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BIS was formed in late December 2003 after a stream of visitors that year from various governments including Israel, France, the UK and Australia had made it apparent to Prime Minister Cadogan’s advisors that the stability of the world was in even greater jeopardy than forecast after 2001, due to the fomenting of insurgence in Iraq – certainly not what the Bush administration had expected or planned for. The neo-cons had not, it seemed, realized that Iraq had all three of the criteria for outright war: it was an ‘empire’ in decline, and local elite were competing for power; it had economic volatility; and ethnic disintegration. In similar circumstances, Afghanistan remained a hotbed of resistance; the London Tube bombers, the suicide Glasgow airport bombings, the suicide missions planned for transatlantic airplanes, showed what intelligence could not, and could, do. In Canada, Air India trials had taken excessively long to begin and then had fallen apart; the Arar inquiry had caused rifts between agencies; and fears had arisen after Hurricane Katrina that oil shortages might lead to pressure on the Government of Canada by hawkish Republicans to ensure supplies of even more oil and gas from Alberta to the USA. Looking toward recovering power, the Opposition parties had jumped on reports of cover – ups and bungling by existing security establishments including CSIS, the Canadian Security Establishment, and the RCMP. The Toronto bombers had been put under house arrest only, resulting in cries for tougher laws. Canada watched as British counterintelligence agencies spoke frankly in public about investigations into hundreds of people and about foiled plots. 

A Westerner, Cadogan was perhaps the most intellectual, thinking PM since P. E. Trudeau, and immediately upon election had quietly consulted the White House, Mossad seniors, and MI5. These discussions had led to a swiftly-arranged secret conference in Ottawa about Canada’s role in world security with members of Interpol, the CIA, MI5 and MI6, the RCMP, CSIS, the CSE, and representatives from world governments. At that conference it did not take Prime Mister Cadogan long to realize that despite each of the organizations attending having staff with fine minds, enormous breadth of understanding of world issues in general and specific information on individuals who present a clear and present danger, the sum of the parts was pitifully less than optimum. Every problem imaginable was apparent; territorial imperatives, different interpretation of threat, and blindness to dysfunctional management. These intelligence agencies attributed problems to huge external forces that cannot be controlled by mere mortals (God, the Tides of Change, Fate…) blaming everything outside in the world context while refusing to become individually accountable for results, and of course, political interference in their work. CSIS had files that it would not share with the RCMP, the CSE would say nothing at all, Immigration officials denied there was a problem with passport forgery, and no–one seemed to want to share with the American (Bush) administration anyway. 

In short, Cadogan exclaimed in a fury (to spouse Wendl, who always listened well and said nothing outside the house, to friends or media) in front of the fireplace at 24 Sussex, it was a fine mess.
Being sensitive to popular feeling, and knowing that voters expect politicos to rise to the occasion, Prime Minister Cadogan had decided to take radical action immediately. HANSARD records: “We will recruit the very best people and adopt the best practices from our existing forces and roll them up into an Agency – not a Government Department – with a President reporting to a thirteen–member Board. This new Board will blend representatives from both main political parties, plus private sector business experts, jointly chaired by me directly at least for the first year. Start – up funding of $300 million will be extracted from CSIS, CSE, military, and others’ budgets. I will also establish an Advisory Committee from the usual intelligence players.” 
There were howls of protest over this unilateral decision, but the PM had remained adamant: safety for Canadians and fiscal accountability was to be Cadogan’s legacy upon retirement, expected in four years. In a message to all senior executives from Deputy Ministers down, Cadogan said bluntly, “I’m sick of excuses. Use what money you still have efficiently. It’s time to emphasize corporate and individual accountability and I told Canadians in the Throne Speech that we mean business this Term, minority government or not. There will be no Enron’s or Tyco’s here, no Abramoffs or Ebbers either. We will shake up the Canadian Government style of administration, bringing together groups that have been distributed all over the place and have caused massive duplication. I’m going to develop Shared Services as a concept –sure, it will cost to start up but will save us about 2.5 billion a year in future in real money. No Gun Control boondoggles in my Government!” 
Cadogan did not stop there in castigating the mandarins of Government. “You had your chance; just watch me. Let me remind you people of a few simple facts: in the late ‘70s and early 80’s, the McDonald Commission came down hard on the RCMP for violating civil liberties and spying on politicians. In 1984, the Government created CSIS and the RCMP lost part of its intelligence gathering capacity. This led to problems with intelligence sharing. The Air India case was a disaster because the RCMP had a policy of erasing tapes. 

Reform was necessary then and it is even more necessary now that I find that CSIS and the RCMP are barely on speaking terms. Ridiculous! I am that reformer, and by golly nothing will stop me, especially you lot. If you want more money you will have to prove it to me and the Minister of Finance personally. Enough, yet. I’m out of here. Stand aside, please? ” Some in the PMO and the Party foretold of political doom and gloom if this radical move ever came to the Press, but others privately cheered the PM on; the White House conveyed congratulations on a firmer approach to security concerns of any type, and the Ambassador assured Cadogan of an intelligence partnership – plus some softening of the position on NAFTA issues and border crossing. Even the Opposition was on board, reluctantly. 
The Prime Minister set up the basic design of IBIS centered in Ottawa with strong Regional representation. A CEO was appointed (L. G. St. John) and staff were quietly recruited. Doors opened without an announcement on January 31, 2004. 
IBIS: the Story

By that Summer it was obvious that St. John was not up to the task. Not enough big picture, too many details, no vision, nothing accomplished. Second in command Sam Duyvenduyk took over after only nine months of operation and St. John “retired” to grow African violets in Carp and volunteer at the Diefenbunker. While Duyvenduyk did a credible job in the first week of the takeover, problems started almost immediately. Sam’s mandate had been to maintain stability and do nothing much else for the six months’ time, since Duyvenduyk could, under the Government rules applying to Agencies and their Boards, hold the post strictly and only as an interim CEO. 
Ignoring this restriction, Sam had begun an immediate review of work performance standards using a competency dictionary and job profile system provided by the HR consulting division of Matrixx.com, at an up-front cost of $150,000 for the design alone. While the results that Matrixx promised seemed to fit the overall mandate given by the PM, Duyvenduyk had initiated this plan without consulting the executive Director of Operations, Halley McGregor, who was busy at the same time trying to get the Finance people to get their IMS software up to date and coordinated across all the locations. To push through a very personal performance standards agenda, the ambitious Duyvenduyk had given direct orders to the Finance VP, and to Georgie Franks as the budget holder, to freeze all funds for staff training except for software and job profiling -- both provided through Matrixx.com. Staff morale had dropped to catastrophic lows as managers and workers alike saw their seniority disappear under the proposed new system of performance-based compensation. Staff members who had been transferred through the mergers from other Government Departments, who had been used to their own (internal) seniority, saw their seniority lost in the blending of Departments together into the new Agency. Antagonism rose to alarming levels between staff members who should ideally be working in dedicated, amicable teams; Matrixx people had not seen the likes of this since Air Canada and Canadian Airline pilots had fought a bitter battle over the same issues.
To compound these difficulties, Duyvenduyk had instructed the Director of HR, Georgie Franks, to begin the design of a designated RRSP plan to replace the usual Government pension plan. (Employees would contribute 5% of salary to be matched equally by IBIS into an RRSP.) Rumors of this had leaked and staff at all levels were in an uproar. Union staff members (anyone at a non -managerial level) who knew about the proposed change had gone to their Union heads and had threatened to take it up with Opposition MP’s. If that happened, IBIS as an organization would be all over the news headlines, compromising the entire concept. Following meetings in February 2005 of the IBIS Board of Governors, and hard questions about Duyvenduyk’s association with Matrixx.com principals, notably free trips at Company expense, Duyvenduyk accepted a post as Canadian Trade Commissioner in Johannesburg and was murdered in a car–jacking soon after arriving in that dangerous city. 
The Board undertook a much more careful search for a new leader, and made the decision after they interviewed Brooke Stonechild, who had a reputation for clear thinking and an understanding of the Intelligence field. When asked, “How can you help us to justify the integration of present services? Stonechild had responded with a mini-lecture that impressed the Board. 
“People take it for granted that good intelligence wins wars but during most of the world’s history the opposite has been true, with the exception of the Roman victory over Carthage in 270 BC. Generals have distrusted oracles, dreams, and spies, and have relied instead sheer strength, deriding thinking and exalting fighting. After the French Revolution, large armies of civilians were used, requiring management of troops and hence, an officer cadre, including a permanent planning staff. Following their defeat in the Crimea in 1854, Russian Tsar Alexander the Second appointed Colonel Miliutin as Minister of War. He started the trend to gathering intelligence and breaking codes. The Austrians followed, then Britain, the US in 1900, and the Poles contributed mightily during WW 2 when they cracked the Enigma machine codes. Von Moltke had tried, in 1866, but it was not until after 1918 that countries started to keep intelligence services on, after conflict. However, these new agencies, including Hitler’s, were never fully integrated. As Ulysses complained, in Troilus and Cressida, when asked about intelligence, ‘They tax our policy and call it cowardice… and count wisdom as no member of the war.’    

Well, ladies and gentlemen, I know what to do, and how to do it. Give me the power and I will shift mountains to bring safety to our world.” 
The Board was unanimous in its decision to name Dr. Brooke Stonechild as CEO at 0700 on March 1, 2005. At 2 pm the same day, standing on the podium of a pre-arranged, major press conference, Stonechild displayed a banner with the following Mission statement and logo 
[image: image4.wmf]IBIS: We share knowledge to prevent violence, To protect citizens everywhere, and To ensure our quality of Life.
Members of the Press jumped on this unilateral action. “Dr. Stonechild – you will surely be heavily criticized for doing this without involving the IBIS work force. How will you respond?” Brooke had responded, famously, “Look, people don’t spend much time contemplating their needs or their role in Life. Our internal business environment is created by individual perceptions of their roles. In a shadowy environment like ours when the roles and goals are uncertain, we cannot afford for people in general to decide for themselves what they are supposed to achieve. They would listen to their colleagues, their friends, and once that process has begun, our control over the workplace would be lost. On the other hand, we cannot rely on central control only. We must encourage personal initiative, since leadership is necessarily pushed to the

 outer limits, to the very fringes of our intelligence gathering. I intend to run on IBIS on what I call loose – tight coupling: we tighten things up at IBIS Central, and loosen things up in the field.” 
Stonechild had been a great admirer of Jack Welch, as media gossip had it, so when the corporate critic of the Globe stood and asked, “President Stonechild, how can you bring the security organizations of Canada back from the dead? Is this Agency doomed to be an organizational Frankenstein?” Stonechild was ready and confident. 
“I will take an aggressive stance. I’ll make commitments, execute against them and thus build credibility. I’ll measure it, fix it, or shut it down. One does not choose to find oneself in a crisis, but I must move quickly and decisively. People don’t have much patience, you know. The RCMP has always been an incredibly recognizable ‘brand’ but the image of the redcoat is just not enough. And I don’t appreciate the Frankenstein joke. Next?”
“J. C. Kinney, CBC. What are your immediate priorities?”

“One, global strategy: I must convince Canadians and our colleagues world-wide that we can and will become leaders in our field. Two, organizationally speaking, our employees come first. Globally and locally we must be seen as moving in the right direction. For example, every single message we send in any way at all must be aligned with our Mission. No double standards.”
“Pomeroy, Ottawa Citizen. My readers will want to know how you can do all this and still cut expenses. Do I keep ‘em quiet and say, Don’t Worry?”
“I’m no Donald Rumsfeld, who went to war with the Army he had, to quote his major PR blunder, ha ha. We’ll re-make our Intelligence “army”. I will look at the budgets carefully, but in general will take moneys from the research function and transfer it to essential operations. I will invest research funds only in areas that produce results, while maintaining an eye open to the future. I’ll limit research budgets to about 6% of revenue. We’ll move to a results–based managing style. You can tell your readers what you like, but I mean business.”

“Pomeroy again… Does this mean that the chief of the Canadian military will suffer the same fate as Mr. Rumsfeld?” Seeing Stonechild’s head shaking, Pomeroy continued. Well, why not cut research to two percent or less and keep good Canadian people in secure Canadian jobs here in Ottawa?”
“I will do a lot of benchmarking and fine- tune budgets to serve our Mission, and the money will go where it does most good. That’s all. Next?”
“Pomeroy – last item, --- what of the recently-opened research facility in Fort Mez? Will that remain open under your reduction in research costs, or will it become just another Government waste of taxpayer’s money like gun control?”
“All in good time. We will do a thorough review of that Western facility and take appropriate action when the time comes. Next?” 
“Redmond, TIME magazine. Will the new IBIS move immediately to digital technology to save money?”

“Analog technology has served the intelligence community and police forces well in the past. Digital improvements take design work, time, and training, that Government Cabinets have refused to support in the past. I must make sure that our funding base is secure enough to support new technologies all the way until we see an even newer approach as a direct contributor to our Mission. Next?”

“McCrimmon, McLean’s. Canadians are tiring of technology as an answer to all our ills – technology that forces never-ending upgrading projects. They don’t want to see constant overruns and blown budgets. They want….”
“They want relevant services. They don’t want bells and whistles. They won’t pay for what is not seen as valuable. I’d look pretty silly to buy a lot of new gear and then run out of the money to use it. We have to demonstrate that we can save time and money and stop terrorists. It’s that simple. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen.” 
The reporters rose and waved tape recorders and cameras. “But Dr. Stonechild…..”

Brooke Stonechild turned back to the mike, took it firmly from its stand and although seeming almost reluctant, pressed on with a renewed urgency. 
“Look, I’ll have the last word here. My sincere respects to all of you Press people here today, but I believe you may have missed an important point. You should be asking yourselves not HOW am I going to accomplish all these actions, but WHY is the Prime Minister making these changes, through my actions, of course. What was wrong with the old ways? 

Well folks, here it is. We live in a non-linear world, but most people can’t get their heads around that simple fact. This is the world of Alice Through the Looking Glass, where logic is turned upside down, and remember–Lewis Carroll was one of the foremost logicians of his day. The design of most organizations has been based on the assumption that logic rules, that people are rational, that Life proceeds in a manner that is predictable, and thus comfortable, if we know the rules and the logic. 
In my father’s time, the pace of Change was slow enough to make five-to ten–year strategies useful in planning the tactics of business and even of diplomacy. 
But they were forged in a stable past-times world, ladies and gentlemen, remember that. Our world of multi-dimensional change doesn’t allow for more than one ‘eventuality’ over a given period of strategy created to handle perceived threat or opportunity. We cannot just remove the event horizons of our age; we need a new perspective, a post-modern perspective, to understand this deconstructed world. Our move to a New World Order of intelligence, a Pax Canadiana even, is within our reach. We will appreciate your support in the media. ” With that, Stonechild gestured pointedly to the Mission banner, left the platform and strode away purposefully. 
As the Press scrum crumbled the Sun reporter quipped “That’s it, guys. Elvis has left the building…”. 
Even the more knowledgeable ones scratched their heads and grumbled “How the heck can we put that stuff in the morning paper, eh?” but the Globe rep said “I think our PM has got it right. Question is: Can it work in the real world of Unions and turf wars? This pension aspect alone could bring the house of cards down. Is Stonechild up to the task? Watch out for blood on the Cathedral steps. I hear The Godfather DVD plays non-stop on the Stonechild’s home theater as a constant reminder of how organizations should be strategically designed.” 
But no one was listening by now. 
Shortly after Stonechild began work, the performance measures that Duyvenduyk had pushed so hard were put to the back burner and the controversial RRSP / pension plan was now pursued slowly and quietly by a three–member Task Force as an “Idea in Principle” with the result to be a working paper at an indeterminate date. This bought time and keep options open but everyone really knew that it had been dropped. Stonechild had been the Canadian Ambassador to Russia and Lebanon before that; a Vice President of CIDA before that, and had served as an attaché in Washington for five years. No–one would have much chance to topple this veteran over such contentious issues. 
Two weeks after being appointed, Brooke restructured the whole organization in a sweeping move. More power was given to the regional offices “De-centralize; Think Global, Act Local.” was the mantra. However, Brooke reached back into former workplaces and systematically selected new Directors and managers to head the renewed divisions and branches. All had been former colleagues, friends, and allies. This resulted in some fairly senior people having to accept a demotion, or “special assignment” overseas or in distant areas of Canada, or given “early retirement” – a diplomatic way of saying they had been fired. The Sun freelance reporter, keen on the analogy of Stonechild as Mafia chief suggested a Mob Family Methods at IBIS as a Sun headline but the editor had a fit, killed the story and fired the reporter on the spot.
STONECHILD MAKES THE MOVES

Up and down IBIS, former associates of CEO Stonechild held almost every key position. To justify this, Stonechild simultaneously began a program of accountability and issued a manager’s manifesto of sorts:

· Do your people know our Mission? 
· What do IBIS people brag about in the security community? 

· How do you and they define Quality?

· How do you measure Quality in your area?

· Does each one of your peple know his or her role in improving quality? 

· Do you provide staff with the tools to ensure quality work? 

· How do you know that they know these things? 

Stonechild worked tirelessly to establish a blend of accountability and pragmatism at IBIS. To publicize the new organizational values, Brooke gave a short talk to staff at a retreat where the D/O/S improvement initiative called “Project Phoenix” was announced and Matrixx consultant Marion D’Angelo – and you -- were present. The Phoenix icon was a great favorite of Brooke Stonechild, much to the delight of reporters and political cartoonists. 
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A Phoenix Rises from the Ashes: AUTHENTICITY AT WORK

Thank you for the opportunity to speak with you this evening. I am often asked about the management of resources and, more difficult, the management of problematic relationships.  This certainly becomes a key question when we consider the rapid rate of change that professionals and indeed all staff have to cope with today. Stress and change go hand in hand; we all have to believe that we have something to hang on to even when chaos seems everywhere and the most valuable resource (knowledge) can just up and walk out of the door? 

Authenticity is, thus, the theme for my talk to you at this dinner meeting. In brief, Authentic as I use it here involves the challenge of producing new things and ideas, rather than merely reproducing old ones. It involves going beyond existing methods, structures, policies and practices. It means we develop an in depth, global understanding of our business, to integrate a generalized human relationships function with the organization as a whole. Authenticity is a good thing for any organization because it creates a climate of enthusiasm and thus motivation, it cultivates higher-order thinking, it improves the level of everyday talk; it gives a sense of ownership, of our investment in growth. The challenge of the future for professional staff is to believe in the value of authenticity and bring it to all we do -- especially to our “clients”.

What is an authentic organization?

I believe that most organizations have little understanding of their own fundamental processes. They really do not have a clear understanding of how work gets done, of how the mission is implemented. Work is compartmentalized; people think in terms of job descriptions and living within them, rather than going outside them for the extra. Internal customers are the key; we must be business partners. There is no place for the silo mentality today. 
How can we balance the optimism that is essential for the success any authentic person seeks with the negativism that often results from evolving requirements to 
change and do more with less? Let me offer some thoughts on backwards thinking that can sink any great group. 

I believe that many ordinary folks have become socialized into thinking that a work life full of problems is the norm, and to succeed without getting bruised is somehow un-Canadian. What is the common response to “How are you?” It used to be “Fine thanks.” Now it’s “OK – BUSY.” Somehow we have replaced the virtue of preventing problems (mostly through planning) with a new virtue: Coping with problems. Having a good time at work is seen as too easy a life–there must be something wrong. I believe that the same ordinary folks tend to describe good things by saying that they are ‘not bad’. Great and wonderful and successful become “I can’t complain.” Negativism is the real problem, and entitlement is its cousin. ‘The world owes me a living’, ‘They should do something.’     

Excuse my bluntness, but a happy, healthy, democratic workplace is not like a luxury resort where you check in and call for room service: you have to work at it.  To assist all of us at IBIS in that effort, I have engaged a consulting firm, Matrixx.com, whose reputation is stellar. Please cooperate fully in their attempts to help us to fix IBIS problems for us as IBIS, like the Phoenix, rises from the ashes. Thank you for your attention tonight.”
Some of the staff assembled that evening were most unsettled, but most people found it frank and refreshing. The Ottawa offices gradually came into line and settled down into the routine of assessing data gathered against threat criteria, and exploring scenarios to see what could turn from possibility to probability. Stonechild now looked outward to the field offices, and turned to the an idea put forward by the H/R Director, Georgie Franks. 
FRANKS HAS A NEW IDEA

Brooke called Franks’ office and asked for a short meeting of key staff members to discuss this idea, a good one, it seemed. The executives looked at Franks to explain. “I have put all this in the document you have in your folders. I’ll walk you through it.” They unsealed the Confidential folders and looked at the memo and the diagram of a new structure. While the organizational design concept intrigued Stonechild, for one, greatly, and Franks’ thinking was indeed fresh, others questioned whether this arrangement would address the immediate problem area of Fort Mez, and the bigger but less clear problem of perceived DFAIT interference. 
It was beginning to look very much as though the head of that Western lab in Fort Mez was prepared to push for even greater decentralization than that contained in Frank’s proposal. In fact, Franks had suggested more than once that the Fort Mez office thought of itself as the dog and Ottawa as the tail. It was looking more and more like Muir wanted to run Fort Mez autonomously, or to cut it loose altogether and run a Muir show, which was the opposite of Stonechild’s intent. The Chief of Staff, Cameron Muir, was highly ambitious and well connected politically.
Memo: Subject: Field offices

To: B. Stonechild, CEO

From: G. Franks, HR

I need not remind you of the many and sometimes bitter complaints we receive from almost all of our twelve Field office managers regarding their feelings of isolation from Headquarters in Ottawa. It is clear that the IBIS mission is being severely compromised by the ineffective sharing and collaboration of people who have access to information, and that is, we all recognize, our whole business. I wish to broach the idea of a devolved power structure that would put an Executive Director at the center of a set of four Strategic Business Units, rather than a VP ruling from the top of a hierarchy. 
The Executive Vice President, Halley McGregor, has repeatedly made the point that the Field people need a champion. While I acknowledge that point, it is being made from the perspective of a traditional, heavily centralized organizational design. It is clear to me that such a structural design implies the appointment of yet another Vice President. I sincerely hope this will not happen since IBIS would become even more top heavy than at present, with executives managing from the top down. 
I propose a different design, a new system, a fresh mental set: push the decisions down and out to those who are at the point of contact with the work itself and the intelligence community as it exists, not in offices but on the streets and in the back rooms. We want executives to do executive things: create strategy, maintain the political connections, lobby for support, and not try to manage people in our field placements. Please refer to the following diagram of a devolved Field Offices chart for your consideration. It can be seen that the Executive Director of Regional and Field offices, Jackie Langlois, would thus have four direct reports only and the Liaison staff (L) would assist all professionals in each area to work together. Collegiality is built in; external functions (intelligence agents) would be linked with internal support and field agent Control. 
I recommend this arrangement because it would devolve power to the field. Jackie will push hard for the VP idea because it’s a promotion and Jackie loves power – and travel. I trust in your good judgment and hope for your approval. 
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Franks responded to questions about DFAIT calmly. “Yes, we have offices in twelve major centers around the world. All of them are housed in DFAIT embassy premises and all our infrastructures such as payroll and travel, housing and locally engaged staff (servants) are supported by DFAIT. We contract with the DFAIT people here in Ottawa to supply those services, at a high cost, in fact; two million a year just to provide the service. It is a constant source of irritation because DFAIT wants to control us. They resent our presence on their territory, I believe.” 
“But what of Fort Mez? Muir is a formidable character.” asked the CEO. 
Franks shrugged. “Look, we set that facility up as a model, a trial set-up for other structures in a few major areas such as we get if we group the Americas, Europe, Asia together in my organizational diagram. Let the chips fall where they may.”
“Interesting,” said the CEO, “I hope you have considered your recommendation carefully?”
“Yes I have. It makes sense to me but it would have to be sold. As yet, Jackie Langlois has been absolutely determined to travel constantly to maintain connections with the twelve offices, but Langlois running the offices like some kind of road warrior is just not practical. I’m sure it’s a bid to retain power and set up a path to promotion to Vice President with all the major responsibility at IBIS kept firmly in that office. Langlois won’t give up without a fight, and some are blindly loyal to Jackie too--Kelly Hubbard, Shand O’Flaherty Darby Yip, too, or at least Jackie says Yip is one of the Langlois Loyalty Club; I could go on.”

“Hmm “said Brooke. “ This is a real conflict scene. Who rules the empire? Ottawa, Fort Mez or Jackie Langlois? Establishing Fort Mez as a model of excellence is a good one but we can’t possibly build up any more than four or five of them worldwide. If we shut it down and sell the buildings we will meet stiff opposition and a major storm in Question period, especially from the Western MP’s. No…… can’t do that. But let’s look at the immediate problems out West. Pass me the Fort Mez dossier, will you? I need to review it and then we’ll talk. Let’s meet again for lunch tomorrow. I’m going to ask that new Matrixx consultant to go out there and see what’s going on.”
THE FIELD OFFICE: FORT MEZ

As the official Matrixx consultant, and at Brooke Stonechild’s request, you flew into Concord on the small regional jet and read the briefing notes they had given you at the Ottawa airport. Those notes started as follows: 

IBIS Dossier: confidential

Fort Mez may be thousands of kilometers from Ottawa but it is only 100 km from the small Canadian city of Concord. It had been a policy decision to locate substantial IBIS resources, including the key database and archives, there, as part of a 
decentralization initiative to ensure the buy–in to IBIS as an entity from the Premier in that Province. The facility has two main groups: the Administration group, headed by Chief of Staff Cameron Muir and the Laboratory, housed deep underground. Dr. Leslie Martin runs the lab, nicknamed the Bunker, with fanatical dedication to standards of excellence. Morale is low in both areas. 

Dr. Leslie Martin is the computer scientist who manages the intelligence assessment project at the main IBIS lab in the basement at Fort Mez. Work is conducted at a superbly – equipped facility with the best talent money can buy. The Laboratory was built five years ago in the basement in Fort Mez when the super-secret facility was first constructed. The facility includes a main lab, which has security locks on all doors, and it is without windows. Air is ventilated through HEPA filters. Entry is gained through heavy steel doors; palm-identification devices supplement the usual security passes. Living quarters for thirty staff members are located in a pleasant enough building two hundred meters away, which is accessible only through a tunnel from the residence elevator. Also in the housing area, a music room, an entertainment center with a satellite TV, and a library support social life. Food is served in the cafeteria; alcohol is limited and no smoking is allowed. Personal, and intimate, relationships between staff members are quietly discouraged. 

When the staff are selected for a tour of duty at Fort Mez lab, their willingness to go is a key element, as is an assessment of their suitability to live in such a closed, isolated community for at least one year. During their tour of duty, they are not expected to leave except for one three – week vacation period. There are at present five male computer analysts, three female psychologists, six male archivists, two female satellite experts, two male electronics engineers with a strong background in statistics and computer science, a nurse and a physician. Of this tiny community, most have doctorate degrees and have distinguished records of research success. In addition there are five extremely well qualified lab technicians and three logistical support staff members in charge of supplies, etc. The lab staff includes kitchen workers, maintenance people, local security specialists, telecommunications technicians, and a computer support team.

The Director of this laboratory, Dr. Leslie Martin, has earned a good reputation for bringing intelligence / research results in on time and of timely use, but manages the processes in a very demanding style. The staff has been becoming increasingly resistant to draconian measures and adherence to rules, to the point where senior staff have threatened to request transfers en masse. 
Feeling a mix of emotions ranging from apprehensive to fascinated, you drove the Matrixx rental SUV down the white–knuckle dirt road to Fort Mez to size up the situation.
At the “Hello” meetings you had arranged, you soon saw that the two key managers are dedicated and extremely hard working. Muir has a drive to ensure that the set up is seen as 100% outstanding by anyone who comes into contact with staff members. Further, Muir cares for staff in a very personal way, but they seem to respond to these communications and actions in a love or hate split. As a result, Muir’s Administration staff seems divided roughly into two camps: with Muir or against Muir. Martin works like a machine, has no family 
that anyone knows of, and again, staff members in the Lab hate or love the driven, egotistic Doctor. 
V. J. (Vic) Devji, Head of Data Security in the lab, is equally dedicated but also has plenty of time for anything of a personal nature, listening to staff members while still seeming to combine work through any and all work tasks, all of this managed carefully but unobtrusively on a machine–like schedule of time management and technical preoccupation. According to Vic, hackers are everywhere and nothing is ever secure enough. Staff are a silent lot, peering with great concentration into computer screens for hours on end, sometimes into the night without a break. They seem to ignore Vic Devji until they need something, then a brusque e-mail is sent and action expected immediately. Vic smiles through it all and gets results too. You plan to go and see Vic. Here, too, you have gotten some private information from your sources. 
After only one day on the job you realize that all your skills will be needed; this is indeed a tricky assignment. On Day Two you look at a memo to all staff, prominently displayed in the coffee area. 
Fort Mez Laboratory // Official // Director’s Office

To all staff: Standing Orders

The following SO’s will apply to all personnel until further notice. 

First issued: August 12, 1997

Amended: Dec. 97; May ’98; July ’98; Oct. 98; Jan. 99; Aug 2001; then revised monthly. 

Confidentiality

No person shall communicate with any outside agency or person or company of any type regarding progress or conduct of any business whatsoever at this Laboratory. Such communication will constitute grounds for immediate dismissal and prosecution. All employees are reminded of the non–disclosure clause (19) in their legal contracts. 

Security

All files and dossiers shall be kept in the special cabinets as designated and shall remain locked at all times expect when removing or placing materials for no more than one minute unless a security staff member is there to monitor such extended open time as when re-organizing files. 

Visitors

All visitors shall be escorted at all times by an officer of the Laboratory approved by Security or by Security staff in person. No visitor shall be allowed access to restricted areas. No visitor shall remove any object, paper, or any other item from this facility unless such item has been stamped as approved for removal by the Director of Security. 

Internet Access

Internet accounts are available from the Computer Services technologist but such access must be approved by Security and will be monitored at all times. 

L. Martin, Director
This seems formidable, so you look at a couple of dossiers on managers. 

CHIEF of Staff MUIR’S personnel file: 
Cameron Muir, BA. Degree in Criminology from Metropolis State University, eight years ago. Speaks French well enough in social and business conversation but does not claim to be bilingual. Divorced after ten months’ marriage and now unmarried for quite some time; no children. Only child of parents who now live in Mont Clark, the Provincial capital, with a winter home in Arizona. Father ex-Army, served in Special Forces in Angola, Rwanda, Bosnia and Kosovo. Father reached rank of Major, decorated four times, retired two years ago.  Mother ex-teacher; now a writer of travel books and has published four of them. 

Work history

After graduating from Met. U, worked with Fort Mez RCMP as a constable until promotion to Special Duties on Task Force for Efficiency and Accountability and Respect (T-FEAR) set up as a result of a study done by Professor Di Nuzzo at Met U a year before, showing up wastage of resources as a financial problem for small police forces. Was promoted to Sergeant on office work in Headquarters, on procedures and safety practices for SWAT team while on duty and on the gun range. Took management courses at Met U. Within three years was top ranking officer in Fort Mez RCMP. Hired as Chief of Staff for IBIS Fort Mez on a one year contract, renewed twice before permanent status granted. 
V. J. Devji: Overview

V. J. Devji was born and raised in Fort Mez, with notable accomplishments in athletics at Fort Mez High School and also the U of Sonora, along with a distinguished set of marks gained during a B.Sc. in Information Systems. Since then Devji has graduated with an M.Sc. in Computer Science, also from Sonora U. Master’s thesis, completed two years ago: A comparison of encryption techniques in Military and Civilian applications. Devji is married with three children, and has become quite a figure in the community. Volunteer organizations have much to thank V. J. for–fund raising for Little League, the United Way, plus Canada Day committee, and the Senior’s Internet Training Course. V. J. speaks several languages and is half Indian, born in Britain, with a spouse who is a respected chemistry professor by profession. 

You decide to call Halley McGregor in Ottawa, who says, with some exasperation, “I can’t deal with any Fort Mez nonsense right now. I’ve got bigger problems frankly; everyone wants HR to do something-–confirm a transfer from The Department of National Defense, run reference checks on new hires, expedite security clearance, run training courses on the software, and sort out this pension mess. The Union people all want a piece of me too–and ALL OF IT IS HIGH PRIORITY! Even Marion D’Angelo from your own office calls me out of meetings!”
You have only been in Fort Mez for a couple of days but this does not sound good. You call D’Angelo, who is cheerful as always. ‘Yeah yeah yeah, they are bugging me too. Better get back here. Right away.’

You make feeble apologies about urgent problems in Ottawa, but it seems to you they are glad to see you leave. You planned to work on the bumpy flight home but instead you try to think through what you have seen and to gain some overall impressions.

OTTAWA: JACKIE LANGLOIS asks Matrixx a shocking favor. 
You return from Fort Mez to Ottawa and find Jackie Langlois waiting at the airport. In the back of the Government limo, Jackie broaches an idea and asks you for support with Matrixx. 

“Look, we did very well for ourselves when we had a narrowly-focused business and a single dedicated client: the RCMP. I know you’ve got easy access to Stonechild, and you know the whole senior cadre at IBIS want to broaden our scope, but I’m saying it’s silly. I can’t talk them out of this new global approach so I intend to make the best of it. I want to open a new office in the Orient and believe that a hot spot will sell well to new clients, especially the Aussies.” Langlois paused for effect and to get your feedback. “Unh – hunh,” you grunt cautiously. Jackie continued with energy and enthusiasm, assuming your buy-in. 

“In a previous life, I bought a small hotel property in Jakarta, and I’ve still got it. It has retail operations on the ground floor, local shops selling silks and jewelry. Now…if we could get permission to modify the building into an IBIS field office with a couple of apartments for staff, we could keep a safe house and run operations from a spot that the bad guys, not even the Indonesian Government, need know about ‘cos it’s in the name of my numbered company. No-one would ever know that it would be an IBIS operation. We could do well out of this. It’s close enough to the action and we can use satellite phones. I’ll put the rent income from Canada on my taxes, never fear.” 

You listen, amazed, but Langlois was on a roll and continued with even more passion. 
“Look, we have a mission. We all understand it, or at least I hope we do. The strategy is there too, in a way–keep it simple and use leading edge technology without the hassles of leading edge bugs. That calls for superb, creative organization. We have that. Our problem in my view is in the ways we work together. My colleagues here are burning out, trying to keep this IBIS thing on track. We do not have a system to share information, despite the numbers of aides and field agents. I own this property outright, you see. We can do what we want, given support from your company in its final report.” 
You mumble something non – committal as you listen to this entrepreneurial approach that would hit the Globe headlines hard if it ever got out. 
Jackie won’t let up. “You see our problem? I hope so. Despite the IBIS organizational layout, we are not sharing and we are inefficient. Our processes are clumsy. Our talent will go to waste. They won’t let me run the field offices; I just know that Georgie Franks still has this idea that consolidation into a few centers is the way to go, but me? I like to stay on top of things and still keep the personal contact with the field. Nothing like having a bunch of buddies who can call on each other any time, any place. The ‘good old days’ style at its best. We’re in real danger of losing that personal touch and trust, in this new organization where you don’t know who your pals are and the only contact is by e mail. 
I want to design for us a new organization that will last us for years, will be based in Ottawa but will have satellites in any country where it counts, and the intelligence is found on the streets, not on satellite signals. I have arranged for someone to meet you in my office in Ottawa with further information. Bottom line? I want your group to support the IBIS teams overseas, with suggestions for improvement. We want the most modern approach going, and my friends tell me that you people from Matrixx are the best there is. Tell me what we stand to gain from a team approach, what we might lose, what problems we could 
face, and don’t be too nice about it. We are all in this for the benefit of mankind and our staff–who will want good pay too, before long. What alliances do we need, how will teams work together. And I’ll look after you, trust me.”  At this critical point, Jackie’s PDA beeped and Jackie looked at it obediently. “Gee I’m doing the job for you!! I gotta go to a meeting. Keep in touch, okay? ” 

And with that abrupt self-reminder, Jackie got out of the limo on the street corner. “Bye for now. Think it over!” This is all too much for one day. You head for home and bed with one decision made: do nothing, say nothing, and wait. 



A DILEMMA FOR ALLY BARR (A SENIOR FIELD OFFICER AT IBIS IN LONDON.)
Ally Barr, Chief of the IBIS Middle East desk (based in London, UK) has been thinking hard what to do about the job in general, which has become quite demanding of late. It all seems so far away, and the only reality is the Club, where nothing changes and everything is predictable. Ally tries to live up to IBIS expectations but has found those expectations hard to clarify. There has been a succession of CEO’s in the past three years or so, and even the Mission statement issued unilaterally by Dr. Stonechild seems unrealistic, given the confusion that seems to reign throughout IBIS. Ally keeps getting messages from Fort Mez, the prototype base station with the super – lab, as though those folks think they are actually in charge, and visits from Jackie Langlois are frequent but rarely last longer that a few hours and much of that time is taken upon with lunch or dinner, catching up on news.

Ally has other problems too – the field agents are in general a good bunch of people, many drawn from Foreign Service ranks and trained up in the intelligence business. The pay is better than regular DFAIT opportunities and field offices are still based for the most part in Canadian Embassies so all the usual social functions are still available and DFAIT still controls the bureaucratic infrastructures including payroll and travel. However, some agents still don’t “get it” – one in particular, Alex van der Veld, based in Beirut, treats the London office like some kind of servant… very annoying to Ally and the DFAIT friends from the old days. Alex gets the job done OK, but is far too dramatic about everything and any little hiccup becomes a major crisis for Alex. “Must do something about Alex,” Ally said to the Number Two in the office, as the staff were leaving early enough to miss the rush hour on the Tube. 

Alex van der Veldt, has run the local office in Beirut for two years. Alex is a tough but well - respected member of IBIS, who has always brought in good intelligence, under budget and on time. Ally sees both good and bad in Alex’s style. No one quite knows how, but Alex brought the huge problem of unit slackness under control within a month. Ally reviews handwritten, confidential notes in Alex’s personal file – notes kept since Alex went to Lebanon.
Alex resents the conservative operational approaches preferred by senior IBIS managers, especially Halley McGregor, and expresses a generalized scorn for “old fashioned Government bureaucrats in gray suits and raincoats” in public, too, to friends and journalists alike. 

· Alex works hard and plays hard, is always broke, but dresses well and drives a very good car. Knows everyone. Speaks several languages. 

· Despite having taken company management courses as prescribed by IBIS VP Halley McGregor, Alex seems to prefer a very casual, gung - ho operating style and gets the job done with tremendous energy.  Motto: “Let’s go get ‘em!” 
Alex bought a small software system -- without authorization --that promises to save time and money but it needs to be configured. No – one at IBIS knows how to do it, so it is useless at least for the moment. “I use my initiative, and look what happens!” Alex shouted at me (Ally) over the phone last week. “Get me a computer freak on the next plane, will you? I can’t work like this with my hands tied!”

OK, thinks Ally, we have a problem child here. What can I do? Let me see….and Ally jots down some thoughts. 

· Alex is always broke but always well dressed. Probably obsessed with self- image. Must be a big spender. Might be on the take. Could get another job in a week or two with MI5 or the CIA or anyone in this community. Has a great reputation. Gets the job done, but no one messes around with Alex, that’s for sure. 

· Alex is a lightning rod for trouble but seems to get good intelligence out of these situations and remain anonymous at the same time. No regard for protocol, rules or usual conduct. 

· Can I replace Alex? No way, I might as well accept that fact. Nevertheless, Alex has no business getting involved with software purchases – that’s I/T business. 

· Alex is always angry at me, the office, the System, Ottawa, any constraints at all, and has utter disdain for Ottawa policy wonks. My career is on the line over this request for a large chunk of money to pay off the informant. I could just tip off Fran Mueller in the Langley office and let them scoop Alex…. No one need know, and Fran would certainly keep it quiet. I could tell Jackie and Halley that Alex has an anger management problem, could be a danger to the Mission if stressed, and probably needs treatment. Can I wait to deal with this? What will I tell Jackie Langlois? That Alex is a loose cannon and a menace? That I need help to run Beirut? That we should promote Alex to an Ottawa desk job? I think I’ll have lunch with Guinness McGuinness at the Canadian Club today and see what MI 6 has to say. Nice to have old school chums when one looks bad….I can handle this! 
Lunch with Guinness had lasted well into the afternoon, so Ally had stayed at the Club and made a few calls. Later, Ally sat in the Member’s Bar at the Club, a sleek Art Deco establishment for diplomats and spies since the 1930’s. Ally was musing quietly, looking into the bottom of a cut-glass goblet that contained the last drops of an excellent vodka martini. The morning had not been a bad one, after a breakfast meeting with various colleagues about harmonizing protocols between intelligence agencies. One chap from the CIA had tried to hi-jack the meeting by insisting on talking about sharing information on a dedicated computer network–what did he want to call it? IntelliNet! How banal can one get? We share, of course we do, well at least most of it; one must keep something back; otherwise we have no advantage, do we? No wonder the MI 6 woman had seemed skeptical. 
Later, after a few drinks at the Club bar, the CIA man had chatted on with boring bits and pieces about Americans, as usual. “Say, Ally - did you know that the Secret Service was founded in July 1865 to reduce counterfeiting during the Civil War? Half the damn’ currency in circulation was counterfeit! Each state had currencies; 1600 banks minted their own paper money. Federal money (Greenbacks) wasn’t minted until 1862. The primary mission of the Secret Service was, and still is, to protect money. Killing a President wasn’t a federal crime until 1965, a century after John Wilkes Booth shot President Lincoln in the back of the head at Ford’s theater, and Secret Service Agents became protectors of the President. September 11th was not the first time someone had tried to use a plane as a bomb -- on February 22 1974, Sam Byck killed the cockpit crew and tried to hijack Delta flight 523 with intent of killing President Nixon in the White House.  No wonder the CIA fills a need, eh? Did you know that in 1898 the Spaniards blew up the USS Maine in Havana harbor and started the Spanish-American war…..” 
This pleasant, if cynical and slightly tipsy mental reverie was interrupted when the Club bartender gave Ally the telephone. “It’s for you – a noisy line, I’m afraid”. 

“Hello, Barr here.”

“God, Ally, glad I found you! Look I need money fast. A lot of money–fifty thou US. Can you get it in the overnight diplomatic bag?”

“Hold on a minute there. Is that you, Alex? What on Earth are you talking about? Calm yourself, will you?”

“Just get me the damn cash, Ally, and I can buy info that will stop a major attack. The informant is a very nervous person and will sell this to whomever he can if we don’t get it first. He have me a noon tomorrow deadline – I’m supposed to call his cell at noon and meet for an exchange in the Café Patina. He says it’s a big one, heard a couple of guys talking in the washroom at the Hilton. Sounds like a planned attack, he says. He’ll tell me where and when tomorrow. ”

“Look here, this might all be a mistake, Alex. Have you verified any of it through channels? How do you know it’s not a con game? Anyway it’s impossible. Even if I did get the money out of the safe I would have to get authorization from Ottawa to release it. Send me a signed fax and I’ll look at it first thing in the morning. Now get some sleep and relax will you? The system will handle this – if it is indeed worth all this attention.”

“And what if it’s a stolen nuke? What then, eh? What if someone has a lead on the Next Big One? The plane bombers had friends, you know!” Alex was desperate, but couldn’t shake Ally Barr. 

“Leave it with me, will you please, Alex, and I will do the right thing I assure you. OK? There are methods I can use – and I will, right after breakfast.” 
The line crackled. “Alex -- you still there? What method, you ask? It’s new. I just got the package from Dr. Stonechild. Ottawa insists we all use it now.  Good stuff, I’m sure.  I’m hanging up now, Alex, so Good Night. And call me on a secure line next time, will you please? Old George here doesn’t want this spy stuff going through the Club switchboard. Ta ta.”

Ally handed the phone back to the barman. Lord what a hyped – up character Alex is, Ally thought, and shivered slightly. “Another Stoley, please, George?” 

THE OTTAWA OFFICES

Ashley Crowther had interviewed for the job at IBIS and was hired on the spot. Ashley was no fool; realizing that tens of thousands of new grads need jobs every year and most have loans to pay back, took the offer. “What do I have to lose?” The HR staffer had been gleeful – this was a top grad, MBA from a tough program, but from Day One, no-one knew how to handle this bright star. The HR people sat around and agreed that Ashley could do wonders – but no-one at IBIS would say “Yes! We need this person right now!” In fact, they were all scared of being shown up. So – far from working on policy development, or even the next step down – program delivery (No, sorry, we don’t have any openings for such a grad…) Ash ended up in Corporate Services, in a “Vital communications function, Ashley, I cannot tell you how essential this job is to national security and the whole IBIS project. We are lucky to have you.” as the HR staffer sold it. “Big career opportunities, I promise.” 

A month later, Ashley Crowther sat in the cramped office with the dirty carpet on the floor of the basement room of the grimy office block on Bank Street, scowled at the computer screen and began a silent rant. Even the constant stream of e mail jokes aren’t funny any more – like everything else in this dungeon, thought Ashley, pushing away from the desk and opening the file folder that had been closed with a red piece of string in some futile attempt to keep it from prying eyes. What a stupid job – and for this I borrowed a ton of money and got an MBA. At least my mother in Nairobi thinks I am doing something worthwhile. She believes I work for DFAIT and will be an Ambassador some day. Hey – being a member of the Canadian minority is fine by me, including any more affirmative action programs I can get into!  Getting this job was easy as heck and the pay is great–75 grand after one year ain’t bad. As Ashley drifted into remembering the recent past, it all seemed so clear….
When they told me at that weird Carleton U recruiting interview that the PM was creating an intelligence czar’s empire.. what was it..? “A single senior level national defense agency formed from existing branches of Government departments and the RCMP…” and I could be a vital part of it – I jumped at the chance! Stupid, stupid, stupid. They must have thought they had an eager beaver for sure. No wonder it was easy to get in, affirmative action or not. . Anyone I talk to in the CIA or the FBI who knows what’s what tells me that intelligence related work is NOT seen as career enhancing by non intelligence staff. Liaison Officer Class One, LC1 it would have been in the Government classification systems. They seem to think that if they give me a business card it makes everything OK. I write reports and can’t put my name on them; I have little doubt that they go into a great pile on some desk in an equally dark basement cell and gather dust. No one ever tells me if I was on the ball or not – and all it takes to do this stupid job is to look at field reports to see if there is anything that couples up with what they do in Fort Mez. Where the Hell is Fort Mez anyway, I ask you? Who cares? I’m a faceless gray piece of ectoplasm, period. Even the Men in Black are more believable! I used to think that I’d do anything if they paid me enough, but this is getting to be a bit much. 

Ashley sighed with a combination of self -pity and anger, recalling the almost-painful last meeting of the Operations sub - Committee. 
The Chair of the sub-Committee had acknowledged that IBIS has no Senate Oversight Committee to ensure that intelligence efforts produce reliable, corroborated intelligence products that then produce advice to the military and enforcement agencies in the USA and to Canadian allies, including the United nations and NATO in a timely manner. The counter terrorism group has severe problems because the computer systems are antiquated, crippling the mandate of IBIS at least in that area. 
“We do our best…” the Chair of the Operations sub - Committee had lamented as the minutes were read. “The Matrixx people are asking me what are our measurables, how do we know if we are achieving any success at all, that kind of questions. They want numbers to show we have an impact, and I don’t know what to tell them. I mean, really. We do our best, is all I can say. I’m going to have lunch with Brooke to see if we can’t stop this type of professional insult. Why do things always have to have that word accountable attached to them today? They’ll be after my expense accounts next, you’ll see. Things were different in my day. A Deputy Minister carried Clout with Dignity, that was my motto. Let me say just this..” and the Chair had launched into a statement that went into the minutes verbatim, quoted below: 

“The important thing is that we clarify the bottom line as set out in the Mission statement with the view to developing a network from which an final analysis can be brought into the calculation at the end of the day, thus guaranteeing security with diversity and acceptable policies for the intelligence community, protecting the vulnerable and modernizing to bring about a level playing field to help us actually name and shame those who seek to frustrate our initiatives which must involve seeing IBIS at the heart of the global concern with a special relationship as the basis of the coalition willing to bring about a regime change in the rest of the world that will secure social responsibility and will face the reality that there are tough choices to be made and the buck stops with us as there is no easy option for our stakeholders. I say to you: Let’s move on, grasp the future with both hands and if it’s a nettle that we grasp – we grasp it anyway. I now declare an adjournment.” 
The screen beeped, dragging Ashley back from this mind boggling speech into to the present. 
An e- Mail icon popped up. It was a message from that Alex fool in Beirut… hysterical as usual; always about the Next Big Thing. OK what’s it say? Ottawa be advised Most Urgent Signal need expediency here have intel. on big deal coming up and no cooperation from London office. 
Can’t this idiot follow protocol? thought Ashley. Never heard of proper channels? If I jumped every time I got a frantic call from some field jockey with sand for brains I’d never get lunch. 
The signal continued: “Ashley! Get this to Halley McGregor will you, within the hour – it’s eleven pm my time – and get me some action! I tell you–heads are going to roll!”

Ashley decided to call what’s the name Bangelorus in Fort Mez and check it out. “Hey, you heard anything about a hot spot in Pakistan? Or anywhere in the region? Or anywhere at all? ”

“Not a thing.”
“Anything from our friends?”

“Nope; the Mounties and people south of us haven’t flagged anything.”
“OK, as I thought. It’s that hotshot Alex in Peshawar again. Never mind, I’ll send it on to Ally in London – it’s their territory anyway. Hey -- how ya doin’ anyway?”
“Not bad, bored out of my skull though. Same as you, Ash, they tell me to use my initiative and do the job as I see fit but no one cares and I’m sure all the fantastic reports I write end up in a black hole. I actually had a CIA field agent call me last week to see if we had anything on some nasty business going on in southern Lebanon. First time I talked to one of them overseas …. all business and intensity.” 

“OK, well, I got to go to coffee. I’m on till midnight, what a drag, eh? Bye.” 

Ashley forwarded the Most Urgent message to London on a Normal priority basis. It would get to Ally in the morning anyway. My backside is covered, thought Ashley, I can say I called the Fort Mez lab and they didn’t see it any differently from me. 
Next morning Brooke was running by the Canal and got a cell phone call from Fran Mueller in Langley. 

“Hey, Brooke, good day to ya. Look, I had your agent in Pakistan on the line, very upset, at four in the morning Eastern time. Says your office-and London--was told in no uncertain terms that some kind of incident was planned but the deal was: no money – no details from the informant. Our Paris office sent a case of greenbacks through our bankers. Alex was on the ball–made the contact, introduced our people to the informant. 

You know that the Taliban has been re-activated by some militants in recent weeks, I presume? Well, our people had raised the security alert level to Orange, but one of your Canadian checkpoints in Kandahar would have been blown to bits if we hadn’t rushed this through. Seems like there’s been a break in the flow of information, wouldn’t you say? I tried to get hold of the IBIS 
office in Kabul to verify, but got a message machine saying “Office closed: on vacation for three weeks.” 
Look, old friend, any time Alex wants out of Pakistan…. or has to be taken out…well, if we can do you a favor, we’re always looking for good folks with initiative. This could put you on the hot seat, my friend. I owe you many times over, and we all owe Alex, if you know what I mean… Think it over – a quiet transfer could save face for everyone. Bye.” 
Brooke grimaced, sat on a bench and when the adrenaline had dropped somewhat, and the pulse rate had slowed a few beats, got a mobile from one of the RCMP minders and called London. 

BROOKE BRIEFS PRIME MINISTER CADOGAN
“Dr. Stonechild, here for your briefing appointment, Prime Minister.” 

Jean Cadogan rose from behind the massive oak desk, stretched, and relaxed on the sofa. The secretary led Brooke Stonechild to a seat near the fire blazing in the darkening office. Brooke enjoyed these monthly briefing meetings, since they brought back pleasant nostalgic memories of intense graduate seminars and war simulations at MIT. It felt like old times. 
“OK, what’s the topic this time, Professor? Something suitable for Halloween, I trust? Or is that too “spooky” for you, as the Intelligence community might say?” Cadogan chuckled and Brooke smiled indulgently at the weak joke. 
“Government responds quickly enough when there is a clear and obvious threat, Prime Minister, but I regret to tell you that we at IBIS seem to have dropped the ball with a thud last week. Before it leaks out –- as things do, no matter how hard we try – you need to know that one of our field agents got wind of an impending incident, needed money immediately to pay the informant, and because our administration did not act quickly enough, got it within hours from the CIA. Canadian lives were saved by this initiative–but it was a black eye for IBIS. The Americans would hire our agent in a heartbeat–but our London office saw only loose cannon, I’m afraid. It’s my responsibility, nevertheless. ” 
“Hmmm,” grunted Cadogan. “Well, I sure hope you promoted whoever this agent is. We need entrepreneurial thinking to break this stiff–necked managing style. Now–what’s the lesson, professor, and what’s the plan? You have come here with a solution, I trust, not a problem for me to face in the House today?” 
“Let me give you a little background.” Stonechild moved easily into teaching mode and felt confidence build. “Somehow, IBIS saw the alarms raised in Pakistan as weak signals of possible trouble, not worthy of passing up to the strategic centers of our organization. Obviously we can’t take every single alarm seriously–we just don’t have the resources to address what look like minor tips. However, to avoid nasty surprises means that any organization must 
close two gaps: the gap between information in the environment, and the gap between our decision whether or not to act and the implementation of any such action. False alarms cost money. While we don’t want knee jerk reaction to that information, we don’t want to be sluggish either. 
Since we can’t act on bad information we need to make contingency plans, to prepare scenarios from which we can choose. That will speed up the dynamics of our infrastructure, but we also need to improve our sensitivity to that information in the environment. In short, we need better antennae and we need to have a set of plans ready to roll. Call it a smoke detector and fire escape plan if you like the analogy.”

Cadogan pressed fingers together, palms apart, pointed them at Brooke, and hunched over the coffee table, eyes narrow as slits. “Cut the theoretical crap, Doctor Stonechild. Are you telling me that IBIS didn’t know it had a problem until the solution presented itself? You thought things were fine until your Pakistan agent had to find support from the U.S. of A? If you are, Brooke, let me remind you in no uncertain terms that the usual way to extract an organization from what it perceives as a stagnating environment is to replace its leader. I’ve done that already at IBIS and I’ll do it again if I have to.” The Prime Minister paused for effect. “Don’t you share this kind of tip, I mean, intelligence, even though it seems vague at the time?” Cadogan’s face was set, eyes hard. 

“Yes, Prime Minister, of course we do. The Deputy Ministers have breakfast once a month and I have never missed.”

“You call that sharing? No wonder the Pakistan agent was desperate. What about our friends in the USA and UK? They don’t come to breakfast, I suppose?” The sarcasm was heavy. 
Brooke breathed deeply and said, evenly, “There, too, we are in constant contact, I assure you. Our London office – Ally Barr – maintains an open door policy, and I’m always invited, with our Director of Operations, Halley McGregor, to visit Langley headquarters when we are in the States, or MI5 in Whitehall–that’s in London.” The words weren’t out before Brooke realized the insult. By now the veins were standing out on Cadogan’s neck and the words were ground out, “You think I don’t know where Whitehall is? I don’t want to hear any more of this patronizing bull, Brooke. Sort this mess out–fast. I have been  relying on you….heck,  I hand-picked you!!! See me again at the end of the month – with a plan. A good plan. Now you’d better go before I reconsider. Oh – and the Matrixx people are to be kept involved. I want an independent assessment at some point.” As though by magic the door opened and the PM’s secretary, smooth as silk, handed Brooke an appointment card, then ushered the angry, humbled, Brooke stiffly into the elevator. 

In the car on the way back to the office, Dr. Brooke Stonechild stared blankly though the tinted windows at dark, wet streets. A mental fatigue set in, but for a moment the thought occurred, How did the secretary know I was on the way out? Do they listen at the door? Unctuous sod…  
It was late, but Brooke scribbled notes for an action plan that had risen from the ruins of that ghastly briefing meeting. A famous line from Apocalypse Now became the page header: Nothing like the smell of napalm in the morning… smells of victory… OK, if the PM wants action, I’ll get some action. Feeling like Colonel Kilgore looking out of the bubble on a Huey chopper just starting its attack run, with Wagnerian Ride of the Valkyries music blasting, Brooke scrawled the plan for the foundation for an IBIS retreat with a grim determination that had been missing for too long from the daily approach to IBIS, and suddenly Brooke knew that the PM had been right. “I’ve tried to do it by the book, work within the system for the most part, adapt to change -- and instead, I’ve become like the rest of ‘em – dull and passive. Well watch out folks, here I come. Death from Above! What a motto! Bam bam bara bam bam!” Again, it felt like old times at MIT, when Brooke would sit with a yellow legal pad and handwrite notes for a seminar on organizational problems. The page filled quickly with notes as images and silent music filled Brooke’s mind.
FACT: IBIS has botched a field operation and it was rescued by the very person who our careful people have been calling a loose cannon.  

PREMISE: IBIS operates in a changing environment. 

FACT: “Luck” is the reason lazy people give for other’s success when they work hard and keep an open mind toward opportunity. The harder we work the luckier we get. 

FACT: This Afghan crisis was not just a hiccup – it was a symptom of an ongoing series of problems at IBIS, ones that had grown slowly so we had become inoculated against action for action’s sake. We’ve let standards slip in this past crisis – but they have stayed slipped. 

Stonechild swore gently as the magnitude of these problems became painfully clear. 
ARGUMENT: Often an organization finds difficulty in stating its own problems; we had fallen asleep and the Alex mess was just a wake-up call. Eventually the organization creates its own problems because it relies too much on existing programs and methods. People work harder and harder at the same old stuff in the same old ways. Stress sets in as overtired staff becomes overwhelmed with the enormity of the tasks as they perceive them. Burnout is not far away; stress leave is prescribed by physicians who accommodate patients relatively easily. We underestimate the potential threat to the Mission; we blame our ineffectiveness on a pathological illusion – that dark forces outside our control render us helpless. We don’t have the mental energy to look at processes, systems and the people who make it all work. 
ACTION PLAN: Old ways of behaving must be unlearned as a key step in changing our culture toward a strong culture, away from the neuroses the Manfred Kets de Vries wrote about… (Here Stonechild the academic mind ‘appeared’ and Brooke suppressed the usual urge to take a theoretical view….). 
Maintaining the Colonel Kilgore persona, the two–page draft plan was finished at double time. Brooke marched down the hall to Georgie Franks’ office just in time to stop Franks from putting on a raincoat and locking up. “Georgie, drop whatever you’re doing and use this document to plan a major meeting of minds one week from tomorrow here in Ottawa. Do it now. NOW!” 
Seeing the surprise in Franks’ face, Brooke went on, “That bomb in Kandahar that Alex found out about didn’t blow up in their faces–but it sure blew up in mine at the PM’s briefing an hour ago. One month from now, I give Cadogan an IBIS with real promise--or I’ll be forced out like the others and I’ll have deserved that ignominy. See me with firm ideas at seven in the morning so we can have an agenda item for the EXCO meeting at nine. Oh and by the way here’s a page of my thoughts. The draft Plan is on the other sheet. The memo sheet, that is. Here. And let the Matrixx people in on it. Cadogan’s direct order. It’s OK – they are security cleared for it.  Destroy this lot when you have done; if it leaks I will have your head on a platter.” 
Office of the President: Memorandum

A draft plan for a retreat

NAPALM IN THE MORNING: SNATCHING VICTORY FROM THE JAWS OF DEFEAT

Question: If we have the infrastructures, the structure, the people and the money and if my leadership is effective and we have a first rate lab as a model for field based operations plus we have valuable, interesting tasks to do – what’s the problem? 

Has anyone de-briefed Alex van de Veld? Ally Barr? Office staff here? What happened? 

Some considerations of the symptoms and root causes. 
Symptom: Is Alex symptomatic or… an individual alone, a stress seeker, loose cannon, a genius, an innovator, or merely an entrepreneur out of place? If the latter – which is wrong – the system, or Alex? 

Is Ally Barr working within the system – one of the great mass of civil servants who are adaptors? Or is Ally a rule – bound, secret power seeker? Why didn’t Alex get the money? 

Options: Do we fire or promote Alex? Why didn’t Langlois manage Beirut anyway? 

Thought…. Should we get all staff psychologically tested? Is Barr an INFP? 

Question: What kind of arrangement is Fort Mez and who dreamed it up? Just where does Fort Mez fit into IBIS anyway? 

More root cause items: Is it the people, the structure or have I inherited a bad culture from Duyvenduyk and St. John? 

Options: We need contingencies and a method to make decisions. Program protocols and make people use them! Can we get a quasi-computer program? Train everyone to use the same method? 

What does the FBI use? Mounties? CSE? CSIS? MI6? CIA? The DEA, even!  Has anyone from IBIS been to Quantico or Langley lately? 

Where do we use best practices to bring our standards up? Can we use a TQ approach? If not, why not? What strategic position can we / should we take? 
Question: have we prepared ourselves during the period just before re-engineering IBIS? 

Answer: No. I didn’t learn as much as I should before acting.

Question: Have I asked too much, too soon? 

Answer: Yes – but what option did I have? The place was in a mess and the terrorists won’t wait for us to be ready.

Question: Did I place too little emphasis on strategy? A short list or even an agenda would have done at the start. Did I tell people what I stand for? Heck yes; I said “Authentic” a thousand times. 
Question: Have I managed my boss? No, flat no, I have not. Stupid of me. 

Question: Have I communicated? Answer: Yes, but – has it bought commitment? No.

Question: What am I going to do to sort this all out?

Answer: an Action Plan: bring the best minds together. 
Question: OK, When?

Answer: NOW!!!!
Georgie looked up from the sheets of paper to the CEO’s back as the glass door closed with an alarming rattle, and grinned with the joy of triumph and relief. “Yesssss! At last we’ll get this place shaken up! It’s about time! Look out, Langlois! Watch out, Fort Mez!” 
Later, Franks would look at the memo sheet header taken from Coppola’s movie and grin even wider, but the grin faded when Franks saw the hasty outline of the retreat. In fact it was mostly just questions, and they didn’t make much more sense when transcribed. However, Georgie Franks was not to be put off by this so used the single page of notes that Brooke had left and began work. 

Humming noisily, Georgie was in great spirits….OK let me design this like a smooth machine, a wonder of planning, analytical, with our position clearly laid out. I’ll run the show and finally they will see sense in what I’ve been promoting for months. I’ll book the secure room for this.  I’ll greet them and get the message across. This is IT! Go for it, Georgie. Now, let’s look at this sheet….

IBIS has a room that is screened and swept electronically every three hours. No bugs – and it looks impressive, with retinal identification at the door, state of the art in security.
Just over a week later, the secure room was filled with some of the biggest names in the intelligence business, most of whom were curious as to what Brooke had in mind. Recent criticism of Canada’s role on the world stage had been noted by the White House but passed over by mass media people and the PM had been just as glad. However, the report, issued by the Center for Studies in Canadian Politics, had suggested that Canada could regain a place if it managed some kind of small but highly effective response to world crises. 
Franks stirred a coffee at the counter, irritated when Dr. Stonechild took over the lead. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for being here today, and thanks to Georgie Franks for the arrangements. A special thanks to our guests from other Agencies world wide. I hope you will see some dirty linen washed here today so I ask you to see it as an example of my utter certainty that we keep an open dialog and let the sunshine in, to mix my metaphors. I’ll be brief. I am going to shake IBIS up from top to bottom and I need your help. Given our Mission I plan a renewal based on a) our context and b) four key aspects of operation. I am calling this renewal operation “Freeing the Caged Bird.”

The screen lit up with Power Point discussion points and questions: 
· Context: Are we coping in a post modern world? 

· Designing Tasks: Are we keeping a dinosaur alive?

· Structure: Are we global citizens or are we homeless? 

· People: if we’ve got the best why is the team losing?

· Culture: What defines us as a Canadian organization? 

“Let me start with the easy part; office re-design. I am calling office architects to open up our Ottawa space. We need a fully integrated organization, a spaghetti organization, lines of communication completely entangled with each other to ensure connectivity in a loose – tight organizational structure. I want everything wide open – a paradox in a business based on secrecy and secrets, but we must slay this dragon. I want these walls torn down – and I am not speaking figuratively. I want an open concept space with desks on wheels. 
The desk will be your office; put your name on anything that moves with the desk. Nothing else. Move to a location where your team is operating. I want the space designed for dialog. Coffee bars everywhere, with meeting areas like little village squares – Nortel once did it in Brampton, didn’t they?  Each desk will have a laptop. The area will have wi-fi connectivity but it will be screened with steel for security. I want advanced computer training while the building is being renovated. Mail will come into a special room on the top floor; each item will be opened, scanned, sent to the central computer and then shredded. Rubbish will go down a meter – diameter clear plastic tube through the floors and the cafeteria so everyone can see it going out. I want study cells set up for meetings – but bare, so no one can claim one of them as an office. No lingering. Internally we must share, folks, share all, all the time.”
There was a silence, then someone coughed discreetly. All eyes were focused on the pads of paper on the conference table. Brooke pressed on with determination. “To achieve effectiveness, we must attain an ideal balance between the rational and the intuitive in our decision making. I think we can all agree on that; we can’t get bogged down by data and we must react swiftly where we can. I ask you to consider a design where action is placed at a “center” rather than at a (very lonely) top. I ask you to consider the need for us to be able to become an instant think tank… one that is portable, convenes anywhere. Think of us as a sort of fast -- response team of thinkers who can 

then arrange action in an instant anywhere in the world that we have influence. We have the potential to be truly global. Some won’t like this. Yes, Jackie, I am looking at you; this is no time for righteous indignation. Your span of control is too big.”

Jackie raised a languid hand to interrupt the flow and spoke in an outraged, sarcastic, but super–controlled tone of injury. “Will you, in the final analysis, be looking to me to deliver the quality standard at the heart of the Government’s vision for world – class intelligence? The Mission statement delivers innovative, value added solutions in the tight time frames in which we operate. Commoditization coupled with consolidation in the end user and supplier segment is exerting downward pressure on quality and upward pressure on cost overruns in the Intelligence Arena. I’ll stay in Holiday Inns if I must! But I must look after my people, my teams, in person. They need me.” 
Stonechild ignored this, swung around, and looked at Cameron Muir. “To continue. Fort Mez has been… confused, Cameron. Canada created this prototypical nerve center, hired geniuses and then relied on them to the point that we forgot this is only a prototype and we as an organization have to produce not ideas but the goods: Intelligence reports. My fault – but it’s over. We need a shared vision and shared contributions. No more projection of individual visions onto IBIS as a whole, with the territorial rows that ensue. Fort Mez was designed as part of a network and look at you now. The child has forgotten its parent.”

Muir said nothing, but smiled slightly and tapped a pencil on the pad, waiting for the right moment. Brooke continued the onslaught. “Jackie--I cannot begin to list the slowdowns we have had in your area. No; don’t say a word, not now, especially not Ally Barr’s name…” Brooke stepped back, walked around the perimeter of the room, and then paused for effect. “This is the forum, ladies and gentlemen, to clean our house and ask our guests to help us wash our dirty linen right here in this room. We need a Find – It / Fix It program such as John Kotter describes.” Brooke sat down and looked around the room. 
After some embarrassed coughs and some minutes of silence, Maddox Rothko leaned forward. “Well Brooke, I gotta hand it to you. That’s about as straight – up as it gets. The FBI is by no means perfect, as history revealed when our
female agent out West wrote us that memo about 9/11 and no one picked up on it. Count me in. I don’t know who this guy Kotter is, but I like the sound of it. And I like the state-of-the-art control area design, frankly. You’ll have a hard time selling it to the career bureaucrats but it’s a great plan. I wish our people could hear this. 
I will offer this, in confidence, although I suppose it will be all over the Internet before long: The FBI has had huge problems with the computer system that was going to save our necks – The VCFS – Virtual Case File System. We spent nearly 20 million bucks on this system, designed to integrate case files so everyone would be able to cross reference files of one nature–say, pilot training, to fake passports, as happened on 9/11. It’s junk and we are going to trash it in favor of off-the-shelf products. Our Director, Brian Mueller said it was critical to national security but as of today-- it just doesn’t work. We have 12,000 agents and we need an overhaul of our systems but we are still using paper, dammit. Congress might refuse the money for this and anything else we want. You gotta do this right, Brooke. Hang tough, I say. I mean, look at the kafuffle over the slow response we made to Katrina – no one know what was going on. We lost black votes over that.”
“Thanks for the vote of support, Maddox, and let me be 100% clear. I am going to do this and I will make it clear that anyone who sees things differently can take the next twelve months to find a new job. My view of true job security is that one can find a better job elsewhere, anyway. No one should be dependent on a single place of work; that’s the difference betweens employment and employability.”

Cameron Muir sat back from the boardroom table and then rose slowly, smiling slightly and tapping a pencil on the writing pad. 

“I, too, will be blunt; I simply say that those of you who think you know everything are annoying to those of us who do. We in Fort Mez take a progressive view; we really do have to think outside the box. Let me point out the obvious. First, we at Fort Mez don’t have a problem. This is an Ottawa mess. Face it, Brooke, you thought you had enough political capital with Cadogan to take the view from the top, look down at us working away, with you safely ensconced in the Ivory Tower. 
By now you have realized that no one has clout with Jean Cadogan. This Prime Minister has one interest alone – political longevity. Cadogan the ultimate survivor. Fort Mez is the de facto capital of IBIS; we have it all – the resources, the action, the talent, the contacts. Your space – age facility is a fantasy and your bulldozer approach is ill – advised to say the least. So? Here’s my proposal. Shut Headquarters here in Ottawa; move all operations to Fort Mez; centralize communications through our node; integrate your people into our teams. They can run as self directed teams under our managers Leslie and Vic Devji. Brooke, you, Georgie and Halley set yourselves up in the Canadian Embassy in Washington to max -out the flow of information through our US friends in Homelands security and also to keep the political climate warm. Jackie spends a year traveling constantly in the field to set up London and the other field offices. We save money; we improve control; Fort Mez is already the intelligence center so we don’t have to sell any new ideas to anyone anywhere. Even the Mossad talks to us! We become a center of excellence -cum -best practice and we model our growth on the best in the world. It’s the bold move the PM is looking for. You’ll be a hero.” Cameron walked to get a coffee, turning away from the table deliberately but listening hard. 
Brooke brought the meeting back to attention. “Thanks, Cameron, for your input and your honesty. We’ll certainly keep your negotiation points on the table, but I remind you that the Republican Party lost its power because the radical stance they took was revolutionary only in the sense that, they sought to preserve an image of the past. Fort Mez is not the dog and Ottawa is not the tail. 
Now, thanks to you, Maddox, and you too, Fran. FBI and CIA experiences can be of help, I think. I have spoken to my counterpart at the Homeland Security office, by phone, by the way. We Canadians must acknowledge that the corporate world has learned a lot from the US Marine Corps and Navy Seals’ leadership and commitment models. Now let’s open things up to the others. This conference will end in a Plan, and my position is firm: Change will take place.”
There was a stunned silence until CIA representative Fran Mueller whistled and said “Well, I knew you guys meant business but – gee, I dunno. It’s in all our best interests to see IBIS do well and contribute to world security – so it’s in the best interests of IBIS to integrate resources. We’ve created what we call an intelligence fusion cell. It’s the Terrorist Threat Integration Center (TTIC) under the CIA. The mandate is quite close to what y’all imagine IBIS can be, the only difference being that it is internal to government. A fusion cell brings representatives and information from various security agencies, conducts threat analyses and then directs action by those agencies. Canada has not gone down that route until now; our people would see it as a very believable scenario to create one and call it IBIS. Seems like you have internal problems that we can’t do much to improve. But what the heck; I’ll give it a day or two here in your fine capital city. This is gonna be some Conference!”

“I’ll echo that.” This was the quiet Scotsman from MI5. “We had to shake up our whole operation after the Tube bombings and the killing afterwards. Fortunately, we recovered credibility when we got the suicide bombers before they blew up planes in mid Atlantic, and did well after the Glasgow airport. It’s quite a trick to balance listening with action. Whitehall has instructed me to offer any assistance we can.”
The atmosphere in the conference room was electric with anticipation as each group prepared its presentation. As the Matrixx consultant you realize that you have been handed quite a job…. and a wonderful opportunity.

[image: image2.png]


[image: image3.png]










































Americas 


Internal
























































L





L





L





L





Americas External





Europe


External





Europe


Internal





Asia


Internal





Asia


External





Canada





Jackie





You discuss this letter with Darcy, who says eir gunsrom Government Depertment��������������������������������������������������





