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An exhilarating true story that reads like a spy thriller about a former CIA operative recruited out
of Iran, while he served as a member of the secretive and highly feared Revolutionary Guards of
Iran.A TIME TO BETRAYThis exhilarating, award-winning memoir of a secret double life reveals
the heart-wrenching story of a man who spied for the American government in the ranks of the
notorious Revolutionary Guards of Iran, risking everything by betraying his homeland in order to
save it.Reza Kahlili grew up in Tehran surrounded by his close-knit family and friends. But the
enlightened Iran of his youth vanished forever, as Reza discovered upon returning home from
studying computer science in the United States, when the revolution of 1979 ushered in
Ayatollah Khomeini’s dark age of religious fundamentalism. Clinging to the hope of a Persian
Renaissance, Reza joined the Ayatollah’s elite Revolutionary Guards. As Khomeini’s tyrannies
unfolded, as fellow countrymen turned on each other, and after the deeply personal horrors he
witnessed firsthand inside Evin Prison, a shattered and disillusioned Reza returned to America
to dangerously become “Wally,” a spy for the CIA.In A Time to Betray, Reza not only relates his
razor’s-edge, undercover existence from moment to heart-pounding moment as he supplies vital
information from the Iran-Iraq War, the bombing of Pan Am Flight 103, the Iran-Contra affair, and
more; he also documents a chain of incredible events that culminates in a nation’s fight for
freedom that continues to this very day, making this a timely and vital perspective on the future
of Iran and the fate of the world.
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HopeAcknowledgmentsDISCLAIMERThis is a true story of my life as a CIA agent in the
Revolutionary Guards of Iran; however, every effort has been made to protect my identity (Reza
Kahlili is not my real name), my family, and my associates. To do so, it was necessary to change
all the names (except for the officials of the Islamic Republic of Iran) and alter certain events,
chronology, circumstances, and places to avoid the retaliation decreed by the Islamic rulers of
Iran for all those who challenge their authority.A TIME TO BETRAY1TRUTH OR LIES“I WAS
FOLLOWED,” I said.CIA agent Steve Clark uncrossed his legs. He leaned forward, his
expression stiffening. “Followed?”I tried not to let my voice reflect my nervousness. “Yes. I
thought I might be imagining it, but I took a few diversions and the tail was still there. It took me
an hour to lose him.”Agent Clark leveled his blue eyes at me. “Wally, I want you to be completely
aware of the consequences if things go wrong. The United States government will deny any
relationship to you. There won’t be a navy fleet coming to your rescue. I’m sorry to be so blunt,
but you must understand this. Do I make myself clear?”I swallowed hard and said, “Yes. I
understand.” It was difficult to miss Agent Clark’s message: I was disposable.It was 1981. The
revolutionary Islamic government had been in power in Iran for more than two years. In that time,
it had ensnared my country and my people in its brutal grip. I had seen friends executed in cold
blood, their last look carved in my memory forever. But now, I was as far away from that
government as I had been since the revolution, in a safe house high above California’s



Malibu.With my CIA contact.Making plans to return to my homeland as a spy.The world’s most
powerful intelligence agency had given me the code name Wally. I never thought to ask them
why they chose it. It was hard to believe that I looked like a Wally in their eyes, but maybe that
was why they gave the name to me. The assignment they asked me to undertake would have
been dangerous for any Iranian. But I was not just any Iranian. I was a member of the dreaded
Sepah-e-Pasdaran, the Ayatollah Khomeini’s Revolutionary Guards.Now that Agent Clark knew I
understood that I was ultimately on my own, he moved forward. “We’ve arranged for you to be
trained in Europe. We chose London since you mentioned your in-laws live there. This should
not arouse any suspicion. In London, you’ll meet the people who will be your contacts from here
on out. These are good people, Wally.”He handed me a slip of paper with a phone number to call
my new contact in London, a woman named Carol. “Under no circumstances should you use a
private phone. Always make your calls from public phones.”I stared at the number for a long time,
trying to keep my feelings in check. I was terrified at the thought of where my return to Iran would
lead me. The Revolutionary Guards looked everywhere for spies. No one was above suspicion.
And they were likely to be especially wary of me when I got back. I hadn’t just traveled out of the
country; I’d gone to the United States, a sworn enemy. They knew I’d gone to college in America
and I’d given them a good reason for my being there now, but they would certainly question me
when I returned. How would I hold up to their scrutiny?If they caught me, I knew what would
happen. I had seen what they did to spies and to those who opposed the government. The
Guards drugged them, raped their wives and children in front of them, and gouged out their
eyeballs, all in an effort to get them to talk. I thought of my wife, Somaya, and shuddered.As they
did every day, the visions came to me of what I had witnessed in the infamous Evin Prison,
where the government kept political detainees. They’d paraded teenage girls in front of me as
they led them to their deaths. These girls were barely out of their childhood, barely old enough to
think for themselves, much less form thoughts against the state. They knew nothing about the
machinations of politics. They were innocent in every sense of the word and certainly innocent of
the trumped-up charges that led to their imprisonment. Yet they suffered fates too brutal for even
the most vicious criminal. None of these girls would ever know the joys of romantic love. None of
them would ever hold her own baby in her arms. Their few remaining moments of life had been
filled with a level of abuse few can imagine.“Wally?”Agent Clark startled me out of my thoughts. I
realized he had been watching me as I stared off into space. “Yes?”“There is one other thing,
and I don’t want you to take it personally. It’s just part of the procedure we have to go through.”
He cleared his throat. “You’ll have to undergo a lie-detector test.”I didn’t protest. This made
sense, of course. Agent Clark might have been comfortable with me and confident about my
motives, but if I were a professional spy on behalf of the Revolutionary Guards, they would have
trained me to behave exactly as I had in the CIA’s presence. The lie-detector test was
insurance.Agent Clark arranged for the test to take place in the Hacienda Hotel in El Segundo,
just south of Los Angeles International Airport. I entered through the restaurant, as instructed,
and walked to the back hall. This led to a bank of elevators. From there I headed to room 407,



