Q: Laughter

JAEGER: So there we were, two AWOL Gls on the outskirts of Bratislava, deep behind Soviet
lines, with our dubious laissez-passer and a broken-down car! We pushed the Tatra to a less
conspicuous place and then spent nerve-racking hours looking for a new tire, hardly plentiful in
Bratislava at that time! We were finally taken to a fellow who, in return for some of our nicest silk
stockings and six (!) cartons of cigarettes, was willing to sell us a tire. Under the circumstances
it was a bargain...and a very close shave indeed.

Our mobillity restored, we found quarters for the night and a wonderfully warm reception in a
farm house a bit south-east of Bratislava. Once they got over their amazement that we actually
were Americans, we were royally feted with heaping plates of scrambled eggs, bacon and
potatoes and plied with homemade schnapps!

Then they poured their hearts out with stories of what they had been through, first under the
Germans, now under Soviet occupation. It was from these kind and simple farmers that we first
learned why the Russians were so feared and hated. Their troops had no rations, therefore lived
off the land, stripping farms and towns of everything edible, and stealing whatever was not
tacked down. Stories of 'Russki' soldiers with six watches on their arm, or of the simple Siberian
fellow who had stolen an alarm clock and machine gunned it when it went off, were already
egendary. That this ramshackle military operation defeated the German war machine and made
it from Stalingrad to Berlin, Budapest and Vienna, | wrote to my father at the time, was truly
extraordinary!

The next day, rested and fed, we set off for the last lap into Vienna over increasingly pitted
and cratered roads, making it, unchallenged, into Vienna from the east - first over the
Reichsbruecke, the then only passable Danube bridge, then on a makeshift wooden pontoon
over the 'Wien', the little damned tributary which runs through the eastern part of the city.

We were high in spirits but short on gas, and then - did something truly stupid! In Pilsen, we
had always helped Russian soldiers who had wandered over to our side, given them gas or a
meal, and sent them on their way back to their sector. So we assumed that once we got to
Vienna the Russians might be helpful to us in turn. So we stopped in front of Vienna's
neo-gothic City Hall on the Ringstrasse and said to the guard, "We're Gls, and we would like to
ask you if we could have some gas."

He grunted: "Dokumental!" and pointed upstairs. So | climbed up the sweeping marble steps,
having very wisely left Fred in the car with the motor running for a possible quick get-away.
Once upstairs, my worst premonition was confirmed. | was taken to a Russian officer in a large
ornate, gilded room, his field-boots draped over a delicate baroque desk, who stared hard at me
and also just barked: "Dokumenta!”



Well, | didn't like the looks of this! | turned abruptly, ran down the stairs as hard as | could,
passed two startled sentries with fixed bayonets and jumped into our car. Fred had seen me
coming and took off down the Ringstrasse with a roar, direction Hofburg. We got a good head
start before some Soviet jeeps came roaring after us. They fired a few shots as they chased us
down the Ringstrasse, my friend driving as hard as he could! What saved us was my intuitive
childhood recollection of Vienna's 1st District's geography, because, after turning off the broad,
and so most dangerous Ringstrasse into the ancient little streets and alleys of the 'Innere Stadt',
| was able to yell to my friend, "Turn right. Turn left. Left again. Right, and so on."

We finally lost them and made it to the back door of the Palais Pallavicini which gives onto the
narrow Brauener strasse, where | thought my mother lived. Fortunately, the high wooden
carriage gate to the inner courtyard was open! We drove inside, slammed and barred the heavy
portals, and disappeared up a narrow stair case where, soon after, | actually found my mother!

She was weak physically and shaken psychologically. She had been through a terrible time.
What's more, my turning up so abruptly, in my Gl shirt and boots, with no advance warning, was
a major shock. We both had clearly changed a lot since she had last seen me as a boy of
twelve! Even so, we spent two memorable and, on the whole, very happy days together - getting
reacquainted.

The setting, of course, was grim. Vienna in June 1945 was pockmarked with cratered
pavements, gutted buildings, roofs missing and askew, walls ripped open and everywhere grey,
tired, frightened, undernourished people. Whole areas near the Prater, where the fighting had
been heaviest, were virtually flattened, with only chimneys and bits of wall sticking up from the
rubble. We went to see our old apartment house, undamaged, and to Schoenbrunn, the
Emperor's summer palace, where the gardens where | had learned to walk, were in sad
disrepair. We went to the Volksgarten, near the damaged Burgtheater, where mother had gone
almost every day throughout the war, now fragrant with Vienna's famous lilacs which bloomed
gloriously in stark contrast to their sad surroundings. We walked through the gutted shell of St.
Stephen's Cathedral and saw the heavy damage to many of the historic and ordinary buildings.

In context, Vienna's destruction was not worse than | had seen in other cities - some suburbs

In particular were less affected. Even so, the Viennese had paid heavily for their Nazi
enthusiasms and their German Anschluss!

Q: You must have had quite a reunion!



JAEGER: We did. To celebrate my seemingly miraculous arrival, my mother invited her little
circle of wartime friends for 'Kaffee" in her tiny flat to meet her soldier son: the Molnars, 'Pachl’,
the Margrave Pallavicini's old Hungarian caretaker, who had been good to her, Petzi, a close
friend, and a half dozen others! They pooled their last bits of Ersatz coffee in my honor and sat
solemnly around our little table, in their worn dark suits and austere dresses - as the sun set
over the ancient roofs of Vienna's battered and now sadly occupied inner city. My arrival was
their first sign that the war was really over!

Things, became more tricky that evening, June 22, when my mother took me to the ballet at
the Volksoper - the Opera having been gutted in American raids. (According to the program
notes saved in my file it was Mozart's 'Les Petits Riens', Rimsky-Korsakov's 'Capriccio Espanol’
and Schuman's 'Carnival). We had bought tickets at the 'Theater Kasse' nearby on the Braeuner
Strasse, where my mother had proudly introduced me to the man at the counter as "my
American son." This produced great joy and prime tickets on the house - in third row center
parquet! | thought no more about it, until, dressed in my unadorned green Gl shirt without
iInsignia, but wearing my dog tags underneath, just in case | had to prove | was an American Gl,
we appeared at the theater - a silver-haired, thin, elderly Viennese lady in an old- fashioned dark
dress, and |, a very unpressed, hopefully incognito Gl.

Then | saw, to my horror, that our prime seats were at the center of the section reserved for,
and already populated by, what seemed, the entire General Staff of the Soviet Army in Vienna!

Q: Laughter

JAEGER: It was too late to turn back. We made them all get up, because our seats, the best
in the house, were in the very middle! One general sat next to my mother and another next to
me, with no end of Soviet brass in sight in either direction. And this only two days after their MP
jeeps had chased me down the Ringstrasse! | was sweating blood and saw myself in vivid
colors en route to Siberia!

When nothing further happened, beyond polite nods all round, it gradually dawned on me that
this was a replay of the salutes we had received from Commanding Officers on the road!
Because of our clearly privileged seats they simply assumed that we were important
somebodies, perhaps from Moscow or the KGB, in any case some privileged civilians not to be
messed with. In short, they were afraid of us! My mother never realized how close a shave that
was!




Even so, my visit to Vienna did not go unnoticed. On one of our walks near the
Kaerntnerstrasse, | was accosted by a distinguished, older man who said quietly, " You are an
American! Thank God you have finally come!" He had recognized the color of my Gl shirt! He
turned out to be the then Director of the Sacher Hotel, which had suffered during the war, had
seen top Nazis come and go, and was now filled with Soviet troops, like all the other great
hotels. | explained that | was not there officially but only to find my mother. He said, "Never mind.
You are the first American soldier in Vienna! The others will now come! We finally have hope!
Whenever you yourself come back, you will always be welcome at the Sacher!”

As it was, | never followed up this kind invitation, but do remember his shocked account of the
arrival of the first Soviet troops, who built open fires on his hotel's lobby's marble floors to cook
their food under tripods! | myself still have photos, taken that day, of herds of thin 'liberated’
cows being driven down the Ringstrasse, the Praterstrasse and other main city arteries by
Soviet soldiers for their evening meals.

What drove the Viennese's intense fear of the Soviet Army, and left an enduring image of
Soviet barbarism, was the tidal wave of looting and rapes which followed their arrival. This was
even my mother's uppermost concern, since there were many credible accounts that neither
grand-mothers nor pre-adolescent girls were being spared! Later statistical studies showed an
extraordinarily steep and abrupt increase of syphilis and other venereal diseases in Vienna's
population, whose timing corresponds precisely to these events.

And yet, one of my most haunting memories of the Soviet Army during those fateful two days,
are of the dozens of Soviet women soldiers sitting on window sills of the Bristol Hotel and other
buildings, their legs dangling in the void, holding Tommy guns or balalaika's, and singing,
deep-throated, deeply moving, moody Slavic songs as they surveyed the destruction which was
then Vienna. For them too a terrible war was over.

For me two big problems remained to be solved: First, to provide my mother with a reliable
source of food and emergency support till | could come back to Vienna officially; and secondly,
that we still somehow needed to get a lot of gas if we were to make our way back through the
Soviet lines to Pilsen.

Luckily, we were able to solve both. Food and help was arranged through an English relief
office which had just been opened and which generously agreed that my mother could regularly
come to eat there. As for gasoline, my mother had mobilized her friends. Word went out to the
Viennese police that there were Americans in town who needed help. Furtively, quietly, dozens
of policemen came to our obscure courtyard the next morning where our battered Tatra was
parked, bringing little cans and bottles of carefully saved gasoline, and gradually, almost drop
by drop, filled up, not only our gas tank, but two or three jerry cans - enough to give us a chance
to make it back. And this in a post-combat Vienna where officially there was no gas!



| have never forgotten these anonymous helpers who came through, at great risk to
themselves, when help was badly needed. | owed them my life. We were now set to go.

Q: And then you went back, on the 23rd?

JAEGER: Yes. Since the Soviets might now be looking for us, we traveled mostly over back
roads and in the dark throughout that night, got lost several times, although we had fair maps,
and were almost caught near the demarcation line just a few kilometers south-east of Pilsen.
Eventually we did make it, almost out of gas, and fell onto some Army bunks totally exhausted
but happy and grateful that we had been able to pull it off! Looking back, it was a remarkable
five days, during which we had aged and learned a lot!

7. First Americans in Vienna?

JAEGER: There is one more aspect of this caper, which needs to be recorded. It happened as
we were driving east out of Vienna toward the Reichsbruecke, on a long, then desolate road
devoid of cars - | think it was the Lassallestrasse - when we saw an official, American-looking
staff car coming towards us. | said to Fred, "No, we mustn't get involved! Step on it. Let's just
keep going."

As luck had it, however, someone in the oncoming car twigged on the color of our shirts. They
screeched to a halt, made a U-turn, followed us, overtook us. We all stopped. It turned out to be
the very first party of reporters from the New York Times and one or two other news services,
who had been given permission to come into Vienna after the war. And, as luck would have it,
we were the first persons they met!

Q: (Laughter)

JAEGER: Their initial, rather human, reaction was chagrin at having been 'scooped' - since
meeting two Gls coming out of Vienna as they were making their first post-war visit, was a bit
deflating. Even so, notebooks came whipping out as they asked what we had been doing, how
things were in town etc.

We tried to explain that we were in a seriously dangerous situation: That we were AWOL from
the U.S. Army and could even be tried as deserters if the Army learned of our unauthorized
excursion behind Soviet lines by reading about it in the papers!

They swore on a stack of bibles that they would protect us and would only use our info for
background. So we did give them a brief account, that we had gone through the lines to find my
mother and had succeeded.



