
Behind the Scenes 
Of a CIA Life 
Cord Meyer's Trek From One World Crusader to 
Chief of Clandestine Operations . . . and Out 

By Paul Hendrickson 
Smooth, uncalloused hands idle 

with a cigarette lighter. Sitting pn the 
sofa, his legs crossed, batting ques-
tions away like tennis balls, he looks 
not so much like James Bond as, say, 
a bank president on holiday. 

Actually Cord Meyer, 26 years In 
the Company, now retired, wouldn't 
know about James Bond. "I don't re-
ally read spy novels," he shrugs. "I 
did see a Bond movie once. It was . . 
uh, highly imaginative." He insists be 
never carried a weapon in the CIA—
or even learned a deadly martial art. 
"Course, I had some of that in the Ma-
rines." This with a weak smile. 

  
  

The Grenade 

 

History. In July 1844, seven years 
before he joins the CIA, Cord Meyer 
Jr. is 24, a lieutenant in the South Pa-
cific, and uncommonly handsome—so 
everybody says. He has already made 
two landings on Eniwetok. Now he 
and his machine gun platoon are tak-
ing Guam. 

It is a starry night. A small, oval ob-
ject suddenly bounces on the edge of 
his foxhole and rolls in. It lies there, 
softly hissing. He reaches for it as a 
child might reach tentatively toward a 
new toy. This is what happens next, as 
recorded in a story he later wrote 
called, "Waves of Darkness." 

"A great dub smashed him in the 
face. A light grew in his brain to ago-
ni7ing brightness and then exploded 
in a roar of sound that was itself like 
a physical blow. He fell backward and 
an iron door clashed shut against his 
eyes." 

  
 

 

Wounds 

 

 

"You have to live with sorrow," he 
is saying nearly tonelessly. "What was 
Carlyle's remark? I think it was Car-
lyle. Somebody told him, 'I accept 
the universe,' and he answered, 'You 
damn well better.' " 

He is cleaning his pipe. Though his 
war wounds are still visible—a divot 
like a dime in his cheek where the 
grenade first hit, the powder 'burns 
along his nose, the creamy yolk that 
constitutes his left eye—by any stand-
ard, you would call him handsome. He 



Cord Meyer with the CIA seal. Left 
photo by Harry Naltchavan—The 
Washington Post. 

is 57 now, tall, and trim, with tortoise-
shell glasses and white wavy hair 
combed straight back. This morning 
he's in a tweedy coat, khakis, a ma-
roon polo shirt. Everything about him 
suggests class, connection. Also con-tainment and control 

The house—which is in Georgetown 
—looks that way, too. In fact, the 
place is remarkable for its museum-like neatness. Everything here is stow. 
ecd away. Coffee tables and counter-
tops are clean. The ship is tight In 
the dining room are two bare wooden sculptures. "They're by Anne Truitt," he had said on the way In, pausing. 
"She's a minimalist." 

In a while he takes off his glasses 
and points to his good eye. There's still a piece of metal in there, he says. When he was recovering, some of his 
doctors thought it was brass—Japa-
nese grenades often had brass in them —which would have eventually oxy-
dized and filmed over and caused him 
to go blind. Other doctors thought it 
was probably steel, in which case he'd turn out okay. He decided to hell with 
surgery, to chance it, and today, be says, that right eye is damn good. 

"When you think of the scale of hu-
man tragedy in that war, what hap-
pened to me was nothing." A small, 
tight laugh. "A minor miracle, really. 
We're lucky to be alive." 

Liberal Activist  
History. Cord Meyer, of St. Paul's Preparatory School, the summa cum 

See MEYER, B3, Col. I 
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Cord Meyer's Trek _ 
MEYER, From DI 

haute at Yale (where be sculled. 
played goalie for Davenport College, 
was Scroll and Key), becomes after 
the war a kind of Galahad on a one-
world crusade. "World government is 
possible. It is possible in our Iife-

-time," he proclaims in speeches across 
the country. 

He serves as an aide to Harold Sias-
sen at the drafting of the U.N. Char-
ter In 1945. He Is an organiser Of the 
American 	Veterans 	Committee 
("Citizens First, Veterans Second"). 
He helps found,  and becomes presi-
dent of the United World Federalist 
Movement He also writes a book, 
"Peace or Anarchy," that .calls war 
"mechanized, impersonal mass mur- 
der." 	• 

In 1947, a Lowell Fellowship at Har-
vard and some Yale law courses be-
hind him, he is named by the Jaycees 
one of the 10 outstanding young men 
In America ("Richard M, Nixon, 34, of 
Whittier, Calif., congressman," is also 
named.) 

In snort:people say, Cord Meyer is 
■ a kind of missionary for world har-

mony. On college campuses he Is 
:thought a hero. Girls paste his picture 
in their lockers. He is nearly every-
body's ideal of the well-bred liberal 

• 'intellectual 
" In 1951, without notice, he joins the 

Tragedies 
Charles Bartlett, syndicated Wash-

ington columnist, on his old Yale 
classmate, good friend, and current 
tennis partner: • 

"What did you expect, really? For 
Cord to emote? No, he has Learned to 
be circumspect—most of the time. He 
doesn't enjoy giving himself away." 

Bartlett pauses. "All of us have two 
postures, I suppose. And when you've 
been an official in the CIA for years, 
with hundreds of people below you  

depending an your judgment, you 
learn to be contained." 	 • 

He speaks of the tragedies that 
have stalked his friend's life: the loss 
of Meyer's twin brother, Quentin, on 
Okinawa (Quentin was the better ath-
lete, Cord the better brain), the loss of 
a 9-year-old son in 1959 (he was run -• 
down by a car in front of the Meyer 
house in McLean), the loss of Meyer's 
first wife, Mary Eno Pinchpt (who, 
one clear, cool morning in 1964 was 
inexplicably murdered on the towpath 
along the C&O canal In Georgetown). 
The two had been d,ivorced by then, 
but his friends say it cut deeply all 
the same. 

"I mean, Quentin was one of the 
handsomest men who ever walked," 
Bartlett says. "The pain of that was 
excruciating. And of course getting 
half your own face shot off is not ex-
actly easy to bear either." 

Did be ever talk of his work? 
"Never," says Bartlett. 

Before the War 
History. His background wasn't as 

privileged as some people think, 
Meyer says. One summer in high 
school he worked as a copy boy at 
The New York Herald Tribune. He 
saw a lot, "They used the copy boys 
to collect bad checks. I had to learn 
the New York subway system like 
the . back of my hattd." 

Another summer he worked on a 
farm in Connecticut. He made $18 a 
week. In the fall of '39 he entered 
Yale. "It was increasingly evident the 
war was going to catch up with us," 
he says. At college he read English lit 
and philosophy. "I was interested in 
the nature of reality." He was consid-
ering law, maybe teaching. He liked to 
write verse (even years later, in the 
agency). 

A Consistent Life 
"Yes, but he has his moment of on-

containment." This Is Steuart *Ittman.  
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M

eyer deserted his post-w
ar ideals by 

joining the C
IA

. Y
ou can take his one-

w
orld alm

s and the fact that he ended 
u

p
 in

 th
e ag

en
cy

 an
d

 try
 to
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ak

e in
-

co
n
sisten

cies o
f it, h

e say
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u
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fact h
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's life is m
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n
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"T
h
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n
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n
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in

g
 th

ro
u
g
h
 it 

is a d
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r w
o
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ittm
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•says w
hen M

eyer found peace Im
pos-

sib
le, w

h
en

 faced
 w

ith
 th

e in
co

n
tro

-
vertible fact of Joe S

talin and com
m

u-
n

ism
. h

e d
ecid

ed
 to

 en
ter th

e C
IA

. 
B

ack
 th

en
, in

 th
e late '4

0
s an

d
 early

 
'50s, that w

as a respectable, even hon-
orable, thing for a sensitive young lib-
eral to

 d
o
. C

o
n
trary

 to
 th

e rev
isio

n
-

ists, the agency w
as never run by the 

H
ow

ard H
unts of the w

orld. 
P

ittm
an

 S
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s read
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 to
 say

 so
m

e-
thing m

ore. H
e h

a
s been talking of his 

frie
n

d
's in

te
lle

c
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a
l a

c
u

m
e
n

. th
e
 

prom
ise he alw

ays show
ed. "If there's 

an
y

 b
ittern

ess th
ere, it m

ig
h

t b
e . . . 

w
ell. it m

ig
h

t h
e th

at h
e's n

ev
er real-

ly
 h

a
d
 th

e
 o

p
p
o
rtu

n
ity

 to
 se

e
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is 
am

b
itio

n
s fu

lfilled
. I m
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h
t b
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D
irty T

ricks 
H

isto
ry

. C
o

rd
 M

ey
er is p

erso
n

ally
 

recruited for the C
IA

 by A
llen D

ulles 
(w

ho becom
es director. in 1953). T

he 
tw

o
 are o

n
 so

m
e talk

 sh
o
w

s in
 N

ew
 

Y
o

rk
 to

g
eth

er an
d

 g
et to

 k
n

o
w

 each
 

other. "W
e had the sam

e perceptions, 
I think, about the protracted, ideolO

gi-
cal stru

g
g
le w

e w
ere in

 fo
r w

ith
 th

e 
S

oviets," M
eyer says. 

O
nce inside L

angley, M
eyer proves 

a risin
g

 star. E
v

en
tu

ally
 h

e m
ak

es 
A

.D
.D

.P
.—

A
ssistant D

eputy D
irector 

of P
lans—

a purposely innocuous title 
th

at m
ean

s h
e is seco

n
d

 in
 ch

arg
e o

f 
all esp

io
n
ag

e an
d
 clan

d
estin

e o
p
era-

tions. (T
his section w

ould later com
e 

to
 b

e called
 b

y
 its d

etracto
rs "th

e d
e-

partm
ent.of dirty tricks.") 

, M
ey

er's' b
o

ss is th
e D

.D
.P

., a m
an

 
ev

ery
b
o
d
y
 calls "T

h
e G

reek
." T

h
e 

G
reek's real nam

e is T
hom

as H
. K

ara-
m

essin
es, an

d
 to

g
eth

er th
ey

 co
m

an
d
 

v
ast m

o
n
ey

 an
d
 m

an
p
o
w

er, In
 h

is 
h
o
o
k
 o

n
 W

ash
in

g
to

n
 p

o
w

er, th
e late 

S
tew

art A
lsop w

rites: "T
he D

.D
.P

. is 
W

ashington's closest equivalent to Jam
es 

B
ond's boss. "M

.' " H
e also characterizes 

M
eyer as a "bright but rebarbative [re- 

pellent] m
an w

ith a certain genius for 
m

aking enem
ies." 

It is w
idely assum

ed M
eyer w

ill get 
th

e G
reek

's jo
b
. H

e d
o
esn

't. In
 1

9
6
7
 

R
am

p
arts m

ag
azin

e rev
eals th

at th
e 

C
IA

 h
as fo

r 1
5

 y
ears b

een
 co

v
ertly

 
fu

n
d
in

g
 su

ch
 su

p
p
o
sed

 in
d
ep

en
d
en

t 
organizations as the N

ational S
tudent 

A
ssociation in their cold w

ar com
peti-

tion w
ith w

ell-funded official C
om

m
u-

n
ist g

ro
u
p
s in

 th
e in

tern
atio

n
al y

o
u
th

 
m

ovem
ent. C

ord M
eyer is nam

ed the 
m

an in charge of the operation. T
here 

is public recrim
ination. C

ongressional 
in

v
estig

atio
n

s are d
em

an
d

ed
. P

resi-
d
en

t Jo
h
n
so

n
 o

rd
ers an

 ex
ecu

tiv
e 

"review
." 

T
h
en

, in
 th

e su
m

m
er o

f 1
9
7
2
, h

is 
n
am

e sw
im

s to
 th

e to
p
 o

n
ce m

o
re. 

H
arp

er &
 R

o
w

 is ab
o
u
t to

 p
u
b
lish

 a 
book called "T

he P
olitics of H

eroin in 
S

o
u

th
east A

sia," in
 w

h
ich

 th
e C

IA
 is 

hotly rum
ored to be playing a starring 

ro
le. M

ey
er g

o
es to

 th
e H

&
R

 o
ffices 

of an old ally from
 w

orld-governm
ent 

days, editor C
ass C

anfield, and asks to 
see the galleys. T

he story leaks. 
A

fter th
at C

o
rd

 M
ey

er isn
't ex

actly
 

k
ick

ed
 u

p
stairs. B

u
t n

eith
er d

o
es h

e 
m

ake D
.D

.P
. H

e is sent to L
ondon as 

statio
n
 ch

ief (w
h
ere h

e fin
d
s sev

eral 
m

o
re co

n
tro

v
ersies--su

ch
 as h

av
in

g
 

his nam
e listed as a U

.S
. em

bassy at.. 
tache instead of a C

IA
 agent; such as 

having a connection w
ith alleged C

IA
 

funding of B
ritish m

ercenaries for the 
fig

h
tin

g
 in

 A
n
g
o
la: H

e stay
s aro

u
n
d
 

till early
 1

9
7
6
, th

en
 co

m
es h

o
m

e to
 

sev
eral p

ap
er-sh

u
fflin

g
 jo

b
s. H

e is 
said to be unhappy. In D

ecem
ber 1977, 

he 'quits, Insisting he hasn't been fired 
o
r rifted

. H
e say

s h
e is g

o
in

g
 o

ff to
 

, w
rite books and lecture. 

Standing D
ow

n 
"I'm

 learn
in

g
 w

h
ere th

e m
ailb

o
x

 is 
an

d
 w

h
ere th

e b
u

s ro
u

tes are—
an

d
 

how
 indispensable m

y secretary w
as," 

h
e is say

in
g
. F

o
r th

e p
ast tw

o
 h

o
u
rs 

h
e h

as b
een

 talk
in

g
. n

o
t alw

ay
s ea-

g
erly

, o
f h

is life. "R
etirem

en
t is . . 

different." 
H

e is ask
ed

 ab
o
u
t th

e flap
 o

v
er th

e  

H
arper &

 R
ow

 incident. "T
he agency 

n
ev

er h
ad

 th
e slig

h
test in

ten
tio

n
 o

f 
su

p
p
ressin

g
 th

e b
o
o
k
," stiffen

in
g
 

som
e. "B

ut of course that w
as the net 

resu
lt o

f th
e p

u
b
licity

. I w
as sim

p
ly

 
asked by H

elm
s (then the director) to 

go up there and let them
 know

 that if 
they w

ere going to publish m
ajor alle-

g
atio

n
s ab

o
u

t u
s, w

e w
o

u
ld

 lik
e a 

ch
an

ce to
 tell o

u
r sid

e. In
 fact, w

e 
w

eren
't traffick

in
g
 in

 d
ru

g
s, w

e w
ere 

try
in

g
 to

 p
rev

erit th
em

. A
n

d
 I en

d
 u

p
 

looking like som
e m

edieval censor." 
H

e is flash
in

g
; b

u
t o

n
ly

 fo
r an

 in
-

stan
t. 

H
e is asked about the N

ational S
tu-

d
en

t A
sso

ciatio
n
 co

n
tro

v
ersy

. "O
h
, 

that," he w
aves. "T

he object w
as not 

to
 su

b
v

ert stu
d

en
ts, o

f co
u

rse, b
u

t to
 

m
ak

e it p
o

ssib
le fo

r th
e A

m
erican

 
point of view

 to he represented." 
H

e is ask
ed

 if h
e w

o
u
ld

 d
o
 it all 

over again, join the C
IA

. H
is teeth are 

clam
ped on his pipe, and if you strain, 

y
o
u
 can

 h
ear em

itted
 a lo

w
, su

ck
in

g
 

so
u

n
d

—
n

o
t ex

actly
 a w

h
iS

tle. T
h

e 
rig

h
t arm

 starts to
 ch

o
p
—

a g
estu

re 
rem

iniscent. of K
ennedys. H

e looks de-
fiant, com

bative. 
"Y

es, I still th
in

k
 th

ere are a lot of 
g
o
o
d
 p

eo
p
le o

u
t th

ere. t it w
as tru

e, 
and in som

e w
ays still is true, that the 

C
IA

 is th
e b

est p
lace in

 g
o
v
ern

m
en

t 
to

 assess, to
 reaso

n
, to

 u
n
d
erstan

d
 

w
h
at is g

o
in

g
 o

n
 in

 th
e w

o
rld

. T
h
ere 

h
av

e b
een

 so
m

e ab
u
ses, b

u
t in

 o
n
e 

sen
se y

o
u
 can

 accu
se th

e ag
en

cy
 o

f 
o
n
ly

 h
av

in
g
 b

een
 an

 o
b
ed

ien
t serv

-
an

t." 
P

erhaps this has com
e out a bit dan-

g
ero

u
sly

. "I m
ean

, n
o

 d
o

u
b

t th
ere 

w
ere tim

es w
hen certain things w

ere 
d
o
n
e th

at n
o
 m

o
ral m

an
 co

u
ld

 ap
-

prove, but I honestly feel I never once 
had to com

prom
ise m

y principles. Y
ou 

d
o
n
't h

av
e to

 b
eliev

e th
at, b

u
t it's 

tru
e." 

T
h
en

: "1
 m

u
st say

. I h
o
p
e w

e can
 

get to a w
orld w

here this sort of activ- 
ity isn't necessary. I doubt it, though " 

F
or an instant, he had sounded like 

an old Q
uixote on a one-w

orld cause. 
H

e grins. 

"C
ord M

eyer's life is m
ost consistent, says his long-

tim
e friend S

teuart P
ittm

an. 'T
he one thread run-

ning through it is a desire for w
orld peace.' P

itt-

m
an says w

hen M
eyer found peace im

possible, 

w
hen faced w

ith the incontrovertible fact of Joe 

S
talin and com

m
unism

, he decided to enter the 

C
IA

." 


