Actual Acronyms

by

Eyes Right

Bethesda, MD -  I assume that most readers can quickly identify the acronym, CIA, as the Central Intelligence Agency, and IRS, as the Internal Revenue Service.  Washington, DC is bursting at the seams with these alphabet outfits, and most seem to directly affect some phase of our lives.  So here is a quiz:  what is the NGA?

It is located just across the northern border of DC here on Sangamore Road in Bethesda. The compound is fenced and fortified much like the notorious “green zone” in Baghdad.  Upon arrival at the gate, I was scrutinized by an armed guard who checked my retired military ID and the invitation I was carrying for an event at the NGA.  Those documents were not gate-openers, however, and I was directed to the Visitor’s Building.

The Visitor’s Building was equally foreboding.  There were two apparently bullet-proof windows behind which sat two of the oldest security guards I have ever seen.  The fellow who took my papers and ID through the designated slot was possibly suffering from Alzheimers, as he seemed terribly confused and incapable of resolving my situation [I was a guest of the Director and had been invited to a ceremony honoring a deceased friend].    Fortunately, his co-worker, only a few years younger, was much more “with it” Soon I had an escort and was headed to one of the buildings on the compound.

But first there was the German Shepherd.  This not-so-friendly canine was given free rein to check out my pickup truck as I watched from a distance.  Then, after my escort punched in some codes, we were on our way to the ceremony.  The building which we entered was very large and not particularly new or swank.  We passed through another set of security barriers and check-points inside before heading to the second floor.  I was told not to leave my escort for any reason.  I was disappointed that there was no strip search.

The fellow who was guiding me, a retired Army colonel, dropped me in the Director’s office lounge, which, thankfully, had its own secure restroom.  I had been wondering how I was going to finesse my bathroom needs with the colonel having to keep me in sight. Thoughts of a sequel to Brokeback Mountain starring me and the colonel had passed through my mind.

The walls in the waiting room contained interesting artwork featuring darkened photographs of land masses taken from space.  The three countries were identified as Afghanistan, Iraq, and Iran respectively.  You see, my friends, I was in the bowels of the National Geospatial-Intelligence Agency.

The NGA, formerly known as the National Imagery and Mapping Agency, is one of our super-secret outfits which provides imagery, now usually satellite in origin, of whatever and wherever we want on the face of the Earth.  The mission is to “provide the foundation for the information superiority needed by our national decision-makers, warfighters, civil agencies and allies.”  Basically, it is a spy outfit.  If the President decides that he needs a photo of the inside of your chimney, no problem, unless the weather is overcast for a few days.  You get the idea; if you think that those Google maps of your neighborhood are cool, you should check out the NGA’s products. With good conditions, they can probably read the writing on your class ring. 

The ceremony for my friend was in the Director’s Conference Room.  It was a very solemn and moving ceremony. As I left, I pocketed, without being caught, several drink coasters complete with the NGA logo.  Even the German Shepherd did not know. 

I thought you might like to know.
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