When, a few days later, | got back to my billet in Bischofteinitz , | found a telegram from my
father in New York on my bunk saying, "Wonderful news George! You made front page of New
York Times, and I'm so glad mother is well!" He later sent me the clipping, which | have just
reread as | revise this text. Under a headline, "Allies get ready to enter Vienna", dateline June
25, It reports that the Allies may move into sections of Vienna within three weeks under the
command of Gen. Mark Clark, that the Viennese "are overjoyed at the prospect” (no one we met
had heard of this when we were there!) and that their "expectancy had been stirred by the sight
of other Americans in the city, unofficially"!

It then reports, under a heading "New Yorkers in Vienna", that "Americans 'unofficially' in
Vienna, included Pfc. George Jaeger of 710 Riverside drive, NY who found his mother safe in
the city. He was accompanied by Pfc. Fred Kaufman of 34-59 86th Street, Jackson Heights,
Queens." The report also mentions Lieutenants Dan Larner and Peter Hart as having been part
of the "American party"”, whom we neither knew nor met. With that qualification it is likely that we
were probably among, or perhaps the first uniformed Americans in Vienna after World War |l.

As It turned out, the Army never noticed this front page story, or if they did, chose not to
pursue it. | was uneventfully reassigned in early July to a five-man military government team

which was to run Marienbad.

8. 'Governor' of Marienbad.

Q: Which is in the western tip of-

JAEGER: Which is in the western tip of Bohemia. lts the famous spa.

Q: Yes. Of 'Last year in Marienbad' fame.

JAEGER: That's it, the elegant spa where Europe's aristocracy, its Kings and Emperors used
to summer in the nineteenth and early twentieth century to socialize, take the waters, make
deals, have treatments and so on.

When our team arrived, Marienbad, which the Czechs now call "Mariig, V2nskKig V2 Lig V2zne",
had suffered some war damage and was run down after years of abuse by military garrisons,
but was otherwise essentially intact, although services were not functioning and water mains
were out.



Moreover the place was a full of displaced persons, a crisscrossing snarl of unwashed,
hungry, weary humanity, all on the move to somewhere: German soldiers whose Russian war
was over walking the endless roads trying to go home. Sudeten Germans, who had earned
Czech hatred for their support of the Nazi takeover of Czechoslovakia, who had just been
evicted and trying to flee to Germany. Poles, gypsies, Russians, Ukrainians and all sorts of
other people who had survived German PW or labor camps and were streaming in from the west
trying to get home. Among all of them were many sick and injured and large numbers of women
going In all directions looking for lost men. All were seeking food, shelter and some kind of life
after the catastrophes that had befallen them.

That's what all of western Europe was like in those summer months of 1945. The world was
like an ant heap, thousands of people moving in all directions, along endless roads in infinite
grey lines, on foot, on carts and bicycles, in dilapidated cars and trucks, crisscrossing Europe.

Q: That was a major new challenge. How did your team cope?

JAEGER: Actually, with all the panache of a scene in M*A*S*H! The Major in charge had
brought his ltalian mistress and installed himself in a villa on Marienbad's famous golf course
with the message: "Don't bother me unless there is a major crisis." Experience showed that he
really meant it.

Q: Laughter

JAEGER: Besides an otherwise useless driver, there was also a nice sergeant, standard
army issue, who was clearly not the right choice to lead the reconstruction of Marii¢ 2nskig, 2
Li¢ V2zne. All of them had had a bad time in the ltalian campaign and felt that their war was over.
So it was decided that |, being the German speaker, should sit in the mayor's office in City Hall
and let them know if | needed help! That's how, at the ripe age of not quite 19, | was for all
practical purposes made the governor of Marii¢,2nski;, V2 Lig, V2zne - till we were abruptly
withdrawn from Bohemia in November 1945.

My main problems were that virtually nothing worked, that there were no American resources
to draw on, and that | had zero expertise. So, after taking stock and thinking about it for a few
days, | called in my musty Czech assistant - a rumple-suited holdover in City Hall who later
turned out to be working for the Czech communists waiting to take control when we left - and
told him briskly that | wanted the 20-or so most influential people in Marienbad in my office the
following day at three o'clock sharp.

Q: So you felt that Communist presence even then?



JAEGER: Oh, yes. They had a shadow government even at town level which caused us a lot
of trouble.

So, to continue, the next day a couple dozen of pretty frightened, shabby-looking gents
showed up at city hall, with no idea what | had in mind. | kept them waiting a bit to heighten the
effect, then called them in and said as fiercely as | could: "Look, you have one week to get this
town into working order. lts a disgrace! | want the water to run, sewers to work, electricity
restored and the hospital open for basic services. Otherwise, there will be serious
conseqguences!" They asked the obvious next question: "How?" Simulating the harsh bark their
just-departed German occupiers might have adopted, | told them, "That's your problem! Now get
to work!" My gamble was that they were used to German behavior and didn't realize that | had
absolutely no capacity to enforce anything, that all this was a bluff!

Lo and behold! By the time | walked to my billet that evening, there were people all over town
digging up sidewalks with picks and shovels. Within a week there was noticeable progress. We
certainly didn't have the town in working order, even when we left in November, but some basic
things were getting done. And, after a while, the effort gained some popular support as people
began to understand what we were trying to do - my first lesson in 'nation-building'!

Q: That must have made you feel that you were making a difference.

JAEGER: Well, yes and no, because we were only inching forward a tiny bit on a narrow front
In a context which was increasingly out of control. While the US Army did have some DP camps
In the area, they were nowhere near the scale needed. And, as | learned later, the human crisis
was aggravated by Allied agreement to the resettlement and expropriation of Sudeten Germans
at Potsdam in July 1945 - eventually 1.7 million were to be sent to the American Sector in
Germany, and perhaps three quarters of a million to the Soviet zone - a brutal process of ethnic
cleansing which Eduard Benes new 'democratic’' Czech government had set in motion by
mid-June.

The struggle with the Communists also clouded the picture, even in my City Hall, since they
constantly made their shadow presence felt. As a result of these Soviet-inspired pressures,
Benes hope that his post-war Czech Republic would somehow become a "bridge" between east
and west ended In tragic defeat, in the complete Soviet take-over of Czechoslovakia in 1948
under Gottwald, and in his own death three months later.

Q: Were you aware of this background at the time?



JAEGER: We knew next to nothing of this developing larger picture, and were left to cope as
well as we could with our worms-eye perspective of the disasters developing around us. In my
letters home | wrote again and again of the deprivation and despair which hung over the
streams of humanity wandering the roads around Marienbad - as they were to wander all that
year and much of the next all over Europe. | wrote of my disenchantment, my anger with the
Czechs, who, barely liberated themselves, had not an ounce more mercy for the Sudeten
Germans they were driving out onto the roads by the thousands, than the Germans had had for
them. | was miserably frustrated by our inability to help the hundreds who lined up every day at
our office looking in vain for lost relatives, food, money or help in recovering homes and
properties. And | came back again and again in these letters to the innumerable individual
tragedies we encountered, including the many, in other circumstances respectable women, who
sold themselves, indeed vied for the privilege, for a meal, a bed, a little money and, perhaps,
some warmth and affection.

Q: That must have been a tough experience.

JAGER: | did win one battle, although it was a short-lived victory. It happened one day when |
got a call that the local Czech Communists were deporting a whole trainload of people they had
rounded up in our area to work in the beet fields in Slovakia or even further east.

Q: Were these the ethnic Germans?

JAEGER: Yes, Sudeten Germans, a trainload of them parked on a siding at the railroad
station. There were hundreds of people of all sorts, many older men - since most of the young
had disappeared in the war - the majority women, some pregnant. They knew that, once sent
east, they would most probably never come back.

| was, of course, aware of the role the Sudeten Germans had played in bringing about the
downfall of Czechoslovakia, their often vicious collaboration with the Nazis before and during
the war, and the extent to which they had done the dirty work in concentration camps and
elsewhere.

But, | also understood that this was not how people should be treated, regardless of Czech
grievances, that this was a new war crime in the making which would, in part, be on my
conscience if | did not intervene.

So | called up our local Army HQ and urgently asked for a platoon of soldiers for immediate
back up. We marched down to the train, fixed bayonets, told the Communists in charge to get
out of the way, unloaded the train at gun point and sent the people home.



Q: Good!

JAEGER; Yes, it was a brief victory in what later came to be known as, the battle for human
rights - even though | probably acted in contravention of America's Potsdam commitment! | wryly
recalled all this years later, when we were struggling with the successors of these Czech
communists over a human rights passage in the Helsinki Final Act we were negotiating in
Geneva. The principles involved are just as relevant now, in view of our own atrocities and war
crimes at Abu Ghraib, Guantanamo, in CIA rendition camps and elsewhere - a record of which
we should not be proud.

Even in the short run my little effort did little lasting good. The minute we were abruptly pulled
out of Czechoslovakia in the fall of 1945, the Czechs finished the eviction of Sudeten Germans
in areas which had been under our control. My wife Pat and | visited southern Bohemia in the
spring of 2002 on our way to Prague. We passed through Cesky Krumlov, Telc and other, once
wholly Sudeten German towns, whose German roots have been erased and 'cleansed'. They are
now all Czech.

Q: How was your own life in Marienbad?

JAEGER: Considering this was central Europe just after the end of the war, we lived
extremely well, in bizarre contrast to the misery all around us. | was billeted in a pleasant room
in one of Marienbad's elegant, if somewhat rundown hotels, my balcony overlooking lawns and
gardens with old trees, fountains, neo-classic statues and even goldfish ponds! Meals were
provided in a formal dining room with chandeliers, served by traditionally-clad waiters, often to
the accompaniment of musicians and gypsy groups which the Army's admin people picked up
from time to time.



Life in Marienbad was also stimulated by unusual people and events. There was the former
American woman professor who had somehow been caught there by the war, whom our medics
had nursed back to reasonable health and who then rewarded us at dinner with her rich, erudite,
sparkling mind. There was the American Colonel who tried to smuggle a distinguished Czech
friend's wife out into the American zone of Germany in the trunk of his car - and was caught,
with tragic results. The newly arrived American Ambassador, Laurence Steinhardt, who became
a notable player in the Benes drama, set off a day of unwonted spit and polish when he made a
brief visit. And - this is a very peculiar memory - there was the mesmerizing bearded Jew who
'sent’ for me one day out of the blue and had me led to his ample, richly carpeted hiding space in
an old building, where, and this was the incredible part, he had survived the Nazis and the
entire war! He laughed at me, offered some superb Cognac .... and his services - suggesting
that he had had similar profitable contacts with the Gestapo before we came. | stayed clear of
him and am not sure whether or not he was involved in a major drug ring reaching through the
Balkans to Turkey which our intelligence people busted later in the fall.

To round out this totally surrealistic scene, | myself had somehow acquired use of a former
SS riding stable with 20-some superb horses the Germans had stolen somewhere, and spent
many off-duty afternoons cantering gloriously across the extraordinarily beautiful, largely
untouched Bohemian countryside.

9. Paris, Chartres and Norfolk

JAEGER: By November 1945 we knew we would soon be leaving, although not before | was
able to take my first leave since | had arrived in Europe: To visit Miss Carr at Hedenham Hall,
and my aunt Lilly, one of the few holocaust survivors on my father's side, in London. The Army's
rattling troop train, made up of 'forty and eight' cattle cars, traveled west from Pilsen, rumbling
endlessly through the desolate, war damaged grey villages and towns of Germany and France.
Packed-in, rumpled Gls were lying and sitting on the bare floors, smoking and drinking, playing
cards, talking of their war, of girls, sex, the occupation and of eventually of going home ... after
the war in Japan would finally be over.

For me the climax of our journey came when, just before we finally arrived in Paris, French
thieves boarded the train and stole many of our duffle bags while we were sleeping; in my case
containing not only my clothes but all my money and, most importantly, cartons of American
cigarettes, the then most negotiable currency in Europe.

