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James Angleton’s desk was deeply buried in 
folders, case files and paperwork and bathed in 
the glow of a single lamp. He dug deeply into 
the material, constantly searching for answers, 
hunting for truth, yearning to know. He spent a 
decade hunting for the elusive truth he so desper-
ately wanted, looking for the truth he’d been paid 
to find. The biggest vault in his office contained 
40,000 files in a tall set of huge racks stretching 
40 feet down the room. None of the records were 
computerized. Angleton didn’t trust the infor-
mation out of his sight. Hidden somewhere in 
the haze of his ever-present cigarette smoke lay 
answers to his fervent quest — or did they?

James Angleton, born in Idaho and raised 
in Ohio, had spent time at a private school in 
England where he rubbed shoulders with the 
upper crust. He rarely talked about his middle 
name — apparently it illuminated a past he want-
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ed to forget. Instead, he aspired to live like the 
British gentry. After attending Yale and Harvard 
Law School, he began training to sniff out double 
agents — people posing as friendly to U.S. interests 
but actually working for foreign governments. 
At the end of World War II, his interests began to 
focus on spotting Communist infiltrators. Before 
long, he found himself at the head of the CIA 
counter-intelligence efforts and working closely 
with his British friends. He developed a close 
friendship with a British MI6 agent in 1949 — a 
good Cambridge University man, in fact. They 
spent long lunch hours together gossiping, swap-
ping agency stories and trying to out-drink each 
other. James Angleton’s handsome British friend, 
born, bred and formed in wealth and privilege, 
had been recruited, trained and working for Soviet 
intelligence for nearly 20 years.

When James found out the truth about his 
friend, he wouldn’t believe it — he couldn’t have 
been so wrong. When the proof finally reached the 
front page of every newspaper, James would never 
fully trust again. He never let go of his suspicions. 
Maybe you’ve been burned, betrayed, fooled and 
are not ready to trust again. So many have been 
deceived, but the worst effects seem to come when 
the relationship was deep — a mother, father, 
uncle, wife or religious leader. Maybe like James 
you want to retreat, watch with cynicism and 
never get caught again. Your brain carries a deep 
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locked vault with racks of thousands of suspicions. 
Each little lift of the eyebrow, tone of voice and 
chance remark is triple-checked for meaning. Who 
can you trust? Not me. I’ve lied before. But there’s 
someone who hasn’t. Not once. Not ever. Peter 
wrote about Jesus Christ, “who did no sin, neither 
was guile found in His mouth” (1 Peter 2:22). 
Guile, deceit, shaded truth and getting someone to 
believe a lie are pretty destructive — but everyone’s 
done it, right? Remember the time you hurriedly 
switched from the sports page back to the spread-
sheet when your boss approached? After all, you 
had been working really hard and had your project 
done already. No need to leave the boss with the 
“wrong” impression. What about the time you 
looked your husband in the eye and told him you 
were late because you’d gotten stuck in traffic? 
True enough but not the whole truth. There was 
more he just didn’t need to know. What did Peter 
know about Jesus that you don’t?

In 1963 when Angleton’s British friend fled to 
Moscow and James could no longer deny the truth 
that his friend was a Soviet spy, he doubled down 
in his search for double-agents. As someone said, 
“Angleton’s behavior would increasingly reflect 
his deep mistrust of nearly everyone he encoun-
tered.” But we all have to put our trust somewhere, 
and James put his faith in Anatoliy Golitsyn, a 
Soviet defector who was passing on secrets to the 
CIA. Golitsyn insisted that all who came after 

5

W
ho C

an You Trust?



him would be liars looking to discredit him. He 
had other grand claims about Soviet and Chinese 
relations. Some of what he said was true and veri-
fied — just enough for Angleton to put his full trust 
in Golitsyn. Golitsyn pointed to the secret hiding 
place of listening devices in the American Embassy 
in Moscow and to three different Soviet double 
agents in Canada and England. Someone who 
knew so much could be trusted! Couldn’t they?

