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• stentng to a Spy 

SPIES, From Md. 1 
the audience he Was addres-
sing. 

Mr. Regenstein, who left 
the CIA in 1971 to work on 
behalf of the cause of wild- 
life preservation, began by 
plugging his book, "The Poli- 
tics of Extinction and said 
that if his audience "really 
wanted to read about 
government scandals," they 
should read his book, "which 
makes the CIA look pretty 
tame." ,  

The audience listened 
quietly as. Mr. Regenstein 
talked about the history of 
the CIA and of spying in 
general and about why it 
Was necessary to have such 
en agency and to preserve 
its secrecy. His tone was 
very sincere and earnest 
and he seasoned his defense 
of the agency with biblical 
references and humorous 
anecdotes. After awhile, he 
opened the floor to ques-
tions. 
,;34dr. Regenstein did not al-

ways answer each question 
directly, but there was, at 
times, a certain ingenuous 
charm lit the way he did 
answer them. He responded, 
for instance, that the reason 
he did not talk about domes-
tic surveillance was because 
that was 'on page seven of 
his notes and he had run 
out• of time before he got there. 

The questions continued 
sten after the program was 
over, and a number of Pao-
Ple went up to talk to the 
feamer agent personally. 
One suspicious young man 
asked Mr. Regenstein how 
he was supposed to know 

Abet Mr. Regenstein was, in-
deed, a former CIA agent 
and not someone eent over 
from Actors' Equity, while 
an older woman gave him a 
lecture on the democratic 
system. 

After the discussion, the 
group went back to milling 
about and getting to know 
each other. Mr. Regenstein's 
presentation got mixed re-
views from those who had 
heard him, some saying that 
he had been very "insight-
ful" and others saying that 
they thought he was evasive. 
Soon, however, the discus-
sions seemed to turn from 
talk of the CIA to 'topics 
better expressed in mean-

, ingful glances and we be-• 
gen to notice that three was 
becoming a crowd and that 
more often than not, we 
were the third party. 

Nevertheless, we persist-
ed. We were curious about 
the Coffee House as a meet-
ing place for young singles 
and we started asking ques-, 
tions. We also, started get-
ting answers- but -what we 
didn't get were names. 
Secrecy, it seems, has it's 
place, after all. 

Take for example, the at-
tractive young couple sit-
ting at one of the tables 
near the middle of the room. 
They had just met each 
other for the first time that 
night and were smiling 
benevolently on their good 
fortune when they began to  

get suspicious. "You're not 
going to put our names iii 
the .paper are you?" the 
young man asked. We al-
lowed as how that was the 
idea. "You have to under-
stand," he said, "in some cir-
cle's the idea that you met 
someone of the opposite sex 
in a singles' place is sort of 
frowned upon, and this 
place is the equivalent for 
Jews of the . singles' bars in 
Georgetown." 

We tried again, and found 
lots of people who disagreed 
with that assessment, at 
least, they said, as far as 
they were concerned. They 
only came for the lectures, 
they said, and then they ask-
ed to borrow our pen to 
write down what looked like 
a phone number on the near-
est available napkin., 

We weren't quite sure 
what all the embarrassment 
was about, but since ye

t weren't about to' add yet 
another hindrance to the-
course of that emotion 
which alledgedly never runs 
smooth, we decided instead 
to surrender gracefully. 

Gail Deutsch . of Silver 
Spring and Jonathan Mayer 
of Riverdale had, after all given us their names. She 
had just moved to the area 
from. San Diego and went 
to the Coffee House to make 
friends and he went "more 
than seldom and less than 
often." They • -didn't ,  have 
much more. to say about it, 
except for the fact that they 
had just met, and, after all, 
'there wasn't much more 
than that to say. At' least 
to us, we realized, and off 
we went. 

—By Lynn Daiiing 