After a brief moment of panic | recouped by selling my splendid officer's sleeping bag at a
spontaneous auction in a corner of the Gare du Nord, where, almost instantly, a crowd of
shabby Parisians materialized, all facing a hard winter without heat, to compete for the comforts
of this major prize! The proceeds were enough to pay for my ticket to London and to do some
sightseeing in, at that time, bleak and dowdy-looking Paris, quite unaware that | would one day
serve there for four years in much better times in our Embassy.



My happiest recollection of that leave involved the rainy day-trip | made on a rusty commuter
train to Chartres, a place to which | was drawn even before | had read Henry Adams' 'Mt. St.
Michel and Chartres'. When | arrived the cobbled cathedral square, not yet surrounded by
todays hotels and restaurants, was wet, unwelcoming and empty. And the ancient cathedral
ooked somber, with creeping shadows obscuring the nave, admitting only dimly opaque blue
ight through its the famous windows. Still, the hour or so | spent there alone that day among the
soaring columns disappearing into the cathedrals' gothic vaults were a deeply healing
experience. My outlook on life was also dramatically improved by an absolutely glorious roasted
chicken, cooked specially for me by a kind old French woman at a tiny, long-extinct bistro off the
cathedral square and the memorable bottle of old Bordeaux she offered me which she had
successfully hidden in her cellar from the Germans!

Some thirty-five years later | was to take my very old father back to Chartres a short time
before he died. He too loved it, although the wine was no longer as good as that rare bottle had
been in November '45 with which the old lady and | celebrated France's liberation. | felt restored
and full of fresh happiness when | made my way back to Paris.

Then it was on to England and reunions, first with aunt Lilly in London, then, after an
endlessly bumpy ride on locals, to Bungay, Norfolk, where a kind switchman, himself a veteran,
invited this cold, soaked Yank into his warm railway shed for a cup of tea.

Miss Carr, visibly happy and excited, met me with the same, now even older Austin
convertible with which she had once fetched me as a refugee child from the Harwich ferry! And
at Hedenham Hall, they were all there to welcome me, my old maid, the gardener, and others of
the family, including a young Brigadier on the British General Staff, who actually wanted to know
my views on how our war had gone. Even old Mrs. Carr, more bent and fragile than | had
remembered, was overjoyed that | had come back safely from the war.

It was a wonderful return to the quiet civility of my Norfolk 'nome’, where, the unstated
message was that | had earned my place: Still far below the salt, with no promotion - but
definitely, my place.

Q: How long did you stay in Marienbad after this leave?

JAEGER: After my leave things moved swiftly. By late November American forces had been
withdrawn from Czechoslovakia, which was left to continue its sad decline into becoming a
Soviet satellite. There were no good-bye parties. On the contrary, my letters recorded sadly, that
many Czechs in our parts of Bohemia seemed actually glad to see us go since we had shared
neither their enthusiasm for Soviet Communism nor for the ethnic cleansing of Sudeten
Germans.



10.To Vienna, Visa No.1 and home

Q: | think this is all very interesting in setting the background. But before we go on, what
happened to your mother?

My own fate, after some string-pulling, was to be reassigned to USAREUR ( US Army
Europe) Headquarters in the |G Farben building in Frankfurt, since | needed an effective
springboard for a transfer to Vienna to bring out my mother. | succeeded, and shortly thereafter
was reassigned from Frankfurt to the War Crimes unit in Gen. Mark Clark's Headquarters in
Vienna, established after the Americans had moved into their sector in July. As a result, | found
myself on an elegant sleeper train to Vienna on December 23 - in time to celebrate my first
Christmas with my mother since | had left in 1939!

We had a wonderful reunion, went to the 'Fledermaus' on New Year's Eve and celebrated with
her friends with the meager means available! Although my mother was still technically an
'enemy alien’, so not entitled to use the PX system, | was soon able to arrange for an ample food
supply through the generosity of another kind Brigadier General on Gen. Clark's staff who let me
use his general officers' mess card once a month to buy supplies!

This became a major event, for each time | arrived in my mother's narrow Braunerstrasse with
my jeep bulging with goodies, people would rush to their windows and call "Der Ami kommt!!"
(The Gl is coming!). My mother knew many of them from the nightmarish weeks they had spent
together in the cellars during the American air raids and the Soviet attack, and shared our spoils
as well she could. They were all terribly undernourished, in spite of the mountains of peas the
American Army provided which made people bilious and were not an adequate diet.

As to her trip to America, there were still frustrating delays, since nothing could be done until
the American Embassy had finally reopened in Vienna. When that finally happened, she
received the very first non-quota Immigration visa issued in Vienna after the war from Vice
Consul M.B. Lundgren on April 30, 1946. She rejoined my father, after a forced separation of
seven years, in New York on May 25th.

Q: That's an incredible saga. Tell us a bit about your work there?



JAEGER: My war crimes work at Mark Clark's headquarters during those months in Vienna in
1946 was negligible and unproductive. | was detailed for a few delightful weeks to a unit in
Gmunden, a beautiful little town on the Traunsee in the Salzkammergut, where the workload
was even lighter and | spent many lazy days sailing a little borrowed boat on the Gmundner
See, exploring the surrounding hills and forests, and waiting for someone to tell me what to do.
There were some SS people in detention in the area who, | believe, we were supposed to
iInterrogate. But that somehow never happened.

The only remarkable memory of that period - beyond the time | spent walking with my mother
In the Volksgarten and other haunts in Vienna, and the many evenings | listened to Joseph
Krips conducting the regenerating Vienna Philharmonic from a loge | had rented for the season -
was of the huge 'top secret' volume which came across my desk one day in Vienna - a detailed
intelligence record of the Warsaw ghetto massacre.

It was a dreadful document which, besides its long, detailed text describing what had
happened, included hundreds of photos showing Jews being herded through the streets of the
surrounded, burning and shell-pocked ghetto, jumping out of windows, being beaten and shot,
desperate people who knew they were all doomed.

Q: Why was it secret?

JAEGER: Probably because it was raw investigatory war crimes material, circulated to help
US and Allied forces identify and arrest the Germans involved. The document contained pictures
of many German officers and soldiers carrying out sweeps, committing atrocities, as well as
lists of those wanted for war crimes.

Q: So then you must have returned from the Army shortly after that?

JAEGER: Yes. Hundreds of us crossed Germany in June 1946 in a long troop train, a happy,
celebrating crowd of Gls, unmindful of the hard benches and K-rations. We then awaited
transport in a very relaxed transit camp in Bremerhaven, where some of us were even able to
rent more congenial quarters in a nearby village, checking in only for roll call in the morning.

The subsequent crossing on a troopship was also uneventful, except that, as we were coming

in sight of New York harbor, the ship's loudspeakers went off: "Sergeant Jaeger. Sergeant
Jaeger. Would Sergeant Jaeger take charge of the latrine detail on deck three!"

Q: Laughter



JAEGER: It was thus that | managed to miss the Statue of Liberty and the by then standard
little band on the dock playing march music to welcome us home!

| was discharged with the exalted rank of sergeant in Fort Dix on July 25, 1946.
Part Il: From Harvard, via State, USIA and McCarthy, to the Foreign Service.

1. From St. Vincent's to Harvard

Q: Let's now turn to your return to the U.S. and the resumption of your education. How did that
go?

JAEGER: Well, after | was discharged from the Army, | packed up my Eisenhower jacket,
visited my parents in Kansas City and returned to St. Vincent's College in Latrobe, Pa. to finish
college.

Compared to the devastated Europe | had just left, St. Vincent seemed timelessly tranquil and
untouched by the cataclysms which has just torn the world apart - a transition which required
some major readjustments. Like so many Gls, | too found that my wartime experience had
broadened and transformed me. Although | did not have coherent views on foreign affairs as
yet, it was quite clear to me, as it was to so many other returning WWII soldiers, that we badly
needed to get busy building a better world. So | abandoned chemistry, which | had never much
liked anyway, and for my last two years in college focused on history, philosophy and
government. | also gained some practical experience in editing the college paper and continued
debating. | evidently did well, since | graduated com laude in 1948 and was asked to be
Valedictorian of our class, but don't remember these rather sheltered years as particularly
challenging or exciting.

The foreign affairs side of the story only began late in my senior year, when my government
professor, Paul Mahady, a dashing local lawyer, who had been a Harvard graduate, brought his
convertible to an abrupt halt near where | was sitting on the grass watching a softball game and
called out that | should come to see him, because | was "going to Harvard!".

Needless to say | was stunned. Mahady, who had evidently thought well of me, had simply
written to his friends at Harvard without my knowledge and arranged to have me accepted in the
new Littauer International Affairs Program, which even offered some financial aid to supplement
my Gl Bill of Rights!

It was another of those many gratuitous events which again and again completely changed
the direction of my life! | have often wondered whether in today's much more competitive and
bureaucratic academic environment, | could even have made the cut!



2. The Harvard International Affairs Program

Be that as it may, | was off to Harvard in the fall of 1948, one of twenty members of the
second class of the Littauer Program for International Affairs, a special, interdepartmental two
years' Masters program designed to fill America's new post-war need for broad-gauged people
to help manage and carry out our foreign affairs.

For me it was an amazing, transforming experience. | quickly discovered that my Benedictine
education had made me fairly expert in mediaeval philosophy - | was quickly nicknamed the
"little Thomist" - but left me at a disadvantage in the broader world of liberal education. In our
seminars, and particularly in the great, barracks-like graduate dining hall, where people from all
the faculties carried on constant, fascinating conversations about everything from Gropius' new
architecture and methodologies of literary criticism to Renaissance and contemporary politics, |
found that | clearly had some serious catching up to do. | somehow managed and gradually
began to thrive in this exciting new environment.

Part of it was the caliber of my fellow students, many of whom were indeed remarkable. A
year ahead of me in this two-year program, were Henry Kissinger, (the prize student of
Professor William Yandell Elliott), as well as Zbigniew Brzezinski, then as now brilliant, acerbic
and clearheaded. There was Sam Huntington, now famous for his prescient book on the 'Clash
of Civilizations'; and of course Stanley Hoffman, our bemused French-American colleague, now
one of Harvard's University Professors, then as now intensely competent, wise and perceptive.

There were other, subsequently less famous but in their various ways equally important
colleagues: Frank Keenan my sage and patient roommate in Divinity Hall, from whom | learned
much of American politics. He has remained a lifelong friend and over the years contributed
importantly as a senior Congressional staffer. There was Peter Warker, enthusiastic, super hard
working, and later my roommate in Washington when we were both impecunious beginners
there. He became an eastern European economist in the Foreign Service and later worked in
private enterprise. Another was our irrepressibly cheerful and highly competent Canadian
colleague, Lennie Wainstein, later of ARPA and the Rand Corporation who too has remained a
good friend. Last but not least | should mention a somewhat older, and to me impressively
cosmopolitan member of our group, who had done some hush-hush work, presumably with the
OSS, and later became a high-level executive in the Central Intelligence Agency.



The International Affairs Program itself, like so much at Harvard in those days, was a loosely
coordinated, almost casual interdepartmental operation, run by a young Government Professor,
Alan Burr Overstreet, who taught courses on international organization and on the newly created
UN. We of course had some shared requirements and discussions, but were otherwise free,
under his general supervision, to take any of a wide range of graduate courses and seminars
across the spectrum of Arts and Sciences offered by a pantheon of eminences: Carl Friedrich,
later the author of Germany's new constitution; William Yandell Elliot, the political theorist and
spellbinding lecturer, who had been advisor to FDR and father of the Bureau of the Budget, a
device designed to help Presidents get a grip on Cabinet departments and bureaucracies;
brilliant young McGeorge Bundy, later of Vietham fame; the new Sovietologists, like Adam Ulam,
at the Russian Research center; Talcott Parsons, the student of Max Weber, whose dense,
difficult lectures were full of Germanic syntax and seminal insights about the mechanics and
structures of social organizations; and, last but not least, Alois Schumpeter, the former Austrian
Finance Minister in the 20's, who became one of the world's most influential economists with his
theory of creative destruction. | took and survived his course on Socialism, even though he often
cited quotations in four or five languages! There was a host of others.