Yuri Nosenko, a self-proclaimed KGB opera-
tions officer, defected and passed on a pile of 
information. Some of it was verifiable; some of 
it wasn’t. But Nosenko made one big “mistake.” 
He contradicted some of the things Golitsyn was 
telling James Angleton, and Angleton became 
convinced that Nosenko was a double agent. 
When Nosenko was brought to the U.S. in 1964, 
Angleton had him illegally imprisoned in an attic 
room near Washington D.C. There he was interro-
gated non-stop in a relentless search for truth. He 
was verbally abused by his guards. He was lied 
to. He was kept in a tiny room with no heat or air 
conditioning. He was cut off from a toothbrush 
and toothpaste. His teeth began to fall out. De-
spite interrogations that kept him in his chair for 
24 hours while being hammered with questions, 
Nosenko stuck to his story.

Did Angleton give up? There was no way he was 
going to be fooled. He had a special concrete house 
built and transferred Nosenko to a 100-square-foot 
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room with no pillow. The lights in 
the room were never turned off. He 
had very little to eat but instead 
was forced to smell the good 
food his guards ate nearby. 
When he made himself a little 
chess set out of threads, the 
guards found and destroyed 
it. He was given a “confes-
sion” to sign and pestered 
for hours to sign it. Finally 
he picked it up, grabbed a 
pen and scribbled on it. The 
guards looked down to see, 
not the words “Yuri Nosenko,” 
but instead “Not True.”

Corroboration of Nosenko’s 
information continued to 
trickle in. Did the mounting 
facts that Nosenko had told 
the truth change Angle-
ton’s mind? Instead Angle-
ton said “that Nosenko’s 
superhuman stamina only 
proved his point that the 
KGB was insidious and 
extraordinarily skilled in the 
art of espionage.” Sometimes 
the truth is just plain uncomfort-
able. It strikes at the heart of our 
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cynicism. It challenges deeply held beliefs. It forces 
us to recognize that we just might be wrong.

So why believe what Peter said? Peter spent 
three and a half years traveling with Jesus, eating 
with Him, listening to Him speak, watching how 
he treated children, seeing Him in a glorious 
display of personal beauty, listening when He 
was put on trial. Peter also got burned by a fake, 
taken in by Judas like his other friends were. So 
who did he trust? Here’s what Peter said: “Christ 
also hath once suffered for sins, the just for the 
unjust, that He might bring us to God, being 
put to death in the flesh, but quickened [made 
alive] by the Spirit” (1 Peter 3:18). He trusted 
Jesus Christ, not just as an honest and good man, 
but as One who had died for him. Peter calls Je-
sus “just” and himself an “unjust” one for whom 
Jesus died. Then he talks about how Jesus Christ 
had come back to life in the power of God’s Spirit. 
That’s a pretty ringing endorsement from a man 
who was willing to die — and in fact did die — for 
what he believed.

Eventually Angleton’s suspicions caught up with 
him. He illegally spied on U.S. citizens and was 
forced from his job. Few doubted Angleton’s loyal-
ty to his country, but his deep fear of being fooled 
steered him in the wrong direction. He tried to 
bribe the reporter that was about to expose him but 
failed. The old British friend who duped Angleton 
was Kim Philby, perhaps the most famous Soviet 
double agent ever, and it was this incident that 
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led James Angleton far from truth into a world of 
fear and distrust. He had been wrong — sincerely 
wrong. As he lay dying of lung cancer in May of 
1987, one of the last coherent things he said to his 
wife was “I’ve made so many mistakes.”

Perhaps your search for truth has led you down 
some blind alleys. Maybe you’ve been “burned” by 
religious people. I encourage you to consider the 
words of Jesus Christ, “I am the way, the truth, 
and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, 
but by Me” (John 14:6). You have to put your trust 
somewhere. Incidentally, James Jesus Angleton 
was ashamed of his middle name. It had been 
given to him by his Mexican mother. Perhaps the 
name quietly condemned many of his daily habits. 
Are you ashamed of or hiding from that name, the 
name of Jesus? Are you convinced of your own 
rightness and doubtful of His? Pick up His Word, 
the Bible. Read it with an open, eager heart. Search 
it and test its claims. It will show you that deep 
inside you have your own hidden secrets — we all 
have them. It will expose your rebellion against 
God, that He calls sin. But it will also show you 
His love for you. It will display to you “God, that 
cannot lie” (Titus 1:2). You won’t have to come to 
the end of your life and say, “I’ve made so many 
mistakes.” Instead, you’ll be able to say with full 
confidence, “The Son of God, who loved me, and 
gave Himself for me” (Galatians 2:20).