taking the stairway instead of the elevator to make sure no one was following me. At the room, I
used the key Agent Clark had given me. He was already there.The agent administering the test
arrived shortly thereafter, carrying an oversized briefcase. He didn’t offer his name, only nodding
instead. I noticed that he’d tied the knot on his thin tie too tight.Though I wasn’t hiding anything
from the CIA, I began to feel a hint of panic. The agent must have noticed this, because he
smiled and told me to relax. Doing so was not going to be easy for me. As the agent unpacked
his equipment, my heart pounded. I glanced at Agent Clark and he offered me a reassuring look.
This did little to calm me.The other agent explained the process, telling me what each of the
several wires coming from the machine did. The agent would be reading my nervous system,
which I had disciplined myself to control, though I wasn’t doing the best job of it right now. I eyed
the door. For just a moment, I considered making a break for it. I would find some peaceful place
where neither the CIA nor the Revolutionary Guards could find me.But then I remembered the
executions. The hangings. The torture. My friends. And my resolve returned as never before.The
agent asked me to sit down and roll up my sleeves. He hooked the wires from the machine to my
arms, wrist, fingers, and chest. Sweat formed on my forehead.“You can relax, Wally,” the agent
said. “This isn’t going to hurt.”Agent Clark moved into the second room of the suite, closing the
door behind him. The other agent told me to look straight ahead. He sat to my right, adjusted
himself a couple of times, and said he was going to ask some questions; all I needed to do was
answer with a simple yes or no. He bent over, concentrating intently as a roll of paper extruded
from the machine, his pen ready to make notations.“Is your name Reza Kahlili?”“Yes.”“Are you
twenty-seven years old?”“Yes.”“Were you born in Iran?”“Yes.”“Are you married?”“Yes.”“Do you
work for the Revolutionary Guards?”“Yes.”“Did they ask you to come here?”“No.”“Did they help
you with your travel plans?”“Yes.”“Did they ask you to contact us?”“No.”“Have you contacted the
Guards since being here?”“No.”“Have you told them about this meeting?”“No.”I noticed that
several of the questions seemed repetitive, with nuanced differences. I wondered if this was the
agent’s attempt to trip me up.“Does your wife know you are here?”“She knows I am in America
but she doesn’t know I am with you.”“Stay with yes or no, please. Does anyone know about your
contact with the CIA?”“No … well, yes … Well, not really … but FBI agents …”He did not let me
finish. “Only yes or no, Wally.”I was sweating heavily at this point. This made the places where
the agent had attached the electrodes itchy. The agent watched me shift in my seat and then
made a notation. I wondered how badly my obvious nervousness was hurting my chances.The
agent turned two pages in his notes, seeming to skip ahead. “Have you been inside Evin
Prison?”“Yes.”“Do the interrogators rape virgins before they’re executed?”“I … I didn’t realize
Agent Clark would be telling you …”“Yes or no, please, Wally.”I swallowed as memories tumbled
one after the other. Parvaneh’s last look at me. Roya’s letter. “Yes. They rape the virgins before
they are executed because they believe virgins are sent straight to heaven.”“Wally, please, just
yes or no. Did you witness this?”“No.”“Did you witness tortures and executions at Evin Prison?”In
the hum of the air conditioning, I could hear Naser calling, “Reeezzzza.”I exhaled slowly.
“Yes.”The agent turned back a couple of pages to where he had been.“Do you work for the