This rich and challenging environment was supplemented by the constant stream of world
class visitors to Harvard, who ranged from TS Eliot, whom | heard read from the 'Wasteland',
and Siobhan McKenna, who brilliantly performed her famous St. Joan, to a parade of political
and intellectual leaders from all corners of the world, as well as gifted musicians, artists and
performers of all sorts. They all constantly enriched our lives and tempted us away from our
work.

| also had my first opportunities to teach undergraduates as Dr. Oversteet's Assistant and
even inflicted a full-dress lecture on them on 'Policy Formation in the US Government', a
performance which, given my lack of experience, could not have been very enlightening.

It all came to an end in late spring 1950, when our group was awarded their MAs on a sunny
day in Harvard Yard. We had spent two superb years reading, working hard, discussing policy
and country issues and growing much faster than we realized. It was a brilliant and exciting time.

The issue | then faced was whether to leave and go into the Washington bureaucracy, or stay
on to become an academic, as some people urged. | remained ambivalent but decided to remain
at Harvard at least till | had finished my doctoral oral examinations, which | passed in January
1951.

3. State Department intern.



One of the great advantages of the International Affairs Program had been that it arranged for
unpaid summer foreign affairs internships, my first in the summer of '49 as a gopher in the
Office of the Secretary of State! | still remember how awestruck and inspired | felt on seeing our
national capital for the first time and how privileged to have been asked to begin my practical
foreign affairs education at the center of the process.

a. When not to read 'Das Kapital'

Actually | may have owed this chance to the inattentiveness of an FBI agent. | was taking
Schumpeter's course on 'Socialism' that spring and one sunny afternoon was sitting in my room
in Divinity Hall trying not to go to sleep over some particularly dense pages of Karl Marx's 'Das
Kapital", part of Schumpeter's assigned reading, when suddenly there was a knock and an FBI
man appeared. He said he was working on my security clearance and wondered if he could ask
me some questions. He sat down at the corner of my desk, just a few inches from my open copy
of 'Das Kapital', interrogated me for over an hour, but never once looked at what | was reading!
Given the growing anti-Communist hysteria of the time, | have often wondered what my fate
would have been if he had noticed!

b. Cranking the Xerox machine in Acheson's front office.

Q: What did they have you do in Acheson's office?

JAEGER: | was attached to a small group of assistants who were in a sense the precursors of
the huge 'seventh floor' apparatus of more recent years.

My boss for the summer was to John Kuhn, who patiently took me under his wing as | learned
to help backstop the interdepartmental committee then planning the first Military Assistance
Programs. It was a terrific first look at government wheels in motion at a senior level, since | was
able to attend all their meetings in the Department and hearings on the hill and had my first
contact with people like Assistant Secretaries in these committees. | don't, unfortunately,
remember much of the details of these discussions, except that they left me with a new
understanding that, regardless of level, one was still only dealing with human beings, who, were
fallible and not always even well informed; and that internal Department politics were a major
driving force in policy formulation. Among the senior staffers | particularly remember Brad
Patterson, whose passion was effective high-level organization and who in later years became a
senior staff officer in the White House. His book on 'The White House Staff', published by
Brookings, is still very much worth reading.




In sum, | spent an exciting summer doing fascinating, high-class donkeywork. Among the
papers that an intern was asked to take to the Xerox machine were as often as not drafts of
what later became famous NSC (National Security Council) documents on critical issues. You
trotted them around to the Policy Planning Staff, the Secretary's office or to other high-level
places in what was then New State.

Looking back, what proved most valuable and important, were not the specific policies |
became familiar with, but the topflight people | met and the atmospherics | absorbed. While
Washington itself was still a sleepy southern city, these were my first contacts with serious
foreign policy makers and their staffers who made the system work - major role models in their
various ways for later years.

Q: Were there ever any crises while you were there?

JAEGER: | do recall that even this lowly intern had a few moments of genuine responsibility,
to whit when, on my turn on the duty roster, | was occasionally awakened at night by various
bureau duty officers and asked to decide whether a particular issue was of sufficient importance
to wake up the Secretary of State. If | thought so, my instruction was to call a Mr. Brown, who
was the permanent senior duty officer in 'S', who in turn would phone the Secretary. It was on
one such occasion, | think when some Central American government was unexpectedly
overthrown, that Brown told me patiently but firmly that this was the sort of thing that should
almost always be decided in the negative. If there was nothing the Secretary could or needed to
do in the middle of the night, the lesson was, err on the side caution!

c. Austria and the Marshall Plan

Q: That seemed a sensible defense against eager beavers. Were you able to return in your
second summer?

JAEGER: No. My second internship, in the summer of 1950, was on the German-Austrian
desk in the Economic Cooperation Administration which had been created to administer the
Marshall Plan. My job description listed high-flown tasks like evaluating projects for investment
guarantees and assisting staff economists on national accounts and balance of payments
problems. What | remember was a rather less productive assignment assisting 'Penny’, a nice
young woman economist, with drafting Congressional letters and other routine tasks she didn't
have time to do.



As for the larger picture, | never found out, since nobody, in that then hyper-busy crowd
seemed interested or willing to explain it to me. So | went back to Harvard that fall with not much
to show for my time, except the impression that Eleanor Dulles, busy turning Austria into a ski
resort, was a force to be reckoned with and that economics, for the time being, was not my dish.

The good part of this exceptionally hot summer, during which | lived in a cheap boarding
house near Catholic University, was that | came to know some of the bright and dedicated
young people then gathering in Georgetown who shared my view that righting the world was our
generation's destiny.

4. Kissinger

Q: During those Harvard years, did you come to know Henry Kissinger?

JAEGER: We met in various contexts, but | had my first real exposure in William Yandell
Elliot's seminar for which Kissinger wrote a huge paper on the early German romantic
philosophers. The requirement called for 30-60 pages. Elliot opened the meeting by saying " |
have read Henry's brilliant paper. | don't claim to understand it, but | am sure Henry will explain it
to us." Henry did, droning on for most of two hours about the dense ideas and relationships of
various early 19th century German worthies. It was clearly a very learned paper. There was no
discussion.

Henry was approachable but pompous and competitive and contributed much to the repartee
iIn seminars, particularly when he was sparring with Brzezinski. While he had some detractors
and made some enemies, he was generally seen as someone likely to become a first class
academic. The idea that this young German refugee with an incorrigibly thick accident would
become a major world statesman was not yet obvious to any of us - perhaps not even to Prof.
Elliott who took him on as his proti;,'2gi¢ 2 after he had blown Harvard College away with an
almost straight A average and a 600 page thesis - for which he had earned a rare 'summa cum
laude'. He was reportedly so impecunious that in his undergraduate years he only had one pair
of pants and so had to stay in bed till they came back from pressing!

At some point in Henry's graduate career, Elliott steered him away from a purely academic
track, encouraging him to write his doctoral thesis on Metternich, thus foreign policy and
statesmanship, and then by making him Director of the subsequently famous International
Seminar for young foreign leaders at Harvard. The wide range of contacts he made in that
capacity and the success of his book on 'Nuclear Weapons and Foreign Policy' projected him
into orbit and history.



A footnote concerning Elliott's deep disappointment with Kissinger for divorcing his first wife,
who had stuck with him loyally through the hard early years at Harvard and beyond and for his
increasingly domineering and arrogant behavior as Nixon's National Security Advisor, which he
expressed to me in stentorian terms when we ran into each other years later on Pennsylvania
Avenue in Washington. "That boy" Elliot said angrily as he stomped away "is a disgrace!"

Q: Did you have any contact with Kissinger after those Harvard years?

JAEGER: | had been on fairly friendly terms with Henry in Cambridge. Many years later, when
| was working on east-west relations and the NPT in the Political Section of the Embassy in
Bonn, he asked me during a brief visit to get in touch with him when | was next in Washington to
talk about Germany. | did phone his office that fall, and was told to meet him in New York the

following day, November 25 1968. As | was about to leave for the airport, the phone rang and
nis secretary explained that he had an unexpected conflict.

| learned later that Henry, who had been working for the Rockefellers, had been called to see
Nixon who wanted to make him his National Security Advisor. | often wondered whether Henry

would not have brought me along to his NSC staff had the Nixon meeting come a few days later.
As it was he never got back to me. | think | was lucky.

Our only other, indirect, but illuminating meeting was one night at the Ambassador's
Residence in Paris during one of Henry's many Paris visits during the Vietnam Peace
negotiations, a story | will leave for later in this narrative.

5. Career decisions

Q. So, getting back to your career, what happened after you passed your doctoral orals in 19517?

JAEGER: | began tinkering with a thesis. | had chosen to write on Irving Babbitt, an American
conservative under Carl Friedrich, although my heart was never really in it. Partly, the topic was
too esoteric (why | chose it remains a mystery!), partly, Friedrich was an advisor in name only,
and partly, having had a taste of Washington | really wanted to go back.

a. Turned down by Truman for being foreign-born.

In fact the whole doctoral project was almost abandoned before it got underway in 1950,
when Elliott , who must have thought well of me, asked me one day to go down to Washington
to call on Admiral Sidney Souers, who had been the newly created CIA's first Director, and was

then Executive Secretary of the recently created National Security Council at the White House
under Harry Truman.



This was very heady stuff. | got my best suit pressed, went down to Washington (those were
the days when | still got shivers on my spine when | looked at the national capitol and the flag
flying above it), and for the first time ever walked into the White House.

| found Admiral Souers to be a kind, thoughtful, clearly very effective man who interviewed me
at some length. At the end of our meeting he explained to me what my duties would be as his
assistant. His role, | remember him emphasizing, was not to run American foreignh and security
policy! It was simply to provide a setting in which the cabinet members could have proper
discussions so that the President would get the best possible advice. Occasionally this required
that Admiral Souers would sum things up for him, either orally or in writing, without intruding
himself or his staff's views in the process. If appointed, he said, | would help him provide modest
secretariat functions, preparing meeting schedules, agendas, occasional briefing papers, etc.
Still, a pretty spectacular beginning for a new foreign affairs career!

Q: That's a very different concept of the NSC staff's role than it has become!

JAEGER: | was about to say that | have often thought about the stark contrast between this
very modest original definition of the NSC staff's role and the swollen behemoth it has become. It
was clearly not Truman's intent to create a major new bureaucracy to oversee State, Defense,
the CIA etc., but only a cabinet-level forum, chaired by the President himself, with perhaps a few
subcommittees, to help him pull together the main strands of foreign policy.

Q: To get back to your story, what happened?

JAEGER: Ending my interview, which | thought had gone well, Admiral Souers said he was
going to talk to the President about this. "l'll give you a ring when | get the answer, but | suspect
that all will be well."

So with his evidently strong support, | assumed | had managed to land this exceptional job at
the highest level and was walking on air - until, two days later Admiral Souers called to say that
he was terribly sorry to have to tell me that the President had turned me down! Souers had
made a strong case for me, but to no avail.

| asked "Why?" He said, "Well, the President's only concern was that you are foreign-born,
although he read and liked your file and thought that you were otherwise fully qualified. Given
his problems in the Congress, the President was worried that he would be attacked for hiring a
foreign-born American for this most sensitive position."



Q: Even at a relevantly junior level ?

JAEGER: | would have been the junior member of a staff of only four or five people.

Q: Well, that shows that Truman was already running scared against his Republican critics.

JAEGER: He wanted to avoid creating unnecessary new targets for attack. As for myself, it
was quite a sobering experience to be turned down by the President himself for being foreign
born - in spite of my military service in World War |l. Discrimination clearly was still very much
alive in the 1950's! Interestingly, the same thing happened to me again when | first took the
Foreign Service Exam, but that's later in our story.

In spite of this experience | was and remained a great admirer of President Truman. When he
made his first major foreign policy speech after a period of rather wounded withdrawal
subsequent to leaving office, | wrote him a longish letter of appreciation and support, which
included a few cavils and "suggestions"”! To my intense surprise | received a wonderful,
hand-typed personal letter from him (as evidenced by several typos and corrections) a few
weeks later, in which he carefully responded to my various points!

b. William Yandell Elliott

Q: Let's talk a bit about Elliott, who was also my lecturer in my Harvard freshman government
class in 1943. He clearly played an important role in getting you and many other of his students
Into government,

JAEGER: Elliott, was a powerfully broad-gauged southern intellectual and public servant, a
senatorial figure out of central casting and famous, in my time, for his undergraduate survey
course of the great Western political figures in which | became his assistant. His weekly
segments swept majestically from Plato, Augustine, Luther, Calvin and other major political
philosophers, to Karl Marx - and impressed generations of young people with the importance of
public service. | remember how, at key points in these famous lectures, he would glare at the
several hundred Harvard undergraduates in the auditorium and launch a stentorian challenge:
That they must not become another lot of passive bystanders but accept the public
responsibilities which a great Harvard education confers! "If you," he would say, "will not be the
leaders of this nation so that bad things do not occur to us, who will be? You have to see to it
that these things do not happen in America." He consistently helped his students find positions
iIn government where they could practice what he had tried to teach.

Q: Can you tell us a bit more about him and his accomplishments?



JAEGER: Elliott was an extraordinarily multi-faceted man. He was a Rhodes Scholar at
Balliol, where he studied under A.D. Lindsay and invented the subsequently banned forward
pass for Balliol's Rugby team; an artillery battery commander in World War [; one of the southern
'Fugitive Poets"; author, in the late twenties, of the "Pragmatic Revolt in Politics", which
presciently condemned fascism, syndicalism and communism; and Professor of Government at
Berkeley, then Harvard for forty years while commuting to Washington to advise six Presidents.

Most importantly, he was a Roosevelt brain-truster in the 1930's and 40's and, as we have
already said, invented the Bureau of the Budget as a way for FDR to more effectively control his
cabinet departments through their purse strings. He was, throughout, a committed
internationalist, who foresaw World War Il and the Cold War and did his best to prepare the way
for American involvement. Indeed we owed much of our World War |l supply of rubber, tin,
nickel, and molybdenum to his sense of urgency. During the War he became Vice President of
the War Production Board in charge of civilian requirements and accompanied Roosevelt to the
Yalta Conference, where he warned, presciently but unavailingly, of the oncoming Cold War.

Q: That's right. He played a critical wartime role, and even later.

JAEGER: During the Cold War he was an advisor to the National Security Council and later a
member of Vice-President Nixon's "Kitchen Cabinet" party which confronted Soviet Premier
Nikita Khrushchev in Moscow in 1957. He wrote some speeches for Nixon's 1960 campaign
against John F. Kennedy. Had Nixon won, some say that he might have become his National
Security Advisor.

Elliott retired from Harvard in 1964, taught for several years more at American University in
Washington, D.C., and eventually retired to his farm in the Blue Ridge mountains. He died in
1974.

| owe a great deal to the breadth and wisdom of this man who combined deep knowledge of
history and political thought with a passion for public service, which he did his best to pass on

to all of us.

c. Off to the State Department and Public Affairs

Q: Well, since you didn't get the White House job, what happened next?



JAEGER: | stayed at Harvard during the fall semester of 1950/1951 doing research and
assisting Professor Sigmund Neuman, a visiting political scientist, in his 'International Politics"
course. By April of '51 my civil service appointment to the State Department came through as a
member of a special young executives program, called the "Young Officers Group", assigned to
the Office of Assistant Secretary of State for Public Affairs Ed Barrett - a former Dean of the
Columbia Journalism School and Newsweek editor.

The "P" area, as the Assistant Secretary's office was called, in those days reigned over a vast
empire, which included not only State's own information activities, i1.e. press briefings, public
correspondence and the Historical Office, but the huge bureaucracy, of some 10,000 people
(later reconstituted as USIA, a separate agency) who carried out America's increasingly intense
Cold War information activities through the Voice of America and other operations Iin
Washington and overseas. 'P' was also responsible for providing policy guidance to all
concerned, so that our official media and spokespersons would sing from more or less the same

page.

Q: And how did you fit into all of this?

JAEGER: | was to work for Jesse McKnight, a Special Assistant to the Assistant Secretary
who was a key player in 'P's inner sanctum. He liaised with other parts of the Department,
represented State on interdepartmental committees, made sure that our media were quick off
the mark in reacting to Soviet propaganda initiatives around the globe, had a strong voice in
overseeing both staffing and operations, and, | believe, had some hush-hush functions involving
American grey or black Cold War propaganda.

Q: Was he a Foreign Service officer?

JAEGER: No. Jesse was a former Justice Department civil servant who had moved to State. |
found him intimidating at first but discovered that behind his rather forbidding exterior - he was
monosyllabic, a bit of a curmudgeon and demanded high standards from himself and others -
was an actually very intelligent, committed and caring man. His specialty was to constantly
shower the information bureaucracy with little chits assigning tasks, needling them over prompt
follow up and sending them sharp reminders when there were lags. | suspect, his most
important contribution was the blunt, principled advice he usually gave his superiors, who were
under heavy pressures arising from the intensifying Cold War and the strong emotions stirred by
the Korean war.

Q: Who were some of the other senior people in the front office?



JAEGER: The one | remember best was Walter Schwinn, a cherubic, literate man who had
been Consul General in the Trucial States, sat in on Policy Planning Staff meetings, served as a
senior advisor and liaised with the NSC, the OCB and the British on information policy and
operations. He later returned to the Middle East and, if | remember correctly, became editor of
the Hartford Courant.

Q: So what happened to you?

JAEGER: Typical junior officer chores, particularly in the beginning. Culling masses of current
intelligence and operational reports, accompanying or representing McKnight at Operations
Coordinating Board meetings, drafting correspondence and memos and, when the Assistant
Secretary's Intelligence Advisor was absent, giving the intelligence briefing at Mr. Barrett's large
daily staff meeting.

My first appearance in that role, soon after my arrival, was a disaster. | was called late one
afternoon and told that | would be giving the intelligence briefing the following morning and that
the cables for my review would be available as of 5 AM! When | arrived at that ungodly hour |
found myself staring at a stack of hundreds of messages from all over the world, but had no
idea what the key issues were or what the Assistant Secretary was interested in. | began to read
and sort, and soon began to panic. When my turn came at the staff meeting to address the
twenty-some senior people around the table | simply choked up and couldn't say a word - until
someone, after what seemed an eternity, moved the meeting on to the next item.

| slunk back to my office, utterly ashamed and furious with myself, the one-time debate
champion and public speaker, and was convinced my career was at an end - until in
mid-afternoon the phone rang. It was Howland Sergeant, the then Deputy Assistant Secretary,
who, instead of telling me that | was fired as | expected, asked me to come to see him. He
received me with a reassuring smile, said he understood how hard this morning must have been
for me, gave me some simple guidelines and asked me to try again a few days later. | did, all
went well, and | was mercifully reprieved.

d. The North Korean atrocities issue

Q: What were the major substantive issues with which you became involved?



JAEGER: We worked on the whole gamut of Cold War propaganda issues, how to respond to
shifts and tacks in Soviet tactics and how to handle domestic and international events in our
media and on the Voice of America. The latter was often a concern, since their broadcasters,
usually passionately involved native speakers, sometimes projected personal views at variance
with US policy. In preparing our daily guidances there were also frequent coordination problems
with regional bureaus in the Department and other parts of the government, who either did not
want some issue to be reported, affecting credibility, or wanted to spin it in ways which would
have been counter productive.

By far the most critical issue | became involved in arose in the OCB sub-committee on Korean
war information projects, on which Jesse McKnight represented State. Anxious to increase
American domestic support for the war, the Pentagon's Psychological Warfare people proposed
putting pamphlets, patterned after Life Magazine, in every American mailbox across the country
filled with graphic full page photos of gruesome atrocities allegedly committed by the North
Koreans.

The issue this raised was twofold: Whether it was in the US interest to conduct atrocity
propaganda at all? And, even more importantly, whether it was appropriate or legal for the US
government to subject the American people to a deliberate propaganda campaign to pump up
support for the Korean war.

Speaking for State, Jesse MacKnight, vigorously opposed this project on both counts in
increasingly acrimonious meetings at which the pressures became emotional and personal. The
subtext was the same as it has been during the current second Iraq war: That special times
justify special methods, and that, if you disagreed, you were unpatriotic, did not support the
froops, or worse.

| substituted for MacKnight at some of these meetings and helped hold the line. In the end,
nothing came of this domestic project; although, once the Eisenhower administration was
installed, the NSC did, at the Army's Psychological Warfare Branch's behest, approve vigorous
overseas and UN campaigns to publicize North Korean atrocities, which were much in the news
in that late fall of 1953. [Note: Extensive exchanges on this subject are cited in Senator
McCarthy's Executive Session Hearings, published in 2003]. | have always suspected, that it
was this issue which eventually led to the final chapter in my relationship with McKnight, when
he was suspended without pay on the grounds that his continued employment was inconsistent
with national security!

e. The suspension of Jesse MacKnight.

Q: Fascinating. Tell us what happened.



JAEGER: Well that's actually getting ahead of the story, since | had by then returned to
Harvard. In early October 1954, | received a long, shocking letter from Jesse reporting that, on
returning from a leave, he was informed that he had been summarily suspended from his job
without pay, was under investigation and could no longer even enter the State Department
building, where his safe had been sealed and his materials seized - depriving him of the records
with which he could vindicate himself.

He was charged with associating with persons "allegedly sympathetic to the Communist
ideology or having records of Communist front activity"; contributing to "alleged administrative
failure in the implementation of the Foreign Agents Registration Act; and, to me most
interestingly, having in his position and "in connection with his official duties involving the
Operations Coordinating Board (!) consistently attempted to obstruct, hamper or nullify plans,
proposals or policies designed to prejudice or embarrass the USSR and her satellite nations".

MacKnight was, quite obviously, the latest victim of State's new Security Chief Scott McLeod,
a former FBl man and staffer for far right-wing New Hampshire Senator Styles Bridges, who had
been appointed shortly after Eisenhower came into office to "Immunize" the State Department
from Senator McCarthy's charges that it harbored people "soft on Communism™: The same man
who famously tried to block Chip Bohlen's appointment as Ambassador to Moscow. What role in
this affair was played by MacKnight's then boss, Carl McCardle, Dulles' press spokesman and
Assistant Secretary of State for Public Affairs, is unclear, although it is hard to imagine that he
was unaware.

As it turned out, the Department itself quickly dropped the third charge concerning his OCB
work, since MacKnight's positions had all been carefully cleared within the Department. After
some weeks the other charges too were withdrawn, after over a hundred of Jesse's colleagues
and friends had submitted affidavits attesting to his loyalty and commitment. | too wrote a
strong, detailed paper in his defense, in which | argued vigorously that everything in our
relationship led me to believe that he was utterly loyal and deeply dedicated.