You can find out a lot more about the certainty 
found in the Bible in The Soldier’s Book. t
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We were stationed at the front lines under 
constant threat from the enemy. I was walking 
near my foxhole one day when I saw a young sol-
dier — even younger than I — lying on the ground 
reading a book.

“What’s that you’re reading?” I asked.
“My Bible,” he answered.
“Oh,” I said, “I’ve read that Book! It never did me 

any good. Give it up, man, give it up.”
“Listen to what I’m reading,” he answered qui-

etly. “‘Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe 
in God, believe also in Me. In My Father’s house 
are many mansions: if it were not so, I would 
have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And 
if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come 
again, and receive you unto Myself; that where 
I am, there ye may be also.’ This is from John 14, 
and isn’t it wonderful? No, I could never give it up!”

I walked away, deeply impressed by his sincerity.
A few minutes later a bomb burst near the place I 

had just left — the spot where I had talked to my fel-
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low soldier. Wondering if he was safe, I ran back as 
soon as the dust had cleared. He lay there motion-
less — dead. I saw, partly hidden by his jacket, his 
treasured Bible.

With a feeling of awe, I picked it up and put it 
in my pocket. A Book that could give a look of 
joy like the one I’d seen on his face a few minutes 
before was worth another reading — a thoughtful, 
respectful reading. I felt sure that the young solider 
had gone to that home that he’d been reading about 
just before the explosion.

In a very different frame of mind than before, I 
read that dead soldier’s Bible. Over and over I read 
that fourteenth chapter of John. As I read in it that 
Jesus said “I am the way, the truth, and the life,” 
I began to understand the way of salvation. I found 
the same Saviour that the soldier had known and 
loved, and his well-worn Bible became my own 
constant companion and comfort.

Why was this the most wonderful event in my 
life? Because it brought me to believe on Jesus 
and in God’s wonderful Word — the Bible. It’s 
God’s message to me and it’s His message to you. 
It has given me the instructions I need to prepare 
me for a better and happier place when I leave 
this world, and it gives me daily help, comfort 
and courage to face the many difficulties on the 
way to the Father’s house.

Find out more of the certainty that simply 
trusting God brings by reading Ever Since the 
Wedding Day. t

11

The S
oldier’s B

ook



“How long have you been lying here, Mrs. 
Brown?”

The old woman turned slowly on her bed to 
face her visitor. “Oh, a long time,” she replied, 
“and I don’t think I’ll ever get out again.”

“Are you a Christian?” asked the visitor.
“I’m trying to be one,” she answered hesitantly.
Her friend was thoughtful for a moment, and 

then she asked, “Do you ever try to be Mrs. 
Brown?”

“No! Of course not! I am Mrs. Brown.”
“How long have you been Mrs. Brown?”
“Ever since the wedding day,” she answered in 

surprise.
“And haven’t you any doubt about it?”
“None whatever,” she answered promptly. 

Holding up her hand she added, “I have known 
that I was Mrs. Brown ever since that ring was 
put on my hand.”
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“That’s just how it is with me,” the visitor said. 
“I don’t try to be a Christian, but I know I am one 
and that I belong to the Lord Jesus Christ ever 
since I put out an empty hand and received Him 
as my Saviour. It is not by anything that I have 
ever done or ever could do that I gained everlast-
ing life, but simply by believing God’s record 
‘that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died 
for us’ (Romans 5:8). It was just necessary to re-
ceive Jesus as my Saviour and believe that ‘being 
now justified by His blood, we shall be saved 
from wrath through Him’ (Romans 5:9).”

It was a new light to the poor woman who 
had been struggling with doubt and trying to 
earn that everlasting life, which God won’t sell 
to anyone, but which He freely gives to whoso-
ever believeth. t
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I’ve tried in vain a thousand ways
My fears to quell, my hopes to raise;
But what I need, the Bible says,
Is ever, only, Jesus.

My soul is night; my heart is steel —
I cannot see; I cannot feel;
For light, for life, I must appeal
In simple faith to Jesus.

He died; He lives; He reigns; He pleads;
There’s love in all His words and deeds;
There’s all a guilty sinner needs
Forevermore in Jesus.

Though some may sneer and some may blame,
I’ll go with all my sin and shame,
I’ll go to HIM, because His name
Above all names — is JESUS.

I’ll Go 
to Him
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