Revolutionary Guards as their chief computer engineer?”“Yes.”“Did you acquire this position
through Kazem Aliabadi?”“Yes.”“Was Kazem Aliabadi a childhood friend?”“Yes.”“Was Naser
Hushmand also a childhood friend?”“Yes.”“As far as you know, is Kazem loyal to the goals of the
Revolutionary Guards?”“Yes.”“As far as you know, is Kazem aware that you do not share his
beliefs?”“No.”“As far as you know, does Kazem consider you loyal to the goals and ideals of the
Revolutionary Guards?”“Yes.”“Have you taken an oath to remain loyal to the Revolutionary
Guards, including a vow to become a martyr for the Ayatollah Khomeini?”“Yes.”“Is Kazem aware
that you took this oath?”“Yes.”“Do you consider it immoral to break an oath to your friend?”I felt a
lump in my throat as a tide rose in my chest. My eyes brimmed with tears. I had left home a
respected member of the exclusive Revolutionary Guards. I would return a jasoos, a spy
betraying my country. I knew that if my father were alive and found out what I was doing, he
would turn his back on me. I knew that my grandmother, who taught me to be a devoted Muslim
and to be honest and trustworthy, would be ashamed of me.Through the roar of blood in my
ears, I heard the agent ask, “Would you like me to repeat the question?”How could I be a spy if I
could not hide my emotions and provide fast answers to provocative questions? I had joined the
Guards with the purest intentions. I believed at the beginning of the revolution that the Islamic
movement was fair and just, carrying the promise of a nation’s salvation. Instead, I had
witnessed brutality, murders, and lies committed in the name of God. I had witnessed the
destruction of a nation. Because of this, I was about to embark on a life of treason. I was going to
lie to my wife, lie to the people I loved most. I was going to risk their lives without giving them the
chance to protect themselves.“Wally?”The CIA saw me as a godsend, an asset they needed at a
time when they were struggling to understand the threat that Iran had become to them. If I was
going to help them, they needed to know what made me tick. Yet I wasn’t sure I could explain
myself to them. How could I make them understand why I was risking my family and betraying
my friends to save my country when I wasn’t sure myself?For the first time since I’d begun this
journey, tears broke over the edge of my eyes and dripped down my cheeks.“Wally,” the agent
said softly, “do you consider it immoral to break an oath to your friend?”The question split my
soul in two.“Wally?”Because the two people inside me had contradictory answers. And God
would not send half of me to hell.“Reza?”2THREE FRIENDS1966“REZA!”I rubbed my eyes and
opened them reluctantly. My grandmother, Khanoom Bozorg, was pulling the curtains to the
side.“Get up, son, it is almost eight o’clock.”“It’s too early, Grandma. Please let me sleep some
more.”“Naser has already come by the door twice. Don’t you want to see your friends? Get up
now. The guests will be arriving soon.”“They won’t be here until noon.”My protests didn’t carry
any weight with her. Grandma gave me a pinch on my cheek and pulled the blanket off me
before she left the room.Today was Ashura, a day when Shia Muslims mourn the martyrdom of
Imam Hussein, Shiites’ third Imam, with solemn stories and great feasts. My grandmother was
hosting Rowzeh Khooni, a ceremony of mourning. I awoke to a flurry of activity around the
house. Grandma had begun preparations days ago and they continued now with fervor. With the
help of family members and neighbors, she had the furniture moved out of the living area