When it became clear that McLeod had no case, MacKnight was reinstated and given a
'finding' that his continued employment at State was "clearly consistent with the interests of
national security". He sent each of us who had written on his behalf a touching letter expressing
his gratitude for the support of "so many, many people have shown their decency and
understanding”. Eventually he also received an apology of sorts from the then Under Secretary
of State.

Even so, the experience made a permanent hash of MacKnight's life and career, which never
really recovered its momentum. He was one of the many victims of the witch hunts of that
period, made possible because Eisenhower and Dulles did not adequately protect their staffs
from unfounded ideological attacks.



f. Information policy work and USIA

Q: Those were very troubled times. But let's now get back to you and how you ended up back at
Harvard?

JAEGER: My assignment to 'P' had gone through several permutations. When McKnight left
for a year at the War College in October 1951, | was moved to 'P's' Information Policy Staff, the
small group which prepared and coordinated information policy within and beyond the
Department and gave specific guidance to our media.

After USIA became a separate Agency in 1953, our group became USIA's Information Policy
Staff, to which | was seconded and where | continued my work on Eastern Europe, a key area in
the cold war. My colleagues and mentors were "Butch" Leveridge, a wise and tested FSO who
had served as DCM in Bucharest where he was able to see Soviet 'salami-tactics' at first hand,
and Lou Revey, a wonderfully intense, demanding man of Hungarian descent.

Lou understood Eastern Europe with compelling clarity, wrote incisive, often acerbic
memoranda which pushed back against the increasingly hysterical atmosphere in the Dulles
years and passionately resisted amateurish projects which would boomerang. This took not only
brains but guts in the atmosphere in which we operated.

In sum, Lou and | (I had became his deputy) fought endless bureaucratic battles similar to the
Korean atrocities project | mentioned earlier, on issues like, "Should we have thousands of
Bibles dropped secretly over Eastern European countries?" Or "should we have covert
distributions of various black and gray propaganda materials here and there?" Lou's principle -
which did not endear him to many of the enthusiasts in USIA, the Pentagon and elsewhere, and
which taught me a great lesson which | applied again and again in later stages of my work - was
that you should never ask or incite people to do things if you're not prepared to back them up.

Q: The issue that came up again in Hungary in 19567
JAEGER: Exactly, and which, but for Lou Revey, might have come up earlier in other

contexts. Our work during this period was an example of the adage that the greatest successes
of diplomacy sometimes have to do with things that don't happen, rather than things that do.

Q: So in USIA you had at least some who wanted to pursue responsible propaganda in the
classic sense?



JAEGER: Oh, yes, as did the Eastern European desks in the Department who often helped
us resist the zanier projects and hold down the gung-ho enthusiasts. They appreciated good
analysis - | still have, for example in my files a memo from Bob McKisson, the then head of
Eastern European Affairs at State, commending Revey's analysis of the rise of Ri; 2kosi in
Hungary and my paper on the 1953 World Peace Congress in Bucharest.

Q: Who were the most gung-ho cold war warriors? The pre-war isolationists?

JAEGER: They were certainly part of it. But the main factors were Dulles' shift in emphasis
from 'containment’ to his forward-leaning policy of 'liberation’; the increasing stridency of
McCarthyism; as well as Washington's anxiety over the fact that the USSR had acquired nuclear
weapons. All this produced an over-charged atmosphere which tended to spawn Cold War
propaganda projects out of touch with realities behind the Curtain and elsewhere.

Q: When USIA was formally made an independent agency, and you went with them in '53, what
led to the split with State?

JAEGER: Since | worked in the Assistant Secretary's office, | had a certain amount of insight
into the politics of the split-off.

The central issues really had to do with money and status. Here were 10,000-some people In
the Department's overseas information business who all worked for one Assistant Secretary,
whom none could equal or exceed in rank or pay regardless of their actual responsibilities. As a
result pressures built up to remedy this.

In addition, the information staffs had developed a strong sense of organizational and
professional identity, which, many felt, was not adequately appreciated or recognized by the
State Department - which was seen as paternalistic and uninitiated into the mysteries of
psychological manipulation. With the support of senior media executives in New York and
elsewhere these pressures gradually prevailed.

Q: How did it work out?

JAEGER: There was much debate about the wisdom of the move, particularly since the new
USIA was, in many respects feeling its way, and because, as a new cabinet-level agency, it
wanted to test the scope of its new independence. So relations with State sometimes became a
little tense.



USIA's first Administrator, Theodore C. Streibert, a media executive who stayed on till 1957,
did get things off to a good start, since, in spite of the turbulent times in which he served, he
emphasized accurate reporting and credibility. It was this which in the longer run made such an
impact behind the Iron Curtain, where the 'radios’, VOA, Radio Free Europe and to a lesser
extent Radio Liberty, became the lifelines which connected many millions to the to the West.

Q; Why did they abolish USIA in the end under Clinton?

JAEGER: The USIA experiment lasted till 1999, when the end of the Cold War undercut the
Agency's raison d'etre. So it was folded back into State and dismembered.

The irony is that the need for effective public diplomacy is now, if anything, greater than ever
before, although, as George Allen, USIA's second Administrator, pointed out many years ago,
information programs can only be as effective as the quality of the policies they are selling.

That's why no one has succeeded in making the world like American hegemony as practiced
by Bush Il, although there has been no lack of trying.

g. McCarthy's attack on USIA

Q: You must have lived through McCarthy's attacks on USIA, the Voice and the US Information
Centers abroad? Can you talk about that?

JAEGER: USIA and its senior staff were among his prime targets and put us under growing
pressure.

Q: Which became intense with the Republican takeover of the Senate in '53 when McCarthy
assumed the Chairmanship of the Investigating Committee?

JAEGER: That's right. It was a bizarre and frightening time, partly because McCarthy played
to an approving national stage. Even as late as 1954 when his star was already fading, over
50% of the American public still supported what McCarthy had been doing.

Most people today remember the Army-McCarthy hearings, which proved to be his undoing,
and the outrageous antics of his abrasive assistants, Cohn and Shine, in the USIS libraries in
Germany, where they removed controversial books and bullied and abused staffs. What is less
well remembered is the intensity with which McCarthy pursued USIA's senior staff: Outstanding
people like Reed Harris, its first Deputy Administrator, who received a severe going-over
memorialized by Edward R. Murrow, and key people who worked on information issues at State,
like Harold Vedeler, the distinguished FSO then in charge of Eastern European affairs.



My own experience was limited to McCarthy's inquisition of our Information Policy Staff which
he suspected of being 'soft on Communism' and, perversely, of being, at the same time,
insufficiently conversant with Communist ideology to combat it effectively - the accusation
leveled against our very able Director Brad Connors! As a result, Connors too became one of the
prime targets of the McCarthy hearings. (See Executive Sessions of the Permanent
Subcommittee of Investigations of the Senate's Government Operations Committee, published
2003)

| wish | had kept a diary of those critical weeks in early 1953 when, one after another, the
senior members of our group and many others from the Voice of America and our Information
Services were hauled up before McCarthy's committee, or summoned for private interrogations
by Cohn or Shine.

What does stick in my memory was the Kafkaesque atmosphere of fear which pervaded our
meetings during this time as various members were called to testify. When Brad Connors got his
summons to appear before McCarthy during a staff meeting he literally fainted. It was like being
present when people were reading out execution lists during the French revolution.

The wide-spread belief was that McCarthy had an informer on our staff who was fingering
people, specifically Francis Knight...

Q: Of the passport office?

JAEGER: ...who was subsequently reportedly rewarded by being made the powerful, and
feared head of State's Passport Office - a job she held past retirement age until she was finally
terminated under Jimmy Carter. | remember watching her participating coolly in our meetings
while information that she was believed to have passed to McCarthy was being replayed
against whoever was up that day before the Grand Inquisitor.

Not one of them, as far as | know, was ever proven guilty of anything. In retrospect, | had a
ringside seat at a historic witch hunt, which, like others before it, damaged many and was a
national disgrace. To our own surprise, neither Lou Revey or | were ever called. We did our best
to carry on in spite of our demoralized senior echelon.Q: What effect that all this have on you?

JAEGER: Needless to say, it was a miserable time, which made me increasingly
unenthusiastic about spending the rest of my life in Washington, in spite of its many personal
attractions.



For Georgetown at the time was full of extraordinarily bright and interesting young people who
shared the vision of our generation that we needed, in one way or another, to help build a better
new world. And there were mentors, in my case an extraordinary man to whom | owe much,
Charles Burton Marshall.

h. Charles Burton Marshall and the Policy Planning Staff

Q: Tell us about him.

JAEGER: Burt Marshall was a Harvard Ph.D. who in World War |l had served as Port
Commander of the Port of Manila, the supply hub for the Pacific, where he established priorities
and resolved complex stand-offs between competing interests - important lessons for his later
foreign affairs career.

After the war, he did a stint with the Intergovernmental Committee on Refugees, and then,
from 1947-1950 served as Staff Consultant and | believe Staff Director for the House Foreign
Affairs Committee, where he developed a reputation as a keen thinker and prolific worker and
became well-known in Washington. In 1950 he was asked to join Acheson's Policy Planning
Staff, which Paul Nitze had just taken over from George Kennan.

It was sometime in 1951 that we met, | can't recall when or where. Whatever the
circumstances, he evidently thought | had some promise and, since | had all the necessary
clearances, took me on as a tutee in how foreign policy is and should be made. As a result, we
spent many evenings over beer, steak or spaghetti and reviewed the issues which were at that
point confronting the Policy Planning Staff until he left in 1953.

Q: What was his position or title on the staff?

JAEGER: He was just one of the 10 or 12 members. That was the thing that was so amazing
and, in retrospect, so important about Acheson's Policy Planning Staff. It was constituted as a
group of equals, chosen for their knowledge and good judgement, rather than as a hierarchy of
ambitious, competitive people. Among them were people like Louis Halle, who later wrote an
important book, still very much worth reading, called "Civilization and Foreign Policy" published
by Harper in 1952, which remains a seminal text on the good management of American power.
They were searchers rather than ego-trippers. That made all the difference.



The method they developed was also unique. As Burt Marshall described it, the members
would discuss the issue at hand until everybody was on board. The ground rules were that one
didn't lose face if one changed one's mind, even if one had argued vigorously for another
position. Many of their discussions were genuinely Socratic exercises, quite unusual in
bureaucracies.

The central question they faced were how the United States should respond to the
unexpected new threat posed by an aggressive and expansionist Soviet Union in the context of
the nuclear weapons now possessed by both sides; and its subsets, how to respond to Soviet
pressures in particular contexts. In trying to formulate responses, their discussions inevitably
led to questions of definition, i.e. what America's ends should be in this situation, and what
means were suitable to reach them. This led them to appreciate that our means should neither
exceed or excessively strain our capacities, nor morally damage what we are - in short, that
there was an economy of means to consider before defining a major course of action.

Put another way, they recognized that America was not omnipotent and that there were
material, moral and cultural limits to our capacity to conduct our foreign relations. Marshall
developed this concept as a Policy Planning Staff paper, which became the basis of his book,
"The Limits of Foreign Policy", published by Henry Holt in 1955. It's still very much worth
reading, particularly in the context of the current second Bush Presidency's squandering of
American power on ill-defined, open-ended objectives, often using profoundly questionable
means.

Now all this may sound like a verbal exercise, but unless one can answer these basic
guestions adequately, Marshall often stressed in our meetings, one ran the risk that means
would become ends in themselves, or that posited ends would only be vaporous concepts not
achievable by any imaginable means. Making the world safe for democracy comes to mind as
one example, or, in today's context, the notion of an endlessly undifferentiated 'war on terror'.

For a young person in Washington, all this was tremendous education. | wrote an enthusiastic

review of Halle's book for 'Commonweal’, which expounds virtually the same concepts, and tried
to apply and preach this basic methodology throughout my career.

Q. How did the Policy Planning Staff relate to the NSC and the White House?



JAEGER: When you look at Harry Truman's biography and Acheson's biographies there are
frequent references to the Policy Planning Staff as the place they looked to for thoughtful advice
onh the major longer-term foreign policy issues facing the country. As a result, there was a
certain degree of coherence and clarity about American policy in those early years. We now
have a labyrinth of NSC working groups and interdepartmental committees, a process of
bureaucratic infighting in pyramids of interdepartmental committees, which rarely produces
policies based on the kind of fundamental examination the early Policy Planning Staff's Socratic
meetings could achieve.

Q: So the clarity was not just due to the primary focus on the Soviet problem, but also on the
method of working out policy-

JAEGER: That's right.

Q: Let's talk a bit about Acheson's role, was he an active participant?

JAEGER: Very much so. Although General Marshall had established the Policy Planning
Staff, he was not a hands-on manager. It was Acheson, first as his Under Secretary and then as
Secretary of State, who developed S/P, to use their in-house initials, turned it into his principal
foreign policy think-tank under George Kennan, and made constant use of it by tasking it with
iIssues and questions. The central cluster was, of course, what should be done about the Soviet
Union. But there were others, for example one arising from Truman's and Acheson's concern as
to how Presidential transition should be handled in the new nuclear age, since previous
administrations had no mechanisms to assure foreign policy continuity. The Policy Planning
Staff's paper, which Truman much appreciated, proposed the arrangements which have
assured effective Presidential transition arrangements in the foreign and security fields ever
since.

But this was only one of dozens of fundamental studies, which the Policy Planning Staff
undertook in those years at their own initiative or at Acheson's or Truman's request.

Q: Did Acheson sit in on any of these meetings?

JAEGER: As is so often the case, the physical setup was important. Acheson wanted his
thank-tank nearby, so assigned them a conference room which shared a back door to his own
office. So, between his own meetings, Acheson would often take his coat off, join them or just
listen to the discussions under way. It was a synergistic relationship in which Acheson played a
key role.



Q: Did Marshall give you any insights into the differences between Kennan and Nitze?

JAEGER: When | met Burt Marshall, Kennan had already been succeeded by Paul Nitze.
Although Acheson admired Kennan he had grown weary of Kennan's somewhat moralistic,
hyper-intellectual approach. While Kennan's 'containment’ policy had won general acceptance,
Kennan was uncomfortable, as the Cold War ratcheted up, with Washington's growing
emphasis on military means. As Kennan's views came to seem more and more unrealistic and
out of touch, they created frictions.

Nitze was the counterpoint, arguing for a strong all-round American response, an outlook
Acheson shared and which was reflected in NSC-68, the famous policy paper. Contrary to
Kennan's much more nuanced views, it formally defined Soviet intent as world-domination and
called for much more activist political, psychological, military and even nuclear containment.

| came to know Nitze slightly, and remember him with much respect and admiration: He was
an elegantly brilliant figure, realistic and hard-headed but intellectually open, a man with
remarkable retentive capacity, fluency and range of interests, passionate about the importance
of public service.

His world, in turn, came crashing down, when John Foster Dulles was sworn in as Secretary
of State, and Nitze's firm but balanced policies came into conflict with the Eisenhower
administration's approach of cutting defense budgets and putting more of the weight of
American security on the doctrine of massive retaliation. | remember, as Burt Marshall recounted
it at the time, that Nitze came out of Dulles' office on one of his first calls white as a sheet,
growling "Either he is insane or | am, and | don't think its me!"

Q: That was about 'more bang for a buck'!

JAEGER: That's right. Nitze left S/P shortly thereafter, in May 1958.

Q: Nitze was generally thought to be quite hawkish throughout most of his career until perhaps
the '80s when he seemed to reverse his position.

JAEGER: Perhaps. He always remained clear about America's strategic interests, but
became a strong believer in building down the two sides' by then vast nuclear forces and
became our leading arms control negotiator. Strobe Talbott has captured this brilliantly in his
book on Nitze, "The Master of the Game", published by Knopf in 1988.



Q: Well, these were all fascinating experiences. But let's now get back to your career. Here you
were in the midst of the McCarthy attacks on USIA trying to do good work on Eastern Europe.
What happened next?

JAEGER: By the spring of '54 | decided that | needed a reprieve from the McCarthy-dominated
Washington atmosphere (McCarthy had not yet been censured and the Army-McCarthy
hearings were still in full swing) and asked Harvard if they would allow me to come back. They
promptly agreed, the State Department to which | was still formally attached, granted me a
year's leave of absence and, feeling somewhat like a political refugee, | was back in Cambridge
by late September as a Resident Tutor and Teaching Fellow, ensconced in a very comfortable
oak-paneled suite in Adams House with a working fire place.

Q: That must have been pleasant.

JAEGER: It was a reassuring experience. Elliott asked me to be one of his assistants in his
famous "Political Theory" course which gave me a chance to steep myself in many of the basic
texts, from Plato to Marx - a needed refresher, since | had to teach sections of thirty-some
students twice a week. Later on | did the same for McGeorge Bundy, the brilliant young Harvard
Dean, in his "International Politics" course. Much time was also taken by my duties at Adams
House, tutoring students majoring in government, advising on senior theses and joining
students and other faculty members around the long polished dining room tables at lunch or
dinner, where the daily discussions ranged across the spectrum and were an important part of
the undergraduates', and my own further education.

A few experiences may be worth recording. One involved a young Jordanian tutee, son of a
former Prime Minister, a very good student with whom | worked during most of that year. He
began to slip in the second semester and was clearly paying the price for carousing. Things
came to a head one day, when our meeting went particularly badly, when he stopped, looked at
me and said, 'Mr. Jaeger, what | really need to know, does Allah exist? Does he?". | knew we
had come to the crux of the matter, made a difficult decision and said: "Yes". It was a critical
moment and my first direct experience with the corrosive impact of Western culture on Middle
Eastern faith, which has caused so much difficulty in our relations over the last decades. We
were to meet again many years later when he was Prime minister of Jordan.

Other tutees were very different, such as the brilliantly febrile Charlie Brower (son of the
advertising executive of the same name, who had been the immensely successful President of
B.B.D&amp;0) with whom | spent many hours, analyzing and discussing. He later had an
impressive legal career, became Acting Legal Advisor at the State Department, a Senior Partner
at White and Case and later a Judge at the International Court of Arbitration, but never felt
satisfied that he had reached his real potential. Wisdom is the hardest thing to teach.



And, by way of counter point, there was the tutee who trepidatiously knocked on my Adams
House door a few minutes after | had encountered a thoroughly naked young lady retreating
down the hallway waving a towel. In 1954 this was still a capital crime, which called for blood
and expulsion. His question, "Could | somehow manage not to have noticed?" | was assured
that the entire floor would be in my eternal debt, and that none would ever again cause me any
trouble. They never did.

My own affairs were more opaque. Out of the blue an offer arrived from Wesleyan University
of an Assistant Professorship in Political Science - a wonderfully generous offer, since one
usually started as an Instructor, instigated by Prof. Sigmund Neuman. It forced me to examine
my life and to decide what | really wanted to do.

| came to the conclusion that | really didn't want to be a college professor, but wanted to apply
what | had learned in the Foreign Service, even though it would mean coming in at the bottom.
The trouble was that one had to be an American citizen for 10 years in order to join. Having been
naturalized as a Gl during basic training in Alabama in January 1945, | couldn't apply until the
spring of '55, which | then promptly did.

I. Too foreign-born to join the Foreign Service

Q: So how did you make out?

JAEGER: Well, | passed the written examination with adequate grades and then went before
the Board of Examiners for orals in Boston in November. My examiners turned out to be
stereotypical Consul General-types with vests and watch chains who asked questions for over
an hour. | got all but two right and thought | was in.

Q: So what did happen?

JAEGER: The custom at that time was that the examiners would go into executive session
after the interview, had you wait outside and then told you whether you had passed or failed. In
my case the chairman came out and said, "Well, Mr. Jaeger, you did splendidly, but you see, we
have enough native-born Americans, so we don't need to take foreign-born applicants. The
Board has therefore decided against you."

Q: So you were caught again by your foreign-born status?

JAEGER: That's right. Mercifully things have changed a great deal since then, but its
interesting how recently discrimination was still alive and well in the Foreign Service.



Q: So then, how did you actually get into the Foreign Service.

JAEGER: As you can imagine | was outraged and decided to write to Cromwell Riches, the
then Executive Director of the Board of Examiners in Washington, to ask for an appointment.
After | told him my story, he got out my file and confirmed that | had indeed done "very well" and
had been turned down only because | was foreign-born. | said, "Well, Mr. Riches, is that really
how America should run its affairs?"

He gave me a long look and said, "Actually, no. And we're going to do something about that!"
He then explained that he couldn't change the board's decision, that | would have to go through
the whole exam process a second time, but that he himself would chair the Board before which |
would retake my orals. He then added rather emphatically, "My advice is that you have a
thorough knowledge of Gunther's Inside USA." | was a bit mystified, but took the hint and
virtually memorized both volumes of this then very popular book in the ensuing months.

To cut a long story short, | appeared before Cromwell Riches and three other examiners in
Washington on March 19, 1956 and fielded esoteric questions for an hour and a half, all of
which he had taken directly out of Gunther's Inside USA: Questions like. "What are the chief
imports in the port of Galveston in the winter?", or "Who was the poet laureate of Tennessee in
such and such a year?"

Q: Was this to demonstrate to the other members of the board that you knew America so well,
that being foreign-born didn't matter?

JAEGER: That's right. | was challenged by another board member on only one answer
iInvolving the author of a particular poem. Riches intervened and said, "l looked this up before |
asked the question. The candidate is right!"

Q: Ouch!

JAEGER: When it was all over Mr. Riches simply looked right and left and he said, "There is
no question, is there, my colleagues, that this foreign-born American should be a member of the
Foreign Service?" Everybody nodded. And that's how | got it in.

It took a bit of smoke and mirrors, but it got me there.

Part lll: Early years: Consular training, the Estimates Group and Liberia



Q: Now let's talk about your new life in the Foreign Service.

JAEGER: Well, it began with a bit of a setback, since | was appointed as an FSO-6, but,
because of a short delay to take a vacation, unexpectedly fell under a new law restructuring the
Foreign Service and so was sworn in in July 1956 as an FSO-8!

1. The Consular Course

JAEGER: Be that as it may, some twenty of us reported full of high expectations for Basic
Officers Training, a course then housed in a rather run-down four story brownstone building on
C Street, where the present State Department building is now located. Each of us was given an
old-fashioned school desk surrounded by dark stains, the sweat of earlier generations of young
FSOs who had sat there through stifling hot Washington summers before us!

We were all very excited about starting our new careers, even though the training turned out
to be pedestrian. First came some broad-brush weeks on State Department organization and
history, with lots of dull charts and tables of organization. Then came the famous basic consular
course, a six-week effort to teach us consular law and practice, since most of us were expected
to start as consular officers. It droned on through the hot summer, and was less a learning
experience than an endurance test. Consular law was still strict in those days, and it was
impressed on us that we would judge, in light of the 600-some pages of consistently
inconsistent Immigration law, who would make the grade and got visas and who would not.

Q: Normally FSl is thought of in terms of foreign language courses.

JAEGER: They do that too, of course. The thing | found most interesting was that in this
introductory course there was no mention, as far as | can remember, of either foreign affairs or
the policy making process. There were talks on practical issues like security, efficiency reports,
per diem, travel arrangements etc. which were useful. But a visiting outsider asking how
America trained its incoming diplomats would have been amused and disappointed at the lack
of substantive discussion.

Q: It reminds me of how the navy taught me to be a paymaster.



JAEGER: Even so, it was an important experience, in which many of us bonded and all of us
assumed our new Foreign Service identity. The people | remember most clearly were Tom
Hirschfeld - a clear, and witty thinker who, to the distress of some subsequent superiors had a
disconcerting tendency to go to the heart of the matter - with whom | later served in Germany,
and who, with his lovely wife Hannah, has remained a lifelong friend. There was Doug Hartley,
always positive and sane, who too has continued to stay in touch.

Another was Jay Peter Moffat, the gifted, rather aristocratic son of a former Under Secretary
famous for opposing the liberalization of immigration law which would have permitted Jews to
escape Nazi Germany. Peter, as he was called, genuinely liked me, introduced me to the
concept of ‘A’ and 'B' social lists when giving a party, and once said to me earnestly that it was
too bad that, even though | was brighter than he, he would become an Ambassador before me
because of his better connections. He was right.

Then there was quiet and reserved Jack Matlock, the brightest and most hard-working of all of
us, who later became famous as Ambassador in Moscow during the Gorbachev/Yeltsin period;
as well as Peter Lord and Everett Briggs, both destined to become heavy hitters.

2. The Estimates Group

Q: When did they hand out your first assignments?

JAEGER: The great moment came at the end of the summer. For me it was not a surprise,
since, throughout that spring and summer, | had been in touch with Allan Evans, the
third-ranking officer in the State Department's then huge Bureau of Intelligence and Research in
charge of 500-some researchers and analysts, organized, like the State Department itself, into
major regional and functional offices.

Evans had suggested, while | was still at Harvard, that | join his office as a mid-level civil
servant, to serve as Secretary to the Estimates Group, succeeding Henry Owen, an already
rather renowned senior figure who was about to move on to the Policy Planning Staff. He later
became a Deputy Assistant Secretary for Economic Affairs, and still later served in the White
House. When | made my choice to become a career Foreign Service Officer Allan Evans
nevertheless accepted this kindly and had me brought in as an FSO-8! This was an additional
challenge for me, since | had to prove myself in a quite senior assignment, replacing a very
respected official at the top of the civil service scale.

Q. Tell us about Allan Evans, he sounds unusual.



JAEGER: He was. Allan Evans was originally English, had during the war been seconded to
the OSS in London in a senior liaison capacity, became an American citizen after the war and
was brought over into the State Department as the number-three man in INR in charge of the
hundreds of research analysts who had been brought in when OSS was dissolved. He was an
urbane, widely read, utterly civilized man, who ran his research empire with a bemused touch
and a misleading air of seeming absent-mindedness. Evans clearly understood that good policy
judgement had to rest on incisive analysis. His primary effort therefore was to make sure that
happened, which is where the Estimates Group came in.

Q: So what did the Estimates Group do?

JAEGER: The Estimates Group was the committee of INR's regional and functional Office
Directors (the people in charge of the various research branches, like the Middle East, Europe,
the USSR or Economic issues) which Evans had created to vet the State Department's
contributions to National or Special Intelligence Estimates. NIEs and SNIEs, then as now, were
the coordinated jJudgments of the entire intelligence Community based on each agency's written
contributions. Subjects ranged across the spectrum, from the annual NIE on the USSR, to NIE's
on regional trends and individual countries. SNIs were the special estimates on faster-moving
crisis situations.

The system Allan Evans developed to assure that INR produced sound, airtight analyses was
bureaucratically unique and, | thought, very effective. Each NIE draft contribution, for example a
country paper on Egypt, was distributed to and studied by all the other Office Directors and then
discussed when they met as a body in an Estimates Group meeting, chaired by Allan Evans.

My rather perilous and exciting job was to be the front office gadfly at these meetings,
because Allan Evans didn't want to ask all the nasty questions of the senior members of his
staff. The idea was not to flatter the authors, but to critique and ask pointed, sometimes painful
guestions, to see if the draft was comprehensive and could stand up to critical analysis. If it did
it was sent on to the CIA as the State contribution. If not, and that was often the case as a result
of these meetings, which usually occurred twice, even three times a week, they were amended
and sometimes even completely rewritten.

The reason this made not only substantive but bureaucratic sense and produced no enmities,
was that all the Office Directors subjected each other to this process, no one was singled out,
and all agreed that it greatly improved the result. The point was to make sure that the State
Department's contribution didn't simply replay the pet themes of some particular analyst or
Office Director in INR, but represented a balanced and coherent view.

Q: Walk us through the process from the start to the finished NIE.



JAEGER: Some NIE's were ordered by the White House, some requested by one of the
agencies in the Intelligence Community, some were periodic, like the Soviet estimate, which was
done on an annual basis. A calendar was established by the CIA, determining when
contributions from all agencies were due. Then drafts would be prepared around town, in our
case in the appropriate office of INR, which was then vetted through the Estimates Group as we
just discussed and submitted to the Agency.

ClA's analysts would then incorporate all this material, including its own contribution, into a
composite draft NIE which would be reviewed at one or more inter-agency meetings at which
everyone was represented. When, as was often the case, there were differences, i.e. between
State and Army or the CIA, they were either reconciled or, if that proved impossible, the
dissenting agency or Department would "take a foot note", indicating that it did not agree with
this or that judgement and why. This put policy makers reading the NIE on notice that there were
differences of opinion. In some cases these footnoted judgments were important red flags
involving major issues.

All this was of course an absolutely fabulous education, although, being very junior, my role
as the institutional gadfly was frequently delicate. | somehow managed it, nevertheless, without
making permanent enemies of the powerful division chiefs. The ones | liked and admired most
were Phil Habib, later of Saigon-fame, Ed Doherty, a wonderful Irish intellectual who was a kind
and generous mentor, and the brilliant and incisive Charlton Ogburn, who, after he left State,
wrote "The Marauders", a best-seller on his combat experiences in Burma and a series of books
on the authorship of Shakespeare's plays which attracted wide interest. His account of his
travels along the north eastern shore in "The Winter Beach" is considered a classic of
nature-writing.

Q: Do any of these NIE's stand out in your recollections?
JAEGER: Yes, the urgent Sputnik SNIE of 1957, after the Russians had put their first satellite

in orbit - a breakthrough which had come as quite a shock to the American government and
public.

Q: What was your role in this?



JAEGER: Well, Allan Evans asked me to coordinate and be one of the coauthors of the State
Department's contribution. The general line was that America, because of budget cuts,
lassitude and educational problems, had fallen behind the curve; that the Russians had stolen a
march on us; that this was having, and would have, a considerable adverse propaganda effect
throughout the world which would affect perceptions of the US in the cold war, and that, in
effect, we needed to pull up our socks.

We thought that was an unexceptionable and correct position. So did most of our colleagues
In the CIA whose contribution ran along similar lines, until Allen Dulles, the then CIA Director,
took the preliminary draft to President Eisenhower. According to then accounts Eisenhower went
through the roof and asked Dulles to have the SNIE toned down significantly.

Q: Eisenhower objected to crediting the Russians with any such lead?

JAEGER: He clearly wanted a less exciting paper.

Q: But there already was much excitement in the press and Congress!

JAEGER: Of course. Perhaps lke didn't want to add unnecessarily to the hysteria or was less
alarmed because he may have been confident that we would soon catch up and surpass the
Soviets, as we did with 'Explorer' in 1958.

Be that as it may, what | recall was that there were two successive meetings with Allen Dulles
to which | was taken along by Allan Evans and another colleague. At the first, in the Old Brewery
in Washington, Allen Dulles asked whether the people responsible for this paper would agree to
tone it down as the President had requested. No one agreed. | remember Allen Dulles sitting
there, puffing his pipe, and glaring at us. Everybody was fidgeting and was, of course,
extremely uncomfortable. The best he could get was an agreement to make a few minor editorial
revisions, which wouldn't really change the thrust of the paper.

Shortly thereafter there was a second meeting at a secure site, | think in New Jersey, at which
the slightly revised version of paper was on the agenda,. We landed in a helicopter on a golf
course surrounded by guards with Tommy guns and met in the country club. When the SNIE
came up we went through pretty much the same scenario. It was one of those exceptional times
when the working folks in the government stood their ground. Although somewhat lower key In
tone, the final SNIE stuck to its guns - judgments which were important in providing the
intelligence basis for accelerating our technological and educational efforts in this country.

Q: Do you think the Sputnik estimate made a major contribution to that?



JAEGER: | think it played a role. Those who wanted to save defense dollars would have
preferred something that said, "Look, this is a just blip on the landscape, a Soviet PR exercise,
which doesn't really mean very much." What this paper deprived them of was the ability to add,
"and the intelligence community agrees with us." They could still make the argument, but they
couldn't claim to base themselves on our best collective jJudgment. It was all very heady stuff for
an FSO-8!

Q: Speaking of estimates, what about the reaction to the Hungarian and Suez crises in the fall of
'567

JAEGER: That happened when | was just getting my feet wet, so my memory is a bit hazy,
except that there were very intense discussions. One of the concepts was Habib's "mattress
theory of the Middle East", the idea that if you push down on one end it will pop up on the other.
While not very scientific, | still think of it occasionally as the Middle East goes through
successive action/reaction cycles.

Q: Do you remember any other subjects on which NIEs were prepared?

JAEGER: There were many: On the state and likelihood of further nuclear proliferation, on
various regional political and economic trends, i.e. the prospects for military dictatorship Latin
America and estimates on many individual countries. | remember being asked to take the lead
onh a SNIE on Antarctica, which | helped launch, contributed to and guided through the process. |
still have a letter of commendation from the then head of the Bureau of Intelligence and
Research, Hugh Cummings, on this work. Last, but far from least, was the major annual NIE on
the Soviet Union, which absorbed a great deal of our energy. Some of these SNIEs and NIE's
nave been declassified and can now be studied with the benefit of hindsight.

Q: Quite an experience for a first assignment!

JAEGER: For me it was all fascinating, multifaceted work, which stretched me. | was pretty
good at analyzing logical sequences and finding gaps in accounts and arguments, or playing
devil's advocate for some proposition not dealt with in a draft, but had as yet had no direct
experience in any of the places we discussed.



In retrospect, | have learned how important it is to understand countries not only in the
abstract but from the "inside", and wonder how naive | must have seemed to some of my much
more experienced colleagues. Even so they were consistently tolerant of my sometimes very
persistent probing. Officialdom also seemed satisfied and | received my first promotion to the
exalted level of FSO-7 in March of 1958! When | left INR that summer Allan Evans sent me one
of the kindest and most appreciative letters | have ever received, thanking me for my work with
him. He was a gentleman, a scholar and a kindly prince.

Q: One last question before we move on. What happened to INR institutionally since then?

JAEGER: Over the years, the intelligence side of the State Department was cut back to its
present modest size through successive budget cuts. While this saved money, it represented a
huge loss of institutional memory, since the hundreds of civil servants who staffed it in those
post-war years were sometimes rumpled, crotchety or odd, but, for all that, highly qualified
academics and specialists inherited from wartime agencies. They had collectively watched and
could recall the ins and out of every corner of the globe, either from memory or because they had
squirreled away the information in their many bulging file cabinets. The State Department's
other bureaus necessarily had a much shorter memory span, since the FSO's who staffed them
were moved in and out of country assignments every two to four years. As INR shrank, its
memory base disappeared proportionally, although it did preserve a tradition of taking the longer
view.

That this can be crucial was again shown in INR's recent dissents from intelligence
community judgments claiming Saddam Hussein was building weapons of mass destruction
which erroneously helped to justify the second Iraqg war.

3. Liberia

Q: Where did you go from INR?
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