because she was going to be hosting so many people. Over my grandparents’ Persian rugs,
they’d placed colorful maroon and burgundy patterned cushions, with large matching cushions
resting against the wall for added comfort. In this newly opened space, they could bring together
more than a hundred guests.I went to the kitchen, where Grandma had my breakfast ready. She
made me hot tea and a piece of lavash bread rolled with butter and cherry jam, which was my
favorite. The kitchen was a mess. Big copper pots filled with food sat on the floor. Grandma was
an accomplished cook and a fine host, and she had prepared a feast for that day. She had even
hired several servants in addition to the usual help because she wanted all of her guests to feel
comfortable.The aroma from the food she’d made wafted through the house—and probably
through the neighborhood as well. She’d made gheyme polo, rice with yellow split peas and
meat; baghali polo, fava beans with rice and veal shank; and fesenjoon, walnut stew with white
rice. And she’d made enough to feed every guest for several days.While my parents’ house was
only a few blocks down the same street, I spent most of my time at this point in my life at my
paternal grandparents’ home. I even had my own room there. Both of my parents worked,
sometimes until late at night. Since I was the only child and since, at twelve, I was still young,
someone had to take care of me. I loved spending time with my grandparents. Khanoom Bozorg
always made my favorite food, told me stories, and had her maids clean my room and wash my
clothes. I never had to do anything around this house—unless she was punishing me for doing
something bad. Agha Joon, my grandpa, was like a second father to me. His favorite phrase was
“Pir shi javoon,” “Grow old, young man.” At the time, I wondered why he would wish a young
person to grow old, but I would someday understand what he meant by this. And where
Grandma could be strict, Grandpa usually found a way to get me off the hook with her when I
was in trouble.The reason I most loved being at my grandparents’ house was that Naser lived
next door. Naser and I had been friends for as long as I could remember. We grew up together,
played together, went to the same school, and hung around together after classes nearly every
day. My grandfather and Naser’s father, Davood, were good friends even though there was a
considerable difference in their ages. They enjoyed gardening and bird-watching together. They
had pet canaries whose song they could imitate with their own uncanny whistles.Davood adored
his three children. He always bragged about Naser’s grades and the artistic endeavors of Soheil,
his younger son. He regularly claimed that Soheil would be as famous as da Vinci one day. With
the birth of his only daughter, Parvaneh, Davood celebrated life anew. Parvaneh is the Farsi word
for “butterfly” and Davood gave his daughter this name because she had brought color and
beauty to his life. He always took the toddler along when he visited Grandpa. Naser’s mom, on
the other hand, was a private woman and rarely joined my grandparents’ gatherings.After I ate
breakfast, I ran to Naser’s house. We had plans to meet up with our friend Kazem. Naser and I
were twelve and Kazem was a year younger; adult gatherings gave us a great opportunity to
create mischief and we suspected we’d generate some today.When I got to Naser’s house, he
was in his yard chasing frogs. I put my head between the bars of the iron fence that surrounded
his house and called his name.“Come on, let’s go get Kazem.”“Wait, I almost have this frog.”He



was zigzagging, jumping here and there in pursuit. He finally managed to catch the frog, and
once he did, he ran toward me. His big brown eyes glinted in the summer sun. His smile widened
as he extended his arms to show me his catch.I scowled at him. “You’re wasting time chasing
frogs, Naser! The guests will be arriving soon.”Naser put the trapped amphibian in his pocket
with a shrug. “Okay, Reza. Let’s go.”He whistled happily as we walked. A fresh breeze from the
mountains stirred the tall trees that lined our streets. Water from the snowmelt flowed through a
creek that wove and tumbled its way through the thickets of raspberry and blackberry bushes in
Grandpa’s backyard, creating a melodic brook in which Naser and I could splash.We lived in an
upscale neighborhood with lush foliage in the north of Tehran, the capital of Iran. My
grandparents’ house was at the end of a long, narrow street lined with gated properties on both
sides. You could not see some of the larger homes from the street as tall brick walls or hedges
concealed them. On our walk through this area, we always peeked through gates to take in the
acres of impressive landscaping, ponds, waterfalls, and swimming pools. I felt very proud to live
in a place this beautiful.This area was close to the slopes of the Alborz mountain range. Nearby
was the Sadabad Palace, built during the Qajar dynasty in the nineteenth century. Reza Shah
lived there in the twenties. His son, Mohammad Reza Shah Pahlavi, Shahanshah, King of Kings,
moved there in the seventies.Kazem’s house was only a thirty-minute walk from ours, but in
many ways it seemed a world away. In his neighborhood, potholes dotted the asphalt streets,
rotted wooden gates marked the entrances in the crumbling clay walls around the small homes,
and only a few small trees stood along the sidewalks. The very same creek that ran past my
grandparents’ house wound through this neighborhood as well. But where Naser and I used the
creek for frolicking, some of Kazem’s neighbors used it for washing clothes.Even at our age, it
was impossible not to notice the difference in living conditions. Hungry kids sat on the street in
torn, dirty clothes with flies buzzing around the dried crusts of dirt on their noses and eyes. Their
mothers carried laundry in big aluminum bowls atop their heads. Women traded dried bread and
a little change for a bag of sea salt, which the street merchants carried in donkey saddle packs.
The merchant used the dried bread to feed his donkey and the change as his sole source of
income. And while men in our family discussed whether to purchase American-made or German-
made cars, men in Kazem’s neighborhood owned old bikes or, like Kazem’s father, a three-
wheeler pickup truck.The differences weren’t only economic. Here, the women covered
themselves under chadors, unlike the women in our family and many others in Iran who dressed
in Western-style suits and fancy dresses, covering their hair with a loose scarf only on special
occasions, such as mourning ceremonies or funerals.As we drew closer to Kazem’s house, we
saw him with his mother escorting Mullah Aziz outside. Kazem’s mother bent over and
whispered something to Kazem, who stepped toward the mullah, took his hand, bowed, and
kissed it. That was his way of thanking Mullah Aziz for teaching him the Quran. When he spotted
us, Kazem didn’t blush. He was not embarrassed to have us see him kissing a mullah’s hand, as
Naser and I would have been. In fact, he smiled with pride.We’d met Kazem a year before on a
hot summer afternoon. Kazem was the local butcher’s son. Despite being only ten then, Kazem



worked for his dad after school and during the summertime. Naser and I were playing soccer
outside my grandparents’ house along with a few other boys from our neighborhood when
Kazem made a meat delivery to Grandma. Afterward, he sat on the curb and watched us play.
He was short and skinny and wore his hair so closely cropped that his round head almost
seemed bald. His dark, droopy eyes moved with the ball and every time one of us made a bad
play, he giggled.After this happened a few times, Naser threw the ball to Kazem and challenged
him to show us some of his moves. Kazem jumped from the curb eagerly and started bouncing
the ball on his feet ten, twenty times without dropping it. Then, in one fluid motion, he kicked the
ball above his head and headed it back to Naser.Naser and I looked at each other, amazed.
Right there, we asked him to join our soccer team. Kazem happily agreed. His only caveat was
that he could not play with us during the month of Ramadan because his mother insisted that he
fast. I found it hard to believe that any kid would put religious obligations ahead of soccer, but we
had no choice but to accept this.“Mullah, may I kiss your hand,” Naser said, teasing Kazem, as
we made our way back to my grandparents’ house.With a grand gesture, Kazem presented his
hand to Naser and said, “May God forgive you for your rudeness, son. You shall bow and kiss my
hand now.” Then he laughed.Naser reached into his pocket quickly and put the frog in Kazem’s
outstretched hand. Kazem screamed and pulled away. The frog hopped to the ground and made
his escape. Naser had to hold his stomach, he was laughing so hard.“What is wrong with you?” I
said, slapping Naser on the back. “Why did you do that?” I didn’t like touching frogs, either, so I
sympathized immediately with Kazem.“Come on, Reza, you coward. You’re both cowards. It’s
just a frog.” Naser wrapped his arms around us, giving us a big hug.In the middle of this we
heard the clop-clop of a donkey. We turned to see Mullah Aziz passing us. His short legs were
hanging off the sides of the animal and his sandals were bouncing on his feet. Naser pointed at
the hole in the mullah’s socks and the three of us laughed. I knew the mullah was on his way to
my grandparents’ home to perform the Rowzeh Khooni. This ceremony was a business
opportunity for neighborhood mullahs. They lived in near poverty, so the fee they received for this
occasion (the equivalent of a dollar or two) meant something to them.Some Muslims, like
Kazem’s family, held the mullahs in high regard and followed their teachings closely. However,
most people—my family and Naser’s family among them—considered the mullahs nothing more
than low-level preachers who helped them practice their faith and meet their moral obligations.
Grandpa did not like the mullahs. I once heard him say, “These donkey riders should all be
moved to the city of Qom, where they learned all this nonsense. They should be kept in a
compound and only allowed to preach there.” And then in a moment of terrible prescience, he
added, “God forbid if they ever get the power to rule.”As soon as Mullah Aziz passed us by, we
encountered a dasteh, a mourning parade of men in black clothes, marching down the alley
carrying banners and singing torturous songs about Imam Hussein’s martyrdom. We sat at the
curb and watched as they moved along. The neighborhood women carried big pitchers of cherry
sherbet and offered it to the men, who were sweating under the heat. As part of the ceremony,
some men struck their chests with their hands and some rapped their backs until they bled with



a special chain made only for the parade.“What’s wrong, Reza?” Kazem said when he saw my
reaction to this. “Why are you making that face?”I was nauseous. The funereal singing and the
sight of so many backs covered with blood made me gag. I always tried to avoid a dasteh. I
would try to stay inside if they came to our neighborhood, though they usually kept to
neighborhoods like Kazem’s.I avoided answering Kazem’s question because I knew his
response to this sight was very different from mine. “We should be going now,” I said, pulling
Naser’s shirt. “If we wait here for the dasteh to pass by, we won’t get home in time. And look,
Mullah Aziz is also taking off.”The mullah had been on the other side of the alley, sitting on his
donkey, watching the crowd and playing with his prayer beads. Naser got up, looked toward the
mullah, and pulled Kazem by his arm.“Let’s go,” he said, pointing down an alley and smiling
mischievously. “Let’s get to the house before Mullah Aziz. I know a shortcut. This way, Reza!
Kazem!”We followed Naser, running. Breathless, we managed to get to Grandpa’s before the
mullah.Inside the house, the guests were already there. The women sat in the living room and
the men sat in the adjacent family room. Some kids were in the yard playing and the smaller kids
were inside with their parents.“Come on, guys,” Naser said as he noticed the mullah’s arrival.
“He’s here.”The mullah dismounted his donkey and tied it to a tree at the end of the paved
driveway next to Grandpa’s 1955 white Cadillac DeVille. My grandfather loved that car and he
made sure his chauffeur kept it in pristine condition. He would have been appalled to see the
mullah’s donkey pounding his feet and kicking up dust on the car.Mullah Aziz made his way
down the potted-geranium-lined path leading to the stairs up to the balcony entrance. While
everyone else waited inside the house for the sermon to begin, the three of us hunkered down
behind the Cadillac. I still did not know what Naser had in mind, but he seemed ready to burst
with excitement.Grandpa had opened the double doors to welcome Mullah Aziz. The mullah
went inside and quickly took his place in front of the living room mantelpiece under a picture of
Imam Ali, the Shiites’ first Imam. Grandma had placed a special cushion for him there.“Okay,
guys,” Naser whispered. “Kazem, you stay here in front of Agha Joon’s car and make sure
nobody sees us. If you see anybody coming, whistle twice. Reza, you come with me.” Kazem
agreed to join in reluctantly, obviously uneasy about doing anything that might victimize the
mullah. As was usually the case with Kazem, he didn’t volunteer to start mischief, but he didn’t
back away from it, either.Naser and I crept toward the donkey. I grabbed the bridle while Naser
untied the reins. The animal did not move. Naser gave him a kick in the leg; still nothing. I pulled
his tail. The donkey turned his head and neighed at me.“He isn’t going anywhere,” Kazem said,
laughing.Naser grabbed a small stick from the ground and hit the donkey on the back. That
finally got the animal moving. With the donkey now free of his restraints and running, the three of
us chased the hapless beast down the street, roaring with laughter.“There goes the Mullah
Aziz’s 1965 Donkey-Mobile, down the hill in neutral,” Naser said.Once the donkey was gone, we
ran back inside, thrilled with our success and determined to appear as innocent as
possible.Meanwhile, Mullah Aziz was beginning his work. After adjusting his turban a few times,
he closed his eyes, lifted his chubby arms skyward, and opened the ceremony with “Besmellahe



Rahmane Rahim”—“In the Name of God, the Merciful, the Kind.” Then he began to tell sad
stories of the Imam’s martyrdom. The women found this mesmerizing. Within minutes, Mullah
Aziz had them crying with his mournful performance. Meanwhile, in the other room, Grandpa
was making fun of him and his delivery, whispering to my dad, “The son of a dog is telling the
story of Imam Hussein like he witnessed the Imam’s martyrdom himself.”With the women in a
state of rapture, Mullah Aziz peeked at them surreptitiously. Rubbing his full black beard with his
fingers, he moved his eyes around the room until he spotted my two cousins, Haleh and Mina. I
learned that they’d earlier caused a stir when they entered the women’s room because they were
dressed so conspicuously. Mina was wearing a tight, short, light green dress and Haleh a black
lace blouse and a miniskirt. Both girls wore red lipstick, green eye shadow, and rosy blush. As a
concession to propriety, they wore thin see-through veils atop their updos. As Mullah Aziz came
toward the close of his sermon, he glanced at my cousins again and winked at them. Haleh
looked at Mina in shock and they started giggling.Naser saw this exchange and wrinkled his
nose. Naser had a huge crush on Haleh despite the fact that she was eight years older. “Stupid
mullah,” he whispered. “I hope he never finds that donkey.”After the mullah’s presentation, the
servants offered platters of food on a sofreh, a linen tablecloth spread across the floor. We filled
our plates and ate in the yard. The mullah stayed inside, enjoying the large plate of food
Grandma had prepared especially for him.When we finished eating, we lay on the bench by
Grandpa’s fishpond and talked about our next soccer match. The guests had scattered in the
yard. Some prepared to leave, some gathered in small groups talking, and some helped clean
up. I had nearly forgotten about what we’d done with Mullah Aziz’s donkey when I heard my
grandmother’s trembling voice.“Reza … ! Reza … !”She came over to us, biting her lip, hands on
her hips, tapping her foot.I looked at Naser and then Kazem. “How did she know it was us?” I
whispered.I knew I was in trouble, but I would not betray my friends. We had sworn an oath to be
friends forever and never tell on one another. I ran back inside and hid behind my grandfather,
though I had a feeling that even he was not going to be able to save me this time.“Reza! I will
give you a good lesson tonight,” my grandmother said with ominous calm. “But now you go with
your friends and find that donkey.”Though I hadn’t ratted out my friends, she knew all three of us
had been involved. She had the authority to punish only me, though, so I would withstand the
worst of this. We went out to look for the animal and found him just around the corner by a gutter.
He was probably very confused about his master’s whereabouts. We brought the donkey back
home, where my grandmother was apologizing profusely to Mullah Aziz for our behavior. This
seemed to mollify him, especially when Grandma presented him with a big basket of food and
fruit to take home.My grandmother could have beaten me for this indiscretion and I really
wouldn’t have had any legitimate gripe. But the punishment she chose was far more humiliating
than any beating—she made me help the women in the kitchen that night and then she made
me clean up the garden the next day.“You’ll also be in your room for a few days. No soccer or
outside playing,” Grandma demanded.“Khanoom Bozorg, that’s not fair!”“What you did to that
poor mullah was not nice.”“But … but we have an important match coming this Thursday. Please,



Grandma, I adore you, I do.” I pouted and pressed my eyelids together. She left the room, letting
my appeal for leniency go unanswered. The following Thursday, though, I not only played soccer,
I also went to see a movie with Naser and Kazem after our game. Kazem insisted we see A
Fistful of Dollars with Clint Eastwood even though we had seen it a few times already. We loved
American movies, especially Westerns. We each had a favorite American actor. Kazem’s was
Clint Eastwood, Naser’s, John Wayne, and mine, Steve McQueen. We even called one another
by their names. We loved going to the theater, eating popcorn, and drinking orange soda.
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Shelly Mateer, former CIA officer. Author of Single in the CIA, Mission: Stand Down, the Mingling
in the CIA series, Mommy Thinks She's a Monster, The Lemon Seed and The Adventures of
Shelly Beach series. Creator of the BurpMitt® product line. Developer of the Cooking in the CIA
app and Mommy's Gone Mad! music album., “Everyone needs to read this book!. This is truly an
amazing book. The author takes the reader through some really horrific experiences - from the
torture and rape of virgins prior to execution in Evin prison, to witnessing the stoning of a young
woman - this book kept me thinking a long time after I had put it down. Mr. Kahlili has
successfully interwoven his personal, childhood experiences in Iran into the story of how a
tyrannical regime completely distorted a seemingly promising revolution that he himself believed
in deeply. He tells the heartbreaking story of three lifelong friends, torn apart by their very
different political views. Having worked for the CIA myself, although at a later period in time, I
recognize some of the same feelings of disillusionment that Mr. Kahlili expresses at certain
points in the book. However, while most of the CIA officers the author was exposed to seemed
to be confidence-inspiring, my experience was more akin to his with Andrew, albeit less
intelligent versions of Andrew. I found the book to be horrifying, depressing, and heartwarming
all at the same time.I highly recommend that everyone read this book.”

H.A, “A time to fight for Freedom. I recommend this book to everybody, especially Americans
who want to know what is going on inside Iran, from the moment I started reading this book I
could not put it down, it is a story of courage, Love and sacrifice. This book will give the reader a
firsthand experience about Iran and Iranians, about love and family and about tradition and
believes.The facts that are presented in this book are undisputable, real and offered with utmost
honesty, this is a book that I would pass on to my children to read and will recommend to
everybody, specially politicians in Free countries like United States to see what reality is inside
Iran, so instead of negotiating and dealing with Mullahs they get to understand the nature of
these creatures.One of the issues that got me extremely upset was that European countries like
France, England and Germany knew about the assassinations of Iranian opposition inside their
countries and let the Mullah's assassins to come in and murder the defectives. What a shame!!!
How can countries that consider themselves FREE LANDS participate in this shameful act of
murder?I like to thank the author for his marvelous book and all the sacrifice he did for Iran and
the world to make Iran a better country, for his courage to not sit quiet and write this book with an
encouragement of his beloved wife, Thank you Mrs. Kahlili, behind all the Great men are
standing Great Women . There are many obstacles to democracy in Iran but one day soon
Iranians will be able to embrace democracy and equality forever, and all those people and
politicians that accepted and cooperated with Mullahs will pay for their act of shame.If you are
looking for the truth read this book, it will give you the facts that you won't get anywhere else, it
will open your eyes to the real world events and make you think that as a citizen of this beautiful



earth, we have a right to know the truth and Freedom is every body's right and we should defend
it. This book should be in every library, book store and book shelves so people can grasp the
horror of living under Islamic rulers of Iran and can value the Freedom they have and appreciate
it every day.There are so many people who have lost or devoted their lives fighting for Freedom
and Mr. Kahlili is one of them. Let's not let their sacrifice to be in vain.”

Geoff Puterbaugh, “A descent into the heart of darkness. No country and no people deserve the
horrors wrought on the people of Iran by decades of rule by monsters. Or devils. Take your
pick.It was all so easy, back in the times of the Shah. Iranians demonstrated against the crimes
of the Shah, and Evin Prison echoed with the sounds of the tortured. "Getting rid of the Shah"
seemed like the obvious thing to do. After all, what could be worse? So we all said, back in the
innocent years of our childhood.Well, somebody DID get rid of the Shah, and, sifting all the
evidence, it was the forceful personality of just one man --- added to the stew of discontent and
rising expectations --- it was Iran's own Hitler, the so-called Ayatollah Khomeini.The book under
review movingly recounts the fates of three boys who were childhood friends, two of them
destroyed and the third with his life shattered.The three boys were Reza (the author), Naser, and
Kazem. They swore eternal friendship when they were young, and then came the devastation of
Khomeini.Most people realize, now, that the regime of the mullahs was much worse than
anything ever even contemplated by the Shah. I have a personal experience to add to the
tale.When I was living in Iran, I had an acquaintance named P***, an Iranian of Armenian
descent. He was witty and clever. He showed up in California, unexpectedly, very soon after the
Khomeini revolution, and told me a very simple thing: "The Shah did torture people, and that was
very bad, but generally the victims were released back into society to mend their ways. The
Khomeini crowd does torture as well, but then they always kill." In retrospect, I am pretty sure
that P*** was an Iranian Communist, who got out when the getting was good. He saved his
Communist hide by running away to America. (Isn't it interesting, the way Communists run to
democracies to save their skins? Or would that be "pathetic?")Of the friends (Reza, Naser, and
Kazem), Naser came closest to P***, being a hanger-on of the Mujahideen, sworn enemies of
the mullahs. His fate? He and all of his siblings (!) were arrested and taken to Evin Prison, where
the girls were all raped before execution, because good Muslims believe that virgins go to
heaven. Naser and his brother were tortured for months, and were almost unrecognizable
skeletons before being shot.Kazem, on the other hand, became a fanatic loyalist of the regime,
unwittingly providing excellent cover for Reza, who became a CIA spy in desperation. It remains
inexplicable how anyone could remain a loyalist to a regime which did things like this:"Just last
week, a teenager was talking on a public phone when the Komiteh forces approached her. At
first they objected to her outfit. Then they realized she was talking to her boyfriend on the phone.
They shot her right there."All of this "in the name of religion," which seems to be an impossibility.
As the author's grandfather wisely said, "Religion is in the heart. It cannot be forced upon the
people. You find the love within God, and with that love, you cherish life."Like many other



reviewers, I found this book impossible to put down. There is a strong locus of evil in our world,
and it is centered in Iran. It is helped along by North Korea, China, and Russia. Its tentacles
reach out to Syria and Lebanon, at the very least.Oh, and I should mention that they want to
destroy us.”

P. Hatami-Gharibwand, “The truth at last. This is a riveting book because its a true story. He
draws you in to the life he lead and gives you the truth in a realistic and measured way. Anyone
interested in the Middle East especially Iran will buy this book and be glad they did. It takes
courage to do what he did for which he must be admired for.”

A VAIDYA, “Compelling, amazing, buy it.. I don't usually write reviews on anything, but this book
was emotional as well as educational, on a subject I find truly intriguing and riveting. Even as a
slow reader, and one who struggles through books, this book was impossible to put down.
Thoroughly recommend this book for anyone who wants their eyes opened, but to not just be
bombarded with dates and information.”

james mc cann, “Great read I was in Iran during the troubles so .... Great read I was in Iran
during the troubles so could understand much of his feelings of how a great nation could change
change so much.”

penelope costin, “A Time to Betray. This book is so informative and explains so very much of
what is going on in the middle east and how dumb or ignorant westerners have been and are. No
body seems to understand the pervasive enemy of islam and how Russia, China and many
other countries were feeding the enemy with weapons and all sorts of gear to be be incredible
killers. Evil evil evil. What goes on in the prison alone is enough to warp you forever. All of this
has not changed except that it has increased and is a threat to all freedom.”

The book by Reza Kahlili has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 375 people have provided feedback